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    Deciding you can’t take any more of the professor’s lecture, you discreetly get up from your desk and head out into the hallway. In a little while, this corridor will be filled with college students heading between classes, back to the dorms, or out to their cars. But right now, it’s quiet, and you enjoy the chance to relax and let some of the tension leave your body. 
 
    Predictably, you pull out your cell phone and start playing on it. 
 
    You check your feed, answer a couple of text messages, and smirk at a GIF from one of your friends. Because you know you only have a couple of minutes, you decide to hit the bathroom. 
 
    With your eyes on your phone, you wander through the doors. They close behind you, and you stop in front of the mirrors. As you work to get some of the kinks and stress out of your arms, you stretch your hands to your sides, then over your head. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, you hear the stream splashing down into the toilet bowl as I pee. Sure, I should be in class too, but everyone—including the professor—knows I’m smart enough to miss a couple of class sessions, and it won’t affect my perfect grades. 
 
    At first, you don’t put the pieces together. Only then, you glance up, realize there aren’t any urinals and freeze. Wait a second, you think to yourself. You haven’t been here before. 
 
    With a sinking feeling, you realize this isn’t the men’s room. 
 
    Just then a toilet flushes, and you know you should get out of here right away. And yet, you glance over your shoulder, and you hesitate again. What if you start to exit and bump into a girl on her way in? 
 
    It’s a ridiculous question, especially because you have to leave. You can’t stay here forever. In fact, the women’s room is mostly quiet and empty for now, but that won’t be true for much longer. Classes will get out, and a flock of girls will come in here to wash up, do their makeup, and relieve themselves. 
 
    I push the stall door open, step out, glance up, and see you. 
 
    Our eyes meet, and a wicked smile curves along my mouth. You might be startled, but a plan instantly forms behind my cobalt irises. 
 
    “I, I—I think I’m in the wrong—” 
 
    “What’re you doing here, David?” I ask as I saunter forward. 
 
    Your eyes move along my body, and you know you should answer. Somehow, you can’t push the words passed your lips, especially when you study me in my high-heeled black boots. Light plays along those leather curves. You listen as my heels click against of the tiled floor. At the same time, you study my toned thighs, my narrow waist, and that hint of cleavage. 
 
    A girl like me absorbs all of your attention. You know you should stop or turn away, only you can’t. 
 
    Your thoughts are scattered as I step closer and closer. Then I’m right in front of you, and you can barely breathe. 
 
    When you inhale, you catch the aroma of my perfume. It’s sweet. Somehow, it smells dangerous like I might be a poisonous flower. 
 
    “You know my name?” you ask the pathetically even though I just used it. 
 
    “That’s right, David Markez. I know exactly who you are.” My eyes sparkle and shine as I watch the panic play across your face. 
 
    “I, I should get going,” you stutter as your heart pounds, adrenaline rushes through your veins, and you start to turn. 
 
    One word traps you, “Stop.” 
 
    You take a step and halt. Maybe you can’t face it; maybe you can’t admit it, but we both know I can order you around. I’m a beautiful girl with my blonde hair, cute nose, red lips, and soft, pale skin. 
 
    You turned away, so I circle you, and suddenly I’m between you and the exit… 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    “I was just excusing myself. I’m in the wrong—” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    A flash of pain explodes along your cheek, you shut your eyes, and the stinging resonates in your skin. “Did I say could walk away from me?” I growl, my voice low and sultry. “You made a big mistake, David. And now you’re going to pay for it.” 
 
    “What, what are you talking about?” 
 
    “I don’t like that you think you can go wherever you want,” I explain. “Someone like you needs to learn his place. You aren’t some big, strong man who can do whatever he wants. Oh no. Do you know what you are?” 
 
    You hate yourself for reacting this way, but your bottom lip starts to shake. At the same time, you still have one hand on your cheek. It’s hot where I struck. 
 
    “You are a little black mouse,” I say. “You aren’t big, you aren’t strong, and you aren’t dangerous. What you are is a boy who needs to be trained.” 
 
    As you listen to every note of my voice, you don’t want to believe this; you wish you could straighten your back, growl at me, and apologize for making an honest mistake, but then you’d tell me how you’re leaving now. It should be so easy, only it isn’t. Face it. You have always wanted to be this close to me. 
 
    In class, you’ve wondered what it would be like to get close to me, to hold my hand, lift my skirt, and slip your fingertips down into my panties. You’ve wondered what it might be like to cup my breasts or wrap your arm around my waist. 
 
    And now I’m this close, and I’m looking at you like a hungry feline as she studies her prey. 
 
    “I should go,” you say. 
 
    My hand shoots out, I grab you by the wrist and yank hard. You didn’t expect that, so I throw you off balance. In the next moment, I have my hand on your neck, and I shove you up against the wall. 
 
    You tell yourself you should be able to break away so easily, only I smack you across the face again. I slap you hard and fast, right against her left cheek. Once. Twice. Three times! 
 
    The stinging scatters you, making it impossible to react. 
 
    “Do you belong here?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “That’s right, you don’t. And if you want to stay, you had better be a good, obedient boy. I’m going to train you, David. I’m going to make you into my little plaything. And if you do a very, very good job, I might make sure you aren’t kicked out of this school. Frankly, we already have too many boys like you already.” 
 
    Your insides tighten, and you know that I am a beautiful girl with stellar grades and tons of friends. It might sound trite, but I’m popular. People would listen to me. More to the point, I can flirt, tease, or deceive my way into getting whatever I want. 
 
    I’m a girl with a 4.0 average. My professors love me and respect me. What about you, David? Do they love you? Do they respect you? Nope. 
 
    “Right now, I could have you expelled.” 
 
    “You could!” you admit. The words are painful there the back of your throat, but you tell the truth. That’s why I smirk at you before I turn around and head toward the door. 
 
    Exhaling, you slump your shoulders since you think this is over, and you’re waiting for me to leave. I go to the door, and I have my back to you for a second. 
 
    In that moment, you wonder what it might be like to try to grab me, hold me down, and take whatever you want. After all, I’m so beautiful with my soft hair, my long legs, and my wicked mouth. Those ideas might flicker behind your eyes, but you know it would never work. You aren’t brave enough for something like that, are you? 
 
    Absolutely not. You can’t take on a girl like me. In every battle of wills, I will always win. 
 
    And you know it, David. 
 
    You’re expecting me to leave. The door should open and close, giving you an opportunity to escape. Okay, so you got slapped by a girl, but that could be the worst of it. 
 
    Only you open your eyes again, and I’m standing in front of you. 
 
    “What, what did you do?” 
 
    “As far as you know, I locked the door.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I purr. “Or maybe some of my friends could walk in here at any moment.” 
 
    “I need to go…” 
 
    You have had your back against the wall for several long seconds, but now you start to step away. “Don’t you dare move your black ass,” I growl at you, and you freeze, your shoulders locking up, your fingers pushing down at your palms, and your feet sticking to the floor. 
 
    “David, I’m not done teaching you. I want you to understand that you are at the bottom of the hierarchy. That’s important for a boy like you. You need to understand what it means to be obedient and subservient.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Get down on your knees.” The words come out slowly and precisely, each one clearly enunciated. 
 
    You don’t think you’re going to do it, only the words resonate through your body, and you have this gorgeous girl right in front of you. We both know every guy on campus would trade and arm for the chance to spend some time with me. In some ways, you’re lucky, but it’s hard to feel that way when you drop your knees on the bathroom floor. 
 
    “This isn’t right,” you say. 
 
    I spit in your face. 
 
    You feel the saliva smack down, right between your eyes. 
 
    “Don’t wipe it off,” I order. 
 
    Your hand is right there in front of your face. It would be so easy for you to try to clean the dribbling liquid from the ridge of your nose, only something stops you. 
 
    Whether you like it or not, you know you have to obey me. 
 
    “That’s right, David. You belong there on your knees. My powerless little mouse.” If you’re the mouse, that makes me the cat. 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    “What was that? Are you begging?” I ask playfully. “Good. Do more of that. Plead for the chance to get out of here.” 
 
    “Please, can I just leave? Please, I just want to go back to class!” 
 
    “Is that because you’re a dumb boy who should get as much attention from the teacher as possible?” My expression shifts; I flash you this condescending yet almost sympathetic look. “Then maybe you shouldn’t have snuck out. Maybe you should have stayed in class where you belong. Or are you just a dumb boy? Are you too dumb to fit anything in that black head of yours?” 
 
