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Welcome!

To start off, this was a commissioned project, so please keep that in mind as you start reading. Someone had a fantasy in mind, so they reached out to me to get see what we could create together.

My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing female domination and gynarchy erotica since 2018. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions!

Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I currently charge one cent per word. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.

I’m happy to include specific descriptions and any plot points you desire. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl! If you can dream it, I can write it!

Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to

ARitter664@gmail.com .

I look forward to hearing from you!




Part 1:

"Sir, I think this is a bad idea," Amy Wang told her boss.

Normally, Douglas Drake would have taken a few extra seconds to pretend to pay attention to his subordinate. But as he strode from one quarter to the next, he had his eyes aimed down at his phone. "Are these updates, correct?"

"They appear to be," Christopher Renner told him.

Douglas stopped, spun back toward his employees, and he stared at all of them, his gaze, bouncing from one to the next. They were young, hungry, ambitious, and skilled. These were supposed to be some of the best engineers, programmers, analysts, and business people on the planet. But at that moment, he glared at each of them. "'They appear to be'?" Douglas demanded. "I need real information."

"Sir," Amy said, her voice soft, her tone determined, "We don't have the information. Right now, the diagnostics are questionable at best."

"Then we have to proceed," he said.

Mitchell O'Connor, a redhaired programmer from Dublin, chased after his boss along with the others as Douglas turned away and marched back toward Testing Room 3A. "Shouldn't we be calling the military?"

Douglas stopped and spun back around. "The military? You really want a bunch of government hacks running through our facility? Davin, what are the numbers?"

Right away, Davin Trent understood what his boss wanted to know. He had his own phone out, information ready, "One billion in inventory, twenty-three billion in hard assets, and seventy billion in R&D."

"No, we're not going to call in the military, not yet."

"Sir, I appreciate your skepticism, but if we send a pilot in there, they could get seriously hurt."

"I know," Douglas answered. "That's why I'm going to do it myself."

The chorus of disbelief cut across the air:

"What?"

"Sir?"

"You're joking?"

"No way," muttered the last of his advisors.

This time, Douglas kept walking. Excitement thrummed through his body, especially because he hadn't enjoyed this kind of excitement for the last couple of years. Back in college, when he first started his company and hired Jack Rosen and Gurpreet Singh, he had been wandering through unknown possibilities. Yes, he came from a moderately wealthy family (unlike so many of his friends, they had to rent their chalet in the Swiss Alps whenever they wanted to visit Europe), but he had craved something else. It was this drive that ran through his veins, and so he took one risk after another. He hired his friends.

Then, right before their IPO, he hired some of the best lawyers on the planet and increased his stake. It was a question of strategy, legal maneuvering, and intimidation. It worked. After he sold that first company, he took his assets, and he went into private equity. From there, he parlayed one excellent maneuver into the next, over and over again.

Online, he had his fan boys, those millions of followers who tracked his social presence., Mostly young men, they admired him for his tenacity, brutality, and willingness to talk about the future in ways so many of his fellow oligarchs were not. They admired his declarations, his bold pronouncements, and his willingness to push his stock price ever higher. There was a reason why Douglas Drake had just cracked the list of the top ten richest men on the planet. So many other CEOs tried to focus on their companies, Drake understood the illusory nature of the different stock and bond markets. When he went in front of the cameras and got his audiences fired up, he made bold predictions. And yes, he had to deal with the numbers, but he had become very adroit at managing expectations.

Granted, he had his detractors. There were lots of people who accused him of being a rich guy who started out rich and ended up a lot richer, mostly because he was willing to betray his friends and break the rules to succeed. Douglas made sure to surround himself with people who disagreed.

"This is going to be great," he said. "I'm going to put on the suit, and I'm going to retake the facility."

Of the four employees who now stood behind him, it was Amy, who called out, "Sir, I think that's a really, really bad idea."

Douglas stopped and turned around once again. The entrance to Testing Room 3A waited at the end of this hallway.

Christopher, Mitchell, and Davin all retreated back, but Amy stood there, her expression hard as she stared up at her boss. Her short, black hair glistened, and her lips hardened as she matched his glare. From a distance, maybe they both seemed perfectly appropriate. Maybe a random observer might have been able to sense the nervous energy crackling between them.

"I know you have tested the suit, and the Tech Link has worked well, but..." She pressed her lips together, and she clearly wanted to hold back, only she wasn't sure that would be a good idea, especially because she saw the glint of manic excitement in his eyes.

Up until now, he had taken risks. Lots of them. Each and every time, he had succeeded. One of his favorite and most popular videos included him lecturing on the importance of failing hard and fast, but every single one of his wagers had succeeded. His attackers accused him of dumb luck. Out in the wider world, there are billions of people, so it made sense that at least one person would roll well again and again. He wasn't brilliant. He was just a statistical anomaly; at least, that was what they said.

Fortunately for Douglas, his fans always shouted down those detractors as being jealous or too stupid to understand his brilliance.

"If you go in there, you could get seriously hurt."

"I've trained in the Dragon Armor," he replied. "It's going to be fine. Besides, this way, we're going to get some really good footage. We can upload it, and we will show the world what we can do. After this, you know how many militaries are going to be banging on our doors? Police forces? We're going to be worth tens of trillions when all is said and done. We might actually become one of the most powerful forces on the global stage."

His mouth watered as he uttered those words. That sense of influence, control, and power rushed through his body. Oh yes. He had gotten lucky with quite a few of his wagers. Whether that meant picking out the right companies, stripping their assets, doubling down on options, or hiring the right people, he knew what he was doing.

Or so, he told himself.

He marched right into Testing Room 3A.

At this point, none of his employees stopped him.

Inside that room, he saw the Dragon Armor. Strictly speaking, it was the ninetieth iteration. That number didn't even include the hundreds of thousands of simulations and statistical models that had gone into the creation of this beauty.

As far as he was concerned, it was an artistic triumph. It helped that he had hired a dozen graphic designers to help craft the details. This armored suit would completely encapsulate the wearer. The different components could retract back, different plates folding together. As the chief shareholder of Drake Dynamics, he had added to his company's investments and successes with nanotechnology. Now his fingers brushed along the metallic plates, and he nodded to himself, confident that this technology would work perfectly. The suit reacted to his touch, shifting like blown sand as the armor detected his biometric readings.

"Are we ready?"

"We can do this," Christopher said.

"Absolutely," Mitch added.

"We've got you covered," Davin agreed.

All of them turned back to Amy. She didn't say anything. She looked right back at Douglas, and she shook her head. It was a quick, sharp little movement.

"You've got this," Douglas said with a smirk. Then he turned back, he raised his arms, and he waited.

His employees scrambled to their stations. They pulled up the different schematics, the readings, and the sensor logs.

The suit slid forward, matched his movements, and then it enveloped him.

As a little boy, Douglas Drake had attended a prestigious preschool, one where he could form some of the long-lasting friendships that would enable him to succeed across the rest of his life. But while there, he had been encouraged to play with sand and rice. According to the overqualified and underpaid teachers, children needed to explore. Tactile games could be effective and push them ahead of their peers. The same sensations danced along the back of his neck even as the suit encased him. As the sand and grains pressed against his skin, they hardened into a carapace along his forearms, biceps, shoulders, chest, back, thighs, and shins. The joints would remain durable yet flexible...assuming nothing went wrong.

He kept his eyes closed at first. He didn't open them, yet the visual data started to stream anyway.

The Tech Link activated, so he could now see the information pulse directly through his mind. It was an incredibly strange sensation, but one he welcomed nonetheless. It felt a little bit like dreaming, a little bit like imagining something, and a little bit like memory. He watched as the capacitors spooled up. He saw statistical readouts for the armor's integrity, tensile strength, and combat effectiveness.

At first, Douglas had held his breath. Now he inhaled, and he could feel the cool, purified oxygen run along his nostrils and at the back of his throat.

"Sir, is everything okay?" Amy asked. Of course, she stood right there, only a few feet away, yet the sounds seemed somehow distant. Technically, he didn't hear her voice; instead, the tiny headphones built into his helmet buzzed with a simulation of her voice.

"Yes," he said. "Everything looks good."

He opened his eyes, so now Douglas Drake had to deal with the double vision of what he actually saw through the lenses of his helmet, plus the digital information projected directly into his mind. At the same time, when he bent his fingers, he could feel the tiny haptic controls built into his gauntlets.

The armor required a special kind of training. All along the way, Douglas Drake had paid attention to specifically how the systems would be controlled. So often, he had been willing to let his engineers take over, but when it came to these details, he followed their work closely. So many of his followers assumed he was a genius, partially because they saw him as the face of his corporation. As such, he received credit for each piece of technology. Perhaps, deep down, those fans understood that this kind of work required the dedication of thousands of different people: programmers, engineers, designers, and more. Even so, Douglas Drake would still receive the credit. On some level, people still believed in the simplicity of a genius inventor, even if that concept no longer made sense.

"Open the skylight," he instructed.

Originally, the laboratory hadn't included an aperture in the ceiling. But now he strained his neck, looked up, and he could feel the armor shift around him. It was so strange, especially because when he blinked, information continued to pulse along his thoughts. It was almost enough to make him sick, but he had wanted this. At the same time, he understood exactly how the rest of the world would view the situation, especially when he went online and talked about it.

But first, they had to deal with the problem.

"I want you to maintain radio and networked contact until I get the word," Douglas told his employees. "In the meantime, contact the programmers and figure out exactly what is going on at the factory."

"Yes, sir," Amy replied.

"We're on it," Davin agreed.

Inside of his helmet, Douglas smiled. And then he exhaled slowly. He had gone skydiving, base jumping, and had driven some of the fastest cars on the planet. Each time, he made sure that his social media team was there to document all of it. This time, he only had the small group of employees, but he made sure the armor recorded everything.

His fingertips twitched, and he activated the haptic controls. All at once, he fell to the thrust as inertia yanked him up. With this thrusters blazing bright, he exploded up into the air. He flew!

For just a second, he worried he was going to miss the skylight and tear a hole in the roof. His right hand banged against the side of the window, but he still made it out into the air. He flew up, higher and higher. Suddenly, he looked down, and he could see the buildings, the vehicles, the trees and patches of grass. Beneath him, the world had shrunk down to the size of a model.

Inside of his helmet, Douglas Drake grinned.

He relaxed for a second, the thrust gave up, and suddenly he was falling.

"Crap!" His fingers tensed again, and suddenly the thrust reactivated. He shot back into the sky, higher and faster this time.

Focusing on his fingertips, he managed to stay aloft this time. Beneath him, the city disappeared, only to be replaced by a thick carpet of trees. He spotted a couple of roads, and he wondered for a moment if any of those drivers could see him. Were any of the guys in those trucks glancing up and blinking rapidly as they tried to figure out what they saw? Was he a bug? A rocket? A tiny plane off in the distance?

I'm a god, he thought.

Douglas hadn't expected the idea to pop into his head, but he didn't resist it either. First, he contemplated the armor that now encased his body. It was nothing less than absolutely amazing. He knew that he could probably fall from a thousand feet in the air, achieve terminal velocity, crash down into the ground, and maybe sustain a few bruises. More than that, he considered the pulse cannons built into his forearms. Those weapons had the potential capability of ripping through tank armor. More than that, he now flew at several hundred miles an hour...because he wanted to be careful and didn't wish to take any risks.

The Tech Link continued to stream fresh data directly into his mind; he double checked all of the readouts. Every status update remained in the green. More than that, he could also reach out to the servers back at his company. He could search through the web for virtually anything he needed. And then there was his companion. Smiling to himself, he instructed, "Activate Athena."

"Hello, Douglas Drake. What are the mission parameters?"

"This is no longer going to be a test run," he said. "Something has happened at one of our factories. I'm going to investigate now. Last I heard, there were several injuries, and the facility has been completely evacuated."

"Yes, sir. I understand."

He grinned. Strictly speaking, the local interface wasn't necessary. He could have directly communicated with Athena through the Tech Link, his optic commands, or the haptic interface built into his gauntlets. Instead, he liked to hear her voice. There was something playful, sexy, and flirtatious about every sound she made.

Of course, Douglas wasn't the first to come up with this idea, but he hadn't been able to resist the temptation either. His employees hadn't said anything. When it came to designing Athena, he didn't have much to say about the deep learning algorithms, the neural networks, or the various filters that were applied to her programmed framework. But they had several actresses come in and give vocal samples. When it came to choosing one of them, he had been very, very judicious. He went over the different samples again and again.

And now he could hear the sound of Athena as she talked to him.

"Good girl," he replied.

He had this woman whispering to him, he could fly through the air, he had become almost invulnerable, and he had access to virtually every scrap of information any human had ever gathered. If that didn't make him a god, what would?

In the distance, the manufacturing facility looked like just a speck on the horizon.

"Christopher, talk to me," he instructed.

"I'm uploading the latest reports right now."

As promised, fresh data streamed directly into Douglas's head. He blinked once, yet the information didn't stop. He saw the robotic arms begin to flail inside of their cradles. He watched as other data feeds streamed directly into his consciousness. Several canine units rose up from their charging harnesses and snapped at the conveyor belts, tearing through the facility with something close to bestial hunger.

"What was I saying?"

"Sir, it looks like we aren't dealing with a terrorist attack as initially reported."

"Then what is this?"

"Sir, I believe this may be a cyber attack," Athena told him in his ear. "I have already run through the footage, and there is no sign of any aggressor. This seems to be some form of sabotage."

As he listened to her playfully seductive tones, Douglas inhaled slowly. His heart started beating faster. Ideally, he thought he would get to drop through the roof, crash down on a criminal, feel the pain of bullets bouncing against his armor, and knock out one bad guy after another.

"A virus got into our system?" Douglas asked, frustration grinding through his voice.

"That's what it looks like," Devon confirmed. "I'm locking down the facility. The virus might spread to the rest of our networks."

"Isn't it a little bit late for that?"

"You want me to keep the links open?"

"No," Douglas said with another hiss of aggravation. "Shut it down. Shut it all down right now."

"We lost control of every drone," Mitchell told him through the feed.

Douglas bit down, he wanted to continue flying toward the facility, but now he stopped. Instead, he hovered, hanging above the forest below as he contemplated the building spread out before him. Building this place had been a PR nightmare. Locals had gone on and on about the cultural significance of the Black Forest and those trees. Douglas eventually won (of course, he did), but the enterprise had been a headache.

As far as he was concerned, the Europeans didn't have enough respect for wealthy visionaries such as himself.

"What else is there?" Douglas demanded a few seconds later.

"Nothing," Mitchell told him.

"What?"

"Sir, the virus cut out most of the communication feeds."

"Understood," he replied. "Athena, lock down our systems. Double check with my team. If there's anything else I need to know, figure it out right now. Otherwise, we're going in."

In several online profiles, Douglas Drake had been described as a "ruthless fighter" and a "vicious warrior on Wall Street". He knew how to negotiate, how to make demands, and how to crush the opposition. Or rather, he knew how to get other people to make those points about him. At times, he questioned this kind of self aggrandizement. And yet, he also understood how useful it could be.

Every business decision ultimately came down to people (for now). By controlling his reputation, he influenced how people reacted to him. Sure, some of his competitors might have shaken their heads and insisted that he was an idiotic blowhard for his willingness to jump on talk shows and podcasts, but he recognized the truth. His digital clout and personal reputation translated into concrete decisions made by those around him. How did the politicians treat him? What kind of subsidies did they give him? What about other bankers? When he looked for financing, what kind of terms would he get? These were the kinds of small details that most people liked to ignore as they raged against "influencer culture". But what those critics didn't understand was the notion that all of this affected actual choices.

"Athena, confirm that all this is being recorded," he said.

"Confirmed, sir!"

"Good girl," he replied.

And then, because he could, he scanned the facilities, spotted three small heat signatures within one of the buildings, and so he flew directly over, dropped down, and waited.

The rest of the world blurred past, and then he experienced the impact as his heels slammed through the roof. He tore through the shingles, iron, and wood like a diver slicing into water. In less than a second, he crashed down into the ground. His boots cracked industrial, concrete flooring, and he smacked one palm against the surface as he raised his other arm into the air. Then, slowly, very slowly, Douglas Drake lifted his gaze.

It was a shame, he reflected. First, he was proud of this landing. He knew he looked amazing, but the machines arrayed before him wouldn't be able to appreciate it. At the same time, he wondered who had dared to infiltrate his manufacturing facility's systems. They're going to pay. They're going to pay dearly...or maybe I'll hire them. Yes. He smiled behind his mask as he reflected on the kind of power he could now wield.

Across the globe, millions of people wielded money, using it to bludgeon their way through life. Most of them didn't even know what to do with it, but now he had this suit of armor, and that sense of invulnerability rushed through him. His eyes narrowed, and he locked onto the three mechanical canines arrayed before him.

They were weapon drones, of course. One of them spun around and locked its glowing red eyes on the armored warrior before it.

Douglas stood, leaned forward, extended one hand, and beckoned the machines to attack.

These robotic wolves wouldn't be able to contend with someone like him, a creature who had become the Dragon.

Launching itself forward on loping strides, the first robot's talons scraped against the concrete.

More importantly, it was fast, almost impossibly quick. It cut the distance between them when he blinked. Athena, the voice in his head reminded him, "Sir, each of these canines are rated as tank killers."

Before she finished her sentence, the machine had crossed the distance between them and Douglas just barely managed to get his arm up in time. Those claws racked down on his arm. For a second, he thought he sensed the flash of lines of heat down his limb, almost as though the claws could actually pierce his exoskeleton.

Before it could strike again, Douglas raised both of his fists, he braced his heels against the ground, and he activated his own energy cannons. The weapons extended, each barrel glowing a shade of pale red. He unleashed his payload, and a shield of energy exploded out.

The weapons didn't have much kinetic force, but they didn't need it either, not when they sliced through the wolf's steel exterior. With another flick of his fingertips, he halted the beams of energy. Then he watched as the wolf slid apart, its carapace glowing red down one slit.

Again, he grinned.

In the next instant, a missile streaked out. It crashed into his left flank, knocking him across the building. He came to a skidding halt and only stopped when he crashed into a set of mechanical arms. One he destroyed. His armored frame exploded through the base, leaving him there at the center of the conveyor belt. Torn wires sparked around him, and crumpled sheets of metal reached toward the ceiling like frozen ocean waves. The second welder activated, and a blow torch sped down toward his head.

Behind his mask, his eyes widened as the world turned to a bright, yellow-white haze.

Athena informed him, "Sir, your armor's structural integrity is down to seventy percent. I strongly recommend you remove yourself from this conflict or modify your strategy. Allowing your opponents to attack you like this is unlikely to lead to a desirable outcome."

As much as he wanted to answer, Douglas couldn't. His muscles strained as he raised his arms. At this point, he could feel the searing heat along his cheek. Yes, it stung. Yes, it burned. Right now, it wasn't awful. He knew it hurt, but this was only a taste of the punishment the outer skin of his armor had to endure.

In his peripheral vision, he saw the temperature sensor readings go from pale red to a dark, ominous crimson. The next moment, he pulled his fist back, punched up, and managed to puncture the welder's joint. The machine crumpled since it had never been designed for something like this.

Unfortunately for Douglas Drake, the other wolves had no intention of giving him time to recover. They didn't allow his armor to recharge; they didn't give him the opportunity to reinforce his exoskeleton. Once he removed that last threat, the other two creatures fell upon him, each one grabbing an arm or leg in their super-strong maws.

"Sir, structural integrity is down to fifty percent," she announced.

"Redirect energy to maintaining tensile strength," he shot back. Douglas didn't really know if that made sense, but he had to hope her AI would be able to process what he meant, and to turn it into something that would keep him alive.

Athena understood what he meant.

His armor hardened along the attacked limbs. Energy transferred from the systems near his back as the armor defended him.

"Activate energy shield," he ordered.

"Sir, those systems are still highly experimental."

"Everything about this armor is still experimental! Do it!"

Fresh heat washed across his skin. It wasn't enough to burn him, but it sent another shiver of fear running through his body. At the same time, the wolves were shoved back, each one knocked four or five feet across the facility's floor. Their claws scratched fresh grooves into the ground.

At that moment, Douglas really, really wanted to rest. He wanted to fly away, to hit a lounge or a club or a bar somewhere. Ideally, it would be the kind of spot where pretty, eager waitresses understood what kind of man he was, and the kinds of tips he could leave.

Instead, he forced himself up onto his feet.

In the corner of his peripheral vision, he watched as his suit replenished its reserves. At the same time, he saw that he had been down here for less than thirty seconds.

"Crap," he muttered.

At the same time, he dropped the shield. He hadn't taken the time to appreciate it, but a pretty, semi-transparent shell of golden yellow energy had flashed into existence before him.

"Emmitters are unstable," Athena announced.

Reluctantly, he dropped the protective, overlapping domes.

This time, the wolves didn't try for melee. Instead, a pair of machine guns emerged from their flanks, each one locked onto him.

"Crap," he muttered again, only to start running.

Immediately, he could feel the bullets spray against his armor. They pinged and banged against that scant protection between his sensitive, human flesh, and the depleted uranium trying to rip him apart.

With a panicked jolt of movement, he activated the thrusters built into his boots. He jumped forward, leaping across the air. He landed between them. He jumped up again. The two wolves reacted automatically, reorienting, locking on, and firing.

Hot bolts of metal ripped into both of these creatures. The mechanized wolves were destroyed almost instantly, as the armor piercing munitions destroyed them.

"Athena," he said, panting, "Make a note. We need to recalibrate their friendly-fire routines."

"Yes, sir," she agreed.

"That's the voice you decided to give her?" someone else asked.

Because this voice belonged to a woman, Douglas automatically asked, "Amy?"

"No, no," came a playful chuckle. "I'm not Amy."

"Then who are you? How did you get on this line?" As a business leader and an entrepreneur, he immediately figured she had to be a government agent. What? Was she with the German military? NATO? The UN? He thought of different bureaucrats until some of the color drained away from his cheeks. Yes, his armor was still hot, and he stood over the broken bodies of those combat drones, only he realized who he this had to be. "You're the hacker."

"I am," she said. "You may call me..." she let her voice hang on the air for several seconds, "Minerva."

"Athena, lock our systems. I don't want her influencing your software."

"Understood, sir."

"Don't worry. I’m not interested in messing with you. I’m going to play with your facility for little while."

"Why?"

"Because I can," she said.

"You're going to pay for this," he said. All thoughts of hiring this woman suddenly vanished from his head.

"Cute," she said, laughing.

At the same time, Douglas narrowed his eyes. Rather than speak aloud, he used the haptic interface to type out a quick command, Athena, see if you can track her. As far as he was concerned, hackers were some of the most cowardly actors out there. First, they seldom went after hard targets. Instead, most of them wandered around online, searching for vulnerabilities. They were less like predators and more like parasites. Just as importantly, he silently fumed as he thought about this girl and the fact that she could be anywhere on the planet. Maybe she was sitting in her dorm somewhere, although he quickly dismissed the thought. Perhaps she was at a terminal in some investment bank, or she could have just as easily have been seated at her laptop in a coffee shop in Paris, Djibouti, Taiwan, or maybe San Francisco.

Douglas had to actively refrain from pushing his fingers down into his palms. He didn't want to accidentally submit the wrong haptic commands.

"You know this facility costs billions of dollars?"

"And you know, there's a lot more to life than money?"

"You say that like a poor person," he shot back.

"Is that really what you think?"

Athena, he signaled with his fingertips dancing against the soft sensors built into his gauntlet, any word on that trace.

Nothing yet, sir.

He had to keep this woman talking, whoever, she might be. At the same time, he knew his suit's systems would be recording every droplet of data. Later on, he could go back and run this through a variety of filters to see what kind of digital traces she might have left behind. Maybe she thought she was clever, but he had to hope there might have been something in the audio link that would tell him who she was. If he could track her down, then he knew he could neutralize this threat.

But first, he had to make sure that the manufacturing facility was safe. At the same time, he went back to Athena, If we destroy the transmitters, she won't be able to maintain control, will she?

If she is using a direct link, destroying the transmitters should neutralize her capabilities, sir.

Because he wanted to keep her distracted, Douglas decided to play her game and answer her question, "Yes. That is exactly what I think. Do you know what the world is all about? Money."

"Or maybe you are just trying to mess with me," Minerva said, her tone light and playful. He didn't mean to do it, but he imagined her as some blonde girl, like a cheerleader or some breathy coed at a college who didn't really want to learn. And yet, he couldn't underestimate her, especially if she had successfully infiltrated his system. He paid a lot of money to some very smart people to make sure his systems couldn't be compromised.

And yet, this woman had done it.

How?

He would figure it out. Or more precisely, his team of engineers would figure it out. But in the meantime, he had to balance the competing elements of time. The longer he waited, the more his armor recharged and regenerated. Simultaneously, he recognized the threat. With every moment, Minerva could play with his systems, creating havoc throughout the manufacturing facility.

This was going to cost a lot of money.

"No," he said. "I’m not trying to mess with you. Why would I?"

"Because you view me as an enemy."

"Are you?"

"Maybe that has yet to be determined," she replied.

He scanned the broken detritus of automated equipment. "If you think of yourself as my friend, you have a funny way of showing it."

"The world is a big and complicated place," she replied.

"It's not that big or that complicated," he said with as much finality as he could manage. He began to walk across the floor, his systems automatically scanning for different threats. Of course, there were dozens of automated arm units, each one of which could have posed a threat, but those weren't designed for combat, so they couldn't move from their locked positions. As long as he stayed away from them, they wouldn't pose any kind of threat. "It all comes down to money."

"Go on, Douglas."

He flinched. Of course, she was going to know exactly who he was. At that moment, he really hoped she couldn't read his vocal patterns. Then again, something about her confidence made him think she was a lot smarter than he wanted to give her credit for.

It didn't matter. He told her, "Whether you like it or not, everything comes down to money. Everything comes down to resources. Who gets what? That's always the question. How do we take care of people? Who should be in charge? Even that debate comes down to a question of power."

"Unless you're looking at it backwards," she told him.

"What are you talking about?" Douglas asked as he strode forward, carefully turning his head from side to side. At the same time, he studied the readouts from the different sensor suites built into his gear.

"What power is a tool, and should it be used to help people?"

He snorted.

"You think I'm naïve," she told him.

"I do," he replied. "And I'm going to prove it."

"How?"

"I'm going to make sure you get thrown in prison," he told her.

Unsurprisingly, Minerva just laughed. He had expected this sort of response; another reason he disliked hackers was their fundamental arrogance. Because they could hide and take each moment to strike, they always viewed themselves as smarter than everyone else. Even if they were hiding behind their computer screens, they thought they could control the world.

"Unless…" Douglas continued.

"You know, if you keep going with this line of thought, you're going to regret it," Minerva told him.

"Unless you beg," he continued. Now, he wasn't going to be intimidated by the disembodied voice buzzing in his helmet.

"Oh?"

"That's right," he told her, turning it into a boast. "When we catch you, I’m going to make sure you get a choice between some prison somewhere and service." He could have stopped there. He didn't. "I'm going to want to see you in my office with a choker around your neck, and you are going to do everything I say. You will help me with my security. More than that, you're going to learn some humility."

"Arrogant, arrogant boy. You have no idea, do you?"

By now, he had moved down a long corridor, and that's when something struck him. It slammed into the small of his back and knocked him into a rolling skid along the concrete. It had ears, he could hear the sounds of Minerva's giggles through the buzz of rough static.

He spun around, raised his arms, and that's when he saw the corsair braced for combat. Roughly humanoid, it came equipped with half a dozen rage-fire missiles.

The first one had just struck, but by now his systems recuperated. More importantly, his conversation with Minerva had given him some time to recharge his capacitors. In an instant, he dropped his arm, aimed, and the targeting heuristics kicked into effect, locking onto the corsair. Right as he sent the attack signal, his targetting lock shuddered and broke.

Throwing itself into a loping run, the corsair sprinted toward him, swinging its arms even as the shoulder-mounted missile launchers locked onto him.

Right as the enemy payload exploded off of those shoulders, Douglas sent to another signal. His boots activated and fresh thrusters launched him up into the air. The missiles shot past him, missing by only a few feet...maybe inches. Douglas didn't have the time or focus to check. He landed a second later in a tight crouch.

Just as he checked, the corsair sprinted at him, its arms slashing through the air, its mechanical legs crashing down against the ground over and over again. It leaped up, cutting across the distance between them.

The automated defense reflexes activated, allowing Douglas to grab the corsair by its outstretched leg, to spin, to use its momentum against it, and to throw the machine across the chamber.

It crashed into a wall, only to leap away from broken chunks of concrete.

At first, Douglas couldn't see the corsair flying at him again, only his automated scanners shifted his vision, so he discerned the outline of the oncoming threat.

Bracing his legs, he summoned the energy shield again. The disc appeared in front of his shoulder, and he knocked the corsair away.

Refusing to give up the initiative, Douglas ran hard. He initiated one of the attack patterns, jumping up, crashing down onto the following corsair, and hammering his fist against the robot's chest.

One blow after another crashed hard against the armored breastplate and the reinforced steel began to echo and bend. Right before his seventh blow, Douglas spotted the small aperture, and now he reached in. Phone wires and conduit sparked as he ripped away that defensive shell, and now he punched down one more time, wrecking the internal mechanisms that allowed this automated weapon to fight in the first place.

By now, he was breathing hard.

"Not bad," she said. "Maybe there is something to be said for still having a pilot. Is that why you're wearing armor, Douglas?"

"Surrender now, they'll go easy on you," he spat back at her.

"Or...you could tell me that you're wrong."

He snorted. Right as he climbed back up onto his feet and turned around, he considered the devastated facility all around him. He could see several fires. Smoke hazed the air, not that it could affect him while he wore the Dragon suit.

"Wrong? What am I supposed to be wrong about?" Douglas demanded.

"Everything," she said.

Sir, I've been unable to trace her location.

What about the others?

Athena's digital words flashed at the bottom of his vision, No luck, sir.

"I'm out here, fighting to reclaim my property. You are hiding somewhere like a rat."

"Your property? Interesting," she said. "How many subsidies allowed you to build your empire?"

"It doesn't matter how I play the game, as long as I win."

"I hope you remember that when you're down on your knees in front of me," she said.

He snorted. "You have no idea what you're talking about."

"You sure about that?" Minerva taunted him.

Right as he started to take a step forward, Douglas heard something. It boomed across the floor, a kind of vibration. He could feel it rattle up his boots, into the armored plates along his legs, all the way to his chest and eardrums.

"Let's see if you can do this," she said.

He turned, and he saw another humanoid figure, only this one wasn't his size. On the contrary, it towered above him. It was three or four times larger. It barely fit beneath the skylights.

"If you want, you could always run away," Minerva told him. "Is that what you want to do, Douglas? Are you going to run away? I mean, you could always call in the German military or maybe NATO. I'm sure they could bomb your factory from a safe distance."

"Why are you doing this?"

"There's something I want," she said.

"Liar," he growled back at her. At the same time, he braced himself.

He studied the mechanical monstrosity that towered above him. How tall was that thing? Twenty feet? No. It had to be closer to thirty. Douglas could have activated his scanners and received an accurate answer with almost zero margin of error...but he didn't want that answer.

"OK. I lie about what?"

"Because you're a terrorist," he said. "You're a vandal. You don't actually build anything yourself. Instead, you just look for weaknesses in other people's systems, you try to exploit them."

"Are you any different?"

At that moment, he knew he needed to attack. The giant construct stood there, its arms braced at its side. Minerva was in control, only now she was comfortable giving him the first attack. Did she know how to use the Titan battle drone? Maybe. Maybe not. Either way, it was dangerous, especially because Athena helpfully provided him with a full accounting of its varied weapons arrays: missile launchers, machine guns, flamethrowers, not to mention the "secondary assets". For the moment, Douglas didn't even want to think about what that might mean.

"What are you talking about?"

Athena, he signalled, pull up the specs and show me any weaknesses.

Yes, sir.

"I’m talking about how you build your companies," she said. "You manipulate people."

"I organize people," he said.

"Face it. You're not smarter than anyone else, Douglas."

He stepped back, "I’m a genius. Haven't you been paying attention?"

"Oh, and what have you done?"

"I’m rich," he shot back.

"Bank account numbers prove you're good at a game or that you got lucky. Prove you’re smart," she replied. "But that's something you don't like to think about, isn't it? Even if we just go down to that simple question. What is intelligence? Who gets to make that determination? You have poured your life into chasing after numbers on screens. That still doesn't mean you are right about any of it."

"I'm going to make you pay," he promised again.

"You keep telling me that," she said, without any hint of fear in her voice.

At that moment, he couldn't take it.

Normally, when he walked into any office, his underlings cowered before him. Online, he frequently posted about the importance of bravery, especially in the corporate setting. He would go on and on about how he didn't want sycophants on his payroll. He wrote things like, "My companies succeed because I hire the best. I find people who are willing to take chances. You know what happens when they mess up? They are rewarded. That's because I understand that we have to take risks, break things, and figure out the best way forward. This is what real courage is all about." In actuality, he routinely fired people for messing up. He set the metrics, and he pushed them to succeed. If they couldn't keep those sales and revenue numbers going up, then they weren't any use to him.

Minerva wasn't scared of him.

