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Capturing Ultra Girl

My name is Alexander Reese, and I understand the nature of power better than most, especially her. The denizens of our city might want to grovel before the “benevolent” might of meta-humans like Ultra Girl, but I am different.

Throughout history, most people have failed to understand what true power means. Now that aliens are coming to Earth, that’s become especially true. Too often, citizens read about Ultra Girl or Ultra Man and they assume that power is all about having laser eyes, incredible strength, or the ability to fly across the planet.

Yes, these talents are impressive, but they aren’t power, not really.

True power comes down to the ability to take control, impose your will, and breakthrough what others expect. Yes, these two aliens might have the ability to burn down cities, but if they can’t use it because they won’t use it, then you might as well be limited to the talents of a normal person: someone like me.

Perhaps I’m being overly modest. Considering my achievements in the business world, I like to think I’m more than an average person. I started out with nothing; now I have assets worth billions, even more if you count the illegal accounts I keep among various island nations.

Granted, much of my wealth comes from illegal activities, but I’m okay with this. I understand that people need to struggle to evolve. The greatest revolutions come from the worst crises.

Ultra Girl is determined to maintain the status quo. She wants everything to remain static and stale. She’s here to keep us from evolving, from struggling and striving. She already knows my name, and that makes her a threat. She thinks she’s going to catch me red-handed at one point or another. She’ll discover one of my associates who will inevitably turn on me.

Then I need to take care of her now. I need to fix this.

Fortunately, where there’s a problem, I often see opportunities.

Ultra Girl might be able to block bullets with her body. She might be able to lift up cars and even fly them off into orbit, but she is vulnerable. Just like her irritating cousin or brother or whatever he happens to be, Ultra Girl will succumb to simple arrogance.

I’m sitting in this exquisite study, probably one of my favorite rooms in my primary apartment. Situated at the top of Reese Tower, it is protected by some of the most advanced technologies available to someone like me. Military grade defense turrets have been installed in the roof and ceilings. I can track incoming aircraft and shoot down most unwanted visitors.

Yes, the local authorities would probably have something to say about this, but everyone in the city knows how wealthy I am. Ultra Girl might show up when a building is on fire or a cat is stuck in a tree, but she doesn’t go to fundraisers for politicians, which means she doesn’t have much leverage. After all, every elected official must worry about how he or she is going to fund the next campaign.

As I sit here in my study, I wait for her.

She’s so predictable.

I put out word to some of my street level contacts: if they see Ultra Girl, they need to give her a message. They need to offer her a “tip”. She’s going to get in, think that’ll be enough, and show up here.

Ultra Girl.

I’m looking forward to owning her.

I’m sure most men would lack the vision for something like this. Yes, some men might fantasize about enslaving a creature like this, but I am better than most men. I’m stronger and smarter and more capable. That’s why I’m going to succeed.

My phone buzzed a few minutes ago with a text message. One of my associates reported his crew tried to rob a convenience store. Predictably, Ultra Girl flew down, landing like some sort of angel as her blonde hair fluttered in the wind.

As she stood there, the robbers pulled out their guns and tried to fire. It was a waste of time, of course. Bullets just bounced off of her. They weren’t even capable of ripping through her alien manufactured top or skirt.

She grabbed their guns, one by one, bending and ruining them. These robbers weren’t even smart enough to try to take hostages. After all, that’s usually the only way for someone to try to fight Ultra Girl. Considering all of her other abilities, going after her with terrestrial weapons just won’t work.

Luckily for me, I have something alien on my side.

After Ultra Girl tied up the robbers and called the police, my associate jumped out of his car. Theoretically, he was supposed to be the getaway driver, but she had no idea.

He did his best to look nervous, licking his lips, maybe even holding his hat in his hands as he approached her. She probably assumed that he was just there to say thank you. So many people wanted to express their gratitude. Ever since she came to the city, the crime rate fell significantly.

He told her what she wanted to hear, how he worked for me as a manager in one of my top-secret divisions. He told this girl that I was working on some powerful weapon, something capable of taking down a meta-human.

Obviously, she couldn’t allow that. That’s why she will be on her way here. I’ve already received reports that she’s checked out three of my other facilities. Once she discovers they’re empty, she will come to speak with me directly.

The window shatters, wind blows in, and I glance up, apparently bored even as my eyes continue to roam over the text before me. I’ve always been a fan of Hemingway.

Marching in, she crunches the broken glass underneath her blue boots.