    You reveal your teeth, so I lean down and smack you again. To me, you’re nothing but a dumb animal that needs to be trained. My hand flies hard across your cheek. The sound of this smack reverberates against of the bathroom walls. 
 
    “Tell me you belong on your knees, boy.” 
 
    Your eyes water a little bit, but you look down at my boots. “I belong on my knees,” you mutter. 
 
    “What’s your name again?” I ask even though we both know I haven’t forgotten. 
 
    Confused, you answer, “David. David Markez.” 
 
    “Does David Markez belong down on his knees?” 
 
    You bristle. A mixture of anger and embarrassment flashes through your system, but the shame is so much more powerful, especially because a girl like me will always be able to intimidate you. Better yet, I’ll always be able to control you. You might try to argue or fight, yet it won’t make the slightest difference because I’m better than you. 
 
    “Yes,” you say since that’s the only possible answer. 
 
    “No, no,” I reply with a dismissive wag of my finger. “That isn’t how you do it. Say it. Say all of it.” 
 
    You gulp, but you don’t have any choice. Down on your knees, you lock your jaw for a second before shoving the words out onto the air, “My name is David Markez, and I belong to my knees.” 
 
    “Why is that?” 
 
    “Because I’m nothing but a dumb boy.” 
 
    “A dumb black boy,” I say sweetly. Then I reach down and glide my fingertips along the underside of your chin. The tips of my nails scratch at your skin, leaving this strange, tingling yearning deep within your body. 
 
    “You could feel it, couldn’t you? Down, you knew this along. That’s why you’re turned on,” she tells me. With a disgusted flash, she shakes her head up holes her hand away. “Let’s prove it.” 
 
    “Prove it?” You know you should stay silent, yet you couldn’t help yourself. 
 
    “That’s right,” I reply. “I’ve decided to make it clear. Deep down, you know you need to be here. You know you’re less than me and that you belong on your knees just like any other slave boy.” An almost feral grin place across my face as I give you your next command. “Pull down your pants.” 
 
    Your eyes widen, but you hesitate. You start to stammer out some sort of response, but I’m not interested in your babbling. 
 
    My hand flies down again, striking you hard across the cheek. Your face burns. You can feel the mixture of heat and shame just beneath the surface of your dark flesh. 
 
    “Do I need to smack you again, or can you obey your superior?” 
 
    Lips parted, you breathe in and out fast. With every quickened breath, you know what you have to do, but it seems impossible. 
 
    With an audible gulp, you sit up just enough to loosen your belt and pull down your pants. 
 
    “And your boxers,” I say playfully. 
 
    At some other place or time, you would have loved that tone of voice. I can be cruel or flirtatious, wicked or kind, and you never know exactly what you should expect. 
 
    Only now, you yank down your boxers like an obedient boy, and you can’t look down, but I see it. 
 
    Your erection. You’re hard. 
 
    “Oh, look at that. Someone is excited. Someone really wants an orgasm, doesn’t he? You can’t help yourself because you know you belong on your knees. At any moment, one of my friends could walk in here and find you with your pants down. What would she say to all of her friends? What would she say to the administration? You would get kicked out, proving your black ass never belonged here in the first place!” I giggle as those words beat into you. 
 
    “Please, can I go?” 
 
    “No,” I say. “Stroke yourself.” 
 
    “What?” You blink, horrified. At first, you think you must have misheard me. There’s no way I said that. 
 
    “You’re going to pleasure yourself,” I tell you. “David, you always will walk by that bathroom door and know that I made you do this. Because you don’t have a choice. Now start stroking. Give yourself a gentle squeeze right there at the base of your shaft.” 
 
    Without thinking about it, you will obey. Your hand moves along the base of your shaft, and you squeeze. 
 
    “With your other hand, I want you to caress the tip of your cock.” 
 
    Another wave of humiliation roils through your body, but you don’t know how to stop this. 
 
    “That’s right. Keep stroking, David. Whenever you see me, you’ll know that I can make you do this whenever I want. In fact, I could step my fingers and force you to your knees, and you would obey, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” you gasp out the word. 
 
    “Keep stroking. Faster. That’s right. Faster!” 
 
    You’re still rubbing your shaft, move your hands up and down now. You follow my commands because we both know I’m in charge. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    The word seems to explode through your body, but it works. 
 
    You yank your hands away from your erection just before you can get off. 
 
    You’re quivering, shaking, and you want it so badly, but we both know that’s not going to happen until I decide. 
 
    “Beg for it.” 
 
    “Please. Please, can I touch myself?” 
 
    “Okay, David. You can touch yourself. Slowly.” 
 
    Your hands tremble, but you comply once again. You have your right hand pressed against the base of your erection. With your left, you start rubbing your tip. Your fingers danced along your length, and I watch. 
 
    You glance up several times. 
 
    There are men out there who can masturbate in front of women and feel powerful as they do it. Not you. You know that I’m in control here. 
 
    “Faster,” I instruct. 
 
    And you obey. You do everything I say because you can’t help yourself. 
 
    You’re rubbing faster and faster now with those firm, teasing caresses. You squeeze, and I call out as one word, “Now.” 
 
    You spurt as the pleasure explodes through you. You come hard, squirting your load. It splashes down against the tiled floor. 
 
    For several long, delicious seconds, you lose yourself to that evanescent pleasure. 
 
    But I’m standing behind you, so you don’t see what I’m doing. You have no idea what’s about to happen or what I have planned. 
 
    Just as you open your eyes, you start to turn around, but I grab you. I put my palm on your forehead and shove you down to the bathroom floor. You can feel the cold tiles along your neck as I sit on your face. 
 
    While you were busy climaxing, I yanked off my panties, so now you feel my inner thighs against your cheeks even as I rub my slit down against your mouth. 
 
    “You don’t get to talk, David. All you get to do is lick. That’s all your mouth is good for anyway!” 
 
    You try to say something, but I push my crotch down, and now my glistening opening is right there against her mouth. “If you don’t lick, I’m going to have you kicked out of this university. I’m going to make sure everyone knows you were down on your knees, masturbating in the girls’ bathroom!” 
 
    Defeated, you start licking, just as I knew you would. Your tongue darts out, and I feel those soft, gliding motions along my sex. I ride your face, gently working my hips forward and back. I savor everything you have to offer. I revel in the feel of your mouth as you serve me. 
 
    Underneath my bra, my nipples harden, and I can feel the heat coalesce deep within my core. At my center, I’m molten! As that excitement burns through me, I call out, “That’s right, David. You might be able to fool the others, but I know you’re nothing but a slave way deep down. You belong on your knees were on your back just like this. Serve me. Serve me, boy!” 
 
    I shift my weight a little more, forcing your tongue deeper and deeper. You can feel the swell of my clitoris as you continue to lick, lapping like a dog, gliding up and down, all for my pleasure and satisfaction. 
 
    I can threaten you; I can break you, yet you will still make me feel good! 
 
    As the pleasure roils through my body, I grab onto your shoulders for balance, and my nails dig down. Your shirt isn’t enough to protect you, and I’m laughing as I ride your face. 
 
    With the hot excitement coursing through me, I come closer and closer to my orgasm. 
 
    For several long, seconds, I know I could get off so easily. It would be simple. And yet, I hold those waves of satisfaction back because I’m not done with you. I know how degrading you find that this. I know how you feel utterly used, and I’m not about to give that up. 
 
    You can’t even beg, not anymore! You are a plaything, a toy. 
 
    My toy! 
 
    That’s why I keep going, on and on until I finally can’t take it any longer. I let the desire exploded through my body. I clenched down, savor the flickering movements of your tongue, jerked my head back, and let my long blonde hair splash against my shoulder blades. 
 
    Gasping with satisfaction, I sit up. My cheeks might be flushed, but I grab my panties, bundle them up, and shove them into your mouth. “Don’t say anything. In fact, don’t move.” In the next couple of seconds, I smooth out my skirt, and I look utterly composed. No one would be able to tell what has happened here by looking at me. 
 
    “By the way, David, you probably want to clean up your mess.” You came hard, and your load is still spread across the floor. Then I shrug, “Or don’t. Whatever. I don’t mind if you get expelled.” With a giggle, I saunter out of the room, leaving you there, on your back, spent in used. 
 
