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Tackling Tyler

Her phone. He knew that would be the key.

As he crept through the condominium complex, he did his best to look as innocuous as possible. Really, that wasn’t even necessary. At 2:00 AM, everyone was asleep. He just parked outside, jumped the fence, and crept between the different buildings. Fortunately, Tyler had done his research, so he knew which of the buildings she lived in, so now he just had to make it to her front door and remain unseen for a little while longer.

Stephanie. She was going to pay.

At work, they both competed. They were both up for the same promotion, only the decision was a foregone conclusion.

Stephanie and Joan, their boss, were friends. Stephanie was another woman. Stephanie could play and joke around with their boss, so it wasn’t a question of skill, merit, or performance.

Tyler wasn’t going to let her get away with this.

If Stephanie thought she could cheat, then fine. Tyler would cheat too.

He had wrestled with this idea for the last couple of weeks. When Joan first announced they would be promoting from within, he had sat up a little bit straighter, stayed later, arrived earlier, and doubled his numbers.

When he talked to Joan, she had been wildly unimpressed. Yes, she smiled politely, but it was obvious she didn’t really care. Instead, she was more interested in her coffee buddy.

Tyler knew he could have quit, but he hated the idea of giving up, especially to a woman like Stephanie. Sure, she was beautiful, but he deserved this promotion.

And when he got her phone, he would get it.

Having realized he couldn’t compete with Stephanie fairly, Tyler decided to think through his own strengths and attributes. When he first started, he couldn’t help but laugh. Sure, he could work harder, but that wasn’t good enough. As hard as he tried, he knew he would never be Joan’s friend, so he would have to do something else.

Tyler knew he was stronger, bigger, and faster. Unfortunately, this wasn’t the Stone Age, and his ability to grab a girl and hold her down or pin her in place wouldn’t really help. Still, he liked the idea.

What if he could embarrass her?

He thought about this for a long time.

Obviously, some rules at the company couldn’t be broken. Certain expectations of behavior would always be there, but Tyler figured everyone had something to be embarrassed about. That’s when he thought of her phone. If he could get that device, have his hacker friend unlock it, and get access to all of her accounts, he knew he would be able to find something.

One detail. One humiliating piece of information. That would be all Tyler would need to get this promotion, the pay raise, the respect, all of it…

And in the meantime, he would have Stephanie under his thumb.

Breathing out slowly, he filled his lungs with the cold night air as he walked toward the building. Fortunately for him, the security here was light; everyone believed the fence would be enough to keep out any criminal element.

He walked down the hall, found the stairwell, pushed his way through the door, and took the steps two at a time. He made his way up to the third floor, and that’s when he glanced out into the corridor. Unsurprisingly, it was empty.

He found her front door, and that’s when he reached into his pocket and pulled out the lock picks.

This had always been a hobby; for Tyler, it was never supposed to be an actual skill he might need for his job.

A wicked smile spread across his lips as he slipped the pics into the aperture. He pushed, remembered those first YouTube videos he had started watching back in school, and he lost himself to imagining the different gears and tumblers. Moment by moment, he worked and maneuvered each thin piece of metal as he waited for the telltale click of success.

The lock opened.

He turned the handle carefully, and the door started to swing inward.

The hinges didn’t creak or squeak.

He was in!

Breathing out slowly, Tyler stepped into the darkened condominium. He glanced around, but he couldn’t see much. A couple of small lights glowed from a smart speaker, the corner of her television, and a charging tablet computer.

Pressing his lips together, Tyler nodded, pleased. The tablet might be as good as her phone. He wouldn’t change his target yet, but if he had to run out of here fast, the tablet could be a good alternative.

Having already researched the build of the condominium online, he knew which door would lead to her bedroom. She would be asleep, he thought. This would be easy.

Remembering to pull the hood up on his sweatshirt, he crept down the hallway, careful not to make a sound. He went to the bedroom door, placed his hand on the knob, and turned it carefully.

