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Controlling the Hacker

by Lilith T. Bell

 



***

Before I began searching, I
had no idea how many of us there were. I'd never met another single
person who was like me, but I was too humble to think I was the
only superhuman on the planet. My ability—to control
electromagnetism—did make things easier once I figured out very
specific ways to apply it. Those specific ways? Hacking the US
government and military, seeking any information I could on people
like me. They called us “metahumans” or “mutants.” The best guess
on “mutant” numbers I could find was that some scientists making a
report for a top secret project under the NSA estimated we were
0.0001% of the population.

“Push the
computer away and put your hands where I can see them, Mr.
Eichberg.”

The man's voice came from
right behind me, on the other side of the couch. My hands froze
over the keyboard and I took a deep, shaky breath. My door was
locked. I knew that no one could have come in that way, because I
was sitting in the living room with my laptop, facing the front
door. It was a far nicer apartment than any twenty-one year old
orphan with no visible means of income should have been able to
afford, but, well. I didn't just use my control of electronics for
collecting information.

ATMs are basically the most
wonderful thing in the world when you just have to wave a hand at
one to have it spit out money.

“My dad was
Mr. Eichberg. Why don't you call me Nick?” I joked as I slowly
pushed the laptop across the coffee table. When I thought it would
be far enough away to satisfy my uninvited guest, I raised my hands
in the air, trying to look as harmless as possible.

“How about I
call you a treasonous thief?” the man countered.

I sensed movement and looked
to the side, watching as he circled around the couch to face me. He
had a gun trained on my head, but I didn't know enough about them
to be able to identify it. Big, I decided. It was a big gun. The
hands cupping it were light-skinned and large. I swallowed hard,
then forced my eyes to focus on the rest of the man instead of just
that gun. He was tall and wore a tan trench coat over a white
button up shirt and black slacks. He didn't have on a tie and the
first few buttons on the shirt were undone. His body looked lean,
but cut. My eyes slowly moved up to his face, which had a
surprisingly playful look on it. He looked like he was somewhere in
his late twenties, or maybe a very young-looking thirty. There were
no visible lines around his eyes; just incredibly thick, long
lashes. His short brown curls were tousled in an artful way that
looked like they were better suited for an underwear modeling shoot
than pointing a gun at me.

I didn't point that out,
since I didn't think it would really be appreciated.

“Who are you?”
I asked, shocked by how calm my voice sounded. Man, I was way more
badass than I gave myself credit for. “Aren't you supposed to
identify yourself when you break into a guy's apartment and wave a
gun in his face?”

The man smirked, then took
one hand off the gun to reach inside of his trench coat before he
whipped out an ID badge. “Special Agent Dolan Maddox.”

Maddox was a name I
recognized. They were one of those absurdly wealthy families based
here in New York. I wasn't aware of any of them working as special
agents or anything like that. I took a deep breath and began using
my ability to search him. He wasn't wearing a wire, but he did have
a smartphone on him. It would take time to crack it and find out
where he was really from and who he really was, but I thought if I
kept him talking I could manage that.

“You're not
here to arrest me,” I said.

“No, I'm here
to offer you a job.”

“You're—” I
cut myself off sharply, my jaw closing with an audible click. He
smirked again and took a seat next to my laptop on the coffee
table. His gun was still ready in his hand, but no longer trained
directly at me. I glanced at my computer and debated my chances,
then began working through how to use my ability to get out of
this. A sudden electrical surge in the computer could cause a fire
and could distract him long enough for me to get away, or get the
gun, or something.

He raised an eyebrow
slightly, then stood up and stepped away from the laptop. “Stop
it.”

“Stop what?” I
asked innocently.

“Using your
power. Did you really think a mundane would come to recruit
you?”

I stared at him somewhat
blankly. Yeah, that had been what I thought, because I couldn't
really wrap my mind around ever meeting another person like me. I'd
come across people who claimed to be psychic or bullshit like that,
but they were just crazy or con-artists. There was nothing physical
to indicate I was using my power. Had he read my mind?

“Yeah, I did,”
he said and I swallowed hard. Well that complicated things. “I also
know you're a desperate closeted virgin who's been ogling me since
I showed up. So why don't you stop trying to find ways out of this
and just accept a bright new future working for your
government?”

“Or what?
What's the threat here? Are you gonna shoot me? Or just mindfuck me
until I say yes?”

Dolan—if that was his real
name—chuckled as he opened up his trench coat and nonchalantly
settled his gun into the holster there. He let the trench coat drop
closed again, then lunged toward me. His hands pushed my shoulders
back to pin them against the back of the couch and he straddled my
lap, effectively holding me in place.

“There are
better things to fuck than your mind.”

I bit my bottom lip, trying
to keep myself from reacting to suddenly having a gorgeous man in
my lap. The fact that he'd broken in here for some shady secret
government purpose didn't matter to my libido. He was close enough
that it would be negligibly easy to take the gun, but he'd know
what I was doing before I did it. I stared up at his face as I
tried to keep my mind carefully compartmentalized. I wasn't
thinking about how my hand was inching towards his holster. I was
thinking about his lips and how soft they looked. It made it
harder—literally—not to get aroused, but it was more than enough to
mask my thoughts.