    But worst of all, you know I can do this to you whenever I want. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    As the driver continued to yammer on, Stephanie looked out the window and studied her new surroundings. She saw the horses in their paddocks and grinned. As they drove up to the house, and she had to marvel at the huge porch, the beautiful gables, and the man standing there as he talked on his phone. 
 
    Brad. Her “uncle”. 
 
    The moment she saw him, Stephanie grinned because she knew he would be easy to manipulate and control. Of course, this wasn’t something she would have said out loud to any but her closest friends. Still, she knew what she had to do. 
 
    “Can I help you with your bags?” asked the rideshare driver. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said absentmindedly as she fixated on the man pacing back and forth. He seemed completely fixated on this call, which meant it had to be business. 
 
    Perfect, Stephanie thought. 
 
    The car came to a stop along with the asphalt driveway. The driver probably saw this as his last opportunity to impress her and maybe to ask Stephanie for her number. She was used to this kind of treatment. Guys could be so easy. 
 
    And yes, she had to smile, flip her hair, or lean forward just a little bit to reveal her cleavage, but it was usually worth it. 
 
    Before she got kicked out of college, one of her teachers loved to go on and on about how women needed to walk in this delicate line between sexual and professional. That professor pointed out the double standard for women. They could be held back for being frumpy, but Stephanie disagreed fiercely. She understood how easily a cute girl could control a boy. Then again, Stephanie never really cared about succeeding based on something like merit. As long as she got what she wanted, what was the problem? 
 
    That’s why she hopped out of the car, lifted her hands into the air, and started to stretch. She closed her eyes as she reached for this guy, flexed her fingertips, and allowed her top to ride up, revealing the smooth flat of her stomach. 
 
    “Is there anything else I can do for you?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “Thanks Greg.” 
 
    “It’s Craig,” said the driver. 
 
    “Yeah, whatever.” Stephanie glanced back at the porch; Brad had stopped pacing back and forth. Good. 
 
    She ran her teeth along her bottom lip and looked at him for just a moment. Their eyes met, and she knew she looked like some nubile treat, this forbidden delicacy, which would make him want her even more. 
 
    Coquettish and sweet with her facile innocence, she ignored the driver and decided to run up to him. She scurried up the steps and threw her arms around him. “Uncle Brad!” 
 
    He was still technically on the phone, but he wrapped his muscled arms around her. Taller than her by nearly a foot, Brad exuded the powerful, aggressive confidence of a man who had been in the military and with good reason. After three tours as a Marine, he had gone to business school, started a company, sold it, and started investing. 
 
    Stephanie didn’t understand how most of that worked, but he was still a man, which meant his accomplishments didn’t change his fundamental buttons. 
 
    “Stephanie,” he said. “It’s good to see you.” 
 
    “It’s good to see you too!” She squeezed him again and rubbed her nubile body against his chest. She couldn’t tell whether or not his heart started to beat faster, but she had her suspicions. 
 
    Gently placing his hands on her shoulders, he nudged her back. “I need to finish this call. Go wait for me in the living room. We need to have a talk.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed at him. Did he just give her orders? Didn’t Brad remember that she was his favorite niece? And yeah, she had been sent to his farm to spend some time with her uncle after getting kicked out of college, then fired from three jobs in as many months. But still…Stephanie was cute and precocious. So what if she went out drinking? So what if it was technically illegal? She could have some fun if she really wanted to.  
 
    Right? Right. 
 
    “Now,” he said in a commanding tone of voice. 
 
    Stephanie placed her hands on her hips and grinned for a second because she didn’t really think he could be serious. But then his phone started ringing, and he answered it. “Yes,” he said. “Move the Malaysian accounts.” He raised his arm and pointed back to the living room. 
 
    He expected her to just go in there like some obedient little schoolgirl! 
 
    Her back straightened for a moment, and she nearly tried to stand up to him, which would been ridiculous. He was taller by so many inches. His arms looked like they were as thick as her legs and made from nothing but toned muscle. His pectorals pressed out against his snug shirt. 
 
    Her lips parted just a little bit, and she exhaled along her teeth before realizing this was a fight she wouldn’t win, not here, not now. Later. She would figure out a way to wrap him around her little finger. Later. 
 
    Slumping her shoulders, she started to walk toward the door. Then he put his hand over the bottom half of his phone and said, “Don’t forget your bags.” 
 
    What? He expected her to carry her own bags? 
 
    This was crazy! 
 
    Still, Stephanie could tell her uncle really meant it. With another exhalation, she reluctantly grabbed the bags. They were way heavier than she had expected. Then again, she hadn’t actually carried them herself. There was always supposed to be some strong, eager-to-please boy around to help her. 
 
    She lugged them into the house and dropped them in the living room. She looked around and marveled at her surroundings. 
 
    Actually, this place was pretty nice, especially with the enormous TV, the gorgeous sound bar, the black, leather couch, and the huge kitchen. This was the kind of house she intended to have some day. 
 
    She sat down, pulled out her phone, and started texting with some friends. 
 
    A couple of minutes went by before Brad came back into the house, closed the door, and stood over her. 
 
    Stephanie looked up from her screen, “Are you going to sit down?” 
 
    “Not yet,” he said. “First, you and I need to go over the ground rules.” 
 
    “Ground rules?” She failed to conceal the disgust from her voice. She was an adult, so she didn’t have to deal with “ground rules”. Just because this guy had money and was bigger and taller and older and more mature, that didn’t make him the boss of her! 
 
    “That’s right. As long as you live under my roof, you will follow my rules.” 
 
    She snorted. She couldn’t help it, not when this lecture was supposed to come after she messed up. 
 
    His expression didn’t change. It remained fierce and determined, like he wouldn’t accept any of her games. “Stephanie, no one has been serious with you. No one has given you the discipline you need. That changes here and now. Think of this as an opportunity. You can become a different person, someone who is serious and works hard. That’s what I expect from you. And frankly, I won’t accept anything less.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. 
 
    “First, you have an eight o’clock curfew.” 
 
    “Eight?” 
 
    “That’s correct. You have an eight o’clock curfew, and a ten o’clock bedtime. Additionally, there is a list of chores on the fridge. Some of them need to be done on a daily basis, others on a weekly basis. If you fall behind, you will be disciplined.” 
 
    Disciplined? This time, she didn’t snort or laugh, probably because she couldn’t really believe it. 
 
    “That’s right,” his expression didn’t shift. He remained just as fierce and as intimidating as before. 
 
    Stephanie felt a flicker of anger deep within her chest, probably because she didn’t want to think about how intimidating he could be. She couldn’t acknowledge the little bit of nervousness darting along with her pulse. 
 
    “Look, I’m not some little kid,” she started to say as she rose to her feet. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    Another flash of embarrassment raced through her as she collapsed down to the edge of the couch once more. He just barked out a command, and she had obeyed. 
 
    Stephanie didn’t listen to anyone. If a teacher told her to do her homework, she would almost always blow it off. If someone gave her a curfew, she would definitely sneak back in way later because she was an adult, and she could handle herself. 
 
    “Like I said, no one has given you the discipline you require, but I will. And I want you to understand that there will be consequences if you break any of these rules or fail to complete your chores.” 
 
    “Like what? Are you going to kick me out?” 
 
    “No,” he said. “I’m going to spank you.” 
 
    Her eyes widened to the size of quarters, her lips parted again, only now she didn’t breathe. 
 
    “You’re kidding,” she said, nearly breathless. 
 
    “Stephanie, I care about you, and I want to see you succeed. That won’t happen if you stay on your current path.” 
 
    “My current path?” Stephanie asked with a jagged note of sarcasm. 
 
    “That’s right,” he said and ignored her snide question. “You’ve been getting fired from your jobs, you got kicked out of school, and I hear you are dabbling with witchcraft.” 
 
    She briefed out slowly through her nostrils this time without saying anything for several long seconds. That was unusual for a girl like Stephanie, especially when she knew she could usually cry or whine her way to whatever she wanted. Men were easy like that. 
 
    “You’re not going to do that in my house. You’re not going to make these kinds of mistakes, not anymore, not unless you want to be spanked.” 
 
    Stephanie thought about rolling her eyes again or laughing in his face. And yet, she looked up at this powerful man, and she already knew he would be able to grab her, yank down her jeans, and forcibly hold her across his lap. 
 