Every time I see her, I can’t help but think of how she looks like some college girl. With straight blonde hair, big blue eyes, and a cute nose, she should be off at sorority parties, not taking on people like me.

Perhaps that’s another facet of power: it’s not only a question of application and ability, but also maturity. Having a weapon doesn’t mean a whole lot if you don’t know how to aim it. Clearly, this girl doesn’t. If she did, she wouldn’t be here alone.

“Hello, Ultra Girl,” I said without closing the book.

“Where’s the weapon, Alexander?” She takes a step forward, striding toward me.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I reply.

“You’re building a weapon. You think you’re going to be able to bring me down.”

Oh yes, I think to myself. She is definitely going down. Smirk tugs at the corner of my mouth as I enjoyed that middle school humor.

“Ultra Girl, do you really think I would tell you. More importantly, do you ever stop and wonder which rules you are supposed to follow? I’m sure you believe in your conscience, but things can’t be that easy for you,” I say. Before I put my plan into motion, this is something I’ve always wondered about these “superheroes”.

“What are you talking about?” Her eyes move along the walls. She might be naïve, but she isn’t completely stupid; she is aware of the apartment’s automated defenses. She’s broken in here before and confronted them. She’s also left hundreds of thousands of dollars of damage in her wake. Even the best human technology can’t stand up to her native talents.

“I’ve always wondered about this. You fly around the city, substantively to stop criminals, but then you can’t exactly know why someone is doing something. Or worse, what happens when social norms change? Have you ever arrested someone dealing marijuana? What happens when the city legalizes it the next week? You feel bad about that?”

“It’s not my job to decide what is legal or not,” she tells me, haughty and completely confident.

Somehow, I don’t think she really understands what I mean, especially since it’s not as though she’s a legal entity herself. She just broke into my apartment. She doesn’t have a warrant; a judge hasn’t approved her actions.

But then, humans are always amazing with hypocrisy. No one is as moral as they would appear to be.

She takes another step forward, and that’s when I slipped my hand underneath the cushion of my chair. I find that hidden control panel, press a button, and watch as the panels in the walls slide up, revealing glowing red rock.

Each stone has been refined and meticulously carved into a perfect cylinder. The room takes on a red hue as the alien radiation pulsates into the expansive space.

Her eyes get big as the stone from her home planet saps her strength and drains away her extraordinary abilities.

She stumbles back, obviously thinking she’s going to jump out of the window. If she can make it, she will feel the sun’s rejuvenating rays. Her powers will return, and she can come back for revenge.

“Where do you think you’re going?” I ask, sounding smug as I press another button.

Reinforced steel bars slide down across the broken window, cutting off her escape. She doesn’t care. Despite the overwhelming sense of weakness, she marches forward, grabs onto the bars, and she tries to bend them.

I sit here, watching, focused even as I calculate through different possibilities. Yes, I have other options in case she manages to rip through that metal barrier.

One bar bends a half inch. Another bar starts to break.

“This must be very frustrating for you, to be limited to the talents of us mere mortals.”

Gritting her teeth, she tells me, “You are not going to let you succeed! You are evil, and evil never triumphs!”

“I’m not evil,” I tell her. “I’m a pragmatist and ambitious. There’s a meaningful difference.”

Sweat breaks out along her brow as she redoubles her efforts. The first bar bends another half inch, but she isn’t able to fit through the gap. It’s too thin, even for her petite frame.

As she works, I study her pleated skirt, smirking slightly because I’ve always wondered why she dresses this way. Unlike her alien compatriot who put on a uniform that shows off her perfect muscles. Instead, her outfit looks like something a schoolgirl might wear. Pleated skirt, snug top, gloves and boots. Even the headband seems out of place.

Maybe that’s something we can talk about later.

“You are evil! You break the rules. You would go against what society says is right.”

“Society isn’t always right, my dear,” I tell her, standing.

She must notice the movement from her peripheral vision.

She spins around, facing me. With her shoulders squared and her legs braced, she thinks she’s going to be able to take me.

Ultra Girl can certainly try.

With a war cry on her lips that seems out of place coming from a petite blonde girl, she nonetheless races toward me, running hard. Despite the alien radiation permeating the room, she pushes all of her strength into tackling me. She throws her body up against me.

Under normal circumstances, she could knock a tank several miles back, but now she’s diminished, so she throws herself forward, I brace myself, and grab her. She shoves not me back several feet, and I even fall, hitting the ground hard.

Fortunately, I’ve trained myself for this kind of combat. A man in my position must be able to defend himself.