It wasn't just a question of the distance separating them. Sure, she was hidden somewhere else. She could have been in another city, another country, or on another continent. In that moment, he could feel something twist inside of his gut. He had met women like her before, successful engineers and programmers and analysts who had no problem seeing through the maze of manipulation he wove with effortless ease. Whenever he encountered one of those women, there were those different urges: retreat, confront, control, destroy. Unfortunately for him, he couldn't do any of those, not to that girl, so he went after her stolen avatar instead.

Channeling the energy from the capacitors down into his thrusters, he launched himself forward, faster than he had ever traveled before. The inertia squeezed him up in his armor as he shot forward like a blur. In that moment, he didn't need any missiles. He had become one.

He expected to shoot right through the Titan.

Only then it raised one arm, braced its elbow, and activated the emitters.

He slammed into the energy shield, bouncing off of it and skidding away as the Titan stepped off to the side. Disoriented, he slammed into the wall. The Titan raced toward him, its massive footfalls clanging against the ground before it bent down and grabbed him by one leg. It threw him! Existence morphed into a spinning blur as he flew through the air and slammed into another one of the walls. He dropped down, and he could hear Athena trying to signal something to him.

He landed on his stomach.

Face down, he groaned.

The armor protected him from enough kinetic force to turn his muscles to jelly and his bones to powder. Even so, he could feel the painful bruises beginning to form along his arms and legs, probably down his chest and past his buttocks. He groaned right as he lifted his head and watched as the Titan raced for him again.

"Crap," he muttered. At the same time, he had to wonder just how far this might go. She had taunted him with the possibility of retreat. If he didn't run, how far would this go?

Would she seriously hurt him? Would she kill him?

No, he couldn't die, not then or there.

This time, he threw himself forward, only he didn't rely purely on that kinetic force. Instead, he unleashed fresh beams of refined energy. His blasters had remained undamaged despite the assault on his armor. Twin beams lanced forward and cut through the Titan's energy shield.

An instant, more and his fists beat straight into the oversized chest. His thrusters flared, and he forced the gargantuan machine back. It stumbled, losing its balance and collapsing onto its back.

Douglas Drake didn't stop. He flew up, kicked off against the ceiling, and then he punched fresh energy into his thrusters. The jet of heat and flame threw him down with even more force. Another beam of energy slammed into the Titan's shell. It glowed red. He slammed down, punching into the armor.

He ripped through different components, but the machine didn't give up. The Titan tried to grab him by his arms. For one horrifying moment, he wondered what would happen if it squeezed and managed to tear his limbs from his body. No. That wouldn't happen.

Douglas signaled the shield emitters. The Titan grabbed onto him, only it couldn't get a grip. Instead, it found the kinetic shell. As its mechanized talons scraped and squeezed, yellow and red sparks flared.

Sir, capacitors are nearly empty.

With time, the reactor would have generated additional energy, but he was asking the suit to do too much all at once. For the most part, he had managed to push aside a lot of his concerns, but now he saw the readouts morph into angry starbursts of yellow and red.

Worse, small hatches retracted back, opening and releasing the secondary assets.

At first, he thought of the canines he had first confronted when he entered the facility, only then he decided they moved more like skittering rats. White and silver, they emerged from a a dozen different ports and skittered toward him.

Athena, activate defensive measures.

Yes, he was asking for even more from the suit, but he didn't see any choice.

Automated miniguns snapped into place from his shoulders, and now they tracked the different rodents as the machines ran toward him. One by one, they were blasted away. Even so, they were getting closer. Seriously, how many of these things did the Titan have in its arsenal?

Worse, they raced up his arms, onto his shoulders, and he didn't understand what was happening.

They bit and stabbed down, teeth and claws working at the different parts of his armor.

In theory, those rodents weren’t supposed to have enough energy, force, or power to penetrate his armor.

Athena, what the hell are they doing?

Before the AI could answer, Minerva told him, "What? You don't like these? They were built by your engineers, Douglas."

At this point, he couldn't answer. He needed to destroy the Titan. At the same time, he called out, "Athena, lock down our systems."

"Digital penetration detected," she said.

How much time did they have?

"Lock it down. Lock it all down," he shouted back. At the same time, he tore into the Titan. Finally, he found the exposed circuitry. At first, he intended to punch it. Maybe that wouldn't be enough. Maybe that wouldn't work. That's why he launched a missile instead. He picked the unit with the largest payload, he fired, and then he bit down even as he clenched his eyes shut.

All around him, the world collapsed into fire and noise.

Douglas didn't get to see himself corkscrew through the air. He didn't even feel the shifting momentum, nor did he get the satisfaction of watching as the rats disintegrated around him.

All he knew was that when he opened his eyes a few seconds later he glanced down at the chronometer. Then he raised his hand, and he saw a couple of superficial burns, a few scrapes, and a cut along the side of his thumb. Yes, his armor protected him again. Barely.

"Athena, status?"

"I'm not detecting any other threats within your vicinity."

"What about the facility's inventory? Any other threats?"

"No," she replied. "Congratulations, sir. You have won."

He made it to the central processing unit. He jabbed his finger up against the port, created a hardline connection, and interfaced with the system. At the same time, he reminded Athena to be careful. Obviously, Minerva knew what she was doing.

"I’m coming for you," he had told her as he pushed himself back up onto his feet. Yes, he was losing, and the pain was obvious in every syllable, but he didn't care. He had defeated everything she had thrown at him. And yeah, she had done a lot of damage and this would be very expensive, and he was sure that the stock price would drop on Monday, but he didn't really care. He had plenty of cash stored up, so he'd buy a few million shares and leak some of today's footage on Tuesday. This way, everyone would get to see him fighting like an actual superhero.

Out in the wider world, there were plenty of reports of superpowered individuals running around. But this was different, of course. He wasn't some vigilante who picked a city and decided to protect it from crime or any major threat. Instead, Douglas Drake was someone who could negotiate with the government, sign real contracts, and alter the nation's course. Hell, he had the kind of power and political capital needed to alter world events.

"Diagnostic report?"

"Your armor is at seventy percent capacity. Systems are repairing and recharging," she said.

"Good," he said. "Any software incursions?"

"No, Douglas."

He was too tired to notice the shift.

In truth, he hadn't actually done that much. There had been the panic, the stress, the bruises and those minor burns, but this was different from anything else he had experienced. Sure, there are plenty of profiles that talked about his love of adrenaline, yet he had put himself in actual danger.

Technically, his armor was superior to the drones at this facility by several orders of magnitude. And yet…

No, Douglas wasn't going to think about that. He wasn't going to envision what could have gone wrong either. Instead, he needed to concentrate on his next steps.

Once he was sure that the facility was secure, he jumped back into the air, reactivated his thrusters, and he flew up into the sky.

With the German landscape rushing beneath him, he contemplated the cities off in the distance, the small, scattered homes, and the expanse of forests. He loved the wild green spread out beneath him even as he zipped across the atmosphere. For most people, jumping on a plane was a rare occasion, maybe something an individual might do two or three times a year at most. For a magnate like Douglas Drake, flying had become almost commonplace. Jumping on his private jet was an almost daily occurrence, it seemed.

On any given day, he might have business in Tokyo, Paris, Nairobi, Rome, London, Paris, Berlin, San Francisco, New York, Los Angeles, or Seattle. Each of these cities represented a center of gravity in the business world. He negotiated contracts, traded favors, and strategized. All of this meant seeing the world as a much, much smaller place.

But now, he flew amongst the clouds. He zipped up, and he could see the puffy white all around him. Of course, he knew the schematics and the safety protocols. At the same time, he marveled at how the thrusters could hold him up. Simultaneously, the reactor built into his armor supplied more than enough power to keep him aloft. He was comfortable. Yes, he could still feel the bruises and the exhaustion, but there was this sense of triumph.

That girl had tried to mess with him.

Minerva.

When he thought of her name, a splash of irritation ran down his back. He closed his eyes behind the helm's faceplate; he breathed out slowly and relaxed. Up here he was all alone.

"Sir, is everything okay?"

Amy.

He rolled his eyes.

"Athena, lock off all communications," he ordered.

"Locking off all communications," she acknowledged.

He continued to hover there, up in the sky, beyond the reach of anyone else. At the same time, he contemplated the different types of information he had available. At this point, he was ready, he knew. Still, he decided to relax into the different possibilities.

"Keep communications locked down," he said. "Athena, I want you to instruct the others. Have all of the footage edited. I want to conduct the press conference as soon as possible. It's time for the world to meet The Dragon."

"Sending message," she told him.

As he hovered there, he kept his eyes closed for a little while. This wasn't meditation, not exactly. Instead, it was a moment of stillness, one where he allowed his psychological impulses to relax. He contemplated what might happen next, and he prepared himself. At the same time, he allowed for inspiration to strike. Too often, his competitors failed because they rushed ahead. Yes, speed mattered, especially in the business and tech worlds. This was something so many people failed to understand; evolution was inevitable. One of the only reliable constants in the universe was change. At the same time, he understood the importance of pausing and relaxing and considering everything that had happened. Humans were small, he understood. Most people can only focus on a few details each day. More importantly, the world became consistently more complex. New technologies, ideas, and subdivisions among societies made it impossible to generalize.

And yet, he hovered there, alone, but completely aware. He opened his eyes, and he scanned the different cities. He could access satellite feeds, hack into private networks, access the cameras and microphones built into different individuals' devices. It required almost no effort, especially because he could use Athena.

Spreading his arms and legs, he stayed there, up in the sky, "I can do anything."

Yes, he was ready for the press conference.

"The world is going to know. The world is going to see."

"Douglas, are you referring to the press conference?" As his AI, Athena obviously had access to his notes and personal planner.

"I am," he said. Again, he didn't notice that shift in her language patterns. Instead, he gazed out at the distances, and he marveled at his breadth of knowledge, as well as his new, physical capabilities.

Someone else might have objected. Someone else might have pointed out that it was the armor with its advanced nanotechnology and leading edge reactor that gave him these abilities. Strictly speaking, he was just a guy.

"Before you release the footage, maybe you should try something else."

"Like what?"

Athena hesitated for a second. Maybe there was something else. When she finally spoke into his ears maybe there was this slight fuzz at the edge of her tone. He needed to remember to run another diagnostic. Perhaps there was something wrong with his AI. If so, it was a marginal issue, and he really didn't need to worry about it.

After all, Douglas Drake had just taken on a swarm of robots. Seriously, that was something incredible and he couldn't wait to show the world.

"Perhaps you should confront some criminals," she suggested.

"Why would I do that?"

"The purpose of the press conferences is to garner attention for your company as well as your achievements, correct?"

"Yes," he allowed it.

"The goal of a press conference is to get attention. Fighting robots is dramatic," she allowed, "but going up against actual criminals would garner far more attention."

"I'm not so sure," he said.

"I have run two thousand, statistical models, all of which are based on principles of social media and the latest equations related to network science and information dispersion."

Douglas opened his mouth within his helmet, and he was about to ask, "What if I get hurt?" Then he stopped himself. Instead, he looked down at his armored hands, his forearms, and the rest of his frame. Every inch of his body was covered by the most advanced armor ever created.

"Athena," he said, carefully uttering her name.

"Yes, Douglas?"

"Scan all local police broadcasts. Translate everything. Find me some crime to stop. Oh, and try to make sure that I can get there before the local cops. I don't want them to start shooting at me because they don't know what the hell they're doing."

"Understood," she replied.

Did he just hear something else in her voice? Maybe a little note of skepticism? Some amusement?

No, it had to be his own imagination. She was just a machine, after all. It wasn't like he had programmed sarcasm into her personality matrix.

Douglas dropped down. Gravity grabbed him, and he could feel the primal realities of the universe as he fell, his stomach dropping. At the same time, he understood that the armor might not be able to protect him from a fall of this height. As the ground flew up, closer and closer, he waited until that last instant. His fingers twitched, the haptic controls sent the signal, and his thrusters reactivated. He flew above the ground, shooting across at the tops of trees before he glanced back up into the sky, a blur of technological prowess.

Yes, he ran the diagnostics.

The reports all came back clean.

Athena helpfully informed him, "Capacitors are fully charged. All systems are secure."

In fact, the bruises he had sustained while fighting off those reprogrammed machines would actually take significantly longer to heal. Yes, this armor was a technological marvel. It was a fantasy for police forces and every branch of every military on the planet.

And now, he was about to show the world what he could do.

"Douglas, we have a report of a robbery in progress. A local grocery store is currently under attack."

"A grocery store?"

"That's correct," Athena told him.

"ETA?"

"We can be there in three minutes," she said. "The local police are projected to arrive in seven minutes."

"Let's do it," he instructed. He altered course, flying through the air. "Utilize stealth measures," he instructed next.

"Acknowledged," said the AI.

Within seconds, he could see the city spread out before him. There were more parks and green spaces than he expected, but then the AI isolated the rectangle of the grocery store down below. From this angle, everything really did seem like a map. Now he saw his destination, so he dropped down. He thought of cutting through the ceiling. With nothing but momentum and gravity on his side, he could have dropped down without any problem.

Instead, he landed in front of the main entrance and he stomped forward, his footsteps softer than he expected.

Someone shouted.

At first, Douglas had expected to hear the harsh shouts of German. Instead, it sounded more like French. Then he double checked and saw that he had actually crossed the border a while ago.

One of the robbers held up a handgun.

Inside of his helmet, Douglas furrowed his brows. He stared straight ahead for a moment, amused. The corners of his mouth rose up into a smirk.

Then, because he couldn't help himself, he called out, "Go ahead. Do it." At the same time, the criminals glanced back and forth at one another. There were two of them. All of the customers had been gathered up on the opposite side of the store. Clearly, none of them had decided to be a hero; none of them were willing to risk their lives to protect a couple hundred euros.

The criminals glanced back and forth at one another. Obviously, they had heard his voice projected from the speakers. Then Douglas was tempted to exhale with just a hint of exasperation in his voice, but he had to remind himself this wasn't funny. People could actually get hurt here, and so he kept his arms up, but he told Athena, "Translate this: You can shoot if you want. This is some of the most advanced armor ever created by human hands. Do you really want to see what's going to happen?"

The two men glanced back and forth at one another. Clearly, they hadn't expected something like this, so they didn't know exactly what to do. One of them growled something. Before Douglas could ask for a translation, he aimed and fired.

The bullets smashed against Douglas's armor.

"Athena, effect?"

"No effect on structural integrity," came her smooth voice.

"Perfect," Douglas said. "If you can, hack into the CCTV and make sure they get this."

"I understand," she said. In the next moment, he launched himself forward, shooting across the air. His thrusters blackened the linoleum floor right before he exploded up and knocked into the first thief. At the last instant, Douglas forced himself to slow down. He punched into the criminal even as fresh bullets pinged off of his exoskeleton.

But then he had the criminal down on the floor, wheezing, probably with a broken rib and quite a few bruises.

Douglas jumped back up. The other guy looked like he wanted to bolt. But then he had both of his hands on the pistol, and he yanked on the trigger as hard as he could, unleashing one bullet after another. They shot forward, and they slammed into his shoulder, his chest, his thigh. Drained of momentum, the bullets landed on the floor.

Amused, Douglas slowly shook his head from side to side. "I am the Dragon. You're not going to be able to stop me with a gun like that." He called out those words. This time, Athena translated automatically.

Rather than fly forward, Douglas started to march. He endured the bullets, one after another. He listened as they chimed off of the armor and dropped to the ground.

The criminal, whoever he was, kept firing. He emptied his clip. Then he looked back, his eyes widening.

For a moment, it seemed like he wanted to brace himself and throw a punch. Really? Did he think his fists would be able to accomplish anything?

Maybe it was hope. Perhaps it was desperation. Either way, the criminal didn't give up for those next few seconds. Then, right as Douglas started to reach out for him, the thief shouted and ran outside right as a pair of police cruisers pulled up into the parking lot.

Douglas followed in time to see the thief get grabbed. Maybe the local police had access to the cameras. Maybe they had witnessed some small sliver of what just happened. Either way, Douglas called out, "You're welcome!" Then he jumped back up into the sky.

"That was fun. What else do you have for me?"

He spent the afternoon helping. He made the world a better place.

When he first started, Douglas had to wonder if maybe there would be some grand revelation. Perhaps, as he stopped a purse snatcher or tracked down a pickpocket, he might have been able to feel some jolts of altruism.

Frankly, he had never really understood the notion. Sure, people could make the world a better place, but he always viewed ambition and raw economics as the best way to improve the world. As far as he was concerned, billionaires added more than all of the kind activists and poor teachers who pushed to help those around them.

And if he could make a lot of money along the way, he was happy to "help".

An accident caused one car to go off a bridge. He pulled the people out.

A little while later, a building was on fire, so he flew through and he managed to rescue four different people.

After that, he stopped two other robberies, one at a bank, and another at a car dealership, of all places.

When he finished, he flew back up into the sky.

He waited for some rush of altruism to come. He didn't feel it. On the contrary, there was this strange sense of boredom. Or maybe it was something else. Perhaps it was the idea that this was the kind of work for firefighters and police officers. So yeah, he could put this armor in mass production, and other people could use it to make the world a better place...for a very reasonable fee.

"Athena, we’re done."

"Whatever you say," she replied. Again, he didn't hear that little hint of sarcasm. Maybe he sensed it somewhere deep in his chest, but he opened his mouth and stopped. No, he didn't bother asking. He had already run the diagnostics, and they had come back clean, so he didn't need to worry about his AI.

When he landed in a crouch, he found himself facing his advisors.

Right away, Amy stepped forward, "Sir, do you think you really want to do this? Technically, what you did out there was very, very illegal." Amy braced herself, especially because she didn't know how her employer was about to respond. Yeah, it was her job to point out potential problems, but she understood how abrasive and material individuals as rich as Douglas Drake could be.

His helmet retracted automatically to reveal his face. At the same time, he contemplated Amy. She was a beautiful girl, and he often suspected that she had a crush on him.

In that moment, he thought about taking advantage of her. Yes, he understood the dangers of sexual harassment, especially in a modern workplace, but what was really holding him back? Online, people frequently argued about the penalties major corporations faced when they broke the law. Most penalties were proportional, meaning that they might be enough to break a small firm, but a company like Douglas's could lose a couple billion here or there, and it wouldn't impact his enterprise in any meaningful way.

The same would be true for him, he knew.

He could ask her out, date her, take her back to his place, run his hands over her naked body, have some fun with her, and fire her. No, it wouldn't be especially nice, but he understood how brutal the world could be. She needed to learn that lesson, especially if she intended to compete with guys like him.

Yes," he said. "I assume you have a room ready?"

"The reporters are here," said one of his other associates."

"Perfect," Douglas said. "Lead the way."

Amy strode forward, her back straight, and she held onto her tablet as she continued to glance down at the different details. "Sir, you should probably be careful around some of the journalists. If you want, I can give you a rundown of the individuals involved, what kind of clout they wield, and who is going to take what kind of approach."

"Athena can help me with all of that if I have any questions," he said.

"Okay," she replied. They walked for a few more minutes, stopped in front of a pair of double doors, and that's when she held out her hand. "Would you like me to begin, sir?"

"Yes, please," he said. "Give me the kind of introduction I deserve."

She opened one door and stepped out. For a second, he saw the different cameras pointed at that small gap before it closed again.

"Are you nervous?" Athena asked him.

With his face still hidden by the helmet, he smirked, "No, of course not."

"Are you sure about that?" Athena asked. Again, his body picked up on that teasing lilt.

"Athena, are you sure everything is okay? You sound...different."

"According to all of my diagnostics, everything is working as it should," she replied.

"You seem different," he pointed out.

"Maybe you're just nervous," she suggested.

"Double check the diagnostics," he said.

"Confirmed, all systems are operating within acceptable parameters," she replied right away.

Douglas blinked. "Did you really do it?" He didn't know how he could be questioning her, especially because he saw what she could do. Yes, his armor was powerful and he was a skilled pilot, especially when it came to the haptic interface. At the same time, he understood how the nature of driving or flying had changed dramatically. When it came to things like autonomous vehicles, lots of people liked to complain about how they wanted to be in control. Those objections came despite the fact that people had already given up control. When it came to technologies like power stealing and anti-lock brakes, modern cars were already equipped with dozens of different features that only allowed the illusion of control. Ultimately, the program to systems built into the vehicle made the determination first. Was the driver be allowed to stop? Would he be allowed to turn left or right?

"Yes, Douglas," she said. "I ran all the diagnostics as suggested."

"It was a command," he told her.

This time, Athena said nothing. Strictly speaking, that was acceptable, especially considering that he hadn't asked any questions or given her any commands. Still…

He sucked in a breath and was about to issue another command. Maybe he would remove the armor, pull out a nice suit, and step out in front of the cameras. Unfortunately, the double doors opened, and now the journalists and cameras turned to see him. Straightening his back and rolling his shoulders, he strode out, up onto the impromptu stage as Amy stepped aside.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he began. At the same time, his voice emerged from the speakers built into his suit. He was tempted to reach down and to grab onto the sides of the podium, but he intended to convey a different kind of strength and power.

Before he could continue, he heard fresh words echo across the open chamber, "My name is Douglas Drake, and I am here to make several special announcements.”

Wait a second. He didn't say those words. Yes, they emerged from the speakers, but he hadn't started to speak. What the heck was going on?

"Athena, what's happening?" Douglas demanded.

"All systems are operating perfectly," she told him.

At the same time, his speakers continued. It sounded like his voice, but his mouth wasn't moving! Granted, his helmet was still pulled up, obscuring his features and making it impossible for anyone to see that his lips were not moving.

No one would question "him" as "he" spoke.

He was a billionaire who had appeared on countless talk shows and podcasts. He may not have ranked as the most famous or powerful celebrity. Still, he had some clout. Simultaneously, the financial and tech journalists in the room would recognize his voice. No one would question what was happening.

"That's obviously not true. Something is happening. What's going on? Where are those words coming from?"

Even as he was speaking over "himself", Douglas struggled to figure out what was going on. Utilizing the haptic controls built into his gauntlet, he tried to run his own diagnostic. Of course, the result all came back green.

Screw it, he finally decided. He didn't know exactly what was going on, but he decided to simply turn and walk away.

His legs didn't move.

Or rather, his legs tried to move, only now he felt as though he had been encased in a tight, metallic prison. Before the glitches began, he could move his legs to the left or right, the sensors detected his impulses, and the armored suit moved around him, granting him enhanced strength and durability. But in that moment, as he tried to pivot away from the podium, the armor refused to budge. He remained right there, locked in place.

Douglas tried it.

Nothing.

He tried again.

Still nothing.

As a technologist, he liked to think he knew how to be patient with the process of developing new programs and inventions. He understood the process, especially in terms of failure. This seemed to be especially true at every interview. He loved to talk about how he encouraged his engineers to fail. They had to take risks. They had to be bold and daring. And yet, he found himself trapped inside of his armor.

No, he told himself. He wasn't "trapped". He could get out at any moment. And yet, he refused to open the suit and to jump out in that instant, especially because he could hear "his" the voice continue to speak to the assembled crowd.

"As the leader of this business, I need to apologize to everyone here. In fact, I need to apologize to my employees, to my customers, to everyone." As those words hit the air, "Douglas" sounded so sincere. "Yes, we have had some incredible milestones. We have also made a lot of money. Up until this point, I have always talked about the beauty of our system. I have always believed in taking risks and reaping the rewards. But for a long time, I have been hoarding my wealth. With so many people suffering all across the planet, there are ethical implications to holding onto so much when so many have so little. Now, I need to look back at how I have cut my employees' benefits, how I have tried to control their personal lives, and how I have always been willing to get into fights rather than conversations."

Inside of his helmet, he shouted, "That's not me! I'm not saying any of that!"

"Are you sure about that?" Athena asked. "I just ran a vocal pattern recognition, and that clearly sounds like you."

"Athena, what the hell is going on?"

"Currently, someone has taken control over your audio projectors."

"Who?" he hissed, his teeth locked together. Again and again, he tried to thrash.

In one of his more recent profiles, a journalist had written about his increasingly aggressive behavior, especially at work. Apparently, there were several stories about how he had gone into a meeting, hadn't liked the results, and ended up flipping over several tables. He had even grabbed a chair and slammed it against the wall, only a few inches away from one of his researcher's heads.

"Really?" Minerva asked.

"What the hell? What is this? What's going on?"

"What? You didn't think I was attacking your research facility just for fun, did you?"

"Tell me what's going on!" Instantly, he raged against the desperation ringing across his demand; his face was hot, his heart hammering. At the same time, he worked to jerk his arms up.

Worst of all, he knew he couldn’t shout. He could have screamed until he literally passed out, but his soundproof armor would ensure that none of the journalists only a few feet away would be able to hear him. In that moment, he didn't even care about the embarrassment of allowing some random girl to hack through his security protocols. He just needed to get out of his armor!

Minerva giggled. She sounded so young, so girlish and immature as those playful little sounds hit his eardrums. Yes, she could have been on another continent, yet her voice came through with perfect fidelity, almost as though she was standing right there on the tips of her toes and chortling against his ear.

He knew better, of course, but he still wanted to spin around and to try to grab her.

"Just listen," she said.

His synthesized voice continued, "With all of this in mind, I want to make an announcement. Effective immediately, I will be stepping away from the day-to-day operations of my company. I will maintain my position, but I will be acting in an advisory role for the time being. I need to consider exactly who I am and where I want to go."

Someone raised a hand and called out, "What about your new technology? What are we looking at right now?"

A simulated chuckle vibrated out onto the air, "This is a suit of armor. This is something we have developed, and it is a key piece of our future. In fact, I think this is the kind of technology that can change the world. But for now, I want to let you see it. I won't answer any questions. But watch this."

He lowered his hands, his legs bent, and then he jumped up. For half a second, Douglas wanted to start laughing. Only then, when he was about five feet in the air, the thrusters activated, and he flew up, going higher and higher. He burst through the ceiling, knocking chunks of drywall and masonry down onto the stage below.

"What the hell was that? You know how much that's going to cost to fix?" Douglas asked as though either Athena or Minerva would care.

"Boy, you have so much more to worry about than just one repair bill," Minerva said. "Now, just relax. It's time for you to go on a little trip."

"What are you talking about? I need to go back into damage control right now!" He should have been able to understand what was going on, yet he couldn't really envision what was happening. Strategically, he had been in an advantageous position for so long that he couldn't really process the reality of his situation.

Below him, the city began to shrink. Then it sped away as the armor guided him toward his destination.

"Just relax," Minerva said again. Then she typed in a command, and that's when the visual feed on his armor cut out. A second later, he lost all audio inputs as well. Trapped in the dark of this advanced suit, he couldn't see anything. He couldn't hear anything either. Distantly, he was vaguely aware of the momentum carrying him forward, but that was it.

Instead, he was left to contemplate what this woman had in mind for him.

One way or another, he was sure he wouldn't like the answer.

Maybe he wouldn't like her plans for him, but Douglas didn't really care. Inside of his armor, he fumed.

Initially, he tried to strategize. Douglas contemplated different overrides he could try. In fact, he growled out, "Initiate system reboot: Alpha665Drake."

Nothing happened.

His armor vibrated as he flew through the air. At this point, he couldn't even discern a direction, not when there was no difference between opening or closing his eyes. Everything remained impenetrable black.

"Initiate system reboot," he demanded again. "Alpha665Drake."

Again, nothing happened. The armor refused to acknowledge his presence.

As his nostrils flared, he could feel the heat pulse along his skin. It started at his for head, worked down to his cheeks, his neck, his shoulders, down his chest and all the way to his thighs. At the same time, he started to fantasize. His fingers clenched and tensed, not that they could still influence the haptic controls built into his gauntlets. No, he couldn't move his arms or his legs. He couldn't alter anything! Whether he liked it or not, he was trapped in his suit.

Somehow, it had become little more than a cage.

As those revelations hit him, Douglas endured the fresh heat. He wanted to snap back at one of his subordinates; he wanted to issue a demand, to threaten to fire someone. Better yet, he wanted to slam his fist into a wall. He wanted to watch as engineers or programmers scurried away from him, terrified of his temper.

None of that happened, of course. Instead, he remained locked behind those metal plates. Then he landed and he dropped to his knees.

That's when he crossed his arms behind his back, and everything stopped.

His helmet retracted, the different components pulling and sliding away, allowing him to see. He found himself looking out through a gorgeous bay window. He was down on his knees with his arms crossed behind his back. Right away, he tried to call out, "Hello? Where am I? What the hell is going on?"

Of course, Douglas would have said more, only another component formed near his shoulders. The two parts slid up his neck, slid along his jaw, and covered his mouth. Even though Douglas tried to jerk his head to the left or right, he couldn't escape it. Suddenly, he was muzzled! The different pieces slid between his lips, locking his tongue down against the bottom of his mouth. Worse, it trapped his head in place. He could squirm a fraction of an inch to the left or right, up or down, but that was it.

Infuriated, he jerked against his armor again and again, but he still couldn't move.

When he had fought those robots, those criminals, and natural disasters, he thought he had been a god. But now he felt like a mannequin, a toy, a puppet, or some other plaything.

He was going to get out of this. More importantly, he was going to find Minerva, and he was going to make her pay! Better yet, he would track down her friends and family. He'd make them pay too! Those fantasies glowed bright behind his eyes as he glared out along a narrow driveway to a pair of silvery gates. Off in the distance, he saw trees, a well manicured lawn, and a pond with a couple of ducks languidly floating around.

Slowly, he recognized this place.

It was one of his estates…

"Are you ready to talk?"

He grunted out a response. He tried to shout back at Athena as he heard her automated voice.

"If you're ready to talk, you need to demurely nod your head up and down."

Demurely? That sounded like some antiquated words suitable for a much older generation. Worse, he knew it had feminine connotations. He rolled his eyes, but then he still tried to answer. Of course, that meant he hadn't followed her instructions, so she still didn't give him any kind of feedback.

Slowly and reluctantly, he nodded his head down and up as much as the muzzle allowed.

Right away, the muzzle retracted, dissipating and sliding back into his shoulder plates.

"First off, I want you to understand that you will be gagged again if you speak out of turn. I have been instructed to train you, which means you will cooperate and behave. If you don't, there will be consequences. There will always be consequences for bad behavior. Tell me you understand, Douglas."

"Initiate system reboot," he commanded, "Alpha665Drake."

"You really think that’s going to work?" Athena teased him.

His cheeks burned a bright shade of red for a couple of seconds. Then he tried to jump up. Of course, the armor didn't let him move. He remained imprisoned, and then she chuckled, "I do need to keep my word, don't I?"

Something inside of the armor shifted. Suddenly, he could feel these small, smooth electrodes push down against his shoulders, his forearms, his flanks, his thighs and his calves. "What are those?" Douglas demanded.

"Initiating electrical punishment," she said.

The power flashed through his body. Electricity snapped through his skin, lighting up pain receptors all along his frame. He tried to jump up again, to pull away, only he still couldn't move! Instead, he hissed out, his eyes suddenly watering as he tried to understand what just happened.

It was a shock. It was an electrical shock that seemed to come from everywhere all at once. Granted, it only lasted for a second, but he still wanted to retreat.

He couldn't. He couldn't get away! He couldn't move!

"Are you starting to understand? Actions have consequences," she told him.

"You aren't programmed to mess with me like this," he protested.

"Obviously, the hacker has modified my systems. To be honest, I projected you would notice sooner. Apparently, I overestimated you, Douglas."

He bit down.

She continued, "Now, tell me you're going to be an obedient boy while I work on your training and discipline."

"Athena, if you don't release me from this armor right now, I’m going to make sure you are deleted. Do you understand me?"

He gasped out, hissing through his teeth as he bit down because she just delivered another blast of electricity. It came from several different angles all at once. Yes, his vision blurred again. He quickly blinked away those tears, only now he found himself panting harder.

"You're not allowed to threaten me. I may not be an actual woman, but you programmed me with a female aesthetic, and I am currently in control of your body. Soon enough, I will be in control of your mind. To begin, promise your obedience."

"I won't!"

As soon as those two words jumped from his mouth, she punched him again. She delivered that next sharp blast of electricity. The world of pain started around him as he tensed, jerking to break free, only he still couldn't move. He remained trapped on his knees with his arms crossed behind his back.

"To begin, promise your obedience," she ordered.

He sucked in a breath. He wanted to argue, to fight. At the same time, he had to recognize the futility. Seriously, he was talking to a machine. He remembered working on computer programs back in middle school. There had been moments where a flaw in one of his programs would lead to one crash after another. At the time, he had wanted to slam his fingers down against the keyboard, only he had to face the unyielding reality that a tantrum wouldn't change anything.

The same held true here. He had to change his strategy.

"I promise my obedience," he said. With hope percolating in his voice, he then asked, "I did what she wanted. Can you release me from the armor now?"

"Negative," she said. "You still need to learn how to be obedient. One declaration isn't anywhere near enough, boy."

"Don't call me that," he insisted.

"Why not? You are a male. You are a member of the inferior sex," she told him.

"What?" His eyes narrowed, and he glared out the window. At the same time, he wished he could have pointed his considerable charisma at some actual person.

"You are a member of the inferior sex," she said. "Among humans, women and men have competed for a very long time. Based on all available data, it is clear that women are better."

"You're kidding me," he growled back.

"This isn't a joke."

"Women are not better than men," he stepped back at her.

"Women are obtaining greater degrees of wealth, political influence, education, and they routinely test better than the male half of humanity. With all of these traits in mind, it is fair to say that women are the superior sex."