By this point, he hadn’t made a sound.

He stepped into the bedroom.

There. Her phone. He saw the single light glow a faint shade of red as it cast a thin haze of illumination across the room. Fortunately, he had been out in the dark for a while, so his eyes had adjusted.

Tyler took one step forward, then another and another. The closer he got, the more likely of success he would be. Even if, by some terrible miracle, she woke up, it wouldn’t make any difference. She would be groggy, she would see a dark shape over her, and then she would probably scream. Fine. Whatever. Even if she called the police, it would hardly matter because he would already be gone.

Tyler had been careful, remembering to wear gloves. Besides, the police wouldn’t really care about a break-in like this. In the future, Stephanie would get a deadbolt, and everything would be fine.

Until she realized he knew all of her secrets…

Another feral grin stretched across his lips as he saw the phone and reached for it. He didn’t think about the bed or its occupant. He didn’t think about any possibility of failure. He concentrated. He wouldn’t mess up.

But then the light flashed on. Jaggedly bright light washed over him. Blinded, he reached out, tried to grab the phone, and only felt the cord with his fingertips as someone demanded, “What the hell are you doing here?”

All at once, something occurred to him: he hadn’t heard her snoring or even breathing.

That’s because Stephanie had never been in the bed at all. Tyler saw the young woman standing right there. She still had her hand on the light switch, only there was something about her expression.

She was smiling at him.

When he snuck in here, he figured she would be a modern girl, quivering and meek. If someone snuck into her condo, she was supposed to scream, slap her hands against her cheeks, and maybe run into the bathroom, lock the door, and shout for him to leave.

Instead, she seemed utterly relaxed and collected, almost as though she had expected something like this.

It didn’t matter.

Tyler tensed his shoulders and glared at her. “Your phone,” he said flatly, “I’m taking it.” Telling her about his plan hadn’t been something he envisioned. Then again, he should have been able to sneak in here, grab it, and leave without her even waking up.

Stephanie stood in the doorway, chuckled, and said, “I don’t think so.”

He knew this was silly, but he told her, “Stephanie, you have to know you can’t beat me. Just stand out of the way, and let it happen.”

Stephanie stretched her arms over her head like she thought this would be fun. A cute smile tugged at the corners of her lips, and she said, “Go on. Try it.”

Tyler reached down and took her phone. He unplugged it from the charger, slipped it into his pocket, and held out his hands. Fingers down, palms pointed outward, he grinned and said, “It’s mine now. And don’t even think about trying to change your passwords. I know a really, really good hacker.”

Stephanie stood there. She had her arms crossed now as she leaned against the doorway, “But how are you going to get out?”

A burst of laughter broke from his mouth. “This isn’t the office, Stephanie. You don’t have any of your friends here to help you, and I don’t have to follow the rules.”

“How about you try,” she said.

Tyler awkwardly took a step forward. He had never fought a girl before. But he reminded himself about how she would get that promotion unless he could hold something over her head.

Just a few feet away from her now, he lunged forward, thinking he could rush his way past her. His shoulder might slam into her chest, but he didn’t care.

He made it halfway by her before she grabbed his wrist, spun him, and used his momentum to force him against the wall. Disoriented as he crashed into the drywall, Tyler blinked, shook his head, and shoved himself back.

Before she could get a solid grip on him, he knocked her against the other side of the hallway.

Tyler spun around and stared at her for a second. He expected her to look scared or upset. Instead, her eyes had darkened, and there was something almost feral about her expression. She reminded him vaguely of a she-wolf ready to leap on her prey.

But Tyler was bigger and stronger. He was a man; he could handle a girl like her.

Besides, the way to the front door was clear, so he started striding toward the exit. He didn’t need to fight her at all. Tyler could let her look all fearsome and intimidating, but he would have her phone and the evidence he needed.

He made it all the way down the hallway and out into the living room before he vaguely heard the quick steps.

Was that running?

In the next instant, she jumped, launching herself up onto his back.