Just before I hit the floor, I tense my lungs, making sure the air isn’t knocked out of me. Then I grab her, wrapping my arms around her.

She feels like a wild animal as she tries to pin me. She wants me on my back with my hands crossed. She thinks she’s going to be able to hold me down and force me to hide the rocks from her.

Instead, I grabbed her, pulled her down, and pinned her. I used her own momentum against her. Before she knows it, I’m on top of her, holding her down. As she struggles, her face tightens with frustration, and that’s when I knew my plan was well-executed because she looks so cute, so adorable and sexy all at the same time.

“You’re hot when you fight,” I tell her.

“Then you should really like this,” she says, managing to tear one hand from my grip. She tries to punch me, but I block her, shoving her down once again.

Uselessly, she kicks out with her feet, but she isn’t able to connect to anything.

As I hold her, the radiation does its job, seeping into her, nauseating her. From what I understand, she can get used to that sensation, but going from a goddess to a helpless girl is going to take several minutes. And it’s not going to be pleasant.

“Just relax,” I tell her. “You know how this is going to end.”

“With you and handcuffs!” Ultra Girl shouts back, determined to break my hold.

She throws her legs up into the air, kicks down, and gets enough momentum in her torso to lift me up and force me back. She shoves as hard as she can, channeling the best of her strength. She knocks me away, turns toward the door, and she starts to run.

Normally, she can move faster than the eye can see. But at this point, she is nothing but a young woman. Maybe she’s quick on her feet, determined and completely focused, but that isn’t enough.

I’m bigger and stronger now. That’s why I reach into my coat pocket and pull out my favorite invention.

She runs, and I dash after her, grabbing her wrist.

She turns and throws a punch, one which I dodge pretty easily. That was sloppy, even for her. “You need to try harder,” I tease her. “Just because you’re strong, that doesn’t mean you don’t need to know how to fight. You can do better.”

She growls like an angry cat, tries again, throwing another punch. I pull her back with one hand, shove her up against the wall, and that’s when I show her the device.

Her eyes get big. “You’re wondering what this is, aren’t you?”

“To be honest, I designed this to be used on your brother’s insufferable canine. That dog is pretty powerful, don’t you think? He’s pretty powerful the way you used to be.” As I say those words, I shove the collar forward, snapping it around her neck. She cries out, yelping and whimpering in the same breath as the band connects and locks on.

The beat tells me that all the circuitry is working perfectly.

“You don’t even need to worry about the suppression collar running out of charge. It runs on more of the same rock that the cylinders are made out of,” I tell her.

Her eyes are big now, and she looks right at me. “Alexander, you need to let me go. You need to let me go right now.”

“No, I don’t. What I need to do is train you. But don’t worry. We started out here, but were going to be going somewhere else. Now, should I just a back up and wait for you to drop to your hands and knees or should I force you down myself?”

She spits in my face. I let go of her, wipe it off my cheek, and grin. “You’re going to pay for that.”

Her eyes get big because I’m still holding her with one hand. I drag her over to my chair, bend her across the arm rests, pull back her skirt, and raise my hand.

“What, what are you going to do to me?”

“Ultra Girl, you’re acting like a brat. What do you think I’m going to do to you?”

She doesn’t understand, not really. She can’t really comprehend just how powerless she has become.

“Brats get spanked,” I tell her simply. Then I bring my hand down several times in quick succession.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

A calculating grin spreads across my face because I’m actually punishing one of the most powerful beings on the planet. Just as impressive, I pulled down her panties. This girl should be able to fly out into space without any technological help, but now she’s totally powerless. My hand flashes down again, smacking into her behind. I’m thoroughly enjoying myself as I watch her skin start to pinken.

At first, she remains silent and stoic, as though this can’t really affect her, but I know the truth. Between the humiliation of getting spanked by her enemy, plus the powerlessness she now feels, she must hate every second of this. But she’s not a warrior, not really. She’s just a girl who has been playing pretend. Now she’s going to be put in her place.

“Tell me you’re going to be a good girl.”

“Never!”

Amused by her defiance, I shrug and spank her again. My hand flies down fast, striking her panties. That part actually makes me laugh. Underneath her skirt, she has these snug, white panties that feel like satin, but they must be composed of some other alien material, otherwise stray bullets would have left holes in her underwear.

I spank her some more, going for her naked butt cheeks.

Pretty soon, Ultra Girl can’t help herself. She cries out in dismay.

“Tell me you’re going to be a good girl,” I instruct.

“You’re not going to get away with this. I’m going to make sure you—”

“Sorry, what was that? You’re going to have to try again,” I tell her.