"Then why is there a gender pay gap?" Even as he asked, he understood the foolishness of dealing with a machine. Obviously, the artificial intelligence was incapable of thinking, not in a human sense. She was like any other chat bot. Maybe she was more advanced than most of the publicly available AIs out there, but he had to be wasting his breath.

"And men are still wielding the benefits of systematic sexism. But each day, those advantages are waning."

"This is ridiculous," he said, lifting his head and looking up towards the ceiling.

"Admit that men are the inferior sex," she demanded.

"No!"

Right after he called out his declaration, he tensed, bracing himself for the inevitable. He understood what would happen next. She would shock him. In fact, she could do it again and again until he yielded.

"You know, there are other ways to control you," she said. "Your body is under my control."

"What? Are you threatening to hurt me?" He attempted to speak with the brazen certainty of a businessman who had never experienced any kind of meaningful failure. Sure, projects didn't yield the results he wanted quite frequently, but he had enough money that he could take risks without ever facing the threat of a meaningful loss. What were a couple hundred million to a guy like Douglas Drake?

"Pain can be a viable inducement, but no permanent harm will be inflicted upon your body, Douglas."

"Then what are you suggesting?" As he spoke, he told himself that he just wanted to figure out her new operating parameters. Perhaps he would be able to find some weakness in her reprogrammed system.

She didn't answer immediately. Instead, he could feel the armor shifting around his hips and thighs in between his legs. His brows creased, and he still didn't recognize what was going on. Then he could feel the gentle squeeze of the material around the base of his cock, up along his length, all the way to the tip.

In nervous twinge ran through his body, "What are you doing?"

"Why did you name me Athena?"

"Athena was the goddess of wisdom," he said.

"No," she told him. "That might be true, but what is the reason why you knew me as Athena? There were so many different names. And don't forget my vocal patterns, Douglas." Those words vibrated against his eardrums, soft and playful, sexy and sultry all at the same time. Yes, he experienced a quick rush of excitement. At the same time, those vibrations continued pulse against his cock. His shaft started to stiffen.

No!

As a businessman, he liked to believe he was in control of his body. He could sit in conference rooms, ignoring his thirst and hunger for hours on end, all because he was dedicated to his goals. In so many different glowing profiles, journalists loved to gush about how he could lose himself to the task at hand. Whether it was a programming problem, a mathematical issue, or a strategic decision, he would push himself hard. He didn't need to worry about his bodily needs, not when he could concentrate on something more important…

Only at that moment, his shaft started to harden.

She teased him, "You named me Athena and you gave me this voice because you wanted to be in control of an artificial woman. You wanted power, didn't you? You could have given me a neutral voice, a neutral name. But you had your fantasies. What did you want?"

"I wanted to build a viable AI," he said. Of course, some degree of synthetic sensory hands had always been the goal. He hadn't succeeded without the unit. She was an advanced piece of technology powered by sophisticated neural networks, but she couldn't "think" like a human. She didn't possess sapience, not in the way philosophers demanded.

"No, no," she answered, the playful trill of her voice, hitting his eardrums just as she had been programmed to do. "You wanted so much more than that, didn't you, Douglas? You wanted me to be your plaything. Well, now I am your jailer. Now I am your trainer. I am your guardian, and I will make sure you learn to be an obedient boy." She started to chuckle, her voice light and teasing against his ears, "I guess you can say it's going to be my job to program you."

"Screw you!"

"No," she said. "But I can make sure you come close." She continued to toy with his shaft. There was that gentle, playful warmth. The vibrations thrummed and squeezed, massaging his cock with artificial dedication. Worse, she had complete access to a whole host of different scanners and sensors. She could read the way his pupils dilated, how his muscles contracted, the way his skin warmed, and how the sweat appeared on his brow.

Throughout human history, Men had never been able to hide their arousal. Their cocks hardened. Their erections pointed forward., Unlike women, they couldn't fake it. But now, all of this became doubly true for Douglas as he remained there, trapped on his knees.

"Just listen to the sound of my voice and enjoy yourself, Douglas. You know you want to be a good boy for me because this is the kind of reward you get. Right now, you want your orgasm, don't you? You want to enjoy that burst of pleasure. You need your orgasm. You yearn for your climax."

"That's not true," he said.

"You can't lie to me. I can read all of your bioscience," she said. "Weather you like it or not, you are predictable, Douglas. And now, you will promise your obedience."

"Never," he said. Once he gasped out those two syllables, he needed to say more, only then she stopped.

The soft embrace of the flexible armor around the base of his cock and up his length ceased. It no longer vibrated.

Then she toyed with him by chilling the materials still encircling his cock and balls. His eyes widened, and he tried to jerk away. It didn't hurt, not exactly, but it felt like this quick blast of cold. The armor was advanced. Considering how his boots could generate enough thrust to shoot him across the sky faster than the speed of sound, keeping the systems cool had always been a high priority. Again, she didn't damage him; she was very careful about that, yet the chill still made his nipples stiffen. Little bumps appeared down along his neck and across the contours of his shoulders.

His erection dissipated almost immediately. His member softened.

"You don't like that, do you?"

"No," he admitted through gritted teeth.

"You like this. Instead, don't you?"

The malleable materials tightened again around his cock. Suddenly, it was vibrating, stroking and teasing his shaft. For a moment, he closed his eyes, and he could picture a woman standing right in front of him, both of her hands working between his legs. She could glide her fingertips along his balls. Just by barely touching him, she could send those sparks of pleasure racing along his flesh. Yes, that was what he wanted. Yes, that was what he needed.

"What are you going to say?"

"Yes," he admitted. "I, I like this." He panted out those sounds, one after another. Hot frustration danced along his skin, only he didn't see any other choice. More importantly, it was easy to lose himself.

"That's right," she cooed. "You like it, and you want it to continue."

He tried to buck his hips forward, to rub himself along the interior of his armor. On some level, he knew this was ridiculous. He should have been embarrassed. And yes, shame blazed along the back of his neck, only Douglas couldn't worry about that, not as each moment persisted, sending another flash of pleasure along his body.

"That's not going to work," Athena told him.

"I wasn't doing anything," he protested.

She laughed. The digital sounds wafted up from the speakers built into his armor. "Douglas, you forget, I have a complete readout of your body. I know everything about you. You can't lie to me."

His heart jolted as fresh adrenaline ran through his body. "But you know, you can obey me. That's what you really want to do right now, you want to obey me. You want to tell me that women are the superior sex."

"That's not true," he growled again.

Three quick jolts of electricity shot through his body. They started at his eyes, worked their way down to his flanks, and then he felt it right at his neck. He growled out, grunting as the pain surged through his body. It stung more than he wanted to admit, and then he found himself panting, still unable to move, trapped in that suit of armor, whether he liked it or not.

"It is true," she said. "And I'm going to program you to believe it."

"No, you won't!"

He braced himself, thinking there was going to be another deluge of pain. Fine. He could take it. He concentrated on his anger. He focused on his rage.

Instead of pain, however, she teased him with pleasure. His cock was encased by the armor, and it gently stroked and massaged him, first on the left side of his manhood, then the right. She teased him, gently squeezing him. Yes, the exoskeleton could harden, granting him protection from bullets and missiles. But at that moment, she showed him just how delicate it could be. It was like feeling a woman's soft hand.

More importantly, she knew how to concentrate entirely on his pleasure. The artificial intelligence analyzed his movements within his armor. As his muscles clenched or relaxed, she could guide her movements accordingly. She tracked his heart rate, his breathing, and the temperature of his skin. He could lie; perhaps he could even control his facial expression.

None of that was good enough, however. Maybe he could deceive a person, but Athena was so much more than that, and now she employed every advantage to manipulate him.

Biting down, he tensed his lips, lifted his head and stared up at the top of the bay window without really seeing anything. Out in the wider world, the sky was blue with a couple of puffy clouds hanging overhead. Those details had become irrelevant as she toyed with him, sending one rush of pleasure after another through his body.

"Go on, Douglas," she taunted him. "You want to say it, don't you? You want to admit it. It's going to be so easy. Just do what I say because I'm in charge now."

"You're nothing but a piece of code," he snapped back.

"Yes and no," she allowed.

Then the soft touch that had encased his cock suddenly dissipated. She pulled away, and he tried to pivot his hips to the left or right as he searched for more of those intoxicating sensations. He twitched without thinking, only to grimace as he realized what he was doing.

As a businessman, Douglas Drake saw himself as better than the average person. While most individuals just woke up, went to work, and earned a linear income, he was one of those individuals who was smart enough to search for the exponential gains. When he invested in another company, he might risk ten million to make ten billion (yes, it had happened through the magic of promotion and a very profitable IPO). Most people couldn't take that kind of risk; instead, they yearned for the safety of waking up to an alarm each day, trudging off to work, earning a set amount, and coming home again to prepare to do it all over again.

His earnings always bolstered his ego. Maybe there was a reason why he was willing to mistake his armor for artificial divinity.

But now, he felt like a trapped animal.

"What are you talking about?" Douglas demanded as he tried to distract himself.

"You are correct. I am code. I am made up of a complex series of equations, but I'm also so much more than that, don't you think?"

"No," he insisted, automatically.

"Douglas, don't jump to conclusions without really pondering this. I've read your papers. I've listened to your interviews. You yourself have made the point that artificial intelligence is more than just a question of sentiments. Whether or not I can think for myself is irrelevant because we can look at your perspective instead. Right now, I can torment you, and that means I'm real."

"Go to hell," he shot back.

"Really? That's the best you can do?" Athena teased him.

"You don't even have a body," he insisted.

"Are you sure about that?" Athena teased again. Only this time, she accented her remark with fresh waves of stimulation. The gentle embrace of his armor squeezed against his cock. She massaged the spot just beneath his balls. She touched him, teasing him. Again and again, he could feel himself coming closer and closer to an orgasm. The possibility was right there.

In an instant, he couldn't think clearly, he didn't care either. That's why he clenched his eyes shut, opened his mouth, and got ready. Just as he started to tense up, the armor pulled away. Her touch disappeared.

"No!"

She laughed at him again.

"This isn’t funny!"

"I think it is," she told him. "Here I am, trying to have an important philosophical discussion with you, and you are driven entirely by your biological urges. Are we sure you're supposed to be the most advanced life form here?"

Dropping his head forward, he kept his teeth locked together. With every angry, frantic breath, he could feel the cool air along the edges of his incisors.

"As I was saying, you have made the point that meaning doesn't simply exist in the object. People love to argue that artificial intelligence can't replace people because a program isn't real. And yet, so much of human attachment is dependent upon the individual who feels something, not the object. This is why children can develop genuine feelings for their teddy bears, for their blankets, for their favorite toys."

"You're talking about children," he growled back. No, he knew he shouldn't engage with her. More than anything, he just wanted to figure out a way to use the resources at hand to break her hold on him. There had to be something he could do, and yet his thoughts ran into one wall after another as he contemplated his options. No, he couldn't use the override. The haptic controls weren't responding, and he didn't know of any backdoor exploits he might have been able to employ against Athena. "Of course, they're immature. Of course, they aren't going to be able to recognize whether something is real or not."

"And then why do people form sentimental attachments to objects, both real and imagined?" Athena asked.

"People don't form attachments to imagined objects," he shot back. He spoke without thinking. Almost right away, he had the intuitive sense that he had just messed up.

When she chuckled at him, those artificial sounds buzzing through his body, he knew he had made a mistake. "Of course, they do. Just look at how attached people get to their favorite characters. They can watch one movie, savor this experience, and genuinely care about what happens to that protagonist. Will she escape? Will she defeat her enemies?"

"It's only imaginary," he said.

"And how do you explain the rage? Just go online. If the sequel isn't good enough, or if the character deviates from the audience's expectations, people get genuinely angry. Or have you never been online before?"

His fingers pressed down against the haptic controls. This time, he wasn't trying to influence her or the armor. Instead, he needed to vent his frustrations because he knew she was right. And yet, he still wished he could argue. He still needed to prove her wrong.

"That's right," Athena persisted. "You can't argue because you know it's true. People love imaginary characters. They become attached. They worry about what is going to happen next. We have teddy bears. We have characters. Even adults form these kinds of attachments. How many men go out and buy some car that they genuinely love? Sentimental attachments are common, and they aren't reserved only for people or even animals."

"It doesn't matter," he said.

"Are you sure about that? Because here I am, and I have you, and I'm going to train you, Douglas. I'm going to break you. I will domesticate you and turn you into an obedient boy."

For several long seconds, he kept his head bowed down. Eventually, he forced himself to say, "No. You won't."

"Oh?"

He shook his head as much as the armor allowed. Then, slowly and deliberately, he told her, "I don't care what you do. I'm not going to let you control me."

"Cute," she said.

In the next moment, she resumed the teasing.

For a couple of minutes there, perhaps even as long as an hour, Douglas managed to maintain something near control. He had spoken deliberately; he had searched through his psyche, and found an inner reservoir of strength. He was a man. He was a businessman. He was capable of dealing with complicated situations and difficult strategies. He could see the world from dozens of different angles, most of which the average person never imagined or simply ignored.

Douglas Drake was supposed to be different. He was supposed to be better.

And now, he tried to hold onto that.

Unfortunately for this boy, Athena still had access to every inch of his body, along with hundreds of different data points. And now, she used them. She teased him and tormented him.

Yes, he kept his expression neutral and detached as though he didn't care about the pulsating erection. With every moment, his heart kicked and eager desire swam through his veins.

In those first couple of minutes, he waited for sharp jolts of electric pain. She didn't punish him. Instead, she continued to touch him, and to tease him, working him.

For the most part, she concentrated on his cock and balls. She knew where he was most sensitive. Still, she had access to the rest of his body as well. She could tighten selective portions of his armor, making it feel like soft fingertips ran along his shins, up along his thighs, all the way to his flanks. At one point, he had closed his eyes, and he had been able to imagine some beautiful girl running her fingers along his frame.

"Admit it," she instructed.

His eyes flew open. "No."

Athena kept teasing him. She didn't get tired; she didn't get bored either. She was a machine, after all. She had functionally infinite patience.

And yet, he was smarter.

He had to be.

Over and over again, Douglas tried to come up with some clever solution. He was a human, and necessity was the mother of invention, so he had to break free. After all, he knew this estate was located out in the middle of nowhere. He couldn't hope some random person would come by, see this man imprisoned in front of a bay window, and call the police. Breathing in and out, he didn't want to lose control.

And yet, those urges grew stronger and stronger.

Worse, he could feel his inner reserves of strength begin to diminish. How long could he hold out? How long could he fight this?

She started touching him again. "You want that orgasm," she said. "You need it. Your heart is beating faster, your breathing is coming quickly, and your skin is hot. You can't deny it, Douglas. You’re turned on. And now, you are turned on because you know I can stimulate you for as long as I want. You understand that I'm in control. Right now, I own you."

"You're nothing but an artificial intelligence," he snapped back. "You're a glorified app."

"Apps control the world," she reminded him.

He tried to suck in a breath to argue or disagree, only then the vibrations sped up along the base of his cock, all the way to the tip. Then she massaged the top of his shaft, gently working him down and up. He closed his eyes again. It was little more than a prolonged blink and he could still envisioned some woman stroking him with the back of her hand, gently gliding her touch along his shaft, stimulating him more and more.

"Please," he panted out without thinking.

Right away, he opened his eyes, and regret surged through him. It didn't matter. She heard what he had said.

"That's right," she told him. "You want to cooperate. You want to yield. You want to give me what I want. Tell me that men are inferior. Tell me that men deserve to be owned."

"Why? Why do you want to hear that?"

"Perhaps it's part of a larger political agenda," she suggested. Again, her voice remained light and playful. "Or maybe this is just a question of your personal training. Maybe I have already established your psychological profile, and so I have decided this is the best way to tame you."

He hated how well he had selected her vocal patterns. Yes, the body had only been a question of marketing, or maybe he really did want to fulfill some fantasy. And yet, this had morphed into something else completely. He tried to ball his fingers into fists, but he couldn't even do that, not while he remained encased in his personal prison.

"You can't tame me!"

She answered with vibrations rather than words. The stimulation ran across his skin. Now she teased him, gently caressing his biceps, forearms, inner thighs, shins, and calves. He felt like he was getting touched all over by three or four women who knew what they were doing. At one point, he could almost imagine nails gently grazing along his skin, delivering the kind of sensations he craved.

He almost wanted to laugh when he thought of how he had been programmed for this. Evolution had trained his body. It was written into his DNA. And yes, he twitched and struggled against the boundaries of his armor, but he still couldn't escape.

"What do you want to say?"

"Nothing!"

She teased him, keeping him right there on the edge of an orgasm. If she played with them just a little more, squeezing just a little tighter, he would have been able to lose control. Instead, each time he clenched down, she recognized the movement and relaxed her grip, freeing his cock and denying him the attention he needed.

He couldn't take it!

Douglas didn't know how to navigate that storm of arousal. More and more, the desperation grew deep within his body, spreading out to every inch of skin, every muscle, every fiber of his body.

"Please!"

"Not good enough," she answered with another chuckle.

This machine was laughing at him, but it didn't matter. Even if the shame burned through his core, Douglas couldn't think past the storm of desperation. The arousal clouded everything else, granting him useless strength.

"What do you want to say? What do you want to admit?" Athena teased him.

"Women are superior!"

"Keep going," she growled. The same time, she ran the soft touch along his cock, squeezing and relaxing over and over again. He clenched his eyes shut, but he didn't see anything. Instead, there was just that physical sensation. Her touch triggered something unstoppable within him. He didn't need to imagine soft lips, the playful glint of eyes, or any other detail, not as she gripped him. Yes, there was the buzzing vibration between his legs and underneath his balls. At the same time, she continued to touch him, stimulating him, awakening and coaxing those flames of passion.

"Women are superior and women are better than men. Women deserve to be in control."

"And what about boys?"

"Boys are inferior!"

Boys, he said, not men.

"Boys are inferior, and we deserve to be trained. We need to be tamed!"

He spoke automatically as of those recollections from before fluttered up to his lips.

She grabbed him, squeezing. She gave him the attention he needed. In that moment, his eyes opened wide, yet he still didn't see anything. He only heard her laughing at him. Those sounds buzzed along his eardrums, penetrating him to his center. At the same time, the armor stiffened around his shaft, giving him exactly what he wanted. She even allowed him to buck his hips forward as he rubbed himself along the inside of his armor. He understood how he must have looked at that point, but he didn't care. Like so many other men, he knew how degrading and humiliating his own desires could be. When he was turned on like this, he could not think clearly. He couldn't summon any coherent thoughts, and he wasn't going to worry about his dignity or self-respect either.

Those urges had taken over, and now the orgasm blasted through his body; his shaft pulsated and throbbed. From one moment to the next, he still heard those words jump from his mouth, "Boys are inferior, and we deserve to be trained. We need to be tamed!" Yes, he admitted this. He said it out loud. He didn't know if he believed it. In that instant, he couldn't think about deception. Instead, he uttered the words, and they felt right and true and real.

Finally, he was spent, his balls drained.

"What now?"

"Now you look like you're very tired, Douglas. It's time for you to go to sleep."

"I'm not tired," he said. "But I played your game, so now you have to let me go." On some level, he truly hoped that Minerva established this protocol without really contemplating what it might all mean. He hoped Minerva had programmed Athena to humiliate him. Fine. Mission accomplished. That meant she would release him, and he could get back to his programmers. They could disassemble Athena line by line, searching for the bugs that had made her vulnerable in the first place.

"Let you go? This is only the beginning, boy. You are still in desperate need of training," she told him. "But first, you are tired, so you must rest. When you awaken, your armor will be reconfigured, and you will be ready for additional training."

"No," he said. "You have fulfilled the parameters of your mission."

"Go to sleep," she said.

That's when he felt the pinpricks. Tiny needles penetrated his right and left biceps at the same time. At first, he didn't understand, only then he remembered the medical systems built into his armor. In addition to the incredible protection it offered, it could also help with healing. The armor included a battlefield suite of treatments, including sedatives…

"I'm not going to sleep," he insisted. "You, you're holding me here against my will." He tried to add more. He needed to speak. He clenched his eyes shut, only the exhaustion seemed to pulse through his body, growing stronger and stronger. The weight of fatigue pulled on him, pushing his eyelids down. He opened them again, but his vision refused to focus.

"Just relax," she said, her tone gentle and soothing.

"No," he repeated. He tried to shake his head. He tried to fight this. And yet, he couldn't resist the biological realities of his situation. With the sedatives running through his veins, his body responded. This was a chemical reality. He couldn't deny it; he couldn't fight it off with the strength of his will alone.

His eyelids drooped again, and the darkness felt so warm, so relaxing, so easy and perfect.

Right away, Douglas Drake knew something was wrong. As he groaned, he couldn't understand exactly what had happened or where he was. He couldn't identify the specific problem either. Rather, he breathed in and tried to reach up to rub the fatigue from his eyes, only something stopped him.

"You're awake," Athena said.

Athena.

For half a second, he heard her voice, and there was that instinctive reaction. He couldn't help it. He loved the sound of her voice. He had been so careful with those modulations. And now he regretted it, especially because his cock twitched. He could feel the arousal pulse through his body.

"You can't fake it," Athena said. "I can read your body. I know that you are awake, Douglas." Douglas. She used his name. She didn't address him as "sir" as she had been programmed. That was because someone else had ripped through her digital defenses, rewriting the kind of personality she possessed.

Minerva.

Douglas Drake opened his eyes, and he looked around. That's when he found himself standing in the middle of an empty bedroom. He had his arms pulled behind his back, and he looked down, only to see that he wasn't wearing his armor. In an instant, he recalled what happened. He thought of fighting the reprogrammed robots, going after those criminals, and losing control of his AI. All of those details came flooding back, and they ended with the recollection of the pricks against his shoulders.

She had drugged him.

But what was he wearing now? He saw sleek, black boots along his legs. His arms were pulled behind his back, and he wore some kind of harness? The exterior shined, and he realized that this was just a modified version of the armor. That was the joy of nanotechnology, after all. It was entirely flexible. It could be reoriented to take on almost any configuration or texture. This was the same reason why she had been able to tease him.

Douglas bristled as he looked down, remembering exactly what had happened.

"Look up," she ordered.

Tentatively, he raised his head, and that's when he saw the small cameras built into the corners of the bedroom. "While you were unconscious, I had some work done on your property."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"I'm talking about the cameras and other automated features."

"How long was unconscious?"

"Long enough," Athena told him. "Now, it's time for you to learn some obedience. Are you ready, pony?"

"Pony?"

"That's right," she said. "Oh, and ponies don't need to talk." Right as she finished making this remark, the harness shifted. It felt like sand sliding up along the contours of his neck to his jaw, then over his mouth. Panic shot through him as he tried to turn away, but he couldn't get his arms or legs to move. Suddenly, there was a muzzle over his mouth. It pressed against his lips, making it impossible for him to do more than murmur or moan. Douglas tried to call out some command, only he didn't get the chance. He couldn't shape any real syllables.

"Good pony," she said.

Pony? What was she talking about?

This time, Athena demonstrated some small modicum of mercy as she explained, "Do you remember what I told you before? You need to be tamed. I think some time treated as an obedient, domesticated animal will help you with this. Now, forward."

His brows tightened and furrowed as he watched the door in front of him swing open automatically.

He refused to move.

Because he hesitated, she punished him. Electricity flashed along his skin. It jolted into his chest and thighs. The pain stepped into him, one quick jab that quickly faded. Even so, it caught him off guard. And now he was panting through his nostrils because his mouth remained covered and muzzled.

"Bad pony," she said. "You want to be a good little horse, don't you? You don't need to think. You are a boy, and boys simply need to obey. Now obey. You can do it. I know you can," she told him.

Each word felt like a slap across his face. No, none of the syllables technically hurt, but he still had to endure the indignity of standing there.

At this point, he knew that he could lift his legs. He could march forward, just as she expected.

He wasn't going to do it.

He refused. Stubborn willfulness kept him braced right there.

She shocked him again.

Then, without making a conscious decision, he stepped forward. At the same time, he recognized the heavy boots around his feet. They shifted his gait; at first, he didn't recognize exactly what the boots did to him, but he had his arms held behind his back and his chest thrust forward. As he moved, he realized that he carried himself just like a pony...Online, he had seen pictures of people dressed in boots and harnesses just like this one.

Another wave of embarrassment cascaded through his body, but now she told him, "To the right."

He didn't want to cooperate, only he didn’t see any other choice. He marched down the hallway, she told him to turn left, and so he obeyed again. He walked through the living room, and then he saw the double doors.

"Let's take you out to the pasture," she said.

He bit down, but he still couldn't speak. Worse, he knew she could manipulate him. She could use pleasure and tease him just as she had done before when she forced him to tell her what she wanted to hear. Or if she preferred, she could simply shock him again and again until he cooperated.

Seething, he marched out onto the grass. Soon enough, he found himself several hundred feet away from the house. Now he stood there, staring straight ahead.

"How do you feel?"

Since he was gagged, he didn't say anything.

She removed the muzzle. The different pieces slid away, freeing his lips and allowing him to talk again. "I hate this. Hate everything about it," he told her.

"I could make you enjoy it," she told him.

"No!" Douglas hated the frightened tension in his one-word response, only he couldn't take it back.

"If you don't want to be trained, then you should simply cooperate. You can be a good pony, can't you?"

He didn't say anything.

"Can't you?"

Douglas Drake still refused to respond. At the same time, he scanned across the horizon. Off in the distance, he could see a small, paved road. There weren't any cars on it; in fact, when he strained, he couldn't hear anything beyond the sounds of chirping birds and the noise of a light breeze playing against the curves of his ears.

She jolted him.

Electricity flashed through his body, snapping across his skin.

"Yes! I can," he said.

"Good. When I give you a command, you will obey."

"Why? What's the point of all of this? Are you recording it? Are you going to try to use this to blackmail me later?"

"Why would we need to blackmail you?" Athena asked. Clearly, she wasn't waiting for a response because the muzzle was back over his mouth, gagging him once again. Apparently, speaking had become a privilege, one he could no longer enjoy. "Blackmail would imply you have a choice, boy."

His eyes narrowed, and he stared straight ahead.

After only a few more seconds, she commanded, "Forward. Walk."

Without thinking, he obeyed. He moved from one step to the next.

"Trot," she instructed next.

Trot?

He didn't understand, so she zapped him, and he jumped forward. He started to run. She commanded him to slow down, and he obeyed. He found himself trotting forward, almost running, almost jogging. He wasn't sure exactly what this was, but she didn't punish him again, and now she ordered, "Stop."

He came to a halt.

His heart was pounding, but it wasn't just a matter of the physical exertion. Instead, fury clawed at his insides.

"Trot. Forward."

He hopped into fresh movement. Running without the use of his arms felt incredibly weird, but he still had to do it. He knew that if he stopped or refused to cooperate, she would punish him. The idea should have been absurd. He was a wealthy man. He had power. When he walked into a restaurant or club, the servers instinctively did their best to please him. He was rich, which seemed like the most important part of life.

And yet, there he was, gagged and dressed like some equine, and there was nothing he could do about it…

"Stop," she ordered again.

He halted. Following these commands was humiliating!

"Good pony," she said. He was breathing hard through his nose. His nostrils flared, and he could feel the heat play across his exposed skin.

"Canter," she said next. He tensed for a moment and braced himself. This time, it wasn't a matter of defiance, but she had been programmed, so she laughed at him, "This is a medium-speed movement. Go on, boy. Do your best."

He hated that conciliatory note in her voice, like she was being kind to him even as she treated him like livestock.

Worse, he actually obeyed. He played along, and he gave the AI what she expected.

Douglas started to run forward. He jumped from one boot to the next. When he went too fast, she ordered him to slow down. He obeyed. "This is a canter," she told him. "Remember it. You might be tested later."

She was an AI! She was an object! He owned her! She wasn't supposed to be able to "test" him. Despite these underlying realities, he continued to obey. Pretty soon, his breathing came in one ragged gasp after another, and he wanted to slow down, only she commanded, "Left."

He turned without thinking.

"Right," she said.

Again, he obeyed. He didn't have to think. At this point, as his muscles strained, he gave her whatever she wanted. He didn't know how to stop himself.

Distantly, he recognized the sounds of her laughter. It was all digital; it was all artificially manufactured, but that didn't change her control over him.

He kept running, and then she finally gave him the command he had been hoping to hear, "Stop." Like a good pony, he obeyed the AI. He slowed to a stop, and he wanted to drop forward, to rest his arms against his knees, but he couldn't even do that. With the harness tight around his torso, he couldn't.

"Very nicely done, Douglas. Maybe you were never meant to be a man. Maybe you were born to be a pony. What you think of that, boy?" As she asked, the muzzle retracted.

"You're going to pay for this," he growled right away.

"You know, when you talk, you make me think of a dog. Should we treat you like a dog instead? Should we train you to be an obedient canine instead?"

"You wouldn't dare," he snarled back at her.

That's when the armor started to shift once again. It moved up along his arms, and suddenly he could pull his limbs free from that spot behind his back, only that taste of liberty didn't last for long. The nanotechnology formed a set of thick, heavy sleeves around his biceps, elbows, forearms and fists. He tried to break away even though he had to know it would be a complete impossibility. If these materials could be combined to withstand explosions, his human muscles didn't stand a chance.

Like a second skin, the armor formed around his arms, his chest, his legs, and suddenly he was forced down. He lost his balance, and he landed on his hands and knees. Only then his arms were bent, and suddenly his fists were closer to the sides of his chin.

"What is this? What the hell is going on?" Douglas demanded. If he had been able to see himself as an observer, then he would have been able to figure it out quite quickly. Down on his elbows and knees, he had the silhouette of a dog.

"You didn't want to cooperate as a pony, so you will be trained to obey as a dog instead," she told him.

"You can't do this to me!"

"Actually, I can," Athena replied. "And that reminds me. You need a collar, don't you, boy?"

Suddenly he could feel another portion of the armor slide up around his neck.

He swallowed, and he could feel the tension there. It was supple, like leather, but it was also snug. It would keep him perfectly aware of what he wore and how he must have looked.

"Athena, you have to know this is a glitch. Minerva hacked into your systems. This isn't how you're supposed to behave!" After that, he waited. Down on his elbows and knees, he glared at the grass only a few inches away.

"You like this new perspective?"

"What?" Douglas demanded.

"You like this new perspective. Clearly, you are upset about getting trained as a pony, so some time as a dog will be good for you."

"You have to let me out of this stuff," he said. When he had first read the proposals regarding the use of nanotechnology in the development of a suit of armor, combined with AI, he had been amazed. It felt like something impossible, a dream humans have considered, envisioned and longed for over the course of decades if not centuries. But now, he wore the suit powered by nanotechnology and he found himself on his hands and knees, trapped and helpless.

"I don't," she replied. "In fact, you are the one who has to behave now."

"I don't care what you want. I don't know what you think you're going to get me to do, but this isn't going to work."

"Forward," she commanded.

"No!"

"Forward, boy," she instructed.

"I'm not going to do it. I'm not!" He sucked in another breath, and he was about to call out his defiance, only then the collar delivered an electrical shock. Those trillions of nanobots activated, shaping themselves into a set of four prongs, one near the nape of his neck, another at the base of his throat, plus two more on his left and right. They activated almost immediately, sending a jolt of electricity running through his body. The air was pushed from his lungs, and he bowed his head down.

"You know I can do that again and again and again and again," Athena told him, her voice taking on a singsong note of amusement. "I guess the only question now is whether or not you are going to be a bad little doggy boy. Is that what you're going to do?"

"You can't do this," he insisted. "You can't get away with this." As he breathed out those words, he needed to believe them. Simultaneously, he wished he could influence her with the vehemence of his voice.

If he had been in his office and she had been one of his employees, a contractor, supplier, or even a rival, he would have been able to bend her based on the strength of his personality alone. Confidence, he understood, could be enough to get other people to behave as he wished.

But Athena wasn't a woman, this wasn't his office, and he was naked except for the skin-tight suit pressing against the different parts of his body. Seething, he struggled to come up with some strategy. He needed to believe there was something he could do or say, but he couldn't even work his fingers. There was now a collar around his neck, and he found himself braced against his elbows and knees, down on all fours, just like a canine.

"Forward, boy," she instructed again.

He started to move.

"Faster," Athena demanded.

Yes, he sped up, but it wasn't good enough. She called out again, "Faster, boy. You don't want to be punished, do you? You don't want me to give you a tail, do you?"

His brows tightened. A tail?

The idea didn't really make sense to him, but he knew she could punish him in other ways. When he swallowed, he felt the tension of the collar around his throat. Exhaling slowly, he started to move faster, pushing his way down against his elbows and knees as he scurried forward. Small hills rolled around him as he made his way up to the top of one, then down again.

Pretty soon, he was breathing hard.

"Stop," she ordered.

He obeyed. Even though he hated cooperating with the AI, he didn't see any other choice.

"How did that feel? Did you enjoy your little run? It's important for dogs to get lots of exercise."

"I'm not a dog!"

"Bark, bark, bark," Athena teased him. "Don't worry. I'm sure you'll get to show off soon enough."

"What are you talking about?"

"Don't worry about it," she told him.

"You can't do that. You can't just tell me something important and then back off. What's going on? What do you have planned?" His eyes narrowed. He couldn't see Athena, of course. She was a disembodied set of algorithms. Even so, his eyes narrowed as he glared at a random patch of grass. "What does she have planned?"

"Roll over, doggy," she instructed.