My hand closed around the
gun and jerked it out of the holster. I pushed the barrel of it up
against the underside of his jaw. “Ha!”

In the next instant, my hand
was empty. So was my lap. I blinked, then realized that Dolan was
still standing over by the coffee table. He was laughing again,
shaking his head. His hands weren't holding a gun and when he drew
back his trench coat, I saw there wasn't even a holster. There had
never been a gun at all. “Never went up against a telepath before,
have you? You saw what you expected to see, Nick.”

I rose to my feet, feeling
just a little unsteady now. If he could do things like that to my
head, I'd never have any idea of what was really going on. “I
thought you weren't going to mindfuck me.”

“Did I say
that?” Dolan asked, smirking a little. “I don't think I did. Just
that there are better things to fuck.”

“I don't think
you're with the government.” It took effort to muster up more
bravado, but I desperately needed it. Even if he could read my
mind, showing weakness now couldn't be an option. “They wouldn't
send you alone. They sure as hell wouldn't leave me with access to
everything around here I can use. Who are you really?”

“Access, huh?”
Dolan raised a brow and suddenly my entire apartment disappeared. I
looked around, my heart pounding with genuine fear now. The
familiar surroundings had been replaced with a blank white world.
The other man was now gone from where he'd been standing, too. I
turned around in a circle looking for him, but he'd masked himself
just like he'd done with the apartment. Assuming I was still really
there at all.

Cautiously, I reached out
with my power. I felt my laptop, my TV, the wiring in the walls. A
moment's effort found his phone, too, and I turned to face where he
was standing. I couldn't see him, but I knew where he was now. He
seemed able to mess with my sense of touch, sight and sound, but
didn't know how to manipulate my ability itself. Just detect
it.

“What the hell
do you want from me?” I demanded.

I couldn't see him, but I
sensed the movement of his phone coming toward me. Behind me, I
could sense my laptop sitting on the coffee table and used that as
a point of reference, jumping over it and then running, blindly,
toward the door. I could sense where the wires went up and around
the doorframe and aimed my body there, reaching out to try to find
the doorknob.

My hand froze in the air. My
feet refused to take another step forward. I could still breathe
and move my head—for all the good it did me when he'd turned my
sight white—but the rest of my body refused to move another
inch.

“You're
smarter than I thought. That's good,” Dolan said, practically
purring the words.

I felt his body press
against my back and I found myself moving forward against my will
until I was pinned to the wall. I could feel his cock hard against
my ass and I turned my head to the side to gasp for breath, biting
my tongue to hold back a groan.

“I want you to
join us. I'm one of the most powerful telepaths in the world and
you're still able to get around my powers? That's impressive.” His
breath tickled at the back of my neck, making me shudder. I still
couldn't see anything or move, but I felt one of his hands working
under my shirt. It slid over my stomach, then upwards to rub at my
chest. I wasn't quite as cut as him, but genetics had been kind to
me. My body was thin, but well-muscled even so. No one had ever
gone rubbing all over it like this before, though.

“Who's 'us'?”
I asked him breathlessly.

His hand slid down my body
again to grip my cock through my jeans, making me whimper quietly.
There was no denying that I was hard. As clearly dangerous as this
man was, he also had me pinned to a wall and felt amazing behind
me. His hand worked over me through the denim slowly, feeling out
how big I was. I'd jerked off so many times to the idea of being
physically dominated and the reality of it was both more arousing
and overwhelming than I could have imagined. Did he know that,
too?

“Anything
you're thinking, I know. You're really terrible at keeping
secrets,” Dolan told me, before his teeth scraped at the back of my
neck and made me groan, my eyes fluttering shut. “I can't tell you
who we are unless you join us, but we are
the good guys. You wanna be a good guy, don't
you?”

I briefly thought about my
ATM thieving and some of the guilt I felt over that, but it was
impossible to keep a rational thought in my head when he was
stroking my cock through my jeans and working himself against my
ass slowly. Maybe that was part of his plan, to lather me into a
sexual frenzy so I'd just agree to everything he suggested.

The truth was, the offer
appealed to me. I wanted to find other people like myself. Doing
some sort of good—assuming anything he was saying was the
truth—appealed, too. But I didn't like blindly agreeing to
anything. I had no idea what I'd be doing or what would be expected
of me. I didn't know if I could trust him and that made it very
difficult to say yes.

Behind me, I heard Dolan
sigh and he drew away from my back. His telepathy kept me from
pulling my body away from the wall for a moment longer before I
felt my body spin around to face him of its own volition. This
time, I could see him. The rest of the apartment was still blocked
by his mental domination, but I could see him and I considered that
an improvement.

“Take your
shirt off,” he ordered me.

Even if he hadn't been using
his powers to control me, I might have complied with it. As it was,
I had no control. My hands pulled my t-shirt off, then dropped it
on the floor. I saw his lips curl in a faint smirk as he looked
over me. His eyes almost felt like a physical presence, as if
everywhere they looked was being
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