She hisses through her teeth. Her nostrils are flared, and her face is a bright shade of red. She fights as hard as she can, struggling to maintain some semblance of dignity, but she’s not a complete airhead, so she must realize that she’s not going to be able to hold out for much longer.

To encourage her, I give her another dose of discipline: SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

With every spanking, Ultra Girl cries out.

“You have to realize that you’re not going to be able to win this. Stop and think about it. I’m in charge now. I have complete control over you. I can spank you, tease you, denigrate you whenever I like. What’re you wearing, Ultra Girl?”

This time, I give her a few seconds to consider her situation.

She doesn’t want to face the truth, yet she has no choice. My hand glides along her backside, and I softly caress her reddened skin which makes her shiver. She doesn’t want to admit it, but some part of her must enjoy those tender ministrations.

“What are you wearing?” I demand again, pulling my hand up into the air.

Realizing that cooperation is the only way to forestall another spanking, she cries out, “A collar!”

“That’s right. You’re wearing a collar. Are you wearing a collar like a dog? Like a pet?”

In a small voice, she admits, “Yes.” Her voice is little more than a whisper, but in the quiet room, I can hear her easily over the distant sounds of the cityscape.

“Say it.”

“Please, I don’t want to,” she answers, her voice trembling.

“Say it,” I repeat, not unkindly.

She takes a breath, breathing through her teeth before she declares, “I’m wearing a collar like a dog. I’m wearing a collar like a pet.”

“Yes, you are. Now, are you going to be an obedient girl for me?”

Collared and helpless, she nonetheless holds a line in her mind, a point she refuses to cross. She might be willing to admit that she’s been collared, but she won’t actually promise anything.

Too bad for her.

I spank her again, hard and fast, bringing my hand down with extra force. Her discipline breaks as she cries out. Bent over, she swings her arms and kicks her legs, but she can’t get any purchase; she can’t connect with anything useful, meaning she’s stuck. Even the blonde will figure it out eventually. If she starts to understand that she doesn’t have any choice, she might as well give up. In fact, that’s the rational choice.

“In case you’re wondering, this room is lead-lined. There’s no chance of anyone with superpowers finding you. Besides, we’ve only been here for a couple of minutes. By the time anyone comes to search for you, you’ll be long gone.”

Those words cut right down into the core of her hope.

She holds her breath, perhaps thinking she might come up with some other brilliant solution at the last possible moment.

No.

I spank her five more times, bringing my hand down. I strike the left butt cheek, then the right. I make sure they were both bright red. She cries out again. “I’ll be good!”

“Will you be obedient?”

“Yes,” she says, growling out the word.

“Get down on your hands and knees like the pet you’ve become.”

I stand in front of her and watch as she assumes that humiliated position. She glares up at me, and her eyes blaze with anger.

If she didn’t have a collar around her neck, she would be able to disintegrate me down to a cinder with her heat vision. But instead, she must stay there on all fours like a well-trained dog.

“Kiss my shoes.”

“Hasn’t this gone far enough?”

“No,” I say. “Unless you want me to give you another spanking.”

She bites down, bows her head, and presses her lips to my shoes.

That’s when I reach into my pocket and take out my next favorite part. When she sees the leash, she glowers at me hard. “You have got to be kidding,” she complains.

“I’m not,” I reply.

As she stays on the floor, I attach the leash and give it one gentle tug. “You look good,” I tell her. “Clearly, this is where you belong.”

Her lips part, but she doesn’t really want to believe it. Still, she remains quiet. She must hate herself for staying silent, but she knows that I can still discipline her at any moment. Besides, she must be telling herself that she will figure some way out of this situation. An opportunity will present itself; she only needs to be ready.

She has no idea who she’s dealing with, nor does she understand what I have planned for her.

Since the collar is locked in place, I initiate the voice recognition software, “Program, begin.”

Her eyes get wide as she hears the corresponding beep. “Program, Punishment Level I.” Just like that, extra radiation is pumped into her body. She hisses through her teeth, only to cry out. This isn’t only a spanking. It’s so much worse. The pain lashes down into her core, knocking her to her back.

When she opens her eyes again, they are wet, and she’s panting.

Just as enraged as before, she pushes herself up onto her knees. Then she stands, perhaps thinking she can defy me.

“What is this thing?” Her hands scrabble at the device as she tries to fight it, to remove it. Unfortunately for her, it’s far too strong. Within moments, she drops to her knees, and I walk over and slide my fingers through her soft hair and wonder how many men have thought about what it might be like to be with Ultra Girl. She’s an American ideal, this perfect little blonde.