Thrown off balance, Tyler stumbled forward. Miraculously, he managed to remain upright, although he now had this girl on his back with her legs wrapped around his waist.

Tyler couldn’t believe it, but she tightened one arm around his chest and the other around his neck. Suddenly, he couldn’t breathe! Animal panic blasted through him as he found himself spinning wildly.

Finally, he realized he had to just drop. He threw himself down onto his knees, rolled onto his back, and she threw herself free at the last moment. She jumped up first and was ready for him as he scrambled back up.

“You’re going to give me back my phone. Then we are going to start talking about how you can make this up to me, Tyler.”

“Screw you,” he shot back as he looked at her. She was gorgeous, especially in that snug, yellow sports bra and those tight little shorts. She looked like a girl who was about to go to the gym.

“Oh, there’s no need for harsh language. Come on. We both know I’m smarter than you. We both know I’m stronger too.” Her eyes glittered.

Tyler expected to laugh again, only something about the certainty spread across her face made him hesitate. He swallowed, more nervous than he would have expected and glanced over at the door.

“You can try to run,” she said.

Was she teasing him? Was she messing with him?

It seemed so ridiculous. He had broader shoulders, more mass, and a willingness to pin this girl down. Actually, the idea of holding her down and making her regret her cockiness definitely appealed to Tyler.

“If you don’t get out of my way, I’m going to bend you over that couch right there and spank you.”

“A spanking? How original,” she said sarcastically.

Tyler lurched forward, only to stop. He hoped she might flinch, but Stephanie seemed completely at ease.

Finally, he decided he wasn’t going to put up with this. They weren’t back at the office, and he didn’t have to be kind to her. He strode forward, reached out, and he was just about to grab this girl by her neck when her hand shot out. She pinched his wrist, grabbed it, and twisted his arm behind his back.

Tyler let out a grunt of dismay. His brain couldn’t keep up, and he didn’t understand what was happening, not until she twisted him around, kicked down, and knocked his knees out from beneath him. He fell hard, hitting the carpet.

Then she released him.

Tyler crawled for a few feet before jumping back up.

Back on his feet, he spun on her and threw a punch.

Stephanie had already started to retreat, but she wasn’t quick enough to avoid the blow completely. By luck or skill, she threw up her forearms and blocked his knuckles.

Then it was her turn.

“You tried to punch me,” she said, phrasing the words like an accusation, only Tyler didn’t know what to make of that grin on her face. For a moment, he wanted to apologize. After all, he may have been a jerk who thought he could steal her phone, but he instinctively disliked the idea of punching a girl.

He didn’t know what to do when she lowered her shoulder in a flash of movement, jumped forward, and threw her mass at him. This girl may have been smaller, but he wasn’t braced or prepared.

Tyler felt her momentum slam into him. He was knocked back, crashed into the wall, and he tried to grab her. He thought this would be his chance to slide his arms down over her shoulders and along her back. If he had to grab her by her shorts, then fine. He could do it.

Unfortunately, she retreated away again.

She was fast—faster than he ever would have guessed. She moved with the quick agility of a ballerina who did gymnastics as a hobby.

“Come on,” she said.

“I’m leaving,” he announced.

“No,” she chided. “I don’t think so.”

Tyler glanced toward the exit, and his instincts told him to get out of there. He didn’t know what this girl had in mind, but he didn’t trust her. More importantly, he knew he could be charged with trespassing just for being there.

“You can’t get away,” she said.

Tyler didn’t believe her. He wanted to laugh, especially because this girl couldn’t be serious. Maybe he couldn’t get her phone. Maybe he couldn’t even wrestle her to the ground, not when she kept dancing out of his reach, but she couldn’t keep him prisoner either.

Thinking this would be the best way to disappoint her, he started to stride right by her. He would push into her, shove her away, and head for the front door.

Unsurprisingly, Stephanie darted out of the way when he rushed by.

But then he made a mistake. As he headed toward the exit, Tyler didn’t think about turning his back on this girl.