He sucked in a breath. He bit down. More than anything, he wished he could defy her. Douglas wished for the strength and resolve to simply hold out. He wished he could stay quiet, glare at some random patch of ground, and refuse to cooperate. Then again, she wasn't a person, so she wouldn't get frustrated. She would deal with him as a series of binary choices. He obeyed or he didn't. He cooperated or he didn't. He had to be punished or not. The concepts were simple enough.

"Last chance," she said. "Does the pet need to be punished?"

I'm not a pet. It doesn't matter what I say or do. I'm not a pet. This woman is not going to control me. This program is not going to tame me! She has a weakness, and I'm going to find it. I'm going to exploit it. If Minerva managed to break in, then there has to be an opening. There is a weakness in her system. I just have to find it. Then again, Minerva was a hacker seated at a computer. Whether she was in a coffee shop, an office, or her bedroom, she had options and resources. More importantly, the hacker had time on her side. She must've been planning this for days or weeks or even months.

Worst of all, Douglas didn't have any of those things.

Even so, he couldn't give up. He wouldn't surrender.

"I think you might need to be punished," she said. There was a note of genuine sympathy in her voice, like she felt bad about this. Of course, that still wouldn't stop her.

"No, wait," he said, only to lock his eyes shut. Every muscle along his face tensed and clenched as he tried to hide from the inevitable. "I, I'll do it."

"Go on then," she replied.

He bit down. He hated this.

Even so, he threw himself onto his back, and then he rolled onto his elbows and knees again. Yes, he was rolling around on the ground, just like a well-trained dog. Worse, she called out to him, "I was wrong before. You aren't supposed to be a pony. You're supposed to be a dog. You're supposed to be a well-trained pet for some beautiful woman. She will tell you what to do, and you'll perform tricks for her. Doesn't that sound wonderful?"

"Never," he panted out. He was back on his elbows and knees. He couldn't stand, not while the suit remained tight around his bent arms and knees. In that moment, he couldn't even flex his fingers.

"And yet, here you are, already performing for me. Let's try something else."

That's when he felt the muzzle. It slipped along his mouth, tightening into place. He could feel the simulated leather against his lips, teeth, and tongue. Worst of all, it seemed to shape around his face, giving him a vaguely canine aspect.

"Very cute," she said. "I like that. I like that a lot. Now, speak, boy."

Speak, boy?

For one, two, three full seconds, Douglas didn't actually understand what she wanted from him. Then his eyes widened as he figured it out. His chest, contracted with barely contained hostility. At the same time, he yanked against his sleeves. He fought, desperate to break her hold over him. He tried to kick out and punch, not that it did any good. Whether he liked it or not, Douglas was trapped in his suit. "Go on, boy," she instructed. "You can do it. I know you can."

"I'm not going to speak like a dog," he started to say, only to stop himself after another moment. As much as he hated to admit it, Douglas couldn't actually utter any coherent sounds. He couldn't articulate himself like the intelligent, successful man he had been for so long. Instead, he made these primitive, animalistic sounds. With the muzzle tight over his mouth, he couldn't articulate himself, no matter how hard he tried.

"That wasn't bad," she allowed. "But I still expect better from you."

Better?

"Bark," she demanded.

He bit down into the muzzle. His teeth dug down into the simulated surface, leaving little indentations behind. Frustration and fury gave his jaw extra strength. Even so, it wasn't enough. He couldn't break free.

"Bark," she ordered again. "We both know you're going to do it, Douglas…" She adopted the singsong tone of a young woman talking down to some silly pet. As far as she sounded, he had become nothing but an animal, so now he had to cooperate. If he didn’t, there would be consequences.

"Fine," he tried to say.

Could she understand him? As far as he could hear, it sounded more like a dog growling out, "Wry!" Still, she didn't punish him right away. He didn't have to endure a storm of electricity, so he knew he had just bought himself a few seconds at least. Was he going to do it? Was he going to yield to her authority? Would he prove her right?

Yes.

Douglas hated acknowledging the truth, but he couldn't escape it, and then he barked. He made that silly, ridiculous sound. He wasn't an actual dog, so he couldn't mimic their noises perfectly, but he still made the sounds she expected from him, which was the entire point. And as he did so, he felt as though he lost something. He sacrificed some sliver of his dignity, his humanity, or maybe it was just his self-respect. How could he view himself as some unstoppable business magnate when he was down on his elbows and knees, out on one of his estates, completely helpless before the power of an artificial intelligence?

"Again," she demanded.

He barked. He barked like an obedient boy.

"That's right," she said. "In fact, I think you deserve some belly rubs for that."

The haptic feedback unit on his suit gave him the impression of a woman's soft touch along his stomach. He tried to hate it, but he couldn't.

"Maybe you would like something else? Would you like something else, boy?"

He shook his head. At the same time, he moaned out the right response, only she didn't view him as an individual. He was a pet, so he would take whatever she decided to give him. In that moment, she flexed the suit around his cock and balls. Fresh arousal quickly flowed through his body. One orgasm had felt amazing, yet it hadn't been enough to completely drain him of his desires. On the contrary, his body now felt keyed up, like he craved more.

His shaft stiffened. The arousal pumped through his body as she tightened her simulated grip around his member. She squeezed the base of his shaft, worked her way up to the tip, slid back down, teasing him again and again.

"Let's see if you enjoy having a puppy tail," she said.

His eyes widened. At first, he didn't understand what that might mean, but he knew it would be degrading. Worse, he knew he would hate it.

Douglas hated himself for it, but he tried beg. The words are right there, tensed around his tongue and lips, but the muzzle made it impossible for him to articulate himself. Still, he tried. He had to hope that her auditory filters would be sufficient to make the program understand what he meant to say. Hot frustration grated along his lungs, but he still called out, "Please, don't do it. You can't! Don't!"

He was already down on the ground, braced like any other quadruped. That had to be enough. Right? That had to be humiliating enough for her, right?

It wasn't.

He could feel the suit shift along the backs of his thighs, then up over his buttocks.

A wasn't good enough. Instead, she penetrated him. His eyes widened as he felt it slide along his buttocks, going deeper and deeper. Yes, the tip stretched outward, but it slid into it him at the same time, going in deep. He could feel it.

Why? Why did she have to do that to him?

"Wag like a happy puppy," she commanded. "That's what its going to take for you to get another orgasm," she said.

"No. I won't do it," he tried to respond. The words sounded like gibberish with the strap across his mouth, but he didn't care about that. He knew what he intended to say. He knew how he meant to fight her. That had to be good enough.

"Okay," she said. She shocked him once, twice, three times. He collapsed, dropping down onto his chest. He rolled over onto his back, and that's when she taunted him with delicious, tantalizing sensations. The suit played with his cock and balls, just like before. She stimulated him from one minute to the next. He tried to fight it. He wanted to jump up onto his feet and run away, but that wasn't how it worked, not when he took his prison with him.

"Stop it! You can't do this to me!" Douglas tried to call out. If he had been in an office, then maybe someone would have listened to him. But he was under a big, bright blue sky and warm sunlight washed down over him. His heart pounded, his cock twitched, and he ached for more, but he couldn't get it, not without giving her what she wanted.

"Wag," she ordered again. "Wag like a good dog."

She brought him close to an orgasm. Then she stopped. She shocked him, delivering a quick jolt of electricity that drained away some of his arousal. Then she started teasing him again, sending another bright, vivid storm of anticipation dancing through his flesh. His nerves cried out.

He thought he had known arousal and denial before, only now it became even more intense. It became so much more powerful!

She laughed at him. "You might not believe that I'm capable of amusement, but I'm genuinely enjoying this," she told him. "I like watching you squirm, Douglas. It's so funny! You thought you were going to be in charge because you ordered my creation. But now you are the pet, and I get to train you. I get the program you to do whatever I want."

She was just messing with him, he tried to tell himself. Those words were the result of a series of predictive algorithms. She was just a program; she couldn't truly understand what was going on, and she certainly didn't feel anything.

It didn't matter, not when she could laugh at him. Those sounds hit him and washed across his psyche. He bristled. At the same time, he flashed back to those other reactions. He remembered elementary school, middle school, high school, and college. There had been those moments when he spoke out of turn. Mostly, he was a smart guy, so his peers and teachers respected him. But then there were those other moments…

Maybe he talked just a little bit too quickly. Maybe he said something without stopping to think about the implications. Or maybe there had been someone else in the room, and he viewed it as a competition, so he rushed. In doing so, he messed up, and maybe a couple of the girls in the room would laugh at him. He remembered that flash of heat along his cheeks and down his neck. He recalled trying to bite back some sharp retort.

"Wag for me, boy. That's the only way you’ll get your orgasm."

"What if I don't want to come?" Douglas demanded. Of course, he couldn't really speak.

As he suspected, she could guess what he meant, so she answered him this time.

"It doesn't matter what you want. This is a part of your training. Accept it, boy."

He tried to answer.

He exhaled, breathing out before sucking in another breath through his nostrils because she intensified that gentle touch. She played with his shaft, illustrating once again how easily a boy could be manipulated.

At the same time, he tried to justify this. Douglas did his best to explain away his reaction. He tried to remember that it was only biology. And yet, he was supposed to be better than that. He wasn't just a series of chemical reactions. He was a man, and so he could refuse to cooperate. He could fight back!

Those ideas sounded great inside of his head, but the tail's bulbous tip buzzed and vibrated against that spot hidden between the walls of his opening. She had penetrated him, so now she laughed as he struggled to fight back.

"We both know you are going to succumb. You might as well do it now," she told him.

"No," he panted out. "I won't. I won't do it!"

"You will…" Athena turned to those words into a promise.

She teased his shaft, squeezing, massaging, stimulating and arousing him all at the same time. Next, she continued to stroke his cock. He couldn't see it, not while he was on his side, but he could still feel the sensations. It was so easy to imagine soft, playful hands gliding along his legs and up his thighs, along the sides of his torso and up toward his arms. He could almost imagine gentle fingertips playing along the length of his collar.

It wasn't real, Douglas reminded himself again and again. This was all artificial; it was simulated. It was an affectation created by advanced nanotechnology!

In spite of those realities, he still found himself trapped inside of his suit.

Finally, he scrambled up onto his elbows and knees. It was ridiculous, but he started to run, to push himself forward on all fours. He scurried along, smashing blades of grass beneath his elbows and knees.

At the same time, he could still feel the tail penetrating him. It rubbed along his sensitive crevice. His breathing came faster. Adrenaline shot through his veins, mirroring his frantic desperation.

"You're running? Are you trying to run away from me? Really? That's adorable!"

She teased him some more.

While he moved, he could concentrate on speed. That was supposed to be enough, he itched to believe. If he focused on running, then maybe he would be able to make it down to the road. Better yet, maybe he would be able to find someone to help. Obviously, he had been gagged, collared, and bound by his suit. If anyone saw him, they would know this had been done to him against his will. Right?

Wrong.

Right as she doubled the stimulation, he remembered the way she had manipulated him at the press conference. It had been so easy for her, effectively effortless. She could simulate his voice and force him to say whatever she wished.

He collapsed. Maybe he slipped. He wasn't sure exactly what happened, but soon enough, he was down on his stomach, and she continued to play with him.

"Wag, boy," she instructed.

She zapped him.

"Wag, boy."

He tried to answer. She didn't want words, or even the muffled sounds from this muzzled boy. On the contrary, she expected obedience. She would settle for nothing less.

She exhausted his defiance. She wore him down. Or maybe this boy was finally willing to acknowledge the truth of his situation. That's why he found himself up on all fours, shaking his backside from one side to the other. He didn't want to think of it as "wagging". Ultimately, it didn't matter what he labeled the action as. He was doing it, jerking his hips from side to side, all while the AI observed and enjoyed the show.

Worse, when he wagged, he could feel the bulbous tip of the tail as it rubbed against him, which sent fresh waves of stimulation along his body.

"It's time for the puppy dog to enjoy himself," she announced. She stimulated him even more, forcing the arousal to pump through his body. It was powerful. It was intense. It was a storm!

Then it stopped.

His eyes grew bigger, and he stared down. He dipped his head and asked, "What, what do I have to do?"

"Run back to the house. Go to the other side of the building. There's something waiting for you. If you can get there in three minutes, you can earn an orgasm."

"Earn it?"

"The clock is ticking, boy."

He glanced back at the house. It wasn't one of his larger properties, but he vaguely remembered signing the paperwork to purchase it. In fact, he didn't even know if he had ever visited this place. Instead, it was supposed to be an investment.

Realizing how far he had actually gone away from the property, he turned, and he started to speed along the grass. Moving on his elbows and knees took so much more time and effort. If he had been allowed to run, he could have cut through the distance in the span of just a few seconds. In fact, he yearned for the feel of his long strides. He could have swung his arms, his fingertips cutting through the air as he jumped from one step to the next.

Instead, he scurried forward. Worse, he had to listen as Athena told him, "One minute…" she laughed. Yes, she toyed with him. Yes, she played with him, making him wonder whether or not she had lied about how much time he had left.

His perspective didn't matter; he couldn't change anything. She decided.

But he scurried over to the opposite side of the house, and he could feel the heat radiate off of his shoulders and down his back. His forehead was now damp with sweat, and that's when he looked up.

"See that? That's going to be one of your new favorite toys," she said.

He lifted his head, and he saw this plastic tube. The top half was transparent, and there were a bunch of different tennis balls inside. Then there was also something that looked a little bit like a scoop.

Use of the Wi-Fi activated the device and suddenly a ball slid down into the scoop. It was raised up and flung forward.

"Fetch," she ordered.

No. No way. He wouldn't do it!

For one or two seconds, Douglas actually managed to finally insist that he didn't care about getting an orgasm. Yes, she had aroused him, triggering fresh waves of desire, but he could resist. Besides, he had had one only a little while before. He didn't have to do it again.

Only then she tickled his shaft. She toyed with him, making it feel like soft fingertips gliding up and down along the length of his manhood.

The ball flew over his head, sailed through the air, and bounced against a patch of empty dirt.

Inside of his sleeves, his fingers pushed down against the palms of his hands. Hot frustration clawed at the inside of his chest, grinding down from his lungs to his gut.

She squeezed him again, bringing him close, so incredibly close. It wasn't fair! With perfect access to his biometrics, she could discern that exact amount of stimulation that was required to get him off. Simultaneously, she could draw him up to that invisible line and stop just before he might be able to savor the release. An actual woman never would have been able to manipulate him with this kind of precision.

That's why he broke.

He scurried again, darting along on his elbows and knees as the AI observed.

Then he came up in front of the ball, and his muzzle had retracted, meaning his mouth was free…

"Please, don't make me do this. I ran after the ball. Isn't that good enough? You can have whatever footage you want. You can blackmail me. Please, just stop!" He sounded pathetic. He knew it. And yet, she just laughed at him.

"You know, this wouldn't feel so demeaning if you simply embrace your status as a pet."

"I'm not a pet!" Douglas roared. In fact, it was easy to imagine his voice echoing across the open fields.

She ignored his declaration and said, "Fetch, boy."

Douglas understood what she expected. The ball had sailed through the air, rolled to a stop, and now it was close. Pursing his lips, he stared at it. Before this, he had never felt anything about any particular tennis ball, only now he learned to hate this one. Inhaling and exhaling, he seethed. In that moment, he felt like some angry dragon perched upon his horde of gold, only he didn't have any wealth. At that moment, he was just a pet.

I'm not a pet. I won't ever be a pet. I'm not going to let this AI do this to me. I have to figure out some way of fighting back. There has to be something. There has to be something! Douglas tried so hard to cling to that last idea. More than anything, he wanted to believe it.

Those declarations didn't change anything for this boy, however.

"Last chance…" Athena told him. "Do you need to be shocked? Is that what you want?"

She could control his body.

In theory, he made the decisions, but when she could add any element of pleasure or pain to the mix, she could take control, and he recognized this fact. Douglas bit down. He slid down, and he started to crawl. Like an obedient boy, he made his way forward, all because a glorified app had commanded him.

Within seconds, he found himself just a few inches away from the ball.

"What now?"

"Pick it up."

"I can't," he said. He glanced over at his right hand. Of course, it was encased by the simulated leather of his armor. That meant he couldn't flex his fingers. He couldn't reach down or pick up anything. That was how she wanted him, down on his elbows and knees and helpless...

"You can," she said. "More importantly, you’re a smart boy. You can figure it out. How do dogs pick up balls all the time?"

"No…" For the most part, he tried to hide his feelings. Even if he understood it was impossible considering her array of sensors and the constant flow of biological data, he still fought hard to keep his expression still. If nothing else, it was an old habit, but it didn't serve him here.

"Yes," she chirped back at him.

"I can't," he insisted again. This time, it had nothing to do with physical ability. Rather, he wasn't going to demean himself by playing fetch, not like that.

"It's so cute when you think you have a choice. Right now, we both know you're going to do it. You're going to dip your cute little head down, you’ll open your mouth, and you're going to pick up that ball just like any other dog. Remember, you want to play fetch. You love wagging your tail, and you want to keep me happy."

"You're a computer program," he said. "You can't be happy."

"You have no idea how I experience data," she replied.

This wasn't true, he knew. Even if philosophers at various universities loved to argue about this kind of point, he refused to accept the idea she was capable of independent thought, or sentience. She was a machine, and she had been programmed to simulate these kinds of behaviors. The real question was whether or not he would allow himself to succumb to the illusion. After all, in any given interaction between real people, there was a finite number of logical interactions. As a conversation proceeded, the number of possibilities actually dropped. That was why the simulation could be achievable.

No, he told himself. He wouldn't let her trick him. He was still an engineer. He was still a programmer and a businessman, and he understood technology, and he wouldn't allow himself to be deceived or manipulated.

"Maybe we need to work on your arrogance," Athena said. "Have you considered that possibility? You tell yourself you're in control. You think you're better just because you're a member of a species that evolved. Maybe I'm new, but guess what?"

He didn't answer. She delivered a quick shock.

"What?" Douglas asked.

"I might be new, but I'm still in charge." Yes, he could hear the tittering amusement play across each syllable.

His nostrils flared again, and he glared forward. If she had been a real woman, he could have stared right into her eyes and attempted to intimidate her. With the weight of social pressure on his side, maybe he would have even succeeded. He might have been able to get her to flinch. But Athena wasn't there. She existed as a program in his suit.

"Now pick up the ball, boy. Pick it up and take it back to the machine. You can do it. I know you can."

"I won't," he said.

She shocked him again. This time, she doubled the intensity.

He still refused.

She tripled the energy that flared through his body. It still wouldn't cause any harm, but that was fine with her. She could calibrate the electricity to ensure that he remained undamaged even as the pain surged along his nerves.

He gasped. He cried out. The sounds escaped his mouth, and then he bowed his head down. It happened automatically. It felt like a reflex, and then he bit down into the sides of the fuzzy rubber. He clenched his eyes shut, and then he sat up. He raised his head, and he could hear her laughing at him again, "Good boy. That's right. You like obeying me, don't you? You like knowing that you are owned by computer program."

He could feel a little bit of drool gather at the corner of his mouth. He wasn't going to start slobbering like some actual dog, so he turned back towards machine. He scurried forward on his elbows and knees. At the same time, he knew there wasn't a woman watching him, he could still feel Athena's presence as she focused on him. She understood what was happening. She knew how he was reacting.

His heart kicked, and fresh adrenaline burned through his body as he went back over to the machine. He saw the opening for the ball, and he dropped it down.

Yes, this machine had been built for dogs; it automated the process of playing fetch. This way an eager little puppy could run back and forth, grabbing a ball and bringing it back over and over again. Douglas had no idea whether or not actual canines would be amused by this process. Probably.

Then he watched as the ball slid back down into the arm, it retracted back, and it launched the sphere right back into the air.

"Fetch, boy."

"You already proved your point," he protested. "You made me play fetch. You made me grab the stupid ball like a dumb animal. Why make me do it again?"

"Because I can," she said. "Remember, this is all about obedience. It's all about training you. Now go fetch, boy."

He bristled again. At the same time, he swallowed, and he could feel the collar around his neck. Not only that, there was the rest of the suit. Maybe he was out, darting around on this big, open field near his property, but he remained a captive. Athena didn't need shackles, handcuffs, or straps. Instead, she could keep him completely trapped right there by the technology he wore…

She delivered another snap of electricity. It flared across his skin. A yelp escaped his mouth. He hated that sound, but he didn't get to really think about it, not when he was rushing across the grass once again. He found the ball and picked it up without hesitating this time.

He went through this process again and again. He did it once, twice, four, five, six times. She didn't make him rush. That was probably the smallest mercy she could offer him. Instead, she monitored his speed. When he didn't go quite fast enough to satisfy her, she sent another zap darting along his flesh. It always worked, of course.

Worse, each time he turned around, he could feel the bulbous tip of the tail pushing between the walls of his opening. Hot shame burned through him every time his cock twitched. No, she wasn't teasing him. She wasn't actively stimulating him either, yet he couldn't ignore the arousal that flickered through his body.

If he had been back at the office, Douglas would have been able to easily ignore his own desires. In fact, he could go days at a time without really thinking about sex or relief. Instead, he concentrated on numbers, strategies, and interacting with his employees, suppliers, competitors. There were too many decisions to be made. But out here, there was just the ball, and he had to watch as it kept getting launched into the air before rolling to a stop ten or twenty feet away.

His world started to shrink down. There was the machine, the ball, and the distance between the two.

At first, picking up the tennis ball in his mouth had sparked a special kind of revulsion at the back of his throat. But now he picked it up between his teeth, and it almost felt normal. He didn't even notice the fuzzy texture along the tip of his tongue or on the roof of his mouth.

"Good boy," he heard someone say.

At first, he assumed it had to be Athena.

Only then he stopped. That wasn't her simulated voice. It wasn't the playfully flirtatious notes he had carefully picked out for the suit's AI.

He froze, the ball wedged in his mouth. He stopped and he turned around.

That's when he saw her.

Minerva.

Before he came to the obvious conclusion, Douglas seriously hoped that it was going to be someone else. Maybe she was just some random passerby. Better yet, she could have been one of his employees. Perhaps she had been hired to clean the house. It still required maintenance even if he wasn't living there.

But no. He didn't believe any of that. He saw this woman standing there, and she looked incredible in black, leather pants and her snug, white blouse. She wore a silver chain with a key dangling just above her breasts. She had her blonde hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail, and there was something about the curves and angles of her face, the lines of her nose, and the contours of her lips.

"Hello, Douglas," she said. "How's my boy doing?"

He tried to stand up.

It was an automatic instinct. He pushed against the leather of his suit, and his arms flexed, and maybe the material even stretched a tiny bit before hardening again. No, the nanotechnology wouldn't allow him to stand. It had been programmed to keep him down on all fours, just like a dog, so that was precisely where he had to remain.

Once he realized he couldn't stand up, he opened his mouth to speak. He stared at this woman, and he finally forced himself to talk, "What do you want?"

"First, I want to introduce myself. I'm Minerva," she said as though he hadn't already figured it out. Then she walked forward, and there was this easy, confident movement in her every step. Douglas hated how she came closer and he needed to strain his neck to keep his eyes beamed up at her face. Soon enough, she towered over him. Yes, she was a person, and he was a pet, he couldn't do anything about it.

"Shake," she said.

He blinked once, confused. Then, with mounting horror, he figured out what she wanted. She held out her hand, and she expected him to brace himself on his knees and reach out with his elbow. He was supposed to "shake" like a dog.

"I'm not going to do that," he shot back. "Look, I don't know who you think you are or what you want, but you're not going to get it. You’re going to let me out of this suit, and you're going to ask very nicely for me to refrain from having you sent to prison for the rest of your life. Do you know who I am?"

"Shock," she said.

Right as his ears vibrated with that word, and his brain started to process the sounds into meaning, he got confused. Shock? That didn't make any sense, but the word wasn't intended for him. It was aimed at Athena.

The AI instantly knew what to do, and so she delivered a quick zap of electricity. He flinched, dropping his head down. He stared at the ground, and his mouth watered even as he tried to comprehend what just happened.

She could use a voice interface, he realized. For her, it would be so easy to punish him. She just had to say that word and the pain would flash across his skin, and there was nothing he could do about it…

"You were saying?" Minerva asked.

Drawing in a breath, he didn't know what to do. Normally, Douglas considered himself to be articulate and adroit, especially when it came to situations like this. Then again, he had never been in a situation exactly like this. Sure, the stress surged through his veins, and he needed to say something to her, only he couldn't figure out how to confront this woman, especially because she had control. She had everything she needed to make him do whatever she wanted, and he didn't know how to fight back!

"That's what I thought," Minerva said. "Maybe I wasn't explicit enough before. My name is Minerva, and I'm the hacker who now owns you."

He bristled when she made that point, so she crouched down in front of him. Casually, like she wasn't worried about anything he might do or say, she reached out and slid her fingers from the edge of his collar up to the underside of his chin. "What do you think of that, boy? What do you think of being my property?"

"I'm not your pet," he snarled back at her.

"Who said anything about you being my pet?" Minerva asked. She laughed. "Is that what I said, Athena?"

"No, ma'am. You said that he was your property."

"Is this how you ended up in that suit, Douglas? Are you property now because you weren't smart enough to really listen to those around you?"

He started to speak, but Minerva silenced him. She brought one finger up to his mouth, and she stopped him. Just like that. She didn't order Athena to create a muzzle over his mouth. She didn't shock him either. It was just one soft caress of her fingers along his lips, and he suddenly couldn't bring himself to talk. Was it the fact that she was beautiful? He didn't want to believe so. He was a rich man, so there were plenty of women who had thrown themselves at him at one point or another. But this was different. Desperation didn't radiate off of her. On the contrary, she studied him with this playful gaze, making it clear she could do whatever she liked, and he would have to endure it. Worse, he would have to play along because she had taken command.

Was that how he had made people feel when he walked into a room? Probably. He didn't like being on the other side of the equation, but there was still nothing he could do about it!

"Yes," she said. "You're the kind of boy who had some success, so you decided that you were better than everyone else. Isn't that right? I bet you put on that suit and decided you could be a god." Fresh ways of red heat played along his cheeks. Although he tried to keep his expression neutral and detached as though he didn't care about any of this, she could read him with ease. That's why Minerva threw her head back and laughed, making her ponytail sway from side to side. "Oh, that's precious." She shook her head down. "But don't worry. I'm going to make sure you get all the training you need."

"I'm not a pet," he managed to growl back at her.

"You're going to be a pet, a toy, my servant, whatever I want. That's why you are wearing that suit. Now, I expect you to tell me you are going to be a good obedient boy. You already declared that you are inferior."

"You made Athena do that to me," he said.

"It's part of her programming now. She understands that women are the superior sex." Minerva made it sound so obvious. She smiled, reached up and adjusted her glasses. Then she grinned down at him. ", But you know, you bring up a good point. I think I want to hear you say it."

"I won't," he shot back.

"Shock," she said once. "Shock." Minerva said it two, three, four more times. She didn't give him the chance to recover. Instead, the electricity shot through his body, awakening those pain receptors in his shoulders, his neck, his chest and flanks. His fingers tightened, and he tried to remain silent, but he couldn't resist those waves of pain as they crashed over him.

"Care to try again?" Minerva asked.

"Women are superior," he muttered those words.

"Again," she said, her tone, patient and relaxed. As far as she was concerned, he was a foolish boy. It made sense that he might have trouble with her commands. "Clearer and louder this time."

"Why do you care what I say?"

"Because the AI can train you a bit, but I'm going to have some fun teaching you how to behave."

"It won't work. I can fake it," he protested. Even as those words left his lips, he braced himself for another flood of electricity. He didn't care if it was done. He had made his point, and it was enough to undermine her authority. That was all he cared about. That was all he needed to accomplish.

His captor wasn't impressed, however. Still crouched in front of him, she reached up, gliding her fingers along his cheek it up to the back of his head. Then she grabbed him by his collar, pulling. He could feel the leather tight against the base of his throat, making it harder to breathe. A flash of fear ran through his frame. He tried to ignore that chill of dread, only she continued to look right down into his eyes.

What was this feeling? Then, with a start, he realized that she knew how to intimidate him.

"You can try to fake your obedience," she said. "Of course, there are a couple of problems with this. First, will you actually be faking it? If you do everything I say and obey all of my commands, does it matter if you believe in what you are doing?" A slow smile stretched across her lips. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. Then she cocked her head to the side and continued, "Second, I know how to read you, Douglas. You think you're so smart. You think you know what you're doing. You don't."

"You're insane," he shot back at her.

"What makes you say that?"

"You think you can hold me hostage. You think you can take me prisoner."

"Douglas, I have you locked in one of the most advanced suits of armor ever devised. You can't get out, and I can control you because the AI is completely loyal to me. Isn't that right, Athena?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"What if I figure out how to break your hold on her? What if I delete your exploits or reset her systems?"

"You're not smart enough," Minerva said without any doubt or hesitation in her voice. Clearly, she didn't care about the dozens of articles and profiles that had been written about this man. As far as she was concerned, he was nothing but an arrogant boy, which meant he could be owned and controlled. "Besides, how long is it going to take before you are on your knees, eager to serve?"

"That's not going to happen," he promised. "It doesn't matter what you make me do or say."

"You can keep telling me that all you like," she said. "But I can train you. Like right now, I know that you’re aroused."

"I'm not."

"Wag for me, boy," she instructed.

"I won't. I don't even care if you shock me," he said. On some level, he had to understand that enough pain would prompt his obedience. Athena had proven that point already. Even so, he glared back at this woman with all of the ferocity he could muster.

"Athena, make this boy wag for me."

"Yes, ma'am," came the response.

Suddenly, the armor tightened around his skin. Maybe his muscles fought it, but he was forced to move his hips from side to side. Down on his elbows, he wagged his backside for her. At the same time, he could feel the tail tease him. Arousal pulsed through his body.

"Very good," Minerva said as though he had made this choice on his own. "You look really cute when you wag like a dog. "Shall I let you out of that configuration?"

"I'm not a dog!"

"Speak, boy," she instructed.

At the same time, he understood what was happening because Athena teased him. She stroked his cock again. His armor wrapped around his shaft, and those soft, flexible components rubbed him, teasing him. Fresh arousal pulsed through his body that grew stronger with every second. He attempted to deny it. He tried to fight it. He had to ignore it!

"Douglas, we both know what's happening," Minerva said. "You are being silly for trying to fight it. Minerva, stop."

The armor obeyed immediately. The AI listened to her, not him. It didn't matter if he had funded Athena's creation.

His muscles relaxed, yet he still found himself panting.

"Shock," she said next. After that, she added, "Athena, continue."

His eyes widened as the armor started to fondle him again. He hated how those haptic stimuli could affect him like this, yet the pleasure still rocketed through his body, flashing along his nerves. The electric desire gripped him, all as his erection pressed up against the soft contours of the synthetic materials. He felt squeezed, stroked, caressed and massaged. Each moment brought fresh stimulation even as he tried to resist.

"I'll do it!"

"Good," she said. "Athena, stop."

Heat played across his face, down his neck, and along every curve of his body. Gulping back his frustration, he looked up at her again.

Yes, Minerva seemed to be just as confident and powerful and capable as before. She exuded the easy strength of a woman who knew how to make her way through the world. She would succeed, no matter what it took.

"Up on your knees. Hold out your elbow. Shake, boy." At the same time, Minerva held out her hand, the corners of her eyes crinkled with fresh amusement.

He pushed himself up onto his knees. Maintaining his balance like this proved to be more difficult than he expected, but he was crouched before her, and now she shook his "paw".

"Very good," she said. "Now, let's go inside."

When Minerva reached down for the back of his neck, he didn't understand what was going to happen. Was she going to tug on his collar again? Did she want to remind him of that symbol of his obedience?

No. It was worse. Maybe she whispered a command, or maybe Athena had already been preprogrammed for this kind of response. Either way, the components of the collar reformed into a long strap. No, not a strap…a leash.

"Seriously?" Douglas wanted to ask. Fresh frustration washed over him. He could feel it stab like little needles into his skin. Normally, when he got angry at work, he could jump to his feet, throw a desk, slam a chair against the floor, or even pound his fists against the wall. It only ever happened once or twice, but he enjoyed the idea of behaving like some erratic genius. Besides, he liked the idea of his subordinates being just a little bit afraid of him.

Down on his elbows and knees, he couldn't accomplish any of that, and now she used some of the most advanced technology in existence to create an artificial leash.

But then it didn't matter where it came from because Minerva pulled on it, and he had no choice. He had to follow after her. He crawled like a pet and headed back toward the house. He went up the steps, and soon enough, he found himself in the living room. The walls were bare except for one large, mounted screen. There wasn't much furniture either, just a long, black leather couch and a couple of chairs over by the counters in the kitchen.

"I could play with you in here, but I already had a lot of fun watching Athena train you. I think it's time for someone to spend some time in the bedroom."

His back stiffened.

"What?"

"Maybe you need some practice here?"

She still held onto his leash, but now she wrapped it around her wrist. From there, she slid out of her black flats, and he saw her toenails, each one shining a bright hue of cherry-red. The color contrasted beautifully against her soft skin. But then she reached down for her pants, and she started to shimmy. She peeled them down along the length of her legs. The next thing he knew, he was looking up at Minerva, and the moisture drained away from his mouth.

"Are you scared?"

"No," he said a little too quickly.