Now she’s staring up at me, her eyes filled with anger and wrath.

“Program, Punishment Level II.”

Ultra Girl must want to build up some kind of immunity to this fresh wave of agony, but it sweeps through her, knocking her back to her knees. And once she’s there, I pull on her leash and look down into her eyes. “You think you’re better than the humans around you. You think you should be able to dictate how we live our lives. I’m sorry, Ultra Girl. Whether you like it or not, you are a pet now, which means that I, as your Master, will punish and discipline you as I see fit. Now nod your pretty little head.”

She obeys, dropping her chin down and up just the way I expect.

“Good. Am I going to need to punish you again?”

“No,” she says.

I tug on her leash, pulling the collar tighter around her neck. “Try again.”

“No…Master.”

As we leave that first room, I send a couple of text messages. My cleaners will come by my apartment and clean up the broken window within the hour. There will be no evidence that Ultra Girl was ever here.

I escort my new pet down one hallway to my private elevator. Once the doors open, we ride it down to the parking structure underneath my building. This area is also private, meaning that none of my employees will see this beautiful girl on a leash as she crawls in front of me like a tamed a pet.

When the doors open, my driver is waiting for us. With short cropped blonde hair, a driver’s cap, and a black skirt, she looks gorgeous. She sees Ultra Girl on her hands and knees, but my employee doesn’t say anything.

Even so, the blonde crawling in front of me still feels compelled to make an attempt, “He’s holding me against my will!”

“Program, Punishment Level II,” I say.

Another dose of radiation shoots into her body. It won’t cause any long-term damage, but it’s incredibly unpleasant for her. The pain knocks the air from her lungs. Soon, she’s bowing her head down again as she gasps, doing everything she can to regain some composure.

Besides, my driver doesn’t care. Without a word, she opens the trunk to the black SUV to reveal the black dog cage.

When the driver opens the door, I motion down to Ultra Girl. “Crawl inside.”

“I am not getting in a cage,” she promises me.

Rather than crouch down to look right into her eyes, I ask her, “Are you really so sure?”

She isn’t.

Ultra Girl is just that, a young woman who doesn’t know how to negotiate, argue or fight. Sure, she may have been in countless battles, but she’s never really had to calculate strategies.

Within a few seconds, her determination fails. She bows her head down so that some of her blonde hair forms a curtain around her face. I smile again, looking forward to training her more thoroughly. I pull on her leash until she crawls forward and climbs up into the trunk, and ultimately into the cage. The gate is shut behind her. “Do you want to try to punch your way out?”

Locking her teeth, Ultra Girl can’t resisted the temptation. After all, those bars are so thin! She must believe that she can truly break her way free. But even if she did, what would happen next? Again, this superheroine isn’t thinking about that. She punches hard against the metal. Every bar clangs and vibrates, but Ultra Girl is still locked in there. Whether she likes it or not, she’s not getting out anytime soon.

“Cover her,” I order.

My driver pulls out a sheet and throws it over the cage.

“Don’t make too much noise,” I tell Ultra Girl. I would hate to have to gag you too.”

“Where to, sir?” my driver asks as she slides into the front seat.

In the back, I take out my phone and begin scanning through reports from my business’s various divisions. Unlike other CEOs, I keep close tabs on my minions without necessarily micromanaging their activities. As I deal with local and international issues, I’m always seeking an advantage.

“Facility Seventeen,” I reply without looking away from the small screen.

My driver doesn’t say anything else because she doesn’t need to waste my time. We make our way out of the city, through a small forest, along hills, and past a large river. Along the way, I continue to process a dozen different questions and decisions.

A few minutes before we arrive, I allow myself a rare moment to relax and enjoy the prospect of what’s about to happen.

Ultra Girl doesn’t know it yet, but she is now my property. In this young woman’s mind, she must believe that she’s going to be able to get out, but I have captured her. I have her, and I’m not letting her go. No one is going to find her here.

My driver gets out of the car and opens the door for me. I follow as she opens the trunk, and several of my employees appear out of the large house before me. Surrounded by green grass and gorgeous trees in the distance, this facility is remote. I have a few researchers here, other subordinates, and lots of specialized equipment.

Two large men open the SUV trunk and pull her out.

I can hear Ultra Girl on the inside. She’s probably wondering if maybe she should try to make her escape. But then, she senses the cart underneath the cage as the men roll her forward.