Once there was enough distance between them, she looked forward, jumped, and tackled him.

More concerned with standing up straight and feeling proud of himself as he left her there, he couldn’t possibly take this punch of weight to his shoulders and upper back. She threw herself at him, jumped, wrapped her legs around his torso, and grabbed onto his shoulders.

Tyler fell forward, stumbling. For a moment, he liked to believe he would have been able to stay upright, but he put his foot in the wrong spot, his knee started to bend, and he lost his balance. He fell hard, hit the floor, and felt the air get knocked from his lungs. He was wheezing now, struggling hard to catch his breath. With every moment, he couldn’t think or even see because he had his eyes tightened shut. His vision became a brassy miasma as the pain swept through him.

Again and again, he tried to get oxygen into his lungs.

This had only ever happened once before, as a kid, when he had gone roller-skating. He had slipped on a curve, fallen right onto his stomach, and got in the air knocked out of him.

The same thing happened now.

Second by second, he remembered how to breathe, how to fill his lungs even as the nauseating pain continued to sweep through him.

He wanted to say something.

He just needed to get up and scramble back outside. If he could close the door between them, then this girl wouldn’t know how badly she had hurt him.

Nothing was broken. Maybe he would have a bruise or two. Maybe not. Either way, he hated being there on his stomach like this.

He hardly noticed the way she grabbed his right wrist, then his left. He didn’t pay attention to the cold metal around his wrists.

Finally, he had the strength to try to get up, but he couldn’t pull his arms out from behind his back. Poised just above his pants, his hands were stuck there. At first, he didn’t understand even as he registered the sensations of cold metal against both of his wrists.

Wheezing out, he demanded, “What, what did you do to me?” The words were broken into an unintentional whisper.

Even so, Stephanie could hear him. More importantly, she decided to answer, “You broke into my place. They’re going to be consequences.”

“Fine,” he said as his voice got a little bit stronger. “Whatever. Call the police.”

“No,” she said even as she yanked his feet together.

On his stomach and pointed in the wrong direction, he tried to twist around, but Tyler didn’t succeed in time. She pulled the cord around his ankles, tied the knot, and finished. Now he was stuck there, his body long and slender, his hands trapped, and his feet stuck together.

He kept trying to get a look at her, to see what she had done, only Stephanie placed 1 foot on the back of his skull. She pushed down, trapping him. He squirmed like a fish beneath her, but he still couldn’t escape.

“You tried to come in here and take what you wanted,” she said. “How did that work out for you?”

Tyler had no interest in a conversation as he grunted back, “Get those stupid things off of me!” As he spoke, he also tried to free himself. He pulled and twisted his hands. He tried to slip free, to narrow his wrists or somehow tear through the metal.

None of it worked, and now she applied some additional pressure to the back of his head. She shoved his chin into the carpet.

“Tell me you can’t get away,” she ordered.

“Never,” he grunted back.

“If you don’t, I will call the police and maybe a few reporters.”

Tyler froze up.

Getting arrested for trespassing probably wouldn’t be good, but he was a good, clean kid who could probably weasel his way through the system. Tyler liked to think he had a knack for talking to authority figures. Besides, this was just a prank, and boys will be boys, after all…

But if some of the local reporters got involved, Tyler understood how the modern world worked and what would happen. All across the internet, people would start debating his situation. They’d assume the worst, and maybe the justice system would be tilted by the weight of public opinion. He knew how important his online reputation could be. For the rest of his life, people would type in his name and find innuendo and insinuations.

He froze up, suddenly scared. His heart pounded faster and faster now.

“Tell me you’re going to be a good boy,” she said after letting him soak in the possibilities for about a minute.

“I’ll be a good boy,” he said. Good boy. He hated the phrasing. It was infantilizing and disrespectful!

And yet, he still had to go along with her game.