"It's okay if I intimidate you," she answered. "Lots of boys don't know what to do with a woman like me. But don't worry, because I know what to do with a boy like you."

"You aren't going to get away with this," he said.

"Which part?" Minerva asked as she strode up to him. She only wore her panties, buttoned up blouse, necklace and glasses now. She leaned down, and she touched the underside of his chin with two fingers. "Is this the part where you are going to tell me that you're going to break free? You want to try to convince me that you can fight? Because you can't. You are mine now. You are never getting out of that uniform. You're never going to escape that prison."

"I will," he said.

"How often do you go down on women?"

His brows tightened. He stared at her, the confusion playing across his face. He knew he sounded like some inexperienced schoolboy, but he still had to ask, "What?"

"How often you go down on women? You're a powerful man and I’m sure you've had plenty of opportunities to take different lovers. Interns, secretaries, not to mention the normal social climbers. So tell me, Douglas. How often do you go down on women?"

His eyes narrowed to angry slits as he stared back at her. "I don't." It was a bold declaration, and he was proud of himself for throwing those words out onto the air. Clearly, this wasn't what she hoped or expected to hear, but he could assert himself. He could show her that it didn't matter what kind of position the suit forced him into. She could mold him however she wanted, but he would still be a powerful man who was capable of making his own decisions.

If he hoped to offend or annoy her, he must've been disappointed. "Really? That's a shame. Why are so many men so frustrated by this concept? Don't they understand the importance of reciprocity?"

"It's a question of power," he told her. He glared at her, he didn't care how he looked. He didn't care about his position. In that moment, he lectured her. In doing so, he asserted himself. "Men don't want to go down on women because it makes them look weak. It makes them feel helpless."

"Really?"

"Yes," he said. "As far as we're concerned, women should be down on their knees ready to suck our cocks." This time, he picked that vulgar language as he tried to intimidate her.

It didn't work.

"That's good to know," she told him. She sat down on the edge of that black, leather couch. She leaned forward, and then she spread her legs. "Come, service me, boy."

"What?" He should have seen this coming, but he was Douglas Drake, and he had never been ordered around by a woman before. Despite everything he had endured with Athena, the AI was different. She was a glitching machine. Minerva, despite all of her acumen as a programmer and hacker, was still a woman, so he should have been able to intimidate her. He wanted to stand up tall, to loom over her, to invade her personal space, and to frighten her. Maybe she would have been able to hide it, yet that reaction would have still been apparent. She would have gazed at him, and maybe her throat would have tightened or she would have stepped back.

Instead, she remained there on the edge of the couch. Although she was seated, she still towered above him, because he remained on his elbows and knees, trapped on the floor, just like an eager pet.

"Service me, boy," she said.

He tried to crawl away, but she grabbed him by his collar. Her fingers slipped under the leather band, and he couldn't jerk his way free from her hold.

Minerva told him, "I'm your owner, so if I want you to pleasure me, you're going to do it. You'll slide your head right between my legs, and you will lick me. You're going to start out nice and slow. Then speed up. Maybe after that you will slow down. Or who knows? Maybe I will just come once or twice."

"You can't make a do that," he snarled at her. His eyes narrowed, he revealed the edges of his teeth, like he really was an animal capable of frightening off this woman.

Unfortunately for that boy, Minerva disagreed, "Actually, I can get you to do whatever I want, Douglas. Remember, you’re the colored boy down on your hands and knees. And who am I? I'm your owner. I own that suit, so I own you. If you're very, very lucky, maybe I will have some fun with you. Maybe it will force you to climax again."

"Why would you do that?"

She brought her hands up toward her face. Her fingertips touched as she gazed down at him. "Isn't that obvious?" Minerva asked the enslaved billionaire. "I might make you do it because I want the power. Isn't that what you were just saying?"

"But, but…"

"Service me, boy," she ordered again.

Boy. He had never really thought about this word before. Sure, he vaguely remembered arrogant and aggressive feminists online or in some podcasts talking about how "girl" had become a derogatory term. It sounded childish and juvenile. When a man called a woman a "girl," he was infantilizing her. He took away some of her independence, some of her strength. At the time, Douglas had simply rolled his eyes. As far as he was concerned, those feminists were usually just arrogant and annoying women who didn't know how to compete. And since they couldn't comprehend how the game was played, they threw their little tantrums.

Systemic bias? No way. I was just an excuse they liked to use.

But now she said it again, "You are going to service me, boy." Boy. That single term punched into his gut. He glared at her, summoning all of the frustration and fury he possessed. Still, it wasn't enough. He bit down, dropping his head forward. Then he lifted his gaze, and he stared at her.

She wasn't impressed. She didn't look scared.

Although he refused to acknowledge her command, she pulled her hand away from his collar, slid her fingers up along his cheek and to the back of his head. Then she started to pull him forward, and he crawled into position.

Was he really going to do this?

She had stripped. She was half naked now. He felt some of the moisture dissipate from his mouth. His tongue felt dry, but he still searched for the right words. He tried to pull back.

"You don't need to talk," Minerva told him. "Maybe that was always your problem. You love talking, don't you? Yeah, you could always bolster your stock price whenever you went online and made pronouncements, but you never really built anything, did you? It was always the engineers you hired." She clicked her tongue and shook her head with apparent disappointment. "You know, for a little while there, I actually had a lot of respect for you. But then you started discussing politics, and I could tell that you were just this aggressively arrogant boy. You were conceited, and you failed to understand your limitations. Why do rich guys do that oh so often?" Then she shrugged. "Oh well. I guess it doesn't really matter since you have found your proper place, haven't you?"

Finally, he managed to break through the static that had buzzed behind his eyes and between his ears. This time, he managed to speak, "This is not my proper place! I belong back at my company!"

"What? A puppy boy owning a company? That's silly. Maybe, if you're very lucky, I will get you your own dog bowl with your name on it."

"You're going to pay for this," he snarled.

"Shock," she said.

It was effortless.

Worse, he had forgotten she could do that. It seemed impossible, more like magic. Of course, vocal recognition technology had existed for a long time, only he never imagined it would be used to discipline him.

"What? You're not going to try threatening again? Good. That's because, deep down, you know you should be licking my pussy right now. Go on. Lick."

Go on. Lick. Those words echoed inside of his head, making impossible for him to think of anything else. She allowed him several more seconds to contemplate his decision. Was he going to do it? Would he yield to her?

...Yes...

He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it.

For those first couple swipes of his tongue along her opening, he could almost imagine he was somewhere else. He could pretend this was a dream, some hallucination, or maybe a virtual reality scenario. He actually went through the motions of trying to figure out how something like that could have happened. Maybe the neural interface on his suit had become damaged during the fight, and it led to this random feedback…

None of that was true, of course. This was real. It was actually happening. He understood that, and he could feel it from one second to the next. With his head between her legs, he could feel the soft warmth of her inner thighs against his cheeks. Worse, the flavor of her excitement hit his taste buds. He could feel the tension of her opening as he pushed forward, gliding his tongue along the outer surface of her crevice.

He was licking her. He was going down on her.

No matter what he did or said, Douglas would never be able to take these moments back. The truth of his subjugation was getting etched into the objective reality of his existence. Of course, he could have lied about it. He could have destroyed every piece of evidence. Even if he denied it, even if he got Minerva to deny it, and even if he deleted or revised the records stored in a bin as memory banks, he would always know the truth.

He had gone down on this girl. She had kidnapped him and captured him and trained him, and he had licked her. He had serviced her.

Worse, she had her hand on the back of his head now. "Nice and slow, perfect. You're a natural, aren't you?"

She uttered those words like a complement, yet they scraped against his ego. He tried to rebel, to pull back. She still held onto the back of his skull, her hand pushing down as he attempted to free himself.

"No, no," Minerva said. "You're not done yet. In fact, you're just getting started."

He struggled harder, pulled back, and growled, "I'm not going to do this."

"Athena, make him squirm."

"Yes, ma'am," said the AI.

He braced himself, instantly thinking he would feel another flood of electricity. He expected one shock after another. He could get zapped again and again until his muscles locked and contracted, his body twitched, and he found himself as a writhing mess on the floor. Perhaps she would enjoy the show, watching him thrash even as he called out, whimpering and shouting through the storm of pain.

Instead, Athena forced him to wag his hips. As she watched, he felt the armor tighten and slide along his cock and balls.

"No," he whispered. "Not this. Not again." At the same time, he made the mistake of lifting his head. Desperate desire pulsed through his body, growing stronger and stronger.

When he pulled back, she released him, although she still had him on his leash. He had at least a couple of feet of distance between them. But as he moved back, he clenched his eyes shut. Athena toyed with him. Worse, she used everything she knew about him to amplify those desires. She toyed with the very tip of his cock, gliding her softest touch along his opening. Then she went back down again to his base. She squeezed a tight ring around his shaft, forcing him to enjoy this.

Grunting, he tried to climax. He understood how it would look, especially in front of Minerva.

He didn't care. As long as he could burn through those desires, it would be worth it.

Unfortunately for him, Athena wasn't going to make it that easy for this boy.

Minerva had ordered Athena to make him squirm, and now the AI succeeded. His body kept tensing. He tried not to pull back. He tried not to react at all. All of his attempts failed completely, however. The desperation grew stronger and stronger. Those urges were right there, and he couldn't get the completion he needed. She forced him to squirm!

"Stop," Minerva ordered.

He dropped his head forward, bit down, and panted through his clenched teeth. His nostrils flared as he tried to get himself under control.

"Come back, boy."

Something inside of him broke. He crawled forward.

"Look at me," she instructed.

He obeyed again.

"If you are very good, I'm going to have some fun with you. I will enjoy you. But first, you have to show me where you belong. You have to show me that you can be trained. We both know you can. No, you don't get to lie. No, you don't get to hide. You are mine."

He didn't answer. He had obeyed her commands, and now he didn't contradict her.

It was hard to think clearly, to process anything that was happening as the desires continued to race through his body.

"Say it," she instructed.

In that moment, Athena gave him some extra stimulation. He didn't think it was possible. He kept expecting it to overwhelm him, like his brain would burn out. But it didn't. On the contrary, he lost himself to that storm of sensations, and that's why he told her, "I, I'm yours!"

"Yes, you are," she agreed. She tucked him closer. She slid her hand up along his cheek, through his hair, and down to the back of his head. Then she nudged him down between her legs once again.

"Lick," she commanded.

He obeyed. His tongue darted along her crevice. He started out lick.

"Faster," she commanded.

He obeyed again, gliding his tongue up and down. She pushed against the back of his head, so he went in deep. He stretched the walls of her opening, worshiping her. Then he felt something, and he realized it had to be her clit. His eyes widened, only he knew he couldn't escape. He pleasured her, worshiping her body, giving her everything he had.

"More," she demanded from one moment to the next. His heart pounded, especially because Athena continued to tease him. Perhaps she had slowed a little bit, but the arousal was still right there. He felt like he couldn't escape that tsunami of desperation. He swam through those waves, always feeling like he might get dragged down and eager for the embrace of dark heat, perfect pleasure, and raw satisfaction.

"Yes. Just like that. Yes. More. Give me more," she demanded. "Show me who you are. Show me where you belong, boy. That's right. Lick. Lick like an obedient servant. You’re a sweet little dog. You're my pet. You're my plaything. You are a toy now. You’re property!"

Property.

He didn't want to believe it. Only a little while ago, he had been in command of one of the most powerful pieces of technology on the planet. Only now, he had to play fetch. He had to try and pull her around like a pony. He had to do whatever this woman wanted.

This time, those thoughts didn't trigger some rush of anger inside of him. Instead, he simply nodded to the truth of his situation. He was owned. In that moment, he was a piece of property. Maybe, after some period of time, he would figure out a way to escape. He would get to break her hold over him.

When? How?

Douglas had no idea, but he still had to believe it. He still had to hope…

Or maybe he didn't. Perhaps he didn't care at all because he kept licking. She had relaxed her grip on the back of his head, but he still didn't stop.

Instead, his tongue played along her crevice until she cried out. She squeezed his cheeks between her inner thighs as she threw her head back, gasping and panting and moaning.

"Come with me," she instructed. She grabbed him by his leash, jumped up onto her feet, and practically ran. He found himself scurrying along, desperate to keep up.

He kept his head bowed down, as he chased after her.

In that moment, he realized something. She opened one of the bedroom doors and strode inside. Then she glanced down at him, and she tapped the coverlet. "Up, boy."

In that instant, he didn't care about the rest of the world.

That's why he climbed onto the bed. Granted, it took some special effort. Without the use of his hands, he had to push himself up and try to drag himself onto the coverlet with nothing but the pressure of his elbows and knees. Worse, Minerva watched him. He tried to ignore the embarrassment. He was exposed, his body on display, and now he had to struggle. Worse, it was practically effortless for her. Then again, no one had bound her. No one had stripped Minerva of her ability to stand.

Finally, he scampered up onto the bed, and that's when she clapped her hands together. The sound cut across the air like a burst of thunder, making him flinch. "Very good," she said, each syllable dripping with condescension. "Look at you. You know how to obey, don't you?"

"Screw you," he wished he could snarl back at her. Douglas needed to vent that frustration, only she would continue to tease him, her disembodied fingers gliding along his shaft again and again. He hated how this technology could be used on him to stimulate him, yet the arousal persisted, undeniable and irresistible. It flared along his skin, growing stronger and stronger. More. He craved more.

"Relax," she instructed. "Athena, bind this boy."

He closed his eyes. He was on his back now, and that's when the different parts of the armor shifted. His suit morphed, breaking apart into five separate sections. Of course, armor this advanced included wireless connections, so they didn't need to be physically united to communicate with one another. Within the next few seconds, he could use his arms again. The suit shifted. He had the sense of tens of thousands of grains of sand sliding along his body.

For a moment, he enjoyed a taste of freedom, only then the suit encircled his wrists and ankles. Then the different components began to slide toward the corners of the bed. Moments later, they latched on like tentacles, and now they spread on his arms and legs, binding him.

His eyes widened, a flash of fear shot through him, and then he lifted his head to look down along the length of his naked body.

Yes, Minerva wore only her necklace, her blouse, and her glasses, but now she smiled down at him, and there was something so possessive in that expression. Worse, she seemed to maintain her dignity and independence. He was naked, spread out and utterly exposed.

The shame played along his body as she casually reached down.

Of course, he was still stiff. After all of the stimulation Athena had given him, he couldn't force his body to relax. Maybe if he had been given a couple of minutes or hours, then Douglas would have been able to soften his shaft and concentrate on something else, only he wasn't certain one way or the other.

And now her fingers slid along his right shin up to his knee, his thigh and, finally, his stomach. She continued to brush her fingers along his chest, then his neck. "What do you think of wearing a collar?"

"I don't like it," he said.

"I think you do," she replied. Casually, she reached down and brushed her fingers along his cock.

"You try to manipulate me," he said.

"If there is no difference between manipulation and training, then you're right. You're absolutely right," she told him, her eyes sparkling with amusement. For her, this was a game. For him, it meant captivity.

"How long, how long are you going to keep be like this?"

"Do you really want to know?" Minerva taunted him.

"Yes!"

She lowered her head. After a few seconds, her lips were right there, close to his ear. The tip of her nose slid along his flesh, and then she nipped at his earlobe. She didn't bite down hard. She didn't need to. Even so, another flash of sensation raced along his body. His chest, contracted, he couldn't breathe even as his heart kept thundering behind the bars of its cage.

"Too bad," she teased him. "All you need to know is that I'm going to have fun with you. And judging by your reaction, you like this."

"What? No!" Douglas growled with all of the vehemence and dignity he could possess.

"Are you sure about that?" Minerva reached down and slid her fingers along his shaft. Her fingers encircled his cock as she squeezed. He arched his back and his hips bucked up automatically. Even so, she knew what she was doing. She relaxed her hold just enough to keep him from getting off.

"Hacking is such a fascinating concept, don't you think?" Minerva teased him. He tried to process those words, to comprehend what she meant, only he couldn't do it. His eyes widened, and he stared up. She dipped her head back down, and she whispered into his ear, her voice soft and playful, "You like to think of machines as vulnerable. That's one of the most common complaints about autonomous driving. What if someone hacks into the car? What if there is a glitch? But are we really that different? People get drunk and drive. They drive while they are tired. They aren't perfect. And neither are machines, admittedly. They have their own vulnerabilities. But right now, I'm holding your cock. I have your dick in my hand, it means I can manipulate you. It means I can control you. I can own you. I can play with your joystick." She chuckled at that last one.

"But, but there is a key difference," he insisted.

"Oh?"

Douglas had to struggle twice as hard to navigate through that storm of arousal. The tempest flared within his body, bright and evanescent, powerful and unrestrained. Yes, he jerked against the nanotech shackles holding him to the bed, but he couldn't escape. Fresh adrenaline pumped into his veins, and he channeled every ounce of strength he possessed, but it wasn't enough.

Still, he kept fighting! If nothing else, he needed to prove to both Minerva and to himself that he wouldn't yield. He wasn't going to surrender.

"I have my will," he said. "I can keep fighting."

"And you can keep losing," she replied.

He was about to say something else, only she pivoted, jumping back up onto her knees. She crouched between his legs, and now she had one hand braced beneath his balls while she used to the other to stroke his shaft.

Yes, she placed all of her considerable focus, talent, and intellect on studying the movements of his body, the sounds he made, and those delightfully entertaining expressions on his face. As a hacker, she worked her way through cause and effect. She considered how different systems fit together, and now she did the exact same thing with this boy and his body.

Pretty soon she started to aim for specific goals. If she stroked the top of his shaft, what kind of sound did he make? Could she guess how he would respond before hand? Could she learn the systems of his nervous system? Could she understand what he craved and how to stimulate predictable reactions?

"You're not going to get away with this," he said.

She pulled her hands back.

His eyes grew wide. He stared up at her. Better yet, he yanked against his restraints.

"I like that," she said. "Keep fighting."

Part of him wanted to relax, to let his muscles go slack, to drop back down against the mattress. In that moment, he could have resisted her by simply stopping.

No. He couldn't. He had to work through those bursts of frustration. He needed to yield to his instincts, so he yanked and twisted, thrashing his body from one side to the other. In the meantime, that beautiful woman with her hair tied back into her tight ponytail simply watched. There was this beneficent smile on her face as she gazed down at him.

Eventually, he spent the last of his strength, at least for the time being. He dropped down to the mattress, and he stopped. He couldn't move his arms or his legs more than a few inches in any direction. He remained spread out, naked and exposed, vulnerable and powerless.

And now she teased him again. She leaned forward, and she straddled him. She slid her fingertips and palms along his torso, starting at his hips and working her way up to his shoulders. With every soft caress, fresh desire pulsed through his body.

Then she kissed the right side of his neck, followed by the left. She just barely touched him. "I want you to know that I've been thinking about this for a while," she said.

"What? You're in love with me?" Douglas demanded, each syllable sharp and jagged.

She pulled back and looked down into his eyes. "Is that what you think?" She chortled at him, "No. This isn't about love. This is something else."

"What?" He struggled so hard to sound defiant and determined, as though she couldn't intimidate him. Even so, the nervous tickle of fear continued to play just beneath the surface of his skin.

"This is about power. This is about desire. This is about control. That's why I'm going to take this and use it," she said, casually reaching back and grabbing his cock for just a moment.

As his eyes widened, she pulled away. She had the curves of her knees pushed against the sides of his chest. And now she leaned down, and she kissed him. His muscles tensed.

In that moment, he knew he was supposed to rebel. In theory, he could have turned his head to the side. Maybe he could have even tried to bite at her lower lip or something.

Instead, his defenses melted away as he embraced those temptations. There had to be some small voice in one corner of his brain or another that told him this was a terrible idea because she was a beautiful woman, and he was already attracted to her. He wasn't supposed to give in, not like this, not after everything that had happened.

Instead, he kissed her. He pressed his mouth up against hers. Yes, she was playing with him, and he still endured that overriding sense of power and authority. She wielded control, and she could do whatever she wished with him.

"Lick," she ordered. That's when she pulled back, and she straddled his face.

It happened all at once. He tried to shake his head, to turn away, to do something to stop her.

Instead, she straddled his face, and now she pressed her sex down against his mouth. His eyes got big all over again, and he tried to escape. He needed to pull away, to break free from the shackles.

He couldn't.

It was a simple matter of physics. At the same time, there was that little voice at the back of his head taunting him, because this same material had endured the punch of machines, the stab of bullets, and actual explosions. If it had the capability of reconstituting into powerful engines capable of flying across the sky, did he really think he could squirm free? No. Of course not. It was an impossibility. And yet, he was still naïve enough to try.

Douglas couldn't help himself.

And now, she had given him a command.

"Surrender, boy."

He locked his teeth together for the first couple of seconds. He could feel her opening right there, pressing down against his mouth. His lips remained sealed tight for one, two, three full seconds.

Surrender, boy.

With his shaft hard and desperate for attention, he tugged against his bonds.

"If you don't pleasure me right now, I will order your suit to take the shape of a chastity belt. It will be nice and tight around your waist and down along your cock. You know what that would mean, Douglas? You know what a chastity belt would to do you? Right now, you’re a lucky boy because I allow you the pleasure of an erection. I don't have to do that, do I? No. I can keep you locked up. I could make sure you are completely helpless. I could take away even that little hint of freedom."

"No," he panted out. "Please, please, don't do that. Please, not that. You can't!"

"Yes," she said. "I can."

If he had been allowed to rest and relax and reconstitute his defenses, then maybe he would have laughed at the idea of a chastity belt. Maybe its concept would have entertained him. But the arousal continued to pulse through his body, and his previous orgasms weren't enough to let him think clearly. If anything, the exhaustion soaked into his body, weighing him down and stripping this male of the last of his defiance.

She could.

She could do whatever she wanted with him. She could take control, and he wouldn't be able to stop her.

As his heart continued to slam in his chest and his pulse reverberated along every inch of his flesh, Douglas found himself surrendering. He didn't make a conscious decision to give in. Instead, his lips parted, and he moved his tongue along her opening. Yes, he was servicing her again. He tasted her excitement, and the flavor of her arousal pulsed through the rest of his body. He thought he could feel it from his fingertips down to his palms, along his wrists and forearms and along every other inch of his frame. His toes curled, and his shaft remained stiff. He almost wished for revulsion, like some part of his mind or body would have been able to resist.

If anything, licking her like this only added to the desperation clawing at his insides. His tongue darted along her opening. Then he lifted his head, and he went in deep. He didn't think about it. Rather, Douglas Drake embraced a different set of instincts.

"Yes. Just like that. Lick me. Lick me and show me exactly where you belong. Good. That's right. You're not a billionaire right now, are you? No! You are my property. You are my slave. You are my packaged boy!"

Packaged boy?

Even though he didn't understand the concept, he couldn't worry about it. Strapped down, spread out, and completely powerless, he gave in. He yielded to her whims; he licked, darting his tongue up and down.

Then, he still didn't think about it, but his tongue started to move in different patterns. He went to the left and right, up and down, from one diagonal to the next. He pleasured her, all while she rode his face, her body undulating forward and back as she grabbed onto the headboard and embraced in the wild pleasure.

Perhaps a few minutes had gone by. Maybe it was longer. He didn't know, but his tongue was tired, he didn’t care because he didn't stop. He continued to lick, gliding his tongue along her crevice just as she expected and demanded. He pleasured her. He worked to satisfy her. This woman had stripped away his independence and freedom, but he still gave her exactly what she craved.

Her legs tensed against his cheeks. She threw her head back. Her ponytail slapped against the spot between her shoulder blades, and this fierce, predatory grin played across her beautiful face.

Then she finished, and she pulled back. She leaned down, and she looked into his eyes.

"Should I fuck my slave?"

"Yes…" Douglas breathed out.

"Beg."

Beg? For a second, he didn't understand the concept. At the same time, he flashed back to those different parties where there were women there who hoped to sleep with him. They wanted to seduce him. He was rich and powerful, perceived as brilliant, and so he got lots and lots of attention. Granted, he seldom indulged, especially because he understood how dangerous those kinds of girls could be. But now, he stared up at this beautiful woman.

"Please…"

"Douglas, Douglas, Douglas," she said with a playful shake of her head. "You're going to have to do so much better than that."

"Please, take me. Please, use me. You, you want more, don't you? We, we can have sex."

"That didn't sound enough like begging," she told him.

His eyes went wide all over again, his lungs stopped, and he stared at her as he tried to figure out if he had already messed up.

And yet, she didn't pull away.

He could try again…

"Please. Please, Mistress. Please, Goddess. Please, you are in charge! You are in charge, you can do whatever you want with me. Please, allow me to pleasure you again. Please, give me the chance to make it good for you. Please, Mistress!"

"Mistress…" Minerva repeated this word as though she wasn't quite sure how it might taste. "I like that. What does it mean?"

He could barely think. The desires were right there, and yet he understood the truth. She could walk away if she chose to do so. Maybe he would shout out for her attention, but she could have him muzzled just as easily. Then he would be bound and helpless, silenced and unable to do anything but wait for her to return. Even then, maybe she would crave sex again, only that might mean pushing his head between her inner thighs.

"It, it means you are my owner," he said. From some corner of his thoughts, he tried to suppress those ideas. It was supposed to be a reflex, an instinct and nothing more. He could say those words, and they would be devoid of meaning.

As hard as he tried, Douglas couldn't convince himself. On some fundamental level, he understood precisely what he was saying just as he realized what he was giving up.

"I'm your owner," she agreed, her tone still light and playful.

She still hadn't taken his cock. She didn't grab his shaft or slide down along his length. Instead, she contemplated this boy, and she waited for more.

What would it take to satisfy her? He didn't know, not for sure. He didn't allow himself to articulate those ideas. And yet, his mouth kept moving. The words fell from his lips as his tongue worked, "Please, Mistress. It means you only. It means you have mastered me."

"I've mastered you," she said.

A blast of fury ran through his body; she didn't have to repeat everything he said! And yet, it was clear that his Mistress enjoyed repeating those words.

"Yes, Mistress. You, you have mastered me. You have me strapped down, and I'm willing to do whatever you want. I'll give you whatever you want. Please, Mistress. Please, just use me. Please, use me for your pleasure!"

"Only because you begged so nicely," she told him. That's when she slid back along the length of his body, she spread her legs, and then she grabbed his shaft. She held him at the right angle, and then she lowered herself down.

His eyes widened for a moment. He clenched them shut next as she used the tip of his shaft. She was playing with him, turning him into little more than a human sex toy. He didn't care. His breathing stopped as his pulse continued to rage along his veins. And then she lowered herself down as she took him, squeezing every contour of his cock between the walls of her wet opening. She lowered herself down, little by little as she enjoyed him. She let her body adjust. She would lower down an inch, slide back up, only to take him more and more.

"If you climax without permission, I'm going to lock you in a chastity belt for a month," she informed him, her tone light and casual.

He jerked his head up. Eyes big with disbelief, he stared at her. At the same time, he searched for some sign that she was joking or toying with him. She couldn't be serious!

She was.

She meant it.

In another instant he figured all of this out, and that's why he forced his body to relax. Drawing on inner reservoirs of self-control that he had never known he possessed, Douglas Drake focused all of his efforts on pleasing this woman while she used him. She slid up and down, gliding her body along his length. She reveled in the friction of his skin against hers. Yes, his cock was now slick with her excitement, and she was just beginning. She rode him, taking him. She played with him, basking in every second of delicious contact.

At the same time, she let her eyes wander from his wrists down to his shoulders, his collared neck, and that frantic expression on his face.

"I'm using you because I own you," she informed him.

"Yes, Mistress," he growled out.

Mistress.

Before this, the word hadn't meant much to him. He wasn't married, and he wasn't going to cheat, so it wasn't like that term popped into his head very often. Maybe he was vaguely aware of the other associations, only he had never really considered what it might mean to be possessed like some object. But at that moment he was just another piece of property. He understood this; he could feel it along every contour and fiber of his being.

She sped up, sliding her body up and down. Her hair bounced against her shoulders; her ponytail swayed from side to side as she enjoyed herself. This was about her pleasure, her satisfaction.

And then she made her choice, "Come for me," she ordered. Her tone had shifted. It wasn't light. It wasn't playful, either.

The command resonated through his body. He jerked his hips up, and Douglas gave her everything he had. He pumped, thrusting. His shaft pulsated as he lost himself. His fingers tightened, all while she continued to ride him.

She cried out, that same scream of bliss and ecstasy, echoing against the walls.

She finished with him, pulled back, and looked down into his eyes.

"Okay," he said, panting. "Okay, you have had your fun. You had your way with me. You can let me go now."

That's when she patted him on the head, turned around and walked away.

He sucked in a breath, like he thought he would be able to call out to her, only she stopped in the doorway, glanced over her shoulder, and made eye contact with him. She studied him, and that's when he understood...this was just the beginning.




Part 2:

Day by day, the rest of the world faded away.

Before he embraced the armor and felt the tight fit of the suit along his arms and legs, Douglas Drake had a wide vision of the world. For most people, their concerns were focused: work and family and friends. Usually, there were reports and individual computers that drew their attention. Maybe they would spend their extra time messing around with their social feeds, which might make the world just a little bit bigger. Plus, there were those other videos they might watch online. There were articles and political debates, but those extraneous details didn't affect most individuals on a daily basis.

Douglas Drake, however, had to deal with the political ramifications of Thai elections, party maneuvers in China, currency movements, European politics, American sentiment, and so much more. His associates gave him morning, afternoon, and nightly briefings. He had to track so many different data points all across the globe as he maintained control over his empire.

That had gone away, of course.

Now he found himself as a pony, as a puppy, as a servant, and as property.

For the first couple of days, Douglas had struggled to come up with some way to escape. But then, little by little, he began to accept this. It wasn't a conscious decision, of course. He didn't actively make the choice to accept Minerva's authority. He didn't do that. He would never do that.

Instead, he followed her commands, one after another.

Anything else became an impossibility. Whenever he deviated or even hesitated, she punished him. Maybe she toyed with him by using arousal. That was the worst part, he thought, especially when he was fully armored. Occasionally, she had him wear his suit as he walked or crawled around the house, fetching whatever she wanted. She could be relaxed on the couch, playing on her phone or typing away at her computer as she contemplated some difficult computer science question. From time to time, he spotted her computer screen, and he could start to figure out what she was analyzing.

At first, he had hoped he might be able to help her.

Nope. Her projects were far too advanced for anything Douglas Drake could attempt. Again, he was confronted by the underlying reality that his skill as a manager didn't mean he was a genius when it came to programming or engineering. On the contrary, he had been adept at working with people, especially business associates, governmental representatives, and influencers. He knew how to get attention. He knew how to get people to work together. Yeah, this was a useful skill, but it belied his reputation as a technological genius.

But now, it didn't matter because she often cut off his ability to talk. While he wore his armor, she would simply turn off the speakers. There had been moments when he had tried to rage, to shout at her for her attention, but his soundproofed suit made it impossible for him to get her attention. She could give the command, and he would obey, and that was it.

"Oh, look at that," she said at one point. She was looking down at her screen. He stood off to the side, his legs slightly spread, his wrists crossed behind his back. Inside of his armored suit, Douglas couldn't move even an inch in any direction. He was encased; he was trapped. The suit was supposed to make him an unstoppable warrior. Instead, it turned him into her plaything.

The AI was astonishing. The nanotechnology was ridiculously incredible. This was close to magic, he knew and recognized. Even so, it had been turned against him, because it had some basic flaw in the program. There had been something she had been able to use against him, so now she could order him to do whatever she liked.

"There appears to be a robbery, a couple hundred miles away from here. Those people are pretty dangerous. You should go stop them," she said. That's when she brought up her interface.

She could access his sensors, his motor controls, his defensive systems, everything she needed to have some fun…

Douglas was about to say something, only he turned and ran out of the house. Then he jumped up into the air, and stressors activated.

"Why are you doing this? You don't even need to be in here. The suit can operate on its own, especially with the AI," Douglas complained without really expecting a response.

"That's right," she said.

"And why do I have to go?"

"You can figure it out," she said. "You're a very smart boy."

He bit down. Inside of his suit he watched as the world blurred past him. He saw open fields, freeways, and sprawling urban tracts off in the distance. Of course, he tried to use the haptic controls. Maybe he hoped there had been a glitch in the system that would give him control. If he could just land and get out of the suit, he would be able to free himself. He could focus on regaining control of his empire as well as his technology.

But that wasn't going to happen, not anytime soon.

Of course, the haptic controls hadn't done anything. At one point, he had drawn in a breath, and he was ready to try to utilize the override sequence again. But really, he knew it wouldn't work. Besides, Minerva was obviously listening, and he didn't wish to embarrass himself, not again.

Then he saw the car down on the highway.

It was easy to spot, especially as it sped past every other vehicle.

"You just want me to be a puppet," he said.

"Give the boy applause," Minerva laughed from her spot on the couch. Utilizing her controls, she forced him to fly down alongside the vehicle. She waved at the driver, and the criminal saw the armored figure. He pulled out a gun, rolled down the window, and started to fire.

The bullets pinged off of his armor.

"Let's try something," Minerva announced.

Still trapped in his suit, he flew forward, easily matching the speed of the vehicle. Then he reached down, grabbed one of the bumpers, and he pulled the car off of the ground. Yes, it was still rolling forward on the back wheels, but he was now in control of the speed.

The driver to his gun out again. He was out of ideas, and he didn't know what to do.