“Just leave her in the training room. I’ll deal with her in a little while,” I say.

Perhaps this superheroine just can’t help herself because she cries out, “You’re not going to get away with this, Reese! I’m going to find a way to escape, and then you’re going to be in so much trouble. I’m going to rip down your empire brick by brick!”

I may not have a line of sight on her control collar, but I still respond with a simple, “Program, Punishment Level II.” Less than a second later, I’m rewarded with her yelp of dismay as the pain shoots through her skin.

She might have been powerful, but she was never terribly bright. Ultra Girl will have to learn the new limitations of her life as my super slave.

There is something intensely pleasurable about thinking of Ultra Girl locked in a cage down in the training room. I’m going to enjoy teasing her and tormenting her, training and ultimately domesticating her. In time, she won’t think of herself as an incredibly powerful being. Instead, she will recognize one simple fact: I am in charge of her life now. Everything she gets, whether that is pleasure or pain, will be predicated on the decisions I make for her.

Rather than go talk to her right away, I instead head down into one of my offices. A scanner reads my retinas, confirms my identity, and unlocks of the reinforced doors. I step inside, take a seat, and get some work done. While I am strategizing and dealing with various contingencies, my pet is down in the training room, lost in the dark, locked up and helpless.

After about an hour, I stretch my arms over my head and make my way to the training room.

I open the door silently. For a moment, I wonder if her fantastic hearing has stayed with her despite the fact that Ultra Girl has lost her strength. I walk quietly over to her, grab the sheet, and yank it away.

Her eyes flutter open as she tries to adjust to the bright illumination.

The look of surprise on her face makes it clear she wasn’t expecting me.

“Hello, Ultra Girl.”

She presses her lips together in an angry frown and stares right back at me She doesn’t want me to think that she’s nervous or scared. If she can bluster her way through this, then maybe she will find an opportunity.

She’s adorable because she’s wrong.

I crouch down by her cage, and I look at her. “Ask me to let you out.”

“Why? So you can put me on a leash and walk me around like a dog again?”

Chuckling at first, I nonetheless tell her, “that won’t be necessary this time. Instead, you’re going to climb up onto that spanking bench. Then I’m going to strap you on to it and we are going to have a conversation.”

“About what?” I can’t tell if she really wants to know or she is just stalling for time. Probably both.

“You’ll find out once I have you helpless.”

“As long as I’m true to myself, I’m never going to be helpless,” she tells me.

I arch an eyebrow at her, which makes her blush, probably because she recognizes the futility of spouting stupid clichés at me. “I know you’re blonde, but I don’t think you’re quite that dumb.”

Her blush intensifies as she looks down.

“Ask me to let you out or I will have to punish you again.”

Her fingers tense into fists, and she probably wishes she could just punch her way out of that dog cage. Hilariously, there’s nothing special about it. It’s the exact same kind of box you might get for any other dog, and she must realize this.

“Please, can I get out of the cage?”

“Yes, you may,” I tell her, opening up the side. She scrambles out, crawling as fast as she can. As she does so, I enjoy the view of her panties since her skirt had been pulled up at some point.

Once she’s out, she jumps up onto her feet. She raises her fists like she thinks we’re going to fight.

Instead, I point over to the spanking bench. It’s a long piece of wood padded and equipped with restraints on all of the legs.

“Go,” I tell her.

“I’m not going to cooperate with you, Alexander!”

“Program, Punishment Level III.”

Her eyes get big as she recognizes the words. She takes a step forward, perhaps thinking she can strike before I finish talking. As I utter the words the device around her neck recognizes the command from its creator, so it unleashes another dose of alien radiation. The jab of pain must be like getting electrocuted. Her skin must feel like it’s on fire for just a couple of seconds, but that’s enough to sap her of her fight. This ditz falls to her knees, and that’s when I run my fingers through her hair and take a hold of her scalp. I pull her head back and look down into her eyes. “Ultra Girl, you might be a slave, be you still have some control over your situation.”

“Like what? I get to decide whether or not you enslave me the easy way or the hard way?”

If she expects me to react or seem ashamed, she’s disappointed because I tell her, “Precisely.” With my free hand, I reach down and stroke her cheek. “Ultra Girl, are you going to be an obedient girl who recognizes her situation? Or will you insist on attempting to be stubborn? I’m fine either way. Ultimately, you will be on your knees, worshiping every decision I make for you.”

“Never,” she insists.

I pull on her hair, yanking her forward. She scrambles toward the spanking bench. I shove her down onto the padding, grab her wrists, and push them into the shackles. When she feels the tight leather around each limb, she pulls on the restraints.