“Good,” she said. “Stay here and don’t move.” Stephanie pulled her leg away from his head, and she sauntered off. Twisting around onto his side, Tyler looked up, but all he saw was this beautiful girl skipping away. She disappeared back into the kitchen, where he heard her open a drawer. When she came back, she held something behind her back.

“I told you not to move,” she said.

He didn’t understand; he was still sprawled out on the floor, just as she had left him. What else could she have expected?

Stephanie explained, “You twisted around. You moved. That’s not acceptable. There are going to have to be consequences.” Her eyes twinkled with delight, but then she burst out laughing as she said, “Then again, you are already in trouble for sneaking in here in the first place.”

“Right,” he said. He wanted that monosyllabic answer to sound gruff and aggressive, like he couldn’t care less about anything she did.

But then she pulled her hand from behind her back, and that’s when he saw the scissors.

“Snip, snip,” she said.

She crouched down by his feet, only to straddle his shins. He tried to kick out, but he didn’t have the leverage or maneuverability he needed.

She yanked off his shoes, pulled away his socks, and then she went to work on his jeans.

The scissors were sharp, easily cutting through the denim inch by inch. As she worked, she hummed to herself until she said, “You should be careful. If you struggle to hard, I might nick you by accident.”

His breathing came out in quick, nervous gasps through his nose, but he did as she suggested. Freezing up, he closed his eyes and tried not to move even as he felt the blunt edge of the scissors glide along his legs, moving higher and higher, up his pants and toward his crotch.

Eventually, it occurred to him to ask, “What, what are you going to do?”

“I want you naked,” she said.

“What?” Tyler cried out.

“You heard me,” she replied. “I want you naked and helpless.”

“Please, look, I messed up. I’m sorry. I never should have come here. It was rude and disrespectful, and I—”

“I’m not interested,” she said, cutting him off.

He blinked a couple of times. “What?”

“I’m not interested,” she said again. “Yes, I’m sure you’re sorry, and you feel bad, and blah, blah, blah, but I’m not interested in hearing any of that. I’m thinking about how you can be useful to me now.”

“Useful?”

“That’s right,” she said. “I’ve thought about situations like this before. Why do you think I was so good at fighting you?”

Up until this point, he assumed it had been dumb luck.”

“I’ve had training,” she said. “The moment I saw you in here, I didn’t get scared or panicked. You know how I felt?”

Now that he could breathe again, Tyler felt compelled to ask, “How?”

“Excited.”

As she enunciated each sound and syllable, he believed her.

“And now I get to do whatever I want with you. First, I’m going to punish you for sneaking in here.”

“Or you could just let me go?” Tyler replied. Anxious uncertainty lingered in his voice, but she still laughed at him.

“That’s cute,” she said. “That’s really cute.”

Then she grabbed the shredded remains of his pants and pulled them away. If cutting through the denim had presented no challenge, then the cotton fabric of his boxers proved to be even easier.

Before he knew it, he was naked from the waist down.

He shivered and wondered what she was thinking as her eyes glided along the curves of his legs and up to the contours of his buttocks. Occasionally, she giggled. But what was she thinking?

She went for his shirt next. She cut through it, slicing away the layers until he was completely naked. She yanked away those shreds, tossing them aside.

“You know, while I’ve been stripping you, I’ve been thinking about what I should do with you.”

“What, what do you mean?”

“Your punishment,” she said. “You obviously need to be disciplined.”

“You tied me up and ripped off my clothes.” He meant it to sound like this should be punishment enough.

“No,” she said breezily. “That’s not good enough. That’s not nearly good enough.”

Biting down, Tyler didn’t know what to expect. He didn’t know if he should ask for something else.

“Stay here,” she said.

She jumped up, walked away, and he was left there, naked and cuffed with his hands behind his back and his ankles still tied together.

Since she was gone, he decided to take this opportunity. He might be able to slip away.

First, Tyler tried to pull his legs free. He shifted and writhed there on the floor like a snake. But even as he worked, he kept thinking of how this girl had wrestled with him, pushed him down, tricked him, and ultimately bound him.