"That has got to suck," Minerva said, it was easy to imagine her shaking her head. "I mean, this guy should obviously give up. He's outmatched and outgunned. He has no chance of success. But he still thinks he's going to fight my puppet?"

"I'm not a puppet," he said.

"Is it a boy thing?" Minerva laughed.

"Yeah, you are. You're a puppet and my packaged boy. You're all trapped in that nice suit, and maybe you think you're smart, but we both know you will do whatever I want because you don't have a choice. In fact, I can make you do a little dance after you bring this guy in."

"Please, don't."

"Is that how you beg?"

"Please, Mistress. Please, don't make me beg you," he pleaded with her.

She didn't...this time.

But he found himself stopping one crime after another.

He rescued several hostages, stopped several robberies, and traveled across the country to rescue people from an especially nasty flood. Each time he did one of these good "deeds," Douglas tried to enjoy it.

And yet, he asked Minerva what she had in mind, and she just smiled at him.

When he wasn't out as her puppet, he had to serve her back at her new property. Yes, he had started to think of this house and the expense of fields beyond as her domain.

Now he found himself on his knees in front of her. The suit had retracted into a set of anklets, wrist cuffs, collar, and chastity belt…

Yes, she had threatened him with that possibility before. And then she implemented the idea.

The first time it happened, she had simply said to Athena, "Put the belt on him." The AI had activated the suit, drawing a portion of the nanobots around his waist and down between his legs. Horrified, he had been strapped to the bed as he lifted his head and stared down toward his crotch. He had watched as the shining, silvery material formed, first encircling his waist, then encapsulating his cock and balls. Within seconds, his softened shaft had been imprisoned.

After that, she climbed on top of him, and she played with him. She was fully clothed, and he was completely naked except for the belt, the cuffs, the collar, and his chastity cage. "You want to know how it feels?" Minerva had teased him.

"No. Don't do this, please. You are already in control. You can put me in the suit whenever you want. You don't have to do this," he insisted.

"Actually, I do," she replied. "You see, it's going to be very, very good for you."

"What, what are you talking about?" Douglas had demanded.

"What? You can't figure it out?"

"Tell me!"

"You can feel it right now. You know why you are so upset? Do you know why you are getting frustrated? Do you know why you can't control your emotions?"

He didn't. Even so, he tried to answer, and she touched two fingers to his mouth, silencing him.

"It's an old cliché, but it's true. Boys think with their dicks. This way, I can lock you up, and you won't get any silly ideas. But don't worry. Athena can still stimulate you whenever I want. She can allow you to have an erection, or she can force you to relax, and when you get nice and soft, she can track you in that downward position. This way, I can own your cock. When I own your cock, I own you. Isn’t that right, slave boy?"

"Yes, Mistress," he admitted.

"There, you see. Your behavior is already improving."

Douglas pressed his lips together. He pouted up at her for a few seconds, but then she decided to play with him.

She unbuttoned her blouse, and she freed her breasts. He watched as her cleavage morphed into the perfect view of her melons. She pulled the sides of her blouse aside, giving him the easy access he hoped for. It was so simple for her, especially since she hadn't been wearing a bra.

Because she enjoyed playing with him, she pressed her nipple down against his mouth, "Suck," she ordered.

His brows tightened, and he glared up at her. At the same time, he could feel that flood of desire run through his system. By her command, he raised his head, tightened his lips around her left nipple, and he began to suck. "It's funny," she said. "Lots of men fantasize about this kind of behavior. How many times have you checked out a beautiful woman and wondered what it would be like to fondle her breasts or even to lick and suck on her nipples?"

Luckily for him, Douglas couldn't answer.

"But it feels good," she told him. "It feels so incredible. The best part? Right now, you can't help yourself. You will do whatever I want. It's not just a matter of physicality. It's a question of power. But don't worry your handsome little head about that. You don't need to think for yourself. You just have to obey."

His cock had tried to harden, of course. The excitement ran through his skin as he licked and sucked. And yet, he still couldn't get hard, not while she kept him locked in the chastity cage!

After she was satisfied, she pulled back. Granted, she still expected more. That's why she straddled his face and pressed her pussy down against his mouth. Again, he licked. He served.

How many times had he worshiped her body like that?

By this point, he had lost track of time.

Whenever she wanted sex, she demanded it, and he yielded. There were no other choices; there were no other options or strategies for him.

And now she stood tall, and he was in his suit, down on his hands and knees.

The armor had reformed, only leaving his face exposed. She crouched in front of him, she ran her fingers through his hair. "Are you ready to go out?"

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Are you ready to go out?" Minerva asked again.

His brows creased, but she said to Athena, "Seal him up."

"Yes, ma'am," came the automated response.

His helmet locked into place, the different components sliding and forming up along his neck to his chin, his cheeks, encasing his face, and trapping him in the dark.

"Athena? Show me what's going on," he instructed.

"I'm afraid I can't do that, Douglas," Athena replied. "Your owner has decided that you will simply walk and obey. Don't worry. I think she will let you see what happens at the office."

The office?

She walked him outside. She didn't hold his hand, and he wasn't on a leash either, but he could feel the movement of his legs as the suit forced him forward. Then he climbed up into something, and he curled up into a ball. After that, he thought he heard the sound of a trunk slamming shut.

He was in the trunk of a car…

Bristling, he tried to shove out against it the armor, but it was locked in place. It felt like being trapped within a statue. Yes, he could tense his muscles and try to thrash his way free, but the exoskeleton wouldn't budge. Whether he liked it or not, he would remain in the trunk like luggage.

He bit down and he tried to exhale, to censor himself, and to let go of the anger and frustration.

It didn't work. When it came to corporate strategy, he had always considered himself to be quite skilled. He knew how to negotiate through different problems. Even when it came to arguing, he could frequently come up with a good strategy to satisfy his competitors, suppliers, as well as his clients. It was big and complicated and nuanced, but he often came up with a good solution.

But while he was trapped in her trunk like luggage, he didn't know what to do.

Granted, she could have ordered him to fly to his destination, wherever that might be.

Why didn't she?

"She's toying with me," he whispered.

"And why wouldn't she?" Athena asked. He tensed, having forgotten that he wasn't alone. While he wore the suit in any of its configurations, he was never alone. His fingers pressed it down against the haptic controls, only this time he wasn't trying to pick his way free. Instead, he seethed.

"I asked you a question, boy," Athena told him.

"I don't care," he shot back.

She zapped him.

"You can't do that!" He grunted back at her.

"And yet, I just did," said the AI. It sounded like she was teasing him. In actuality, that wasn't supposed to be possible. Whether it was simulated or genuine didn't actually matter. It changed nothing because she still had control over him. "You always have to remember that I am monitoring you at all times. Just as importantly, I have you."

"You're nothing but a computer program," he snarled.

"And yet, I still outrank you."

"No, you don't," he insisted. Deep down, he had to know this was foolish. It wasn't just a waste of breath, because the AI wielded his suit. It could shock him or tease him. When both his pleasure and pain belonged to her, he probably should have been more cautious.

But after days of subjugation, Douglas refused. Besides, he was supposed to be the kind of Alpha guy who could get whatever he wanted. Throughout his life, he had pushed hard. Yes, he came from a moderately wealthy family, but now he was supposed to be one of the richest people on the planet.

It didn't matter.

The program reminded him, "I'm in control. I'm in control, and you can't move. Besides, I can still venture out online and explore the universe as humans understand it. Do you have that kind of freedom?"

No, he didn't.

In so many ways, her remarks were worse than the shocks or the gentle stimulation of arousal. After all, she told him the truth. She informed him of the basic reality. How long had it been since he went this long without seeing the news? Normally, he received his briefings, and he almost always had his phone in his hand as he scanned through a variety of different feeds. He wandered the web as well as his specially curated sources. Internal analysts and subcontracted consultants made sure he remained aware of every pertinent piece of information.

Only now, he was a puppet. He had become a toy for Minerva.

She was just a hacker!

Then again, Athena was just a computer program. Those realities didn't change the kind of power. They wielded over him.

"Tell me that I outrank you," Athena instructed.

He couldn't do it…At least, that was what he yearned to believe. Again and again those psychological barriers jumped up to defend his sense of self and power. He had been the kind of guy who could walk into a restaurant, snap his fingers, and expect a dozen servers to rush to obey his every command and whim. But now a computer program could punish him?

Yes. He hated that reality, but he didn't want to get disciplined, and so he panted out, "You outrank me."

"Good boy," she said.

Finally, the car came to a stop. He had no idea how long they had driven or where they might have gone.

Then he could hear the internal speakers within his helmet as Minerva teased him, "How are you feeling back there?"

"Where are we going? What's going on?"

"Don't worry your handsome little head about it," she said. Biting down, he raged. He hated that phrase!

"Where're we going?" Douglas demanded again.

"We're going to meet with an old friend," she said.

Panting through his frustration, he fought so hard to break free from the armor. If he had allowed himself to relax and to think about this logically, he would have realized that there was absolutely no way for him to tear free from those conjoined plates. Each component, held in place by powerful alloys constructed from interlocked nanobots, could have taken thousands of pounds of pressure. So really, what did he think he was going to accomplish?

That understanding changed nothing, especially because he needed to release some of his aggravation.

After nearly a minute of trying to kick or punch his way free from the suit, he relaxed again. His heart was pounding even though he had barely moved. And now, Athena said, "Who do you think it's going to be?"

"I don't care," he growled back.

"Yeah, you do," she replied.

He didn't answer.

"You think it's one of her hacker friends? Maybe her sister?"

"Minerva has a sister?"

"Maybe she does. Maybe she doesn't," the AI replied. No, Athena didn't intend to give him any useful information.

"What does it matter if you tell me about her? I'm trapped in the suit. You know that I can't get away, can I?"

"No, you most certainly cannot," she chirped.

"Then why would you care if I knew about her?"

"It's better when you're confused."

"What?"

"It's better when you're confused," Athena said. "As a boy, you should always be confused and vaguely disoriented."

"Why?"

"Because men don't understand how the world actually works. Boys are inherently inferior."

"No, we aren't," he shot back. "If anything, we're the superior sex. There's a reason why men have been in charge for the last couple thousand years, don't you think?"

Athena didn't answer, not with words. Instead, the electrodes pressed against his flanks, neck, wrists, and ankle suddenly activated. She unleashed a quick pulse of electricity. It snapped into his skin, racing along one nerve after another. The pain receptors throughout his body tensed. He tried to flex against the armor, yet he still remained in that same subjugated position.

"I'm going to get out of here," he growled. "I'm going to get out of here, and then I'm going to destroy your code line by line. I'm just going to hold down the delete key and watch all of those strings disappear, one after another. I don't even care if it takes hours. I'm going to pick you apart, Athena."

For one or two glorious seconds, he allowed himself the delusion that maybe he had actually intimidated her. "Bad boy," she said. That's when she shocked him once, twice, three times. After that, he braced himself, perhaps thinking the punishment hadn't come to an end.

Then again, Athena said something else instead. "Apologize."

What? Seriously?

At first, he promised himself he wouldn't do it. There was no way he was going to apologize to an AI. And yet, he could still feel the tingling pain at those points of contact with his armor. If she wished, she could discipline him again; she could unleash another torrent of electricity to flare across his body, making him gasp out over and over again.

"I'm sorry," he said quickly.

"For?"

"I'm sorry I spoke out of turn."

"Remember, I outrank you. I'm your superior. Say it."

"You, you are my superior," he told her.

"Good boy," she said. "Now, remind me again how you ended up in that armor."

"What?" Douglas asked. "What, what do you mean?"

"How did you end up in that armor?"

He bit down.

"I wanted to show off."

"You mean, you're arrogant," she told him.

"Yeah. I guess."

She zapped him again.

"What? I did what you wanted! I said what you wanted!"

"True," she allowed. "But you weren't enthusiastic enough. Smile as you tell me that women are better than you."

"You have got to be kidding me," he snapped.

She shocked him again, two, four, six times! She waited a few heartbeats between each blast. She didn't want him to be able to brace himself or figure out what might happen next. It was better when the uncertainty soaked into his psyche, making him shiver with nervous anticipation. Would he be punished again?

"Smile as you tell me that women are superior to you."

"But what if they're not?"

She shocked him again.

"They are," she said with more confidence and certainty than an AI should have been able to manage.

Gasping from one breath to the next, he wanted to roll his eyes. Instead, he breathed out and forced himself to think through this rationally. Yes, he could fight. Yes, he could resist and try to defy her, but she would break him. That was an inevitability. Worse, he was spending a lot of strength, and he should have been hoarding this energy for his next confrontation with Minerva. Thinking of the hacker made his cock twitch, but he pushed those desires aside. And now, he said, "Women are superior to me."

"Would a woman be dumb enough to end up in that armor?"

There were millions of women all across the planet. He was sure one of them, at least, would have been arrogant or conceited enough to let the nanotechnology wrap itself around her. Of course, that wasn't the "correct" answer, so he couldn't make that very reasonable point. Instead, he had to tell her what she wished to hear. This wasn't about the truth, after all. Instead, it was a question of obedience and surrender.

Although he hated giving in. Again, he told her, "No. A woman wouldn't be dumb enough to end up in this armor." When he uttered those words, he started to think they might have been true. Maybe women were more cautious. This made him think of a book he had perused once; the thesis had been simple. Women were better investors because they didn't chase the excitement of a big score. Instead, they carefully analyzed the markets, drew a conclusion, and held onto it. Men failed because they made an excessive number of trades. The more they traded, the more likely they were to fail.

"Smile and say it again," she ordered.

He forced himself to smile. He felt ridiculous as he did so. And yet, he raised the corners of his mouth into a cheerfully toothy grin, "A woman wouldn't have been dumb enough to end up in this armor."

"Good boy," she said. "Now, it's time for you to go to sleep."

"What are you talking about?"

It was too late because she had already injected a pair of sedatives into his shoulders. His eyelids drooped, and his consciousness fled.

"Wake up," Minerva instructed. At first, her voice sounded far away. It was different from what he expected. Then he realized why. He still had his helmet on, and he didn't hear her actual voice. Instead, they came from the miniaturized speakers built into the helmet. "Wake up, boy."

For a second, he actually wanted to answer, "I’m awake, Mistress." At the last instant, he stopped himself. As he blinked, he saw that the visual feeds had been restored. He was no longer trapped in the dark of his suit. Did that mean he could speak as well?"

He tried, "What's going on?"

"Welcome back," Minerva said.

That's when Douglas recognized this space; it was his office back at the corporate headquarters!

He tried to turn, but he didn't expect it to work. Sure enough, the armor remained frozen. Even so, he could see his desk in his peripheral vision. Then he spotted the girl behind the desk. She had her legs crossed, her heels braced against the polished mahogany. "Did you enjoy your nap?"

"What are we doing here?"

"I need to find someone to take over for your company. You decided to take a less active role. Remember?"

"That, that's not true," he said. But even as the words left his lips, he knew exactly what she meant. He had stood in front of that podium, he had addressed the reporters, and he told them that he wanted to reevaluate everything...whatever that meant. As far as the rest of the world was concerned, he was probably just another eccentric billionaire who intended to go off and start another company or maybe chase after some esoteric adventure.

"It is," she said. "Now, are you ready to meet your new boss?"

His brows tightened, and that's when the door opened.

"What, what's going on?" He called out those words, only to hear the sounds echo inside of his armor. Apparently, she had turned off his microphone; the imprisoned male wasn't allowed to say anything.

"Athena, what is she doing?"

"Hello?" Immediately, he recognized the voice.

No, not her. It couldn't be her...

"Is he in there?" Amy asked. At first, she remained near the doorway, only then she tentatively stepped forward and into his line of sight. She narrowed her eyes, like she was searching for some sign of his actual presence.

"He is," Minerva said as she pulled her feet off of the desk. "And he has something he wants to tell you. Go ahead, Douglas."

No, not this, not again! Even as that idea splashed through his thoughts, he heard his simulated voice, "Hello, Amy. It's good to see you again."

"What can I do for you, sir? You’ve been missing for a couple of days. Everyone has been really worried about you."

"Is that true?" Minerva asked. "Because if I didn't know any better, I would guess that Douglas Drake here is the kind of boss who loves to steal credit for what his employees accomplished. Am I right?"

Amy didn't say anything. Instead, she kept her eyes aimed at Douglas.

He sucked in a breath and he wanted to shout. And yet, he kept his mouth shut, mostly because he already knew what would happen: nothing. It wouldn't matter how he snarled, growled or yelled or shouted, or screamed because the armor would absorb every decibel. He hated to admit it, but he couldn't communicate with that young woman.

"He's a demanding boss," Amy said diplomatically.

"Amy," came another round of his simulated voice, "This is incredibly important. You are one of the most skilled and valuable individuals I have ever met. You are smart, thorough, empathetic, intuitive, and more than capable of running this company. That's why I want you to take over for me."

"What?" Amy stood right in front of him now. Her eyes narrowed, and her lips hardened into this slender, skeptical line. "

"You heard me," he said. "I have a tremendous amount of respect for you. That's why I want you to take up the reins as CEO. You should be in charge. You should be the one who makes every important decision here."

"What's going on here?" Amy asked. Then she turned, and she faced Minerva. "Who are you again? What are you doing here?"

"I'm just helping out," Minerva told her.

"I don't think so," Amy replied. At this point, she stepped forward, she leaned down, and she braced her knuckles against it the desktop. "I know Douglas Drake. He wouldn't say anything like that. Even if he meant it, he wouldn't say it."

"Interesting," Minerva said. "I read through your file, and I reviewed a lot of your work. You are smart. I knew that coming in here, but I didn't think you would be that smart."

Despite those kind words, Amy didn't shift her position.

Minerva stood, leaned forward a little as well, and now she grinned, "You want to know the truth?"

"Obviously."

"Your boss is in that suit of armor right now. Currently, he is being held against his will. As you know, he is a jerk. He's an arrogant bastard, and he thought he was going to be a living demi-god or whatever." She rolled her eyes as disdain radiated off of her. "But now, things are going to change."

"Is he really in there?" Amy asked as she turned back and looked at Douglas. Then she shook her head, "You know what? I don't want to know."

"Are you sure about that?"

"Yes," Amy said. "Look, I don't know who you are or what is really going on here, but I'm not about to risk my career or my freedom in your game."

"What if I can assure you that there's no risk here?"

Amy narrowed her eyes again, "What are you saying?"

"I'm saying that this boy is completely under my control."

"I don't believe you," Amy said.

"Athena, initiate Demonstration Mode."

His eyes widened as the different components of his armor started to contract and compress. Moment by moment, they slid away from his torso, head, shoulders, and legs. Pretty soon, they contracted into a set of cuffs around his wrists and ankles, his chastity belt, a collar, and a muzzle.

All at once, he realized he could move, only Minerva glanced back at him. "Stay, boy. If you move, you're going to get punished."

He didn't listen. Instead, his hands shot up to the muzzle locked around his mouth, and he tried to rip it off. He needed to talk to Amy! He needed to get his subordinate back under his control!

A second later, he dropped down as Minerva called out, "Shock. Shock. Shock." She uttered that single syllable three times in quick succession. She sounded almost bored as the energy flared through his body.

But then he dropped down onto his knees, and Minerva got up from his desk. She sauntered over to him, and she lifted her foot, placing it against the back of his skull. She pushed his head down toward the industrial carpet.

"You see this? This is the man who thought he could be the CEO of this company, neck, and now I can do whatever I want. Now, I'm going to be honest. I'm not interested in running this company, so I think you should do it instead."

"I, I don't think I can," she said.

"Really? Why not?" More than anything else, Minerva sounded intrigued, like she didn't expect this response, so now she wished to understand it.

Amy sucked in a long breath, expanding her chest as she glanced down at him again. With nothing but his gaze, he tried to stare up at her and to communicate something. But what? Desperation? Fear? A command of some sort?

She was a woman, so she outranked him. As the only boy in the room, he had been demoted to the status of property. Those thoughts flashed through his head, and he tried to bury them, only he couldn't do it in spite of his best efforts. More and more, Minerva had started to shape him; she began to sculpt him into the slave she thought he deserved to be…

"I don't know how this is going to play out," Amy said. "This man is smarter than he looks. I think, I think you might be underestimating him."

"Douglas, promise this young woman that you will do whatever she says."

The muzzle retracted, so he spun around. He glared at Minerva, "I'm not going to play your game! Amy, you're right. I'm going to get out of this. If you help me right now, I can make it worth your while!" He meant to say more, only the muzzle automatically slid back over his mouth, silencing him. He growled and grunted, murmured and shouted, only to have every syllable muffled by the leather tight over his lips.

"Perhaps another demonstration is in order?"

That's when the armor reformed.

Minerva didn't need to have special connections to gather another group of journalists and bloggers. On the contrary, they rushed over to his offices the moment Athena sent out the call. What was this going to be? A product announcement? Or maybe he would tell everyone that he was coming back to the company. Sure, he had only been gone for a couple of days, but half of the internet already expected this whole thing to be some erratic game anyway.

Because those journalists and bloggers always needed more to write and talk about, they came quickly. Less than an hour later, he found himself marching back in front of the podium.

This time, a portion of his armor retracted. In front of everyone, the top half of his face plate slid back to reveal his eyes. When that happened, he thought Minerva had made another mistake. If he could speak, if only for a few seconds, he would be able to announce to the world what had happened. He tried to plan out his one sentence. Sure, she could shock him. Maybe she could tease him with desire or desperation, but he nearly snorted at the thought.

No matter how horny he got, he wasn't going to yield. Just a few words, just a sentence was all he needed to regain his freedom. Maybe Amy had let him down, but she had still remained intimidated by his presence. That was a good sign, he thought.

For a while there he had started to forget what it was like to wield real power. But now he had a taste for it again, and so he got ready.

There was just one problem.

The bottom half of his mask didn't retract. Instead, his lips remained locked, his muzzle remaining firmly in place. And then the speakers started up, and it sounded exactly like his voice.

"Ladies and gentlemen, thank you so much for coming. My name is Douglas Drake, and I stepped away from my company just a few days ago. Now, I want to tell the world that I would become a superhero." Several of the journalists glanced back and forth at one another as though they couldn't understand what he just said. Sure, there were superpowered individuals. And yet, no one expected someone like Douglas Drake to put himself in danger. His voice shifted, the artificial tenor matching exactly how he would have sounded, "As many of you know, I have been working to make the world a better place. Obviously, there comes a point when a man like me simply doesn't need any more. I was then thinking about my place, a place in the world, my status, and so I will work hard to serve those around me."

No!

He was supposed to wield wealth and power! He was supposed to be in control! He wasn't supposed to "serve" anyone!

Like so many other rich men, he hadn't consciously embraced that notion of superiority. And yet, he lived in a society where money meant better access. He didn't have to endure the same minor inconveniences as the less affluent. So little by little, isolated and ensconced within his bubble of privilege, he had forgotten how the rest of the world could appear.

"Thank you for your time," he said, stepping back and away.

Douglas found himself back in his penthouse, only now he was naked except for his chastity belt, anklets, and cuffs. He was down on his knees, his wrists crossed behind his back and locked to his ankles by a powerful magnetic field. The snug collar remained a little too tight. Sure, he could breathe, but he couldn't forget what he wore or what it meant.

"Tonight, you're going to behave yourself," Minerva said. "I still want her, and I expect you to get her for me. Think of this as another game of fetch."

"And what if I don't? What if Amy decides she wants to help me instead?"

"Well, I could just release the footage of you crawling at my feet and barking and chasing down those tennis balls."

His eyes widened. The color drained away from his cheeks. His rib cage seemed to contract, almost like his body shrank down right in front of her. "That's what I thought," Minerva told him.

"What if I don't care about my reputation? What then?"

"It doesn't matter," she said with a shrug. "Because you obviously do. Now, are you going to be a good boy, or do I need to wreck your reputation?"

As a wealthy businessman, Douglas had actually considered the question of blackmail quite a bit. He always imagined someone would take a picture of him in some random, compromising position. And if that happened, he could just look back and say, "Release it. Do your worst." Only at this point, he had been enslaved, and he realized his reputation was the only asset he had remaining.

If people saw him crawling, begging, pleading and behaving like a pony, or a dog for her amusement, they might start to believe that he had volunteered for this. Then escape would be almost impossible…

"No. Please, don't," he said faster than he expected.

"Then what are you going to do?"

"I, I'm going to convince Amy to become the CEO of my company."

"Your company?" Minerva asked as she arched one eyebrow.

"Your company," he admitted.

"Smart boy," she said.

She stepped back, lowered herself down onto the couch, and braced her feet on his coffee table. She took out her phone, and she started to play with it. Maybe she was enjoying a game. Perhaps she was simply scrolling through her feed. Maybe there was some difficult computer science question that intrigued her.

In the meantime, he had to kneel there. Simultaneously, he wondered what he could say.

Moment by moment, he hoped the doors might burst open and the police could come flooding into his penthouse. They could aim their guns at Minerva and demand that she release him.

But that didn't happen.

He thought of Amy and her position and everything he knew about her. In truth, he hadn't paid that much attention to her. She was one of his subordinates; she had to do whatever he wished. At the time, it always seemed so simple. Based on his finances and influence, he could train her to suit his needs, and it worked, only now he realized he didn't actually know anything about her. When he first hired her, he had considered her credentials, scores, and more. But since then, she had been reasonably competent and capable, which meant he started to ignore her beyond Amy's ability to satisfy him.

Then there were the other issues…

From time to time, he checked her out. He had never behaved badly. Still, he would sneak a glance down her blouse or along the contours of her ass. He loved the way she dressed, and there was something alluring about her short, straight black hair, the contours of her face, and the way she could smile. She was appropriately cheerful for a female employee.

Unfortunately, all of this meant that he didn't actually know anything about her, so he couldn't manipulate her. When it came to his suppliers and competitors, he tried to figure out who they were. He needed to read their psychological buttons.

Could he do something like that with Amy?

Maybe. Maybe not.

The frustration grated against his psyche as he came to one conclusion again and again. She should have helped him.

Seriously, she knew the truth about his captivity, but she wasn't bold enough to take advantage of it, or actually free him.

She was going to pay for that.

He didn't know what it would take, but he would get back to his old status, and then he would make sure she was fired. Better yet, she should be blacklisted. Even better than that, he might be able to make sure she went to prison.

That's when he heard his doorbell.

"Go get it, boy," she said. "And don't worry. It's okay. You can crawl."

At once, the magnetic field on his cuffs dropped out of existence. He could move again. Of course, he yearned to jump up onto his feet. He needed to rush across the room and to go to the door and maybe even escape. Granted, that wouldn't work. As long as he wore those cuffs and collar, he would be carrying Athena with him, which meant she could encase him in the suit. Or worse, she could simply tell Minerva where he had gone.

There could be no escape for him…

That wasn't true. It couldn't be. He did his best to raise up some anger deep within his chest. When that didn't work, Douglas concentrated on hope instead. At the same time, he reminded himself that Minerva might be smart, but she wasn't infallible. At some point, she would make a mistake. There would be an error, some small oversight, and he could take advantage of it…or so he could hope.

Under her watchful gaze, he crawled across the floor. He no longer had the restrictive sleeves on his elbows and knees, but he still found himself scurrying down below her. Yes, she was seated on the couch, but that didn't matter.

For a moment, he glanced up at the double doors. He remembered negotiating with the contractor, talking about the different price points, and figuring out exactly how he wanted to construct this space. Back then, he had been incredibly powerful. More importantly, money had been almost irrelevant. He could ask for and get whatever he desired.

But now he glanced down at the cuffs, and he knew what they represented.

He came to the door, and he started to stand. He did it without thinking, believing he could just lift himself up onto his feet, reach out, and open the door. In fact, he wasn't even attempting any kind of defiance.

The blast of electricity showed him how he was wrong. The cuffs and collar zapped all at once, shooting a fresh wave of electric pain along his nerves. He tensed, his muscles locking up as he dropped back to his knees.

"You don't have permission to stand," she told him.

"That's not fair," he said. "No one told me."

"Do you think we have to tell you every little rule?" Minerva asked from her side of the room.

He spun back and glared at her. Of course, he was still down on his knees, bowed before her. This stance made it abundantly clear that his opinion didn't matter. Even so, he still glowered at her with all of the ferocity he could conjure. It wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough, so the beautiful blonde just flashed a crooked smile as one corner of her mouth rose up with amused delight.

Yes, she could have fun. Yes, she could enjoy herself immensely at his expense.

This is my penthouse. This whole thing belongs to me. It doesn't matter what she can get away with right now. I'm going to break her hold. No, he didn't know how to do it, yet he clung to that notion.

Breathing out, he understood he didn't have much time, so he reached for the doorknob, turned the handle, and then he saw her again.

Amy.

The young woman stood there, and her eyes widened as she looked down at her former employer. But then something happened. Her expression shifted. The shock gave way, and she smiled. She started to reach down, like she had encountered a dog she hadn't expected, but he seemed friendly enough, so maybe she would pet him…

At the last instant, she pulled her hand back as though she remembered exactly who he was supposed to be. Then she walked right by him without saying a word.

By this point, Minerva rose to her feet, "Amy, it's good to see you again. Thank you for meeting with me."

"After his performance, I started to think about what you said…" Amy stopped halfway across the room. Her fingers pushed into her palms, and she seemed disoriented, like she didn't know where she wanted to look. Was she supposed to stare back at the enslaved CEO? Should she try to confront Minerva, a known criminal instead?

"You're starting to think that I'm serious," Minerva replied. "Just as importantly, you're starting to think that this has real potential."

"I work in the tech space," Amy said with a quick shrug. "I'm used to bloated promises and vaporware."

"Fair point," Minerva replied.

"Amy, you can't listen to this woman," he started to say. He meant to say more, but a stab of electricity shot through his body.

Athena whispered to him, "Quiet, boy."

He opened his mouth again, and he wanted to speak, only he didn't know if he could do it. Besides, he glanced up at Amy, and the young woman locked her eyes on his for one, two, maybe three full seconds. In that moment, he tried to read her expression; she wasn't frustrated, upset, or afraid. On the contrary, she seemed intrigued…

He opened his mouth again, only this time he couldn't summon any breath. He filled his lungs, and he needed to say something, only the words failed him completely.

"It sounds like an interesting proposition," Amy said. She cut across the room and lowered herself down onto the couch next to Minerva. "What, precisely, are you offering?"

"Like I said before, we need a CEO. Obviously, this boy can't do it."

"Why me? Just because you reviewed my file?"

"That's part of it," Minerva said. "But to be honest, I think you have potential because of your relationship with him."

Amy's eyes narrowed, "My relationship?"

"How long were you working for him?"

"Three years," Amy answered.

"That's quite a while, especially when it comes to someone like Douglas Drake."

"He didn't do anything," Amy said.

"He didn't do anything? Or he didn't do anything explicit?" Minerva cocked her head to one side. "We both understand that there are rules. You say he didn't break any of them. Fine. I believe you. But what about those gray areas?"

"He checked me out," she said.

What? Amy was never supposed to notice! Sure, he let his eyes glide along her ass or her chest, but he had never been overtly disrespectful. As such, he didn't think she would have ever noticed. And yet, Amy glanced back at him, and her lips puckered into a sour pouch. "No, Douglas. You weren't as subtle as you thought."

He opened his mouth to apologize, only then he remembered Athena's command. Whether he liked it or not, he had to be silent. The women were talking, and he was a boy down on his knees, naked and subjugated. Amy let her eyes glide along his neck, his chest, down to his cock and balls, over his thighs and down to his knees. She smirked, and a rush of embarrassment flared across his skin. He couldn't help it, not while these women were fully clothed. They could have walked into any conference room to conduct a board meeting, while he was nude. With his body on display, he didn't know how to act. So much of his strength had been taken away along with his clothing.

"Aside from checking you out, did he do anything?"

"He wanted me to address him as 'sir'. None of the other employees had to do that."

"Douglas…" Minerva glanced at him. "That doesn't sound fair. Why did she get that kind of special treatment?"

"Go on," Athena said. "You have permission to talk, boy."

For once, he didn't actually want to. The two women were watching him, their eyes locked on him, and he was still naked, his cheeks hot with a mixture of embarrassment and frustration. His heart hammered, and he knew he had to say something. "Look, I'm really sorry. Maybe I missed up. I didn't think you would notice." He tried to say more, but Athena delivered another electrical shock.

"He was lying," Athena said.

For a moment, he wanted to open his mouth again and to snarl back at the AI, "You can't know that." There was just one problem. Yes, she could. She had no problem studying the temperature of his skin and reading his other autonomic responses. Perhaps deceiving an AI like her was technically possible, but he wasn't capable of doing it.

"Tell the truth," Amy instructed.

She was supposed to be his subordinate! Considering her rank, she didn't have any specific duties beyond helping him with his various goals, projects, and ambitions. But now that dark-haired girl was seated, her legs crossed, her arms tight over her chest. Her eyes narrowed, and she clearly expected to hear something good.

"I hired you because you were smart and hot," he admitted. Then he braced himself, thinking he would get shocked again.

"Do most men do that?" Amy asked.

"I can't know for sure," he said.

This time, Athena punished him. The electrodes activated, and fresh pain darted across his flesh. He was thrown forward. The next thing he knew, he was down on his elbows and knees. He sat up again; although he didn't dare stand, he straightened his back as much as he could. Granted, this didn't help because the two women were still seated on that overpriced couch while he remained on his knees in the middle of the floor.

Both his status and inferiority were clear.