    The thought made her insides harden. When she first arrived, Stephanie had told herself she would behave for a couple of days at least. She didn’t know this city, and she’d need some time to find the best hotspots. 
 
    Screw that, she decided. Tonight, she was going out! 
 
      
 
    Stephanie kept her promise to herself. At 10:05, right after she was supposed to go to bed, she climbed out the second story window, shimmied down the lattice along the side of his house, and rushed to his property line. 
 
    With her phone out, she called for a ride. 
 
    That night, she hit a couple of bars and clubs. She met up with a group of girls, and they started flirting with different boys. She downed one shot after another. She got drunk, sobered up a little bit, had some beer, and got tipsy all over again. 
 
    She danced in the dark as bright lights flashed down, stepping through the gloom while this gorgeous girl and others like her writhed, bobbed, and jumped to the beats. 
 
    It was amazing! 
 
    Exhausted but pretty satisfied, she went back to Brad’s place. The driver opened her door for her, and she nearly stumbled outside. But on her way up the porch steps, she remembered what might happen if she got caught, so she tried to sneak in extra carefully. 
 
    Luckily, the front door was unlocked. But the moment she crossed the threshold, the lights came on, and Brad rose from his spot on the edge of the couch. 
 
    “Brad,” she said. 
 
    “From now on, you will address me as Sir,” he ordered. “And I warned you.” 
 
    Through the haze of alcohol and fatigue, Stephanie didn’t really understand what was about to happen, not until he snatched her up. 
 
    Yes, he grabbed her. He picked her up, and she kicked out, shocked to feel the ground fall away from her feet. 
 
    He carried her across the living room, sat down, and pushed this girl onto his lap. Face down, she didn’t understand what was happening, not until he forced her snug, formfitting jeans down past her hips, bunching them up around her knees. 
 
    That wasn’t all. 
 
    Her panties followed just a second later. 
 
    Adrenaline burned through the exhaustion, giving her more clarity. She called out, “No! No, you can’t do this!” The prospect of getting spanked sobered her in the span of a few seconds. 
 
    Fear burned through her body, and she tried to climb up off of his lap. Stephanie shoved her knuckles down against of the cushions, felt them squish beneath her weight, and she scampered to get away, only he looped one arm around her waist, jerked her back, and shoved her right back down. 
 
    “Let me go! You can’t do this!” 
 
    “It’s my responsibility to take care of you,” he explained. “I’m bigger than you, stronger than you, and I know how the world really works. You can’t keep behaving this way, Stephanie.” 
 
    She froze for a second, tensed up, and growled back, “Yes, I can.” This time, she didn’t shout or scream. If anything, her voice came out in a flinty calm. “I am an adult, and just because I like to party, that doesn’t mean you get to tell me what to do.” 
 
    This time, he didn’t have a rational argument for her. Holding this girl down with one hand, he pushed his fingers to the small of her back. With his other hand, he spanked her. 
 
    Brad raised his palm into the air, but this petite girl couldn’t see what was about to happen. Or importantly, she had never been spanked. She had never been physically punished, so she had no idea what it would be like. 
 
    He struck. 
 
    His hand slapped down against her bare backside. So many guys had fantasized about touching this beautiful girl, but Brad remained focused on his one goal: punishment. 
 
    The pain flashed through her body, hot and sharp. Her eyes watered instantly, and she screeched out, “Ow! That hurt!” She turned those words into an accusation. 
 
    Poised above her, strong and powerful, the ex-military man just chuckled. “That was the point,” he said as he utterly discounted her complaint. 
 
    She tried to get up off of his lap again, but he just shoved her right back down. “You’re not going anywhere. You’re going to apologize and tell me how you will correct your behavior going forward.” 
 
    “Screw you!” 
 
    Her defiance felt good for just a moment, but then she got spanked five more times in quick succession. He struck the same spot on her left butt cheek, and she could almost feel the handprint form as he punished her. 
 
    Hissing in and out through her teeth, she tried to stay quiet, like she might be able to pretend this didn’t have any impact on her. 
 
    Yeah, right. 
 
    “Young lady,” Uncle Brad said, “You need to work on that attitude.” 
 
    Her attitude? How dare he? He was spanking her! 
 
    Brad wasn’t supposed to get away with something like this. 
 
    From his point of view, this girl needed to be put in her place. As a more traditional man, Brad saw girls like Stephanie as the problem because they grew up into defiant women—into feminists. 
 
    “Remember,” he said, “This is good for you.” 
 
    He spanked her again! His hand clapped down against her pert bottom. Pink spread across her tender flesh even as he struck again and again. His hand connected, she cried out, and her eyes watered, yet she refused to cry because she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction! 
 
    The embarrassment raced through her body, making this girl clench her eyes shut. Stephanie knew she could be a spoiled brat; she could act like some pampered Princess, but this wasn’t right! 
 
    “Stop it!” She called out, and she hated the way her voice squeaked out onto the air, all girly and frantic. 
 
    “This is good for you,” he said. “You need to learn traditional values.” 
 
    Traditional values. He meant that he would be in charge, and she would be scurrying around to serve him. As a traditional man, especially former military, Brad believed in order. He assumed men should be in control; he believed they had every right to rule. 
 
    This wasn’t right! It wasn’t fair! 
 
    Stephanie tried to shove herself off of his lap again, but it still didn’t do any good. He forced her right back down. That’s when she really understood just how much power his superior height and strength gave him. 
 
    He could manhandle her, force her down, strip her naked, spank her… 
 
    The embarrassment sparked into anger, and she slammed her fists down against the sides of his leg. He noticed, but it only made him laugh! 
 
    “Oh, you silly little girl. Do you really think you’re going to be able to do that? You hit like a girl! Just settle down and take your spanking like a good girl. Then you can go take a shower and get to bed.” 
 
    His tone was so dismissive. 
 
    She could fight as hard as she wanted, but she would never be able to take him on. 
 
    Stephanie didn’t think of herself as a feminist or anything, but she wanted men to take her seriously. Clearly, this man didn’t. 
 
    “Settle down,” he ordered, his tone sharpening now. 
 
    Stephanie really, really wanted to slam her fist down against his leg again. She needed the satisfaction of trying something. And yet, the fight drained away from her arms and legs. She slumped there, like a broken puppet across his lap. 
 
    “Good,” he said. 
 
    “Please, can I just go to bed now?” It sounded like begging to her ears, and she hated herself for giving in, but Stephanie didn’t see any other option. 
 
    “No,” he said. “You get ten more spankings.” 
 
    Her body went rigid. 
 
    He continued, “That’s good. This is an important lesson. You get punished when you sneak out and misbehave. You need to learn to relax and accept how things work. You need to accept the discipline I give you because it’s a gift.” 
 
    “This isn’t a gift,” she wanted to say. Somehow, this young woman managed to control her mouth and stay silent. 
 
    “You see, women are meant to do as they’re told. There’s a natural order to the world, Stephanie,” he said. His voice softened now, like he was really trying to impart an important lesson. “Women follow, and men lead. Say it for me.” 
 
    Her breath quickened, her heart pounded, and her muscles tensed again. She hated the way she could feel the cool air along her naked buttocks. Worse, she loathed the echoing sensations, the lingering pain and those sounds snapping through her body every time he clapped his hand down against her tight butt. 
 
    “Women follow,” she muttered, “And men lead.” 
 
    “That’s right,” he said. “Now tell me you understand why you need to be spanked.” 
 
    This wasn’t right! It wasn’t fair! He wasn’t supposed to be able to control her like this. Seriously, she thought she should have been able to cry or twist her hair around her little finger or maybe just smile at him to get him to do whatever she wanted. It was supposed to be easy. 
 
    It certainly had been with every other boy she encountered. 
 
    “I, I understand I need to be spanked.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    He rested his hand on her buttocks, and she knew just how quickly he could spank her again. 
 
    “Because women follow and men lead,” she said. To Stephanie, this felt like brainwashing. His words went against everything she had learned throughout her life, both inside the classroom and among her friends and everyone her own age. 
 
    Then again, her uncle was traditional. He held onto certain beliefs, and now he intended to brainwash her. 
 
    Stephanie told herself she wouldn’t let this man win. He wouldn’t be able to control her. 
 