“If I had my normal power, I could rip through these in a heartbeat,” she insists.

“You’re absolutely right about that. But right now, you’re about as strong as an eighteen-year-old girl, which means you aren’t going anywhere.” To prove my point, I lock her ankles to the rear legs.

“Go on,” I encourage her. “Struggle. Fight as hard as you can because you think you’re better than this. Show me what you can do.”

She must hate cooperating with me, but Ultra Girl is willing to fight as hard as she can because she won’t believe she’s truly trapped. She’s probably been in many difficult situations before, but she’s never faced a control collar like the one she now wears. Worse, she’s never faced someone like me.

Taking down a couple of my associates or minions isn’t terribly impressive. Now she’s going to learn her lesson.

After a few seconds of watching her struggle, I pull back her skirt, inch down her panties, and slide my hand between her legs.

“No!” Ultra Girl cries out right as she realizes what’s going to happen. My fingers touch her. I start to probe and tease her, moving my fingertips with expert precision. I might not know this girl quite yet, but I study her movements, picking up on what she enjoys most.

Within the span of about a minute, she starts to get wet. She’s moist as the heat flails through her body, making her more and more susceptible to my soft ministrations.

All the while, she bites down as I finger her.

“Stop it,” she finally manages to gasp.

I respond by sliding one, then two fingers deep into her most sensitive spots. Worse, I reach up with my free hand and spank her hard.

She cries out, torn between pleasure and pain. “This is how going to train you, Ultra Girl. I’m going to use pleasure and pain. I’m going to keep you caged and leashed. Before, you could fly wherever you wish to go. Now you’re a pet. You’re an exotic piece of property, something I can show off to my friends and associates.”

“Never!”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Yes! I swear!”

“Where do you work?” I ask.

My fingers continue to slide forward and back, stimulating her. But now, she’s blinking rapidly, utterly confused.

“You must have a regular job. I can tell. You don’t operate every minute of every day, so you must have a cover identity. When you pretend to be a regular person, where do you work?”

“I’ll never tell!”

As I continue to stroke her, she becomes desperately aroused. That much is obvious, both from the way her skin turns a bright shade of pink, plus how she is panting. Her breathing has become stressed, shallow little puffs as she tries to keep up.

I bring her close to an orgasm, so delectably close, only to pull my hand back and to spank her. I strike both of her butt cheeks, first the left, then the right. I imagine I can see my handprint on each side of her body.

“This isn’t fair!” Yes, she sounds like some spoiled brat, but I don’t mind.

“Life is never fair for a slave.”

“I will never be your slave!”

“Just stop and think about what you’re willing to do for me,” I told her. “I’ve already had you on a leash. You willingly crawled into a cage. Are you sure you’re not a pet?”

I spank her four more times. As I finish, I see that her eyes are wet and her bottom lip is trembling. “Or how about this, Ultra Girl? You’re about to tell me exactly where you work.”

“No, never. I won’t. I swear, I won’t!”

My fingers penetrate her again. She’s about to say something else, only those words are quickly swallowed up by her desperate gasps for air. Normally, this girl can run across continents, but now just getting stimulated and spanked is so much more than she can handle!

I tease her, bringing her close to an orgasm.

Then I stop.

I stimulate her again.

Then I stop.

I spank her.

I work her up, taking her closer and closer to that crescendo.

Then I stop again.

I spank her some more, giving her another dose of pain mixed with the sheer embarrassment of getting punished like a child.

She takes the punishment because she has no choice, but she still tries to fight. The desperation must be mounting as she bucks from side to side, desperate to escape this contraption of wood, metal, and leather.

“Fine!”

I grab her hair and pull her head back again. I look down into those cobalt eyes of hers. After a nervous gulp, she realizes that I’m not going to repeat myself.

“I work at the Daily World,” she tells me.

“You’re a reporter?” I ask. The idea makes me laugh.

“I worked behind the scenes,” she tells me.

“Fascinating.”

She bows her head down once I release her. Then I come back up behind her, stroke her pussy, and tease her some more. She must have believed that the interrogation was over. Oh no. Foolish girl. It’s just getting started.

“What’s your name?”

She bites down again, clearly determined not to make a sound. She surrendered once, but she must be marshaling her flagging resources. She needs to build a some kind of mental defense against pleasure and pain. But even if she’s an alien, that’s not enough to protect her.