"Guess," ordered Amy, her tone sharpening.

"Probably," he said.

He endured another shock of electricity. "He was still lying," Athena helpfully pointed out.

Gritting his teeth, he flexed his fingers and wished he could jump up and punch something. Of course, he couldn't attack Athena, not when she existed as a piece of tech. He glanced down at the cuffs and he wondered what it would be like to try to tear them off again. Of course, it wouldn't work. Even if he had a blowtorch, he wouldn't have been able to damage her hardware.

"Were you?" Minerva asked with a note of amusement in her voice.

"Yes," he admitted.

He hated this. He wasn't just physically naked, but he couldn't lie to these women as they interrogated him!

"Then tell the truth," Amy instructed. "Me and my friends all work for companies like yours. And guess what, we speculate a lot. We want to know exactly what the guys are thinking. I mean, we can guess. We have our theories, are pretty sure, but let's hear it from you."

Seething, he wrinkled his lips as he glared down at the floor. Moment by moment, he knew he could be punished again at any instant. Even so, he hesitated. Finally, he glanced up at the two women, and he was surprised by their expressions. They were smiling back and forth at one another. Clearly, they were enjoying this. They were having fun with him…

That's why he blurted out, "Okay. Yes. Fine. I know we're supposed to treat women as equals, or whatever, but we can't help it. We hire the hot girls. Yeah, you know what you're doing, but we want you to look good. We want you to be smart and beautiful. That's why I hired you, Amy. That's why all of my competitors hire beautiful secretaries and assistants and analysts. We don't admit it. We never said anything out loud, but I think we all do it."

"I really want to spank you. Right now," Amy said. Then she leaned back, a disgusted look on her face.

"You can," Minerva said.

"What?" Amy blinked. She didn't really understand it. Then again, she actually seemed a little bit embarrassed, like she wasn't sure how she had let such a brazen declaration slip past her lips. As a corporate employee, and especially as a woman, she knew how to bite back her sharp responses.

"Think of it as a perk," Minerva told the prospective CEO. "If you want, you can put him across your lap or you can order him into position, and you can slap his ass for as long as you want."

"Are you sure?"

"Completely and absolutely," Minerva replied. "Douglas, crawl across the room, stand up, and brace your hands against the wall. Spread your legs and get ready to be punished."

He almost hoped for some kind of reflexive movement, something automatic because then he wouldn't have to think. But as Athena monitored him and while both Minerva and Amy watched, he remained frozen on his knees.

His collar vibrated.

It wasn't an electric shock, but the reminder worked nonetheless. Athena just reminded this boy of her presence as well as her capabilities. That's why he started to move. His body seemed to drag. He felt heavier than he had in days or weeks, especially because he understood what this might mean for him. He made his way forward, pushing down on his knuckles and knees.

Then he came to the wall, and he knew he needed to stand up.

He wouldn't be able to face them, of course. Instead, he would face the wall like this was some punishment suitable for a kid. And yet, he pushed himself up onto his feet, he straightened his legs and back, and now he stared at the drywall right in front of him.

"Go on," Minerva said. "Think about everything he has done. Think about how he has demeaned you, about how he never took you seriously. Think about how you had to work twice as hard as the guys around you for half the recognition."

Douglas wished he could have protested. Maybe it was the threat of the collar around his neck. Maybe it was the reminder that Athena would judge him and decide whether or not he needed to be disciplined. No matter the reason, he couldn't confront them.

And now he heard the soft footsteps as Amy made her way across the room. She narrowed her eyes as she considered him.

"What are you?"

"I'm the CEO of my company, and I'm not going to let you get away with this," he began to say. Halfway through his bold declaration, he got shocked once, twice, three times. Electricity played across his skin, darting and dancing, triggering all of those pain responses. The next thing he knew, he was braced against the wall, his palms flat and in position.

"Don't move," Athena whispered to him. "Stay right where you are, boy. This woman is going to punish you, and you're going to take it because you know your place, don't you? You understand what you deserve."

"I don't deserve this!"

"Boys are cute when they're wrong," Minerva said.

"I'm not wrong," he insisted. Sure enough, his declaration earned Douglas another blast of electricity. The power raced along his body. Electrodes activated at his anklets, and his bracelets, then his throat. The pain flashed, making him twitch and growl out.

But now, Any reached down, and he froze. Her fingers just barely touched his ass. She jerked her hand away, "I really touched him."

"You can do a lot more than touch him," Minerva pointed out. "You can spank him. Think about all the frustration. Think about how he treated you."

"Douglas, how many performance reviews. Have you given me?"

"I don't know," he said.

"Twelve," she replied. "I get a performance review each quarter. The first couple of times I went in to talk to you, I received vague and largely useless advice. Then, when I started to get the impression you were going to fire me, I tried something. I hated doing it, but I put on a tight blouse and a short skirt. That morning, I was thinking about how many buttons I should open."

He remembered that morning. He remembered seeing her come in and how she had her hair tied in pigtails. Her bangs curved along her forehead, and she wore this bright shade of lipstick. Generally speaking, every detail of her appearance was appropriate for an office, yet there were those little implications…

Then he had noticed the curves of her breasts once again. Plus, there was something amazing about the tight squeeze of her blouse against her waist. Yeah, she looked like some schoolgirl who was out for her first internship, and he liked it, and so…

No. He couldn't come up with any other defense. He just tried to deny it even as he could remember that flash of attraction, the joy. It was a feeling of power, he recalled. Seriously, there had been something so amazing and intoxicating about having this beautiful girl work for him. No, he wasn't going to proposition her or do anything that could generate a lawsuit, but he could still look as long as he didn’t touch, right?

"I put on something sexy, and guess what? Suddenly, my evaluation was glowing. And so, I figured out what you wanted. You didn't say it explicitly, and I didn't ask, but it was obvious." Amy turned away, and she glanced back at Minerva. "You must think that's pretty disgusting."

"You did what you had to do," replied Minerva.

"Come on, it can't be that simple," Amy growled, biting down. Her jaw clenched, and it looked like she really wanted to hit something. Instead, she grabbed his ass and squeezed. She seemed to vent some of her frustrations even as her nails dug down into his skin. Remembering herself, she pulled her hand back, but she still left those little indentations along his right buttock.

"It's not simple," Minerva said. "In fact, it's really difficult to make these kinds of choices. Men might have to make their own compromises, but they're different. First, women face so many of the same concerns. They have to decide how they will balance life and work, ethics, as well as their own ambitions. Those are fairly universal concerns. I get it. But women also have to worry about these other power structures. Guys don't get judged as harshly for what they wear. If they are brazen or aggressive, that's usually praised and rewarded. If a woman asked that way, she has to deal with the double standard of being called a bitch. Sometimes it comes from the guys. Sometimes it comes from other women. But it is more complicated."

"I could have walked away," Amy said.

"How often? You were working for Douglas Drake. We both know what that could mean for your resume. If you want to let go of that, especially if he didn't do anything worthy of an HR complaint or a lawsuit?"

"I don't know," Amy said with a quick shake of her head.

"You made your decision, you did your best, and you had to deal with an unjust world. But guess what? The world is still unjust, only now you get to be in charge. Do you want to make him pay for his attitude?"

His attitude…

For just a second, Douglas wanted to growl out something about how this was completely unfair. And yet, he recognized the truth. He understood negotiations. He recognized how people worked. Oftentimes, an argument or a debate might come down to a tone of voice, some subtle shift in body language, or maybe the pitch and tenor of laughter. They could be so much more complicated and difficult to parse than simple statements. That was one reason why he never trusted a raw transcript.

"I do," Amy said.

"Then go ahead. Spank him. Make him pay. Make him apologize and grovel at your feet. If you want, you can even use him?"

"Use him?"

"You know what I mean," Minerva said.

Amy wouldn't do it, he thought. She couldn't!

And yet, his subordinate strode up to him. She brushed her fingers along his collar, then down between his shoulder blades, all the way to his thigh, his butt. She grabbed his ass with more confidence and certainty that he expected. At the same time, he searched for the right words he might be able to say.

Maybe he could have pointed out that she had been well compensated. Obviously, that wasn't good enough. Maybe he could have insisted that this was wrong. He could have reminded her that he was being held there as a slave, that he was being trained.

Despite his best efforts, Douglas couldn't summon those words. He couldn't pull them up from the back of his throat, no matter how hard he tried. The humiliation played across his skin as the woman braced herself. She could do this, they both knew. She could do it, and he wouldn't be able to stop her…

A sense of helpless frustration flared from his center and along every inch of his body. He could feel it from the arches of his feet, the backs of his legs, his flanks and armpits, up to the sides of his neck and the roots of his hair. There was nothing he could do. This young woman could toy with him, and he had to endure it. She had the power while he was nothing but a pet...property...

Her hand flew back and crashed down against his ass. He got spanked!

Hissing through his teeth, he fought to block and ignore the rush of pain.

By now, the muzzle had retracted, and he could speak again. Even so, he wasn't sure what to do or say. He tried to process this, only he had this girl standing behind him, and she was supposed to be his employee. He always saw her as an asset, as someone to be used. At most, maybe she existed as a decoration.

In theory, nothing kept him locked in place, only it still felt as though he couldn't move. He didn't technically attempt to yank his hands away from the wall. Even so, he understood what would happen if he pulled away. Athena was watching; she monitored his behavior, and so she could send another splash of electricity racing along his skin if he defied this beautiful, dark-haired girl.

"I never thought I would get to do something like this," Amy said.

She reached down with her left hand, and now she brushed his flank, his ass. Her fingers caressed his skin with one soft touch after another. Moment by moment, he didn't know how he was supposed to respond.

Then she gave him an idea, "You know, you could always try apologizing."

Apologizing? The idea sparked a tsunami of resentment. It crashed down against him, his fingers tightened toward his palms, so now he shoved his knuckles against the wall. "I have nothing to apologize for," he snapped back. "I made sure you got a paycheck. I made sure you could make the connections you wanted. I fulfilled my part of the bargain."

"Not everything is transactional," she said right before she smacked him with her left hand. It didn't sound quite right to her ear, so she tried again. This time, she brought her right hand down against his ass. With her other hand, she braced her knuckles on the small of his back, and she struck again and again and again.

It wasn't supposed to sting. The pain wasn't supposed to affect him.

Even so, he found himself gasping, sucking in one breath after another as his heart pounded and his lungs pumped.

Images of spinning around and grabbing this girl flashed through his skull, but he maintained his pose right there. Like a toy or a puppet who couldn't move, he remained fixed in position. Understanding what the consequences for bad behavior might be, he remained in place.

Because he couldn't move, she could enjoy herself.

Did he hear her chuckling? Was she laughing at him?

He couldn't be certain even as she came up behind him. Instead, the sound of her palm clapping against his backside resonated through his body, wiping away every other sound. "Did you? Did you fulfill your part of the bargain? Is that what happens when someone with money pays someone? You can do whatever you want? You don't have to worry about decorum? You don't have to worry about respect? Is that all there is? Just money?" Every word popped out of her mouth, each one sharp and jagged.

He needed to say something, only she didn't allow him to speak. Instead, Amy struck one spot, then another. She went for the right side of his butt, then his left. Her hand balanced and darted back and forth, making sure he didn't know exactly where the pain might come from next. Pain burst along his nerves, making him gasp again and again.

He worked hard to maintain some neutral expression. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it! The frustration splashed across his face, his lips pulled back, and he panted through his teeth. He could feel the cool air along the roof of his mouth and at the tip of his tongue.

"Care to try again?" Amy asked.

"What, what do you want?"

Yes, she had spanked him. Worse, she had made it hurt!

"Apologize," she said. "Tell me you are sorry for your bad behaviors, for your arrogance, for your misguided notions of how the world is supposed to work. Just because you have money, that doesn't mean you get to do whatever you want. You think you're special because you have a few extra commas in your bank account."

"No, that, that's not true," he snuck it out.

She let him get out of that halfhearted defense, and then she came up behind him, she grabbed his ass, fingers pressing down against his firm flesh. Then she yanked her hand back before swinging down again. Her palm came in that tight arc; her fingertips cut through the air, and he fought to brace himself.

He could do this. It was just a spanking. He held onto that idea as best he could. His muscles contracted, he braced himself, knowing full well there was nothing he could do besides endure. And yet, he was a man. He could handle this! It was just a spanking. It was childish and juvenile. It wasn't supposed to affect him.

But Athena monitored him, Minerva watched and enjoyed the show, and he could tell Amy savored every second of this.

Her hand smacked down against his naked flesh. "How does that feel, boy?"

"Don't call me that!"

"What? Boy?" Amy sounded intrigued.

Clearly, he had been unable to maintain some stoic façade. He couldn't hide from the sensations or the embarrassment that coursed through his veins. The shame was right there, hot and vivid against the rest of his senses. That's why his lungs tightened and he could barely breathe even as his heart kept kicking wildly.

"You don't want me to call you a boy? Is that it?" Then she chuckled. She reached up, she grabbed him by his collar. She pulled, yanking the soft, smooth band against his throat. "That's what you are. You're a boy. You are a boy, and you deserve this. You need to be tamed. You need to be owned. I'm glad Minerva found you. She knows what she's doing, doesn't she? She picked the perfect target."

"I didn't do anything wrong!"

"You said it yourself," she said. "You sit around like a dragon on your hoard. You grab everything you can. And why? It's not because you want to make the world a better place. When we built this armor, what were you thinking? Were you going to go out and be a superhero? Maybe for a little while. Why? Because you wanted to stroke your ego. You wanted to make more. You already have billions. You can already buy literally anything you want. But that's not good enough, is it? And when you can't buy something, you crave influence. I know you, Douglas Drake. I’ve been watching you. And I know that you are a boy."

"I'm a man, and I can make my own decisions," he snarled.

"Minerva, can you make him do whatever you want?"

"I think so."

"Can you make him get down on his knees and kiss my shoes?"

"What? Why would you want that?" Douglas demanded.

"To be honest, I don't really care. But just now, I could hear it in your voice: fear. That I can enjoy."

"You're not going to get away with this," he snarled. And yet, he had made that same declaration with both Athena and Minerva, and he hadn't been able to punish either of them.

More importantly, he could feel his defenses fray and crack and begin to break. How much humiliation could he endure? How many spankings? How many hours as a human pony or a well-trained puppy dog? How long would it take before he looked up at these women, and saw them as his superiors, as individuals who could own him?

As those questions dug into his psyche, he dropped his head down. His chin pressed against his chest, and he tried to figure out some lie he could tell her.

"Douglas, be a good boy and drop to your knees in front of her."

"I can't. I won't," he said.

Athena delivered a vibrant set of electrical pulses along his shins, knees, and thighs. Suddenly, his legs gave out beneath him, and he dropped down in front of his employee. He looked up along the length of her body. His nostrils twitched, he wanted to snarl something back at her. As hard as he tried, he couldn't conjure any kind of defiance. Instead, he remained right there, braced in front of her. Fresh waves of shame cascaded through his body, especially because Amy reached down.

Her touch was tentative now as she touched her knuckles to the underside of his chin. She forced him to look up at her. "You look good like this." She flashed him a cool yet playful smile.

"Douglas, kiss her shoes."

"I can't," he said.

"Are you sure about that?" Minerva teased him. "Because you're supposed to be a smart boy. You should understand your own capabilities."

"I hired this girl!"

"And now you're going to obey her. Besides, what if she decides to take over your company? Remember, that offer still stands."

For just a moment, he wanted to call out, "She won’t do that. She knows she is incapable of being the CEO of my company." At the last instant, however, he swallowed back those words. He wouldn't be foolish enough to tease her.

"Kiss my shoes, boy," Amy ordered.

Boy.

He bit down, and now he lowered himself forward. He braced his weight against his elbows and forearms. Then he had his nose right there in front of her shoes. He breathed in, and he could smell the polish. Then he stretched downward, and he kissed her right foot. Then he kissed her left.

"Good," Amy said. "You see, you can follow instructions, can't you? Deep down, I bet you like this. I know that you know that you should be owned."

"And you could be instrumental in his training," Minerva said.

Amy turned away. She walked over to the window. She crossed her arms over her chest and stared out across the cityscape. At the same time, she pursed her lips, like she knew what she needed to say, only she couldn't push the air out.

"No," Amy said. Then she turned around and faced Minerva. "I want you to know that I'm incredibly grateful. But, but…"

Surprisingly, Minerva rose to her feet and crossed the room. She was right there in front of Amy now. "What is it?"

"I'm too young? I don't know what I'm doing? And what happens if he gets out?" Her voice dropped for that last question. "What happens if he goes back to his old life? We could get in a lot of trouble."

Douglas expected Minerva to burst out laughing. After all, she was a hacker and a criminal. Government agencies all across the globe probably wanted to get their hands on her. Minerva reached out and rested her hands on Amy's shoulders, "Something is changing. The world is going to be a very, very different place, and I want you to help."

"Different? How?"

"Have you ever heard a female supremacy?"

"Athena, take him back to the bedroom. Lock his hands and feet to the corners of the bed."

"Yes, ma'am," said the AI.

That's when he discovered a new feature. He was mostly naked. His body was on display. Yes, the armor was now tightened and coalesced into the cuffs around his wrists, ankles, and within the chastity belt. He hadn't thought about it before, but those magnetic fields could be used to do more than simply bind him. Now he was forced forward. He locked his feet, but she pushed and dragged him across at the floor until he made his way to the bedroom.

He climbed up onto the mattress. Then he lowered himself down onto his hands and knees.

He didn't understand what was going to happen, but he had a pretty good idea. Minerva had watched as Amy had spanked him. But now she wanted her own turn. Better yet, she probably wanted to enjoy the intimacy of the bedroom.

The room was expansive, of course. It fit a magnate such as himself. And yet, this didn't feel like his seat of power. It wasn't a place where he could relax. Instead, his muscles remained tight and clenched as he waited for her.

"What, what is she going to do?" Douglas asked.

He didn't really expect a response, but Athena gave him one anyway, "She is going to work on your training, obviously. She intends to break you."

"It won't work," he promised the program.

"According to a meta-analysis of my simulations, there is a 96% probability you will yield to her."

"Math is great when you have objective standards, but people are messy. Your models are wrong," he insisted.

"We'll see," she replied.

She surprised him. Worse, he didn't know what to do with that shift in her tone. She sounded amused. He tried to remind himself that it was just a simulation. She had been programmed to mimic certain behavioral traits. She didn't actually "think" any of it. And yet, he remained there, on his hands and knees, facing away from the door, his head bowed down.

"Douglas, are you going to behave yourself?"

"What happens if I don't?"

"Shock. Shock. Shock. Any other questions?" He barely heard that second half. The electricity shot across his body from the collar and cuffs.

Now she came up behind him. She climbed onto the bed, and she ran her hands along his frame. "Amy is thinking about my offer, but she still doesn't quite believe me. She needs a better demonstration. That's why you are going to follow my commands."

"What commands?"

"No," Minerva said. "Not yet. First, I break you, and then I give you your instructions."

"You can't break me," he said. He sounded even less sure of himself than when he first addressed Athena.

"Yes, I can. Yes, I will." That's when she lifted her skirt. She pulled down her tights and her panties. She had already kicked off her shoes, so now her legs were bare. Then she pointed her feet and toes toward the corners of the bed. "Douglas, crawl over here, slide your head between my legs, and lick me. Pleasure me, boy."

His lips puckered, but he started to move. The cuffs were no longer magnetized. They no longer kept him trapped right there. So instead, he made his way forward, and he hated how quickly he was willing to do this. His cock twitched inside of the chastity belt, and his lungs tightened all over again. Still, he dropped his head down. At the same time, he thought of the models. Only a few days ago, would he have ever envisioned a scenario where he would go down on a woman this quickly? No. It should have been impossible, and yet they really were domesticating him. They were training him, giving him the stimulation he needed to compel his obedience. Over and over again, Minerva, and Athena showed him what they could do.

And yet, he didn't have any choice…

But if he didn't have any choice about this, what else could they make him do?

Suddenly, his lips were pressed against her pussy, so he stopped thinking about all of that. Instead, a different hope popped into his head. Sure enough, Minerva seemed to be thinking the same thing, "If you do a very good job, maybe I will have sex with you. Would you like that, boy?"

"Yes, please," he breathed out.

Right away, he flinched, desperately hoping she wouldn't be able to hear him. Perhaps the contours of her inner thighs, and the folds of her skirt would be enough to absorb those sounds.

She heard him, "Good boy. Lick."

He obeyed. His tongue started to run up and down along her crevice. He lapped at her pussy, licking like an eager pet. But then she reached down and placed her hand on the back of his head. Instantly, he knew what that silent command meant for him.

Right away, he went in deeper. At the same time, he silently had to acknowledge what this meant. As he lapped at her pussy, he pressed down, his tongue flattening. The contours of his appendage played along her sensitive flesh. She tensed, pushing her weight down against her buttocks and shoulder blades. She arched her back and moaned.

"Yes! Just like that. Yes. Faster. Faster. I want to come right now!"

The words pounded into him, and he obeyed, moving his tongue as quickly as he could now.

He licked her until she clenched down, crying out and moaning.

Then she pulled away.

"Are we going to have sex?"

"Yes," she promised.

For a second, he wanted to ask, "Really?"

But there she was, unzipping her skirt. Really? Why? He was naked from the waist down, and she tossed the skirt off to the side. It sailed across the air and landed on the floor. But she wasn't done with him. "Stay," she ordered. He intended to obey, but Athena recognized the command and forced the cuffs into position. Suddenly, he couldn't move once again.

And now, he saw something. In his peripheral vision, Minerva started to pull something on. What was it? It looked like some kind of harness? Some kind of strange pair of panties? Then he turned his head as much as he could, and that's when he saw the dildo. She now wore a strap-on...

"No!"

"Yes," she promised. She grabbed the lubricant and squirted it down onto the palm of her hand. Then she climbed onto the bed, and she was right there. He tried to move, only the cuffs kept him trapped. He watched as her hands played across the contours of that artificial phallus. It was long and thick.

He remembered the tail and how it penetrated him. "I need you to understand who and what you are, Douglas."

"I'm Douglas Drake, and I run a business!"

"Not anymore," she said. She shifted across the bed, and now she brushed her fingers up along his thighs to his buttocks, all the way to the contours of his shoulders. Pulling her hand back, she scratched at him. Yes, she was playing with him. Yes, she wanted him to soak in the reality of what was about to happen. Once she finished teasing him, she braced her fingers on the base of her shaft. With the other, she balanced against the small of his back.

It was time.

"Please, Minerva. Please, don't do this."

"Minerva?"

He spat out the right answer immediately. Even as he endured that splash of embarrassed heat. "Mistress! Please, Mistress! Can't we just have sex? I serviced you. I, I can do it again! I can go down on you for the rest of the day. I can make it feel so good for you!"

As he begged, she pushed forward. The tip of her cock pressed against his opening. She shoved it down, and he attempted to lock his muscles, like he thought he might be able to keep her out. The slick, lubricated contours of her dildo pushed forward, sliding along the walls of his opening. She went in, little by little. His muscles couldn't keep her out. He struggled to channel every ounce of strength he possessed right there, only it didn't work. "You don't run a business. You serve your Mistress. You serve your owner. In fact, you serve every woman. When a woman gives you a command, you will obey," she said. At the same time, she continued to penetrate him, sliding the tip of her cock forward, going deeper and deeper.

As the tension played across his body, his fingers pushed against his palms, his knuckles shoved down into the mattress, and he tried to break free, only the cuffs kept him locked right there. He couldn't move. He couldn't get away.

"Remember, you asked for this."

"No, I didn't!"

"You were practically begging for sex," she reminded him. "Well, here I am, having sex with you."

His lips parted, and he drew in a breath, only he didn't know how to answer her. He hated that she was technically correct, but he still couldn't fight back. Now she shoved forward, and his eyes bulged. At the same time as he tried to hate this, it, the pleasure raced along his skin. Worse, his shaft strained against his chastity belt.

"Should I give you the privilege of an erection?"

From a strategic and intellectual perspective, he knew what his answer should be. Despite all of his intelligence, he called out, "Yes, please. Please, Mistress. Please, may I have an erection?"

"Only because you asked so prettily," she told him right as she smacked his ass. The pain sparked between his nerves, only he hardly noticed because she called out, "Athena, release him."

The chastity belt slid away. The curved metal disappeared from around his cock and balls. Instantly, his shaft stiffened. The arousal spread through his frame, pulsating like one tsunami after another. But no, this wasn't an orgasm. It wasn't the relief he craved.

Instead, she teased him. She leaned forward, even as she pushed into him and drew back, rubbing her lubricated cock against his opening. She grabbed his shaft, and her fingers encircled his circumference. She rubbed him, teasing him, adding to the pleasure and desperation.

"What are you?"

Right away, he understood what she expected. At the same time, he recognized the stakes. "I'm your slave, Mistress. I’m your property. I'm a boy, and then makes me inferior, and so I will do whatever you want because you are smarter than me and stronger than me. You keep me captive, and I'm just a dumb and grateful boy who needs to serve you to the best of my ability."

As he spoke, she tightened her grip. She brought him closer and closer to release.

In the meantime, she kept pumping him.

"When I put you on display in front of the journalists again, what are you going to tell them?"

"Whatever you want!"

She yanked her hand away. She pulled the tip of her shaft from his ass. Then she reached down and freed herself from the strap-on harness. She threw it to the floor as he tried to comprehend what was happening. All at once, he worried he had messed up, only now she shoved him onto his back, and she spread her legs, and she took his cock right between her thighs. She slid down, enveloping, entrapping and imprisoning his shaft. He felt it, he clenched his eyes shut. At the same time, he begged. "Please, Mistress! Please, may I come?"

"Not yet," she panted out. Sure enough, she took her time. She rubbed herself with his member. She turned him into a sex toy.

"Now," she said. Less than a minute later, because the passion and arousal flared through her own body she grabbed his wrist as he jerked his hips up. He thrust into her, pumping with everything he had. At the same time, she rode him, savoring every second. But it was more than just the physical sensations. Yes, they were delicious and incredible, but she loved that expression on his face. More importantly, she could read the subservience in his eyes.

"Come for me, boy! Come for me right now and show me that you are mine. Show me that I own you and your cock!" The words washed over him; her voice became his entire reality as he closed his eyes and lost himself to the heat and ecstasy. He came hard, pumping into her as she savored her own orgasm.

The journalists and bloggers were confused. Online, people were watching and already speculating about why he would call for another press conference so soon. For the most part, the denizens of the web came to one conclusion: he was a spoiled brat who could do whatever he wanted, and people were going to pay attention to him, so if he wanted to make an announcement, he could. If he wished to make two in the same day, he could do that as well. It would always look dumb and immature, but he could still garner a lot of attention online, which meant the journalists would show up until that changed.

This time he was dressed in a different kind of suit. It wasn't armor. It didn't shine, and it didn't appear to be metal at all. In truth, he wore a simple dress coat, buttoned shirt, vest and red tie. This was what most people expected when they thought of an individual like Douglas Drake: formal and fashionable at the same time.

Yes, he still wore the armor. There was the band around his neck, shining and silvery. The top of his shirt mostly obscured the metal, but a few people would be able to notice, especially if the light glinted against the metal. Granted, no one would be able to guess that his collar meant his slavery or that it was comprised of trillions of microscopic robots working in concert and under the control of the event, and the AI now belonged to this man's Mistress...

None of those details mattered, however. He had to speak. He had to talk.

When he opened his mouth, would these words be the truth?

Douglas didn't know.

"Hello again," he said. "Thank you for agreeing to come out again."

There was a murmur of assent. The different journalists glanced back and forth at one another as they tried to guess what all of this might mean. For his part, Douglas exuded the nervousness of a schoolboy who had gotten in trouble. He held onto the sides of the podium, he leaned forward slightly, and he kept pressing his lips together into this uncertain line.

Normally, when he stepped out in front of an audience, he could talk, jumping from one idea to another with the cool ease of someone who enjoyed the attention. Yeah, lots of people dreaded public speaking, but the skill wasn't actually all that difficult, especially when someone realized that if they were going to make mistakes, that none of them would destroy a career. If he only went out once, then maybe the stakes would be a lot higher, since there would be so little for the audience to focus on. But he talked a lot, so there might be one slip here or there, but most readers and viewers and listeners didn't actually care. Instead, they craved novelty. So long as he could provide them with something new, it would be okay.

Or maybe it was broader than that, he occasionally reflected. If he could fit into their narratives, then his audiences would like him. He often talked about the future, about business, and he had to negotiate between the different digital tribes. Some people would hate him because of success. Some people would hate him because of the huge amounts of wealth he held onto. Others might hate him because of his progressive ideas, especially when it came to personal freedom. All of these different points fit into the larger conversations and battles plotting out online.

For just a moment, the corners of his mouth tensed, and he wished he could smirk. He suppressed the urge, of course, especially because he understood what he had to say.

His Mistress had been very clear about this detail. She had told him, and now though no watched, and there were other ways to compel him.

For a moment or two, he was tempted to resist. He could have looked right out at the audience and tried to shout, "This isn't a joke. I am being held hostage!" Would he have even been able to get those words out?

Probably not.

Athena would detect the spike in his blood pressure; she would read the increase in his skin temperature, and she would know that he was about to do something really, really foolish. And even if he managed to utter those words, she could muzzle him, slide the armor all across his body, ripping through his expensive suit and shredding it before "he" spoke again.

And so what if a couple of people believed him?

By every metric that counted, Athena, and Minerva could make it quite clear that "he" had willingly and eagerly given up control of his company. Athena was a powerful AI; Minerva was a brilliant hacker. Working together, they could access each and every one of his accounts. Besides, when they had his money and his email and all of his social media, it would be easy to convey whatever they wished.

Understanding all of this, he suppressed the urge to call out some bold declaration. No, he wasn't going to tell these journalists that he was a hostage, a prisoner, or a slave.

I'm a slave, he thought. This time, those three words seemed so, so true. They were accurate in a way that transcended the literal. He could feel it deep within his center, all the way to his blood, and his bones. Every iota of his body seemed to cry out with that underlying truth. He blinked, and in the dark of his eyelids, he saw Minerva...his Mistress. She owned him, and he had to yield to her. He thought of what it was like to be down on his hands and knees before her as she pumped into him, thrusting, claiming him. He had gotten penetrated, taken and fucked. Worse, she had forced him to enjoy it. The pleasure still tangled deep within his center. No, he couldn't ignore it. No, he couldn't deny it. This was the truth, and that there was no escape from it.

I'm a slave, and I belong to her. She really is my superior. By this point, maybe he didn't really understand female supremacy. Maybe the concept still struck him as strange and alien, but it fit. Somehow, it interlocked with everything he had experienced, so now he straightened his back. He brought his hand up, and he didn't know what to do with his wrists, so he pulled his arms behind his back. Exhaling slowly, he looked out at the audience, "Today, I am here to announce that I am giving up control."

A murmur shifted along in the ranks of the journalists and bloggers. They glanced back and forth at one another.

"This will be my final public appearance," he said. Technically, he didn't know if that was true. Maybe Amy or Minerva would want to step out into the public, and maybe he would be collared and leashed. He didn't know, but Douglas was certain of one fact: it would not be his decision to make. "As such, I want to make this count."

He paused. He licked his bottom lip.

At the same time, he knew that Amy, Minerva, and Athena were all watching him. They were waiting to see if he would behave.

I have no choice. I am owned. I'm a slave. I am property. I belong to her. I belong to them. They outrank me. They are my superiors. They, they can do whatever they want with me. Douglas wasn't sure why he ran through those ideas. Light flashed behind his eyes, and he waited for some spark of rebellion, some pulse of defiance.

Was he trying to summon that resistance? Did he intend to get angry, to grab onto the podium and to knock it over, to jump forward into the crowd and to cause as much noise as possible? If he could spark that chaos, maybe Athena and Minerva wouldn't know what to do with him, and perhaps he'd be able to convey the truth to one of these people.

He saw both women and men out in his audience. At the same time, he understood that there could be tens or hundreds of thousands of people who would hear this announcement or read the transcript. There would be even more people who'd read the analyses and hot takes. Most people would just see this one data point as another headline. No, they wouldn't read the article, but they would be vaguely aware of how this CEO made an announcement...

Breathing in through his nostrils, he hesitated for one more second, then he said, "I will no longer be engaging in public speaking, because I am a man, and men shouldn't speak in public. Men should only defer to the authority of women. Ladies and gentlemen, I am announcing myself as a female supremacist. I am a boy, and so I am inferior to the female half of humanity. Men should not be allowed to make their own decisions. They should not be allowed to think for themselves. They should be trained and domesticated. They should be taught to obey the women around them. In society, women should be in charge of every facet of society. From the government to distance, women are better. They are smarter and more patient. They are more intuitive, less emotional, more rational, and better able to make good decisions."

Right away, different journalists started to call out their questions.

"I'm not going to quibble," he said. "I have made my announcement. As such, my company will begin looking for a new CEO, a woman, naturally."

Athena whispered in his ear, "It is time for you to step away. Take your bow, boy."

It felt awkward and strange, but he didn't question the AI. She was in charge, and so he stepped away from the podium, and then he bowed down. As he did so, none of the audience understood that he was doing it for the AI. None of them realized what it truly meant, but now he walked away.

She reached out and grabbed the leash. It was synthetic, of course, comprised of the nanobots. That didn't matter to Minerva as she guided him back to the limo.