    But then he spanked her once, twice, three times. She bit down on the inside of her mouth, almost hard enough to draw blood. At the same time, her shoulders bunched up, and she dug her fingernails down into the palms of her hands. 
 
    He spanked her through another round: four, five, six. 
 
    The pain drilled into her. It seemed to echo and expand from those spots along her butt to the rest of her body. Her eyes watered, but Stephanie remained quiet. 
 
    Ten. Just ten. Ten spankings. She just had to get through these spankings, and then he would let her go. Of course, Stephanie never imagined a scenario where she could get spanked or where this kind of corporal punishment might mean anything. 
 
    His hand flew down, struck hard, and she felt every slap. When he smacked her backside, she knew it wouldn’t do any damage, but that mixture of pain, anger, embarrassment, and disappointment flooded through her body, ripping apart everything she wanted to believe about herself. 
 
    “Sneaking out isn’t cool,” he said. “It doesn’t make you strong or smart or a feminist.” He practically spat that last word. “It just makes you a dumb, disobedient girl who doesn’t know her place.” 
 
    He spanked her again and again. 
 
    Stephanie lost count. 
 
    His hand flashing down, she tried to brace herself, and the pain rampaged through her, darting from one nerve to another as it flashed across her body. 
 
    “Go to bed,” he said. 
 
    Stephanie blinked, her eyes wet. 
 
    Slowly, she rose to her feet, and she tentatively crouched down to pull up her pants and panties. She hated being naked in front of this man, especially because she knew what it meant. He didn’t even see her as a woman. She was just a little girl to him, someone who needed to be retrained. 
 
    “By the way,” he said, “I expect you to make my breakfast for me by 07:00 AM. Understand?” 
 
    Stephanie didn’t answer right away. 
 
    Then he asked again, “Do you understand?” Each sharp, overly enunciated word seemed to puncture her already battered ego. 
 
    “Yes. Yeah. Yes, I understand,” she stammered. 
 
    “Get to bed, little girl.” 
 
    Little girl! 
 
    For just a moment, Stephanie wished she had the bravery and courage to throw herself at him, to slam her fists into his chest or slap him across the face. She needed to snarl at him, intimidate him, and make Brad understand that she was a young woman with her own thoughts and feelings. She could have her own opinions, and they counted just as much as his! 
 
    And yet, she turned around and started to walk away. 
 
    “Good night,” he called out after her. 
 
    Stephanie froze, terrified of making another mistake. The fear was corrosive and acidic; it tasted bitter at the back of her throat even as it burned down her neck and into her core. 
 
    The part she really hated? She obediently said, “Good night.” 
 
      
 
    In her new bedroom, Stephanie paced back and forth. She needed to search through her luggage and find her pajamas, but she kept thinking of how her backside stung. It was ridiculous. She was an adult, a young woman, and she had rights! 
 
    The urge to grab her phone and type out some message to the world itched along her fingers, but she knew Brad wouldn’t care about that. If anything, he would probably be proud of that the many “feminists” he would piss off if they found out he had spanked this girl. 
 
    Her eyes watered again from that mixture of anger, embarrassment, and frustration. 
 
    He had done it. He had spanked her. 
 
    Stephanie should have been smarter; she should have been able to sneak back into her room without getting caught. Or maybe she should have tried something else. But what? 
 
    Stephanie nibbled on her bottom lip as she sat on the edge of her bed. She bent forward, ran her fingers through her soft hair, and stared down at the floor. 
 
    Then an angry smirk dashed her lips. 
 
    Her spells. 
 
    Stephanie didn’t go through any kind of pro/con list, nor did she take the time to consider her chances of success. Instead, she remembered everything she had read and learned online as she scurried back to one of her bags. She pulled out her candles, her pendant, and she started to get everything set up. 
 
    This would have been easier if she could have gone down to the kitchen to grab some plates, but she didn’t know whether or not she was allowed out of her bedroom, especially since it was past her bedtime. 
 
    Her bedtime. 
 
    This was ridiculous. 
 
    With the anger sparking through her body again, she glanced at the door and wondered if she should go downstairs. 
 
    But no. What if Brad caught her? 
 
    He would spank her again. 
 
    Stephanie instinctively pulled back, gulped, and searched through her luggage until she found her lighter. Finally, she found the candles, and she ignited them, one after another. She created a triangle, sat at the center, crossed her legs, and closed her eyes. She breathed out slowly and remembered what she had learned. 
 
    For most girls, a ritual like this wouldn’t have done anything. 
 
    But Stephanie was special. She was connected to the universe. 
 
    And this time, the universe listened as she whispered her entreaties. 
 
    Stephanie didn’t know how long she spent channeling her strength and anger. In fact, she lost herself to a sort of meditation as the seconds turned to minutes, then maybe even hours. At some point, she opened her eyes, and she looked down at the candles. 
 
    Disappointment stabbed into her, mostly because she didn’t think it would work. She didn’t think this would accomplish anything. 
 
    Alone in the glow of those three candles, she probably just wasted a bunch of time. Besides, she was supposed to be up early to make his breakfast. 
 
    This was ridiculous! It was insane! 
 
    And yet, she was so, so tired by this point that she could hardly think. 
 
    Stephanie climbed up into her bed, she pulled the sheets across her body, and she allowed herself to fall asleep without setting an alarm. 
 
      
 
    “Wake up,” came his voice. 
 
    “What, what’s going on?” Stephanie started to ask before she put the pieces together. Her arrival. Sneaking out. Getting in trouble. Getting spanked. 
 
    Then she sat up and found Brad standing there in the doorway with his arms crossed and a stern look on his face. “Seven AM,” he told her. “It was a simple instruction, but I find you here in bed, asleep.” 
 
    “It’s not my fault,” she said automatically. 
 
    “Do you need another spanking?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed as she glared at him. Yes, the fear rushed through her body, but it quickly turned hot and ignited. The conflagration of jagged flames made her want to jump up and slap him across the face. 
 
    The rush of emotion could have been caused by exhaustion or something else. Either way, Stephanie decided she wouldn’t bow her head down and scurry around the kitchen like some little housewife. Suddenly, she didn’t care about his traditions as she sat up, crossed her arms over her chest and said, “Get out.” 
 
    “This is my house. You are under my roof, and you will follow my rules,” he said. 
 
    “But this is my room!” 
 
    “No, it’s my room, and you are a guest here, which means you will do as you’re told.” His eyes narrowed at her slightly, “Do you need another spanking? I was hoping one would be enough, but if you didn’t learn your lesson, I can teach you again.” 
 
    “Try it,” Stephanie said. 
 
    She didn’t know where her confidence came from. Frankly, she was probably just so angry that she didn’t think through the consequences of her words or actions, but then he stomped across the bedroom. 
 
    He reached out for her, and everything seemed to slow down. 
 
    Stephanie saw his hand coming, and she grabbed his wrist. She shoved him aside, and he seemed to fall back, to stumble and lose balance for a moment. 
 
    Then he looked down, apparently confused by what just happened. Stephanie told him, “Look, I know you have your beliefs, but I’m an adult, and I get to make my own choices.” 
 
    “That’s where you’re wrong!” Brad snarled back. 
 
    Stephanie threw the blankets off, and she stepped down onto the floor. Suddenly, this felt like a mistake because she stood right in front of him, and she had to lift her chin to look up at him and meet his eyes. 
 
    “I’m an adult,” he said, “And I’m the man of this house, which means I’m in charge. You will do as you’re told.” That’s when he tried to poke her in the chest, just above her breasts. He only used one finger, but Stephanie followed her reflexes, which meant she grabbed his digit, twisted, and pulled. 
 
    All at once, he howled out and dropped to his knees. 
 
    Stephanie looked down at his hand. She was still gripping his finger, holding it at an awkward angle. 
 
    Biting down, he said, “Let me go!” Those words should have come out like a roar, but they sounded more like some pathetic whining. This big, buff, bass military guy was on his knees in front of a petite girl. 
 
    Sure, Stephanie had gotten men to do whatever she wanted by flirting, teasing, or maybe feigning a few tears, but this was completely different. She still held his finger tight in her grasp, and he tried to pull away, but she didn’t let go. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Stephanie teased. “You can’t get away?” 
 
    He growled back something incoherent. Finally, she released him. 
 