“I will tell you,” she says, only this time there isn’t any real vehemence in her voice. She doesn’t come off as furious or angry. Instead, she’s quiet and determined, yet that won’t be enough. This time, I chuckle and tell her, “You know, you did a good job telling me where you work. And you also realize that in doing so, you already gave me your name. I could hack into their personnel files within a matter of minutes.”

“Then why don’t you do that?” Ultra Girl demands. “Proof you’re so smart.”

I spank her as a reply. She bristles, angry that I can punish her whenever I want.

“You tell me,” I say. And as I answer her question, I slide my hand back up against her sex. My fingers glide into her wet, eager opening. Although Ultra Girl tells herself that she hates this, another part of her is thoroughly aroused. So much of her body must be enjoying this.

“I’m not going to say anything!”

I tease her, bringing her to the very edge of an orgasm. Then I stop. I let her body relax. She starts to catch her breath, and then the stimulation resumes.

She doesn’t know if she’s going to be allowed in orgasm.

“Your reward for before,” I tell her.

That’s when she realizes that I have my fingertips pressed up against her clit, only now she doesn’t get any choice. Whether she masturbates frequently or almost never, it doesn’t matter because the pleasure isn’t something she gets to pick any longer. I force her to enjoy captivity. I make her savor every second as she cries out.

Helplessly, Ultra Girl thrashes against her leather restraints, but they hold her down, making sure that she can rub her chest and breasts against the sides of the spanking horse, but that’s all.

I pull my hand back and look right into her eyes. “What’s your name?”

“I’m not going to tell you,” she promises.

“Did you enjoy your orgasm?”

Rather than responding, Ultra Girl just glowers at me like some sullen sorority girl.

“I’m hoping that you did. You know why? Because you just came hard, and I recorded every second of it. Right now, hidden throughout this facility and in cloud accounts placed all over the world, their recordings of you coming hard in this training room. Should I release them?”

Her eyes get big.

She’s thinking through the implications. She might portray herself as an innocent girl who is just an All-American superhero, the kind of young woman who wants to make the world a better place. And yet, she has a following. There are fans who give her nicknames, follow her exploits, and practically worship her.

“Please, don’t let anyone see me like this,” she pleads as the embarrassment ripples through her voice.

“Why not? Do you think people would stop calling you Ultra Girl? What are some other nicknames they could come up with? Ultra Horny? Ultra Slut?”

She bristles again, her cheeks clouding red with fresh waves of shameful blush. But then, I wipe my fingers off on her white top before looking into her eyes and waiting for her to make a decision.

“You don’t want to just look up my name. You don’t want to just hack into some files because that’s too easy. You need me to cooperate.”

“I already have you. I don’t need you to do anything,” I remind her.

“Fine,” she acquiesces, her voice loaded with scorn. “You want me to cooperate. You want me to give in and give up.”

“That’s correct,” I tell her. “So what’s your name?”

“Zara Tor-Zel,” she tells me.

“The people over at the DMV must have laughed when they saw your name.”

“That’s my given name,” she answers. “I figured I could just save us both some time.”

“Zara,” I repeat those two syllables like a sybarite enjoying a meal. “I think I’m going to continue to call you Ultra Girl for now. But I want you to know that you’ve made incredible progress. In fact, I think you’ve earned a replacement for your panties.”

After their exposure to the radiation back at my apartment, her underwear is flimsy. In fact, I grab a pair of scissors and cut right through them as though they were nothing but plain, terrestrial cotton. I threw the garment to the floor, just along the periphery of her vision.

Ultra Girl does her best to pretend that she doesn’t care, but I can tell she hates losing a piece of her uniform.

“Lift your pelvis off of the spanking bench. If you don’t, I’m just going to use the collar because I’m not interested in playing with you right now.”

She hesitates for one, two, three full seconds, only then she gives in. She lifts her body off of the bench, making it easy for me to lock her in a chastity belt.

“Pleasure can be much more corrosive than pain,” I tell her.

If she understands what I mean, she gives no sign of it, probably because she’s hoping to deny me some modicum of satisfaction. Really, she has no idea what’s about to happen to her.

“Did you enjoy your orgasm?”

Still strapped down and staring straight ahead, she refuses to respond. She probably believes this grants her some modicum of dignity or self-respect that she might not otherwise be allowed. As I smile, I lift the contraption. This is a belt, something a human woman wore when females has far fewer rights. Perhaps that’s why it’s so perfect for Ultra Girl. As my pet and plaything, she won’t have any rights at all.

Now she just needs to learn and accept this fact. Frankly, it’s just a matter of time.

To be continued…
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