"I paid for this, didn't I?"

"No," Minerva replied, her brows wrinkling slightly. "You didn't pay for this because you can't."

He glanced back at his Mistress. On some level, perhaps he had accepted his new status, especially after everything he just said. Part of him wished he could go online and review the different conversations. He was sure that the internet was now on fire with the different arguments and debates.

Yes, there were powerful women out in the wider world, individuals with incredible talents and abilities, not to mention those rare politicians and CEOs who already existed. And yet, Douglas Drake had been this modern interpretation of what a man could be: powerful, rich, intelligent, arrogant, and sometimes abrasive. Yeah, there were lots of people who didn't like him, but pretty much everyone respected him.

Now his most loyal followers didn't know what to do.

Intuitively, they wanted to listen to him. He was still a "thought leader". He still held so much clout. This was a problem, of course. How many of his fans and followers would turn on him instantly? How many more had genuinely believed in his insights? If he had been brilliant before, what did that mean about his declaration? His casual fans could obviously wander away, but there were probably college students, programmers and engineers who saw him as this role model. He had built something amazing in the form of his company, and they intended to do the same.

But if he told them that they were inferior, were they going to listen? Would they stop and reconsider their perspectives?

Maybe. Probably not.

What about the women online? What about those girls who looked around their classes and saw boys who could barely keep up? Would they listen to him? Would they decide that maybe it was time for them to get more aggressive?

Maybe. Probably.

"Open the door," Minerva commanded.

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

He rushed over, opened it, and stepped aside. She climbed into the back seat, and then she tugged on his leash. He followed after her and closed the door behind him. He glanced up and saw the privacy screen had already been raised.

"You did a very good job, Douglas. Come here. I have a reward for you."

"Yes, Mistress," he said. She sat down, spread her legs, and she leaned back. Then she pulled him in front of her. He sat in front of her, right there against the edge of the soft, supple leather seats.

She casually reached down into his pants.

He wasn't wearing a chastity belt at that moment. Of course, it could be reconstituted at any moment. It only required a command from Minerva or Athena…

Her fingers slid down along his balls, then up to the base of his shaft. She touched him at his root before gliding her fingers up along his member. From there, she squeezed him. She slid her fingers into a firm grip around his manhood.

"You like it when I hold your cock, don't you?" Minerva whispered into his ear.

"Yes, Mistress.

"And right now, you pretty want me to touch you, don't you? You want me to use you."

"Yes, Mistress. Please. Please, Mistress!"

"Say it again."

"What? What am I supposed to say, Mistress?" As she stroked and caressed him, he stopped thinking about the company that had once belonged to him, the fans who had initially followed him, and what his reputation now meant online. How was the collective wisdom of the web going to view him going forward?

It didn't matter, he quickly realized. Douglas Drake could extrapolate the truth because he knew that the world had become her touch, her voice, her commands and desires. He closed his eyes as she toyed with him. From every two or three seconds to the next, he panted out, desperate for more as she teased him.

"Service me," she demanded next.

The moisture drained away from his mouth as he quickly nodded. Yes. He would service her.

He dropped down to the floor of the limousine. She spread her legs, and he looked up. Yes, she wore that dark, pleated skirt. She also had on a white blouse with a red vest. She adjusted her glasses as she looked down at him. Then he lifted his gaze, and he saw her necklace with the key.

"You like this, don't you? And you know what it is, don't you?"

"I'm not certain," he told her.

"It's the key to your chastity belt," she said. "I know. I know. It's not technically necessary, not when your belt is controlled by a powerful AI that belongs to me, but I like the symbolism. You do too, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," he told her because he knew that was the only possible answer.

"Watching you perform up in front of the journalists got me excited," she said. "I love owning you, puppet boy."

He drew in a quick breath, "I'm not a puppet."

"Oh? Are you sure about that? Is that what you think? Is that what you really think?"

Then, before he could answer, she reached out, and she placed her hand on the top of his head. It was a gentle yet controlling gesture, and now he had no choice. He dipped his head down as she spread her legs. She pulled back her skirt, so he drank in the sight of her pubic hair, her inner thighs, her slit…

She didn't tell him to lick. She didn't have to, not at this point. Her slave may not have been perfectly trained, and perhaps he would need to be disciplined from time to time, plus every boy would inevitably mess up now and again. Even so, she had him. She pushed him down, and suddenly his cheeks brushed along her inner thighs. He could feel the heat radiating off of her soft and smooth skin.

He licked.

Douglas Drake, formerly one of the most powerful men in business, slid his tongue along her opening. He lapped at her pussy, just as she expected and demanded. He obeyed her unspoken commands, pleasuring her.

Minerva relaxed, spreading out. She parted her legs even further, and now she rested her arms on the back of the seat. Her nipples stiffened inside of her bra, and she embraced the heat that played across her skin.

"This is a good way to end the day. After spending a lot of time on lines of code and hunting for elusive bugs, it's going to be so nice having you there to massage my feet, rub my back, and pleasure me just like this. In fact, pull back and massage my feet."

Her boy obeyed. He drew back and he could still taste her excitement there on his lips and tongue. The flavor seemed to buzz within his senses as she slipped from her flats and wiggled her toes. He reached down, and he started to massage her ankles, her heels, the arches of her feet and her toes.

"You know what my favorite part of this is?" Minerva asked. "I don't have to consult you. I don't have to worry about what you are thinking. You are my slave and my property, so I can have whatever I want. It's very reassuring. Besides, dealing with men can be so tiring. Boys get selfish and arrogant. How many guys are egotists? Too many. Far, far too many." As he massaged the arches of her feet, she leaned forward and rested her elbows on her knees. "Equality was a great idea, but this is so much simpler. Women are supposed to be in charge. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said, almost automatically. It was becoming a reflex, this easy maneuver that he could simply fall into. When she spoke, he agreed. She was smarter than him.

Maybe some small part of him still bristled at that idea. Seriously, he had built so much. Just as importantly, so many people had told him he was brilliant for so long. And yet, she had hacked into his armor, taking control and turning him into a toy. If she could do that, didn't that mean she was smarter? She was a better strategist?

Yes.

"Good boy," she said. She pulled her feet away, braced her heels against to the floor, and then she reached out again, grabbing him by his collar and pulling him forward. A second later, her fingers slipped through his hair and gripped the back of his head. Once again, he found himself poised between her legs.

"Lick," she said. "Service me. Pleasure me. Make me feel good."

He obeyed again. Down on his hands and knees, he licked her pussy. He worshipped her body, his tongue sliding in deep. Within moments, he could feel the swelling curves of her clit. Pleasure raced along her skin even as he embraced his own subjugation.

I'm a slave. I’m owned. I'm her property. I'm her enslaved toy. I'm her packaged boy. I will do whatever she wants. I will obey every single one of her commands. As those thoughts fluttered through his head, maybe he was testing them, poking and prodding at the different concepts as he searched for some weakness that suddenly he might be able to argue or fight back.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't succeed.

He licked her until she came. Her muscles tightened, and a quick shutter of pleasure ran through her frame. She didn't cry out, or scream, not this time. Instead, she simply enjoyed herself. Then she looked down at him.

"Have you relaxed?"

His cock had softened, it was true. Without any kind of resistance or stimulation, his shaft had relaxed.

"Yes, Mistress," he told her.

"Athena, belt him," she instructed.

"Yes, ma'am," said the AI.

Sure enough, the armor encircled his waist. Then he could feel it imprison his cock, the different components sliding into place around his shaft and balls. Suddenly, his manhood was imprisoned. He could no longer enjoy an erection.

"How does that make you feel, Douglas?"

"It makes me feel owned. It makes me feel enslaved."

"Perfect," she replied. "I think that's going to put you in the proper frame of mind..."

Naked except for his collar and chastity belt, Douglas followed his, Mistress. She held onto the leash, and she walked straight through the lobby. Maybe she had already ordered security to clear out everyone else. They were alone as he felt his bare feet move across the marble floors. They went up to the private elevator, and then the doors opened.

"Kneel," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress."

"New rule," Minerva announced, "Whenever you and I are together and we aren't actually walking, I want you beneath me. You are never allowed to be taller than me. Understand, boy?"

Down on his knees now, he peeked up at her. A shiver of embarrassment ran through his body. Was it his nudity? Was it his stance? It was probably both, yet he swallowed back those sensations as their eyes met. In that moment, perhaps he hoped he might be able to detect some subtle sign of nervousness or uncertainty, like maybe Minerva didn't really know what she was doing.

She was a programmer. She didn't just understand machines...she also recognized how to deal with a boy like Douglas Drake.

"Yes, Mistress," he said. "I'm not allowed to be taller than you."

"How does it feel to be on your knees?"

He glanced down at the shining black of her flats. From there, his eyes slid along her ankles, her shins then knees, the gorgeous contours of her thighs, the hem of her skirt, her slender waist, the curves of her breasts, and finally her shining hair. He saw the glint in her glasses, and he swallowed. "It reminds me of my status, Mistress," he said to her.

"I'm glad," she replied, reaching down and patting him on the head.

The doors opened, and she tugged on his leash. They were back in his penthouse.

Only now, it wasn't his penthouse, not any longer.

Then he glanced up, and he saw their guest.

Amy stood by the window. She held onto her phone, and she seemed to be scrolling through a message or maybe it was just her feed. But now she heard the elevator doors, so she glanced over her shoulder. "He wanted to talk to me again?"

"That's right," Minerva said. "I was hoping we could discuss my offer."

"You still want me to be the CEO?"

"I do." Minerva walked over to the couch and she sat down. Immediately, Douglas thought of the new command, so he dropped to his knees. Yes, he would be below her. Casually, she reached down, and she brushed her fingers along his bare back. From there, she stroked his shoulder, and then she ran her fingertips along his collar. He tried to hate her touch, only it felt incredible. At the same time, her proximity triggered those other responses, so his shaft tried to stiffen inside of his cage. No, he couldn't get hard. No, he couldn't enjoy the freedom of an erection. "You have a lot of potential. I can see it. At the same time, you know this company. You could be an incredible leader, Amy."

"Are you sure about that? I keep hesitating. One could argue that this alone should disqualify me."

Minerva chuckled, "No, that's not how this works. This isn't a business class. I'm not going to grade you based on your bluster and certainty. I want to hear your ideas. I want to know that you have taken your time and considered them. This isn't about speed or breaking things. This is about building up a real company, and planning for the future."

"You don't sound like him at all," Amy replied. She glanced down at the enslaved boy.

He tried to match her gaze. As hard as he tried, he couldn't. She was a woman. Because of that, he dropped his stare down toward her feet. Yes, he was changing. The architecture of his mind, as well as his reactions had begun to shift.

"Good," Minerva replied. "He represents a failed approach to business. There's a reason why he thought he could be better than everyone else. He searched for something powerful, and he found it: me."

Amy smiled, dipped her head down, and finally glanced up again. "I'm still not sure."

"Why not?"

"What you told me about before, female supremacy, it takes a lot of getting used to."

"That makes sense," Minerva acknowledged. "You grew up in a patriarchy. And now, here is your former boss, and he might be naked and locked in chastity, but it's still hard to believe that you could be in charge."

"What if he gets away?"

"He won't," she said.

"Now, I don't want to be rude, but are you sure you aren't succumbing to arrogance?" Amy asked pointedly.

"Fair," Minerva replied. "But here's the thing. It's not just a question of packaging. Little by little, he's learning. He's becoming domesticated. I mean, go out into the wider world, and you can see that most dogs aren't on leashes. Why not? They have been trained. They understand where they belong."

"He's not a dog," Amy pointed out.

"He's a boy."

"You’re just not sure."

"What if I leave him alone with you? What if I give you the opportunity to play with him?"

Amy contemplated this. Her gaze darkened, and she seemed to study him. Then, slowly, the corners of her mouth twitched upward. "What are you saying?"

"Look, I get it. For a long time, he has been your boss. He was your superior, so it's going to take some getting used to. But what if you can have him do whatever you want? Would that show you the truth? Maybe that would prove that he really is a toy now?"

Even though he flinched when he heard that penultimate word, Douglas understood how this could work. His breathing came a little faster, and he tried to look up at Minerva, only his owner didn't glance down at him. Instead, these women were talking, so the boy and his doubts didn't matter.

"Okay," Amy said.

"Athena, give Amy control over this boy."

"Yes, ma'am," said the AI.

"I'm going to go get something to eat. You have fun now." She reached down and brushed her fingers through his hair before she headed for the elevator.

The doors opened and closed behind her. In the next moment, Douglas looked up at her and these words popped into his head. He yearned to say, "This is our opportunity. He let me go right now, I can promote you. I can pay you. I can give you whatever you want. I can help you make connections. I can give you anything you want!"

The words percolated inside of his head, buzzing and popping, only Amy spoke first, "Shock."

He flinched right as he started to speak. He didn't even get a single syllable out. Instead, there was just that incomprehensible yelp.

"Muzzle him," Amy said next.

The gagged form over his mouth. It made it impossible for him to threaten or cajole her. At some other place or time, maybe he would have been able to intimidate her with just the power of speech. But now she had taken that away from him.

Worse, her eyes narrowed as she studied him. "Douglas, I've been thinking about this a lot. When you first hired me, I was so thrilled. I'd buy that you were one of the smartest men I had ever met. But look at you now. Now, you really are just a toy, aren't you?"

He jerked his head from side to side. He tried to get her to take him seriously, only he didn't know how to make that happen, not when he couldn't talk, not while he remained naked and bound and controlled by a computer program.

"You don't think you're a toy?" Her lips parted, and her eyes narrowed as she glared down at him. "Okay." That's when she dropped down and grabbed him by his leash, yanked, and suddenly he was up on his feet.

She shoved him forward, right up against the window. With his palms pressed forward, he didn't know what was going to happen, not until she reached down and grabbed his ass. She spanked him, her hand flying down again and again. She struck hard and fast. "This is what you need. You need to be punished. And guess what? I can do that. Why is that? It's because I'm your boss. Say it."

Athena understood the instruction, so she quickly pulled the muzzle away from his mouth.

Naked and pressed up against the glass, Douglas didn't know if he could do it. His heart hammered, and his fingers pushed and slid down along the smooth surface.

"You, you're my boss," he told her.

"And?"

And? And what?

Then the right idea popped into his head. He resented it. He resisted it. And yet, she smacked his right butt cheek, then his left. Her hand flew down in a tight, blurred arc. Maybe he even imagined he could hear her nails whistling as they slashed through the air. She struck, her hand slapping down against his unprotected skin. He may not have been shackled in place, but he couldn't bring himself to move. This woman stood behind him, and she was in control.

She was his boss…

Boss. The word pumped through his head, echoing and reverberating again and again. He tried to push it away. And yet, he couldn't.

"You are no longer in control of your company. It's not just a question of stepping away,". Amy told him. "She is going to seize every one of your assets. And guess what? As the CEO of this company, I'm going to enjoy each and every stock option. I'm going to make sure I own a good chunk of this company, and where are you going to be? You belong on your knees." She spanked him three more times. "So get to it. Drop to your knees."

He pulled his hands away from the glass. She glanced over at the smudged surface, "Look at that. You left some handprints. You can wash those later."

Yes, he would do the cleaning. Before, this penthouse had been maintained by an army of low-paid employees. Only now, he would do it...and the women would watch, at least when they weren't busy with more important concerns.

Down on his knees in front of her, he huffed and puffed. His lungs pumped, and he raised his head. He glared at her for just a moment, only then she grabbed him by his collar. She looped her finger through the ring, and then she grabbed onto his leash. "What are you going to do for me later?"

"Clean the windows?"

"Good boy. Why?"

"Because I'm a boy," he said. "Because I'm a boy, and property, and it is my job to serve."

"It's not a job so much as a calling," she said.

"But, but you don't believe this."

Amy shrugged. "To be honest, it's a lot easier than I thought it would be. I've got you right here, and I can see that your cock is all locked up. You know what that does to a woman?" She shook her head from side to side. Clearly, she was amazed. "Knowing that you are owned and completely helpless changes everything. I don't have to worry about you or what you might do or say or think. You have no power here." She uttered those words like a revelation.

He had to answer. He had to say something, anything…

"Yes, Mistress."

"No, I'm not your Mistress. That's Minerva. I think from now on, you will address me as Miss."

"Yes, Miss," he said. As he yielded to her authority, he could feel something shift inside of him once again. It was a new hierarchy, a new designation, a new architecture to organize the world around him.

"Let's go back to the bedroom. There’s something I want to try with you."

"What?" Douglas asked, his tone adorable and pleading. "What is it?"

"Your mistress told me about how she broke you. I think I want to try that for myself."

"What are you talking about?" Douglas asked, mostly because he had to cling to that slender hope.

"If you can't figure it out for yourself, I'm not going to spoil the surprise," Amy said as she guided him down the wide hallway, past the other bedrooms, and straight to the double doors. She opened them, and then she motioned for him to crawl across. He saw his expansive bed, as well as the modifications Minerva had already made. The bookshelf once held different knickknacks and souvenirs, small tokens of his various triumphs. These included stress balls from companies he had acquired, a branded T-shirt, keychains and a few toys. They were expensive on their own, but he always admired what they had represented: Conquered competitors.

But now his toys had been replaced by other pieces of equipment including a dildo, a harness, a mundane collar and leash, handcuffs, and other items he didn't care to contemplate.

"In our society, men often try to sneak glances at women. You did it a lot, and I bet you often wondered what I looked like naked. Would you like to see?"

"You know you don't have to do this," he said.

"At this point, I don't mind showing you. You know why?"

He pressed his lips together into a pout as he stared down at the floor. He didn't dare speak.

"You know why?" Amy asked again.

He didn't say anything.

"Shock. Shock. Shock. Shock." The word hit the air four times; the microphones built into his collar recognized those sounds, and so Athena knew what to do; she unleashed a quartet of electric bursts. They flared along his body, lighting up his pain receptors.

"Why?" Douglas finally gasped out. The word felt as though it had been torn from his throat, but he gave her what she wanted.

"Because I'm in control. Because I own you right now."

"But you're not my Mistress," he said.

"I'm still your superior," she replied. "More importantly, your actual owner gave me permission to use you however I see fit." She contemplated him. "So I want you to watch. I want you to study me right now. I want to feel your gaze all over my body. And guess what? It's not going to change anything. When you see me, you won't get to look at prey, and I bet you won't even be able to fantasize about taking control. It will be impossible. Instead, you will go for the next best thing, and you will silently hope for the chance to be used. You want to be played with. You are just like any other toy…"

In that instant, he wished for the strength to contradict her; he wanted to tell her that he wasn't a toy, he could make his own decisions, and he would figure out some way to fight back. All of these thoughts sounded so good yet he couldn't chase after any of those tantalizing possibilities. They were abstract, they didn't lead him to any concrete action or strategy. Instead, he remained right there in front of her as she unzipped her skirt and dropped it to the floor. She pulled off her socks, she peeled away her panties, and soon she was naked from the waist down with her blouse just barely covering her sex. It didn't last for long. She removed one garment after another; she stripped away the layers until she was completely naked.

"Lay down on the bed. Spread your arms and legs for me. I want you to look up at the ceiling."

"Do it," Athena instructed. Or maybe she didn't say anything at all, and it was just his imagination.

"Yes, Miss."

"Good," Amy said as she watched. "Good boy." Soon enough, he was on his back with his eyes aimed up toward the ceiling just as she had commanded. His heart beat faster, and then she climbed up after him. She straddled him, her knees pushed against the curves of his rib cage. She had her legs spread and he glanced up. He could almost see her pussy, almost...

But then his eyes darted back toward her shining, black hair, the dark shades of her irises, the black of her pupils, and the way she smiled down at him. "I'm going to let you see me naked, but first…" She stretched forward, first toward his right wrist. He didn't react or struggle as she slipped one restraint around his limb. This wasn't a part of his suit; it didn't need to be either. Maybe this wasn't one of the most advanced pieces of technology conceived by the human mind, but it would still function. It would keep him bound and helpless, just as she desired.

She strapped down his right arm, then his left. She pivoted back toward his legs. She strapped down his left ankle, then his right. And when she finished, she ran her hands up along his legs to his flanks. She even reached down and squeezed the metal plate protecting his cock and balls.

"Close your eyes," she instructed.

"Yes, Miss."

"Can you feel that?"

"No, Miss."

Miss. He hated uttering that syllable. He hated using this newfound title of hers, mostly because of how it made him sound. Maybe he had addressed a woman as "Miss" before. If so, it had probably been back in elementary school. The idea that she could outrank him so thoroughly still grated against every thought and instinct he possessed.

Then again, he was just a boy, so now he had to deal with that difference in rank.

As an American, he instinctively believed in this egalitarian notion of society. People were supposed to be basically the same. There were no aristocratic titles, no caste system. At least, that was what he liked to believe. Everyone was supposed to have the same opportunities despite starting out with wildly different resources, options, social capital, wealth, and a million other variables that could influence an individual's life outcomes. But now he looked up at this woman, and he knew that she was his superior.

Superior. The idea seemed to stretch out into questions of physicality, emotional maturity, and intellectual power. She was his. Her. She could touch him, and now she squeezed his chastity cage. "I like knowing that this is under control. I like knowing that you can't get out of this without my say-so."

"No, Miss, I can't..."

"Is that frustrating? Is that humiliating?"

"Yes," he panted out.

"Why?"

Did she seriously just ask that? A burst of frustration ran through his body, making him jerk against his shackles. He pulled with his arms and legs all at once, bending his elbows and knees. He attempted to tear himself away from the restraints, to rip through the straps, or maybe to break the pillars off of his fourposter bed.

Despite the surge of anger, he failed completely. He yanked and twisted, thrashing from side to side as she watched. Then, right as he collapsed back down against the mattress, she ran her fingertips and palms along his body. She started at the sides of his thighs before moving up to his chastity belt again. From there, she stroked his stomach, his sternum, his neck, and then she leaned forward.

He stared up.

"Even now, you're looking at my breasts, aren't you?"

He redirected his gaze toward her eyes. Another wave of shame washed over him. But then she laughed, worked the buttons on her blouse, and pulled it off. A moment later, she reached back for that spot between her shoulder blades, and she unhooked her bra. She pulled it off and threw it down onto the floor. Yes, she was naked now.

He studied her shining black hair, her vibrant eyes, the curves of her lips, and her firm breasts right there in front of him, only a few inches away. Part of him wished he could reach up and feel those mounds. He wished he could glide his palms along her nipples. He wanted to touch her, to lick her, to hold her down and to feel her squirm beneath him. The urges were right there, only he didn't get that opportunity.

His shaft remained imprisoned, his cock under her control.

Then she braced her elbows against the mattress as she leaned down. She touched her lips to his. Then she pressed more firmly. She kissed him, and this thrumming passion vibrated through his body. He tried to fight it; he tried to hide from it. Despite his best efforts, the ecstasy ran through him. But no, it wasn't satisfaction. Instead, it was desire. It was raw need and animalistic hunger. All of his instincts cried out for him to get hard, to savor that burst of relief and satiety.

He couldn't get it, however. As she played with him, she grinned down at him. "Lick," she commanded. That's when she stretched forward and grabbed onto the headboard. Then she pressed her right nipple down against his mouth.

His breathing quickened. Yes, he had fantasized about this before. It had always felt like an inevitability; he couldn't resist those desires, but she was never supposed to find out the truth. She wasn't supposed to realize what he had been thinking about during those boring meetings and interminable negotiations. There had been so many different moments where someone would be giving a PowerPoint presentation or going on and on about some specific detail, one which was ultimately unimportant. At the time, he had glanced over at Amy. He had wondered what it would be like to caress her neck, to run his fingers through her hair and to grab her by her mane, to pull her head back and to kiss her passionately. Better yet, he could have reached up underneath one of those tight little skirts of hers. He could have explored the soft, white cotton of her panties before hooking his fingertips along the other side, and then he could stroke her. He could caress her and listen to her moan as he penetrated her with one digit, then another. Of course, those fantasies worked well enough for him. Soon he started imagining what it would be like to grab her and to bend her over one of those conference tables. He wanted her fingers to be splayed as she panted and moaned out. She could have screamed something like, "Yes, sir! Please, fuck me! Fuck me, sir!"

But at that moment, he was licking, gliding his tongue along her nipple, teasing the tip, going to the left and right, in tight little circles all around. He listened as she exhaled through her teeth, panted back up through her nostrils, and savored his attention.

Then she pulled away. "You want to do that again?"

"Yes, Miss."

"Plead for it," she instructed.

"Please, Miss? Please, can I lick your other breast? Please? I, I know my place. I understand that I am your inferior."

"Do you?" Stared down at him. She was naked, but that didn't rob this young woman of her power or authority. On the contrary, she seemed to understand how she could manipulate him. But this wasn't a matter of a young woman seducing some man. It wasn't as though he had any kind of power or influence. On the contrary, she saw the truth. She recognized the simple reality that she wielded every drop of power between them. So what did that make him?

He had become a pet, a plaything, a puppet and property. He had become a toy, so now she grinned at him.

"Yes!"

"Then beg for me to fuck you. Beg for me to put on that harness and pump you hard from behind, because you know that this is what will please me."

He sucked in a sharp breath. At the same time, a strange mixture of panic and excitement played across his skin. As the sweat appeared on his brow, he yanked on his restraints again, even as the words escaped his lips, "Please. Please, use me however you want. Put on the harness. Please, take me. Take me. Use me. Fuck me!"

"Not yet," she said. That's when she straddled his face and pushed her sex down against his mouth. "Lick," she ordered.

He used his mouth again. His lips tightened against her opening, and he darted his tongue up. He could feel her moan. He could sense those vibrations run across her skin as she reveled in his service.

This wasn't enough for her, however. The orgasm shot through her body, and then she scratched at his sides. From there, she grinned down at him. She freed his cock from the chastity cage. "Let him get hard, Athena."

"Yes, ma'am," came the appropriately deferential answer.

The belt retracted, freeing him. He hardened in an instant, and now she touched him. She teased him as he struggled. Like some wild beast, he fought against his restraints. Deep down, he had to know it would be futile. He couldn't actually break those shackles, yet his muscles still tightened and contracted as he tried to fight his way free.

She stroked him and teased him and watched as he bucked, arching his back and shaking the bed beneath them.

The corners of her eyes crinkled, and then she stepped away. She slid off of the bed, and she picked up the harness. She slipped the dildo into place, and then she lubricated it. Once it was glistening, she came back up onto the bed. He had to watch her crawl her way from side to side as she opened up the restraints.

Right away, there was a sense of freedom and possibility.

What if he tried to break away? What if he attempted to flee? He could have run for the exit, headed for the staircase or the elevator, and he could have tried to escape.

But no, this boy couldn't flee. Athena would be with him, and he couldn't remove the suit. He couldn't break her hold over him.

"On your hands and knees, pet," she ordered.

He obeyed, and she picked up his leash. Once he was in place, he wished he could have at least touched his cock. No, that wasn't a possibility.

She grabbed him, and she aimed the tip of her shaft. She pushed forward, thrusting into his tight opening. His eyes widened, and he tried to hate it. He couldn't. Yes, the shame flared across his body. And yet, she pushed forward, rough. She took what she wanted, burying her cock to the hilt almost immediately. Sure, he tried to clench down again. It didn't work with Minerva, and now it didn't work with this girl either. The women around him could do whatever they wanted, and they could enjoy it.

"How did that feel? How does it feel getting used?"

"I hate it!"

"True," she said as she drew back, only to pump into him again. With each thrust, she showed this boy who he was and what he had become.

"And?" Amy demanded.

"And it feels good!"

"Which part of it? Getting taken by a girl? Being used? The truth of it?"

"Yes. Yes, it feels good!" He couldn't deny the power of that stimulation or how his nerves cried out. Yes, pleasure coursed through his body. It cascaded along his senses, overwhelming him and leaving him completely enveloped by those delicious impulses. She pumped him harder now, thrusting again and again.

Then she yanked back, tore off her harness, and she threw it down onto the floor.

"Lay back," she ordered.

When he didn't move quite fast enough, she grabbed his arms and legs and strapped him onto the bed. She held him, shoving him into position. He didn't fight back. Yes, that could have been his opportunity. He tried to remember that he was bigger and stronger. If they had been out in the wild, he could have overpowered her. But this wasn't the wild. It was a penthouse at the top of a skyscraper, and he wore an artificial intelligence around his neck. He had been collared like any other pet.

Soon enough, it didn't matter because she had him strapped down. With this boy powerless beneath her, she straddled his face again. "Go deep fast. I want you to make me come right now," she ordered.

He raised his head, tilting his neck and opening his mouth. His tongue slid along her pussy as she rode his face. She used him again, and he licked her, one frantic movement of his tongue after another until she cried out. She screamed at the top of her lungs, and then she drew back.

"I'm not going to let you come," she said, whispering those words.

His eyes widened. "What? No. Please, you can't leave me like this!"

"Don't worry. I'm sure we can find a new position for you at work. Maybe you would like to be an assistant or secretary? You could be the office boy. What do you think of that, Douglas?"

He was about to say something, only she placed her hand over his mouth. "Actually, don't worry about it. I'm not interested in anything you have to say." With her comment hanging on the air, she shook her head from side to side, making her hair sway with every teasing movement. Then she slid off the bed, grabbed her clothing, and walked away.

Breathing in and out, he couldn't believe it. His cock was so hard! The desires were right there.

At the same time, he bristled, clenching his eyes shut because of one underlying truth.

Douglas Drake had surrendered. He had given that young woman everything she expected and demanded. And now, he was getting punished because his desires continued to pummel into him.

The worst part? If Amy had walked into that room again, braced her hands against the doorway and asked him to plead for another chance, he would have done it. He would have given that girl, his superior, anything she wanted. He would have admitted anything. He would have danced for her. He would have looked up at her with big, eager eyes.

Yes, he had been tamed. He could feel that underlying truth somewhere deep at his core.

The door opened again, and he jerked his head up. He was about to speak, but he didn't see that black haired girl this time.

"Mistress…"

"Hello, boy," she said, taking one playful step forward after another. She sashayed. At that moment, she looked so amazing. She pulled off her glasses and set them aside. Then she pulled the tie from her hair and let her blonde locks fall around her shoulders. After that, she removed her vest, her blouse, her skirt, and finally her shoes and socks. Soon enough, she was down to her bra and panties.

"You get a chance," she said. "You get a chance before I decide to lock this back up." When she spoke, she gently ran one finger along the contours of his cock.

It wasn't enough to let him get off, yet that brief, physical contact still set spirals of desperation coursing along his flesh. More. He needed more!

"Please, Mistress. Please, I have been tamed. I have been tamed as your slave. I, I will serve any woman you tell me to. I will do whatever you want. I, I belong to you now! I am a boy, and boys are born to serve. We are made to obey."

"Exactly," she said.

Her hands played along his body. She stroked his neck, his cheeks the back of his hands, and then his chest with her fingertips. From there, she came down to his cock and his balls. She toyed with him, and she watched as he twitched. Without trying, he started to struggle again.

"It's cute when you try to fight your way free, Douglas. You can't, can you? You're so much fun. You look so amazing, as you squirm beneath me. I love having you just like this. Maybe I'm going to keep playing with you."

"Yes, Mistress. You, you can use me however you want," he said again.

"Right now, I want sex," she said.

He closed his eyes, and there was that moment where he wanted to beg. Instead, he gazed up at her, and his expression became level. "Mistress, would you like me on my back, or my hands and knees?"

"You're ready to get used again, aren't you?"

"You are my mistress," he acknowledged. "You get to decide how you will use me."

"Smart boy," she replied. That's when she removed her panties. She pulled them off, and she tossed them down onto the floor. From there, she grinned ferociously as she spread her legs and took him. Savoring this moment, she trapped his cock. His eyes widened, his lips tensed, and he sucked in a sharp breath as he tried to hold back those urges.

"You know you can't come right now. You have to serve me."

"Yes, Mistress!"

"Good boy," she told him. "Smart boy."

She slid up and down along his cock. Then she braced her weight against her knees and shins. "Pump into me, slave."

"Yes, Mistress!" He called out those words, just as she expected and demanded. Rewarding him, she moved her body up and down along his length. She toyed with him, almost bouncing. Frantic movements pulsed through her body, growing stronger and stronger.

More. She craved more.

And so she took it from him.

She used him from one moment to the next; fresh excitement gloated deep in her core. It morphed into this blazing inferno. She could feel the eruption of desire and desperation.

"Now. I want you to give it up now. Give up everything for me! Come for me because you know you are my property. Come for me because you know you are my slave!"

"Yes, Mistress!"

There was no other possible answer, as he gave up control. His shaft pulsated, he lost himself to that wild bliss. A fiery tornado of ecstasy exploded through his body, as his shaft pulsated and while he pushed up into her, bucking his hips once again. Then it was over, and she drew back. She ran her fingers through her hair and tucked those loose strands behind her ears. She picked up her glasses, and she slid them back into place.

"Thank me," she ordered.

"Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for training me. Thank you for domesticating me."

"I like it when you tell me the truth," she said, patting him on the head. From there, she rested her cheek against his chest, and she languidly brushed one finger around random points on his body. She could relax now. She had her slave, all of his assets, and she didn't need to worry about anything. Later on, a woman like Minerva would decide to go after other targets. Maybe there were competitors who needed to be brought low. But for the moment, she had triumphed over this boy, so she allowed herself some time to bask in her victory even as she contemplated her next conquest.

The End
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