    At once, he jumped up onto his feet. His eyes were big with a mixture of anger and disbelief. His lips were parted as he panted, and then he reached for her. He wanted to grab her, to scoop her up into his arms, only she grabbed his wrist, spun him around, and twisted his arm behind his back. 
 
    Stephanie had seen maneuvers like this on TV or in movies, but she didn’t know she could do it. Feeling playful, she said, “What’s wrong? Did you think you’re going to be able to grab me again? Pick me up? 
 
    “Let me go!” Brad howled out. “Let me go right now, you little brat!” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t like that kind of language from you, Brad.” Using his name felt so delicious, like she could talk down to him because she was suddenly in charge. 
 
    She held him there, all while he wiggled and struggled. He kept trying to yank his hand from her grip, but he couldn’t do it. He even tried to swing his body from side to side, like he might be able to break her hold and slip free. 
 
    No luck, not for this boy. 
 
    For Stephanie, this just felt so odd. She had never overpowered someone before—especially a man. She had never experienced this kind of authority or raw power. And now, she discovered something: she liked it. She liked it a lot! 
 
    Excitement started to flow through her body as she felt him wiggle and struggle, yet he had to know it was useless. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Stephanie asked playfully. “Don’t you like it when a girl holds you tight like this? Are you enjoying being helpless?” 
 
    “Screw you!” Brad snarled back. 
 
    She let go of him, and he stumbled forward. 
 
    At once, he turned around, only he had his arms out in a wrestler’s stance. He could launch forward and try to tackle her at any moment, but something inside of Stephanie told her she didn’t need to worry about this boy. 
 
    “You’re going to regret that,” he said. “I’m going to have order in my house.” 
 
    “I think you will,” Stephanie agreed, only to smile impishly. “Only it’s not going to be the kind of order you expected. Instead, I’m going to be in charge, and you’re going to do whatever I say.” 
 
    “Go to hell,” he growled back even as he stomped forward like some ancient gladiator. 
 
    He rushed at her, yet time seemed to slow down again. 
 
    Stephanie reached out as he tried to throw his arms around her. She easily raised her hands, grabbed him by his wrists, and shoved his arms up. He was still taller, yet his strength meant nothing in comparison with hers. In fact, she manhandled him like he was little more than a child or maybe a doll. 
 
    The young woman in front of him held his arms and lifted them up. 
 
    “This isn’t possible,” he said, his eyes huge with disbelief. He tried to pull away, but she was holding him now, and Stephanie had no intention of releasing him. 
 
    “I guess I’m stronger than you,” she said. 
 
    “No. No way!” Panic cut through his voice. He tried to jerk his right arm away from her grip, then his left. Each time, he failed. She held him tight and looked into his eyes. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “And I bet I can wrestle you down right now.” 
 
    “No way,” he growled again, only she let go of his right hand, and her hand burst into movement. Before he could react, she grabbed him by the back of his neck, shoved, and knocked his feet out from beneath him. The next thing he knew, he fell forward, landing hard on his stomach. 
 
    The air was knocked from his lungs as he tried to catch his breath. 
 
    But Brad was a fighter, so he tried to slam his knuckles down against the carpet and launch himself back up. He needed to get to his feet again! 
 
    His niece didn’t let him. 
 
    This petite girl, someone who weighed barely more than a hundred pounds, pressed her knee down against the small of his back, grabbed both of his arms, and crossed his wrists. She pinned him down! 
 
    With most of his weight on his chest now, he shoved down as best he could. He wiggled from side to side, writhing there helplessly. 
 
    “I’m stronger than you,” she said, uttering the words like a revelation. From one second to the next, she proved it just by keeping this trained fighter down on his stomach. 
 
    “No, you’re not!” 
 
    “Yes, I am,” she retorted. She probably sounded like some little girl, but she still marveled at the way he squirmed beneath her. He was like a trapped bug! He still had the same dimensions and musculature, yet it didn’t matter because she held him down. She pinned him and kept him locked to the floor. 
 
    “I’m twice your size!” 
 
    “And yet, I’m holding you down,” she replied playfully. 
 
    This time, he couldn’t speak. Instead, he roared like some wild animal. He kicked out with his feet, but it still didn’t do any good. 
 
    “Oh, are you getting frustrated? Are you getting emotional?” Then she burst out laughing. The sounds of her playful giggles beat down against his psyche because he still couldn’t free himself. 
 
    “I’m going to let you go,” she finally said, “But I want you down at the kitchen. I think you should make me breakfast. I’m feeling like some sliced fruit and maybe some bacon. I’m sure you’ll figure something out.” 
 
    “Screw you!” 
 
    “Right, do I need to spank you?” 
 
    “You wouldn’t dare!” Brad snarled. 
 
    She let go of him. Other girls might have been scared, but she instinctively understood that he wouldn’t be able to overpower her. She may have been smaller, yet she was definitely stronger. 
 
    Better yet, she giggled again, “You’re not going to tell anyone about this because you’re too embarrassed. You don’t want people to know that your niece can beat you up!” 
 
    As she stood over him, she looked down at the helpless man beneath her. Slowly, he climbed back up onto his knees. Then he rose to his feet. 
 
    Taller than her again, he looked down at her. His fingers flexed into fists, but something inside of him broke, and he turned, stomping out through the doorway before he slammed it behind him. 
 
    Stephanie grabbed her phone, threw herself down onto the bed, and grinned as she started answering a few texts. 
 
      
 
    Excitement thrummed through her body as she imagined what the fruit and bacon would taste like. She gave him a little while, set her phone aside, and decided to take a shower. 
 
    She relaxed underneath the hot water, grinned cheerfully, and wondered if maybe Brad would try something stupid. 
 
    She could picture herself walking out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her body, and maybe he’d tried to grab her. 
 
    “Let him try,” she whispered playfully. 
 
    Intellectually, she didn’t understand this confidence. If she stopped and really thought about it, she couldn’t explain how this had all happened. 
 
    Her ritual. 
 
    The thought occurred to her, she smiled, and she realized she had done it. She had stolen away his strength, making him as helpless as a young girl. With this in mind, she ran her tongue along her teeth and pondered the possibilities. 
 
    After her shower, she got dressed, took the stairs two at a time, and went right into the kitchen. 
 
    He was there at the table, only had had his tablet in hand. She didn’t see any fruit, nor did she smell the aromas of cooking bacon. 
 
    “Where’s my breakfast?” Stephanie asked. The phrase sounded like something that should have come from a husband’s mouth back in the 1950s. 
 
    He set the tablet down. Apparently, he had been reading through one of his favorite news sites. But now, he looked right at her. “You’re the woman. You make breakfast,” he said. “The kitchen is your domain.” 
 
    Did he intend for that to sound diplomatic or somehow empowering? 
 
    Either way, Stephanie placed her hands on her hips, stared right down at him, and instructed, “You’re going to make me breakfast unless you want me to bend you over the counter and spank you. I’ll show you whose domain the kitchen really is, Brad.” 
 
    His chair scraped against the tiled floor as he shoved it back and jumped to his feet. “Try it,” he growled. 
 
    She strode up to him, reached down, and grabbed his wrist faster than he could process. The next thing he knew, Brad was getting dragged back toward the kitchen counter. With her other hand, she locked her fingers around the back of his neck and bent him forward, shoving him down across the countertop. 
 
    With her other hand on his wrist, she jerked his arm up, so jagged spasms of pain raced up into his shoulder. 
 
    He managed to remain silent as he bit down. Brad didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of making any noise. 
 
    But then she increased the pressure, pulled his arm higher up, and it felt like it might pop from his socket. 
 
    As the agony stabbed into him, he growled out before those sounds turned into cries of dismay. He sounded like he was whimpering like a little girl! 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Stephanie tease. “You don’t like the natural order? I’m stronger now, so that means I’m in charge, Brad. You’re going to do whatever I say, starting with breakfast.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Another jerk on his arm made him howl. He cried out as his eyes watered, and it sounded like he might begin bawling at any moment. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to teach you—” 
 
    Another tug, another twist, and another pull made sure those words were swallowed in another gasp of pain. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    Silence this time. 
 
    She delivered another dose of agony. Just as he cried out, broke, and promised, “Breakfast! I’m going to make you breakfast!” 
 
    “That’s right,” she purred. 
 
    Savoring her moment of triumph, she looked into his eyes for several long seconds. With every moment, his brain scrambled, and he probably struggled to come up with something he could do or say to reverse the situation. Finally, she pointed and said simply, “Go.” 
 
      
 
    Brad hated it, and he couldn’t believe he had really said those things. Even so, he soon found himself in the kitchen, surrounded by countertops, the sink and fridge. 
 
    When he first agreed to take in his errant niece, he hadn’t really believed she would require much effort. A spanking. Some intimidation. It was supposed to be easy, only she had done something to him. 
 
    What? A drug? 
 
    Something else? 
 
    Absentmindedly, he started to work on breakfast. He pulled the bacon from the fridge and grabbed a pan. It was heavy. Heavier than he remembered. What was wrong with him? 
 
    Brad raised to the pan and swung it through the air, but nearly lost his balance. This was crazy! He knew the pan shouldn’t be this heavy. But then he thought of how easily that petite girl had wrestled him down. It wasn’t skill. She didn’t know some advanced form of karate or ninjutsu. Stephanie couldn’t make some lame excuse about how she used his massive momentum against him. 
 
    It had been different. 
 
    As a soldier, Brad had fought with a couple of guys who had been eager and stronger. He knew how it felt to be overwhelmed by sheer muscle mass. That’s how it felt with this girl, but she was small! 
 
    Stephanie was the kind of girl who looked like a cheerleader. Dainty and adorable, she was the kind of girl guys wanted to grab and hold down. 
 
    And yet, she had been the one to hold him down. How? 
 
    As the meat cooked, he worked on slicing different pieces of honeydew, cantaloupe, and apple for her. His nostrils twitched every few seconds, and he tried hard not to think or worry about this, but he knew how ridiculous it looked. After all, he was a man. It wasn’t his job to cook. He should have been back in the dining room, playing on his tablet, reading the news, or checking some scores. 
 
    “How’s it coming along?” 
 
    Right away, he wanted to spin on her and demand that she address him as Sir. This was his house, he was the man, and he deserved respect! 
 
    But Brad turned around, and he saw the petite girl standing there with her hands on her hips and a cunningly confident look on her face. 
 
    “Breakfast will be ready soon,” he said. 
 
    “That’s good,” she said. “Because I’m hungry.” She walked over to the bacon, smiled down, and looked over at him. “Good choices, but I think I want the slices to be smaller. Try again.” 
 
    “I’m not cutting them again,” he growled before he could think about it. 
 
    Stephanie strode up to him, jabbed his sternum with two fingers, and stared right into his eyes, “Are you sure about that? Do you need to be punished again?” 
 
    “No!” He hated the tremor of fear in his voice. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she said as she reached up and tapped him on the cheek. 
 
    She turned around, and he had this temptation, this moment where he thought he might be able to launch forward, wrap his arms around her, scoop her up, and carry her back to the bedroom. He itched to bend her over the mattress and spank her until her backside turned crimson. 
 
    Stephanie would learn the meaning of authority; she would beg for the chance to be a good girl. She would cook and clean and respect his power over her. 
 
    His weight started to shift, but then she called out without even looking at him, “You don’t want to try it, Brad. We both know I’m stronger than you.” 
 
    They did, so he stopped. 
 
    Humiliated and frustrated, he could only watch this pretty girl leave the kitchen. After that, he knew what he had to do. 
 
    He had to cut the fruit into smaller pieces because she made him. 
 
      
 
    “Here you go, Stephanie,” he said as he set the plate down in front of her. Sure enough, the dark, crispy bacon and beautifully sliced pieces of fruit sat there on the plate. 
 
    “You know, I’m thinking that’s not appropriate.” 
 
    “What?” Brad asked as he started to sit down. 
 
    “My name,” she replied. “I don’t think you should be allowed to use it anymore. After all, I’m in charge of this household now.” 
 
    “You’re what?” he demanded, his voice loaded with disbelief. 
 
    “I’m in charge,” she said, practically singing the words. “I mean, I can make you do whatever I want. Just look at this delicious breakfast.” 
 
    His jaw locked, and he glared at her. Not only that, Brad had to hold onto the edge of the table. He squeezed, and his knuckles started to turn white. More than anything, he wanted to jump up, grab her by her hair, shove her against the wall, and spank her. But he couldn’t. 
 
    But she could do that to him. She could manhandle him, forcing there, and he felt it: a prickle of fear. 
 
    “What would I call you then?” Brad asked sarcastically. 
 
    “Miss,” she said. 
 
    Miss? That would make her sound like a kindergarten teacher. 
 
    “No,” he said. “No way.” 
 
    “You need another lesson?” 
 
    She glanced up at him, plopped a piece of cantaloupe between her lips, chewed slowly, and swallowed. When she smiled at him again, he couldn’t deny that perfect confidence as it glowed from her lovely eyes, pretty cheeks, and cute nose. Everything about her seemed utterly serene and powerful at the same time. 
 
    His breathing quickened, and he tried to meet her stare, only something inside of him snapped. He dropped his head down, “No.” 
 
    “And how are you going to talk to me?” 
 
    “Miss,” he growled back again. 
 
    “That’s right. Now go take care of the dishes. I’m going to enjoy my breakfast.” 
 
    Before he could even stop himself, Brad jumped up and answered, “Yes, Miss.” 
 
      
 
    He did the dishes slowly, washing the pan, the knives, and a few other pieces that had accumulated in the sink. Then she walked into the kitchen, and he saw her in his peripheral vision. 
 
    Miss. He had actually called her Miss. 
 
    Brad tried to summon the courage necessary to turn around, stare her down, and get what he deserved. 
 
    As hard as he tried, he just couldn’t do it. 
 
    “Give me your wallet,” she ordered. 
 
    Brad turned from the sink, and he looked at her to see this beautiful girl holding her hand out. 
 
    “What? Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Because we both know I can take it, and you don’t want to get beaten up by a girl half your size again,” she said with a little threat in her voice. 
 
    “I’m not giving my wallet,” he said. 
 
    “Actually, you are.” 
 
    She reached forward, grabbed him by his belt, yanked, and pulled him forward. He slammed into her, but she didn’t stumble back. If anything, he felt like he had just slammed into a linebacker twice his size. When he tried to push away, she grabbed him with one arm. With the other, she reached down and started to rifle through his pockets. 
 
    She found his wallet, pinched it, and pulled it out. Then, with a casual shove, she put her hand on his chest and knocked him down to the floor. 
 
    He slid a few inches and came to a stop. Down on his butt, he could only look up at her as she sauntered by. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Brad demanded like he could wield some kind of authority over this girl. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about your attitude, and I think you need a correction. Right now, you’re dressed like this big, powerful man when you should wear something more appropriate.” 
 
    That’s when she laughed and walked out of the room. 
 
    Brad quickly patted both of his pockets, only to realize she had taken more than his wallet. She took his keys too! 
 
      
 
    At least he still had his phone. This felt like some kind of boon until about ten minutes later when it buzzed for his attention. 
 
    A new message came from Stephanie. While I’m gone, I expect you to clean the living room. I want it spotless by the time I come back. 
 
    Brad stared down at the device clenched between his hands. He glared at each letter, like he thought he might be able to intimidate the message into retreating. But no, the sentences stayed there right on his screen whether he liked them or not. 
 
    As the frustration roared through his body, he jerked his arm up, and he was tempted to throw the phone down against the floor, but it was the only symbol of his independence and freedom he still retained. 
 
    Again and again, he tried to figure out what had happened. For one moment, he wondered if maybe she had used some kind of magical spell on him to swap his strength with hers. But no, that seemed ridiculous. 
 
    It had to be a drug, something chemical, something scientific. Brad simply couldn’t imagine any other scenario. 
 
    He started to wander out of the kitchen and soon found himself back in the living room. Once there, he pressed his lips together and wondered what he would do. Actually, Brad already knew. 
 
    He remembered how it felt to get wrestled to the floor by this girl, to have her shove him to the floor, to feel the jolts of pain up his arm when she held him down. His nostrils twitched, and he wanted to break something, but he started to clean. He looked down at the coffee table, saw some of the clutter and dust. 
 
    He glanced over at the TV and knew it needed to be wiped down. 
 
    He clenched his eyes shut for a second, massaged the ridge of his nose, and tried to think of some way out of this. She was treating him like a domestic servant! 
 
    That was supposed to be her job; when she arrived, she was supposed to be grateful to have a roof over her head. She should have done everything she could to please him. 
 
    Brad started to move again. With almost mechanical efficiency, he grabbed a wipe from the kitchen, and he went to work dusting. After that, he removed some of the clutter, threw it into the garbage or put it away, and he finally grabbed the vacuum. 
 
    As he worked, he lost himself in the ease of effort as he accomplished one small task after another. 
 
    Then the door opened, and he didn’t hear her. He turned off the vacuum, turned around, and he saw a beautiful girl standing there with a pair of black plastic bags dangling from her hands. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. She started to walk around the room after dropping the bags by the couch. She circled the living room as she inspected his work. 
 
    Brad wanted to remind her that this was his house, and she didn’t have anything to say about how he maintained his own property. 
 
    And yet, she had the keys to his car as well as his wallet. 
 
    “I want my stuff back,” he said, “Now.” 
 
    With almost anyone else, he would have garnered some respect, if not outright obedience. Unfortunately for him, this girl knew how easily she could overpower him, so she just glanced up, grinned, and said, “Your stuff?” 
 
    “My wallet and keys,” he elaborated like there could be any question. Brad held out his hand like he thought she might obey right away. 
 
    “You mean these?” Stephanie asked as she slid the keys from her pocket. She held them up, and he reached out to grab them, only she yanked them back before he could get a hold. “Oh, I’m sorry,” she laughed playfully, “These are mine now.” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “That’s not a word you get to say to me, Brad. After all, you’re my servant now. You belong to me, you’ll do whatever I want. In the meantime, I get to spend your money, live in your house, and basically do whatever I want. I’m going to go out and party while you stay here and think about how you should cook and clean for me because I’m stronger than you, and I can make you do whatever I want.” 
 
    As she explained all of this, he wanted to interrupt and roar. He wanted to shout her down, only something held him back. Fear. He had never experienced it, not like this. Then again, he had never tried to take on a teenager who could wrestle him to the floor, yank down his pants, or spank him. 
 
    “Please?” He hated how his voice shook. Nearly cracked. 
 
    “Well, because you are behaving so nicely, I can show you what I bought you.” 
 
    She reached into one of the black plastic bags, and she pulled out a hangar with a black and white outfit. When he first saw it, he doesn’t understand. His brain couldn’t put the pieces together or figure out what she held up in front of him. But then the different lines, contours, curves, bows, frills, and ruffles finally made sense. 
 
    “You’ll look cute.” Stephanie asked. “It’s a French maid uniform!” 
 
      
 
    He stared for several long seconds. The edges of his vision seemed to fade away as he fixated on the dress hanging in front of him. Right away, he could do the calculations, and he saw it would fit him. 
 
    “Oh, I also got you some really adorable panties, a chastity lock, and some high heels. You’re going to be so cute! I mean, I’m going to get to come home and see my little maid waiting and ready to fulfill my every desire.” She grinned, and the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. 
 
    He gulped once before turning back to her, “No. No way. You’re crazy if you think I’m going to wear that.” 
 
    She took a step forward. He retreated back. “This isn’t a request, Brad.” 
 
    That’s when he decided to run. 
 
    It was panic. It was a fight or flight reaction, and he chose retreat. He didn’t care if this made him a coward or what it said about his inability to stand up to this girl. He had to get away! 
 
    Hot fear ran through his body as he shoved down against of the floor and swung out with his arms. His right hand slipped back behind him, and that’s when she just leaned forward and grabbed him. It should have been impossible. She never should have been able to move that fast, he sensed the cool touch of her petite fingers as they wrapped around his wrist and locked on. 
 
    Then she yanked, and he fell back. His feet flew out from under him, and he fell to the floor. 
 
    Stephanie strolled up to her boy, she reached down, and she grabbed him by his hair. Yanking on his scalp, she jerked him back to his feet, bent him over the edge of the couch, all while he begged her, “No. Please, don’t! Please, you can’t!” 
 
    “I own you,” she said simply, “I can do whatever I want.” 
 
    That’s when she yanked his belt free from the clasp, tossed it to the floor, jerked down his pants, and started spanking him. Her hand flew down hard and fast. 
 
    At first, Brad tried to console himself with the idea that he could handle anything. 
 
    Nope. Wrong. 
 
    Her hand flew down hard and fast. Instantly, he felt the blast of agony as it raced along his nerves. Just as he started to collect himself, she pulled her hand back and spanked him again. She made sure every blow stung. 
 
    It was ridiculous, especially considering his background, but his eyes started to water, and his lower lip trembled. He didn’t know how to stop those treacherous reflexes. Again and again, she slapped his backside until it started to turn a bright shade of pink, then red. 
 
    The heat roamed along his flesh. 
 
    Standing above him, she held him down with one hand on the back of his neck. His arms and legs flailed out from time to time, but she was strong enough that it didn’t matter. “You’re my servant,” she sang, “And that means you do as I say. Because if you don’t, you get spanked. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Go to hell!” 
 
    The cute girl just spanked him again and again. She unleashed one flurry of blows after another until he broke. “Okay! Okay, I’m your servant!” 
 
    Then it stopped, or so he thought. 
 
    She grabbed him and shoved him down onto his knees. 
 
    She touched the underside of his chin, forced him to look up, and grinned down into his shining eyes. 
 
    “Say it again.” 
 
    “I’m your servant.” 
 
    “And are you going to be my French maid? Are you going to wear your uniform like a good sissy and run around in your heels? Are you going to cook and clean for me?” 
 
    “…Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    Although he bristled, he nonetheless looked down at her feet and said, “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    “What are you again?” 
 
    “I’m your servant!” 
 
    “And these keys?” Stephanie asked that she pulled them out in jangled them in front of him. “Who do they belong to?” 
 
    He bit down, but he had to say, “You.” 
 
    “And this wallet? Who does it belong to?” 
 
    “You,” he said again. “It’s your wallet, Miss.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Now bow your head down and kiss my shoes to show me that I’m your superior because I’m stronger than you and smarter than you.” 
 
    His eyes got big, but he obeyed. He was supposed to be this experienced man who could put a girl like Stephanie in her place, but now he found himself on his knees. He kissed her shoes, first her left, then her right. 
 
    “Good. That’s right. You know you’re my inferior, so you need to show me the respect I deserve. And I want you to know something, Brad. I’m going to show all of my friends how to own the men in their lives just like I’m owning you. This way, girls can take over, and you can all be servants. What you think of that?” 
 
    He jerked his head up and stared at her with big, frightened eyes. 
 
    “Now let’s get started.” 
 
      
 
    Over the next couple of hours, she worked on him. She had him take a shower and shave off all of his body hair. From his eyebrows down, he had to be completely smooth. If she found any rogue hairs or stubble, she said she would punish him…and Brad believed his owner. 
 
    Once he stepped out of the shower, she started to inspect him. 
 
    First, she took out a small box from one of the black bags. When he saw the chastity lock, he didn’t know what to think. Then she opened it, slipped the ring around the back of his scrotum, pushed the tube onto his shaft, and connected the different pieces with a small padlock. After that, she took the key, and she explained, “This way, you aren’t going to be distracted by lots of sex. Nope. But don’t worry. If you behave, maybe I will let you out to touch yourself. Maybe.” 
 
    Next, she handed him the black, ruffled panties. They looked ridiculous, more like lingerie than anything else. 
 
    Brad tried to protest, to tell her they wouldn’t fit. But she grinned, and he had no choice but to try. He pulled the panties up along the length of his legs. 
 
    Next, he put on the corset, the skirt, and the snug blouse. Finally, he had to wear the tights and high heels. He wobbled around on his feet, but she just patted him on the cheek and said he would get used to it. 
 
    Finally, she took him back to the living room, sat down on the edge of the couch, and she proceeded to apply his makeup. Last, she put a ribbon in his hair. 
 
    And when she finished with this sweet French maid, she took a picture on his phone. He flinched, but she turned the screen around and said, “Look at you. You’re just adorable. You’re going to be the most obedient, sweetest little French maid ever, aren’t you?” 
 
    This was his chance to try to defy her, but he knew it would be futile. 
 
    He knew he didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    He knew she had taken control, so his shoulders slumped, and he said, “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    Just like that, he surrendered to his new status as a servant. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    

  

 
  
   Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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 cover.jpeg