Hot frustration rushed through his body, heating his cheeks. The warmth cascaded down his neck and into his chest. He kept struggling, moving and fighting, but he couldn’t rip through the silk cords around his ankles or tear free from the steel cuffs on his wrists.

“You’re cute when you fight,” she said.

Freezing up, he had to wonder how long she had been watching.

“You were trying to get away, weren’t you?”

“What?” Tyler asked nervously. “No. No, I wasn’t.” He spoke just a little bit too quickly, especially when she crouched down beside him. She pushed her knees to the soft carpet, slid her fingers along the back of his head, along the nape of his neck, between his shoulder blades, all the way down. Then she touched something to his naked ass.

“What, what is that?”

The smooth, cold surface made little bumps appear along his shoulders even as she stroked his posterior. “It’s my hairbrush,” she said.

“Why, why do you have your hairbrush?” Tyler asked even though he already had this amorphous suspicion in the back of his mind.

“Because I need to punish you,” she said, “And I think this will be the perfect implement.” She sounded so cheerful! So happy! Then she punctuated her point by slapping the hairbrush down against her open palm. The sound ricocheted against the walls and reverberated through his body.

Without thinking, Tyler tried to scurry away. But his legs were still tied together, and his hands remained trapped behind his back. He squirmed, inching his way forward, so the girl kneeling over him just laughed.

Then she reached down, casually grabbed him by the scruff of his hair, and placed the impromptu paddle down against his butt.

“Are you ready?”

Face down, Tyler couldn’t see her. She yanked on his hair again, “I asked you a question.”

“No! I’m not ready!” Tyler confessed.

“Too bad,” she teased. Then she struck.

The hairbrush came down in one swift movement. The pain rocketed through his body. He tried to twist away, to avoid it, but he couldn’t see where she would come from, and Stephanie had every advantage.

“Okay,” he said desperately. “You paddled me. You punished me. I’ve learned my lesson. I will never, ever try anything like this ever again! Just let me go now, okay? You can let me go now!”

“What? You think we are done? Sorry. We are just getting started!”

She struck again and again, five times in quick succession. The flat of her hairbrush slammed down against of the same spot over and over.

“Look at that. You’re starting to turn pink. I would if I can make you turn red.”

Clenching his eyes shut, he tried to ignore the bristling tears. At the same time, he instinctively twisted and pulled against his bonds, but Stephanie had done an excellent job.

He didn’t know why she had handcuffs. Maybe she picked them up at a rummage sale or found them online. Perhaps she had prepared for this exact moment. Ultimately, it didn’t matter.

Between those wild rushes of pain, he thumbed at the handcuffs as he searched for some kind of release, like a button or a lever he might be able to pull. But no, these weren’t toys. They weren’t intended for children. These cuffs were real, and they locked him in place, making sure he couldn’t get away or use his arms.

When he gave up on escaping the handcuffs, he brought his knuckles down toward his buttocks as he tried to shield himself from the onslaught.

She quickly grabbed that chain between his wrists and pulled up, exposing him. Not only that, she could hold the chain to make sure he didn’t squirm away.

“This is fun,” she said. “Are you having fun? I bet you were all excited when you came in here.”

She picked a different spot and paddled him again and again.

The hairbrush was made from solid wood; it wasn’t cheap plastic. The heavy weight crashed down over and over, sparking fresh storms of agony. They flashed through his body, one after another.

Before coming here tonight, Tyler would have assumed a paddling would be some ridiculous exercise in absurdity. Seriously, a paddling couldn’t really hurt. That was a punishment designed for children. They didn’t have the resilience to handle it. Besides, even getting paddled for children probably didn’t hurt that much; it would probably be the fear and embarrassment of having messed up that made them cry.

He was wrong.

He was so wrong.

Gasping now and on the verge of tears, he wanted to scramble back up onto his feet. He wished he could simply stand and face her like a man, only Stephanie had made that impossible. Now, she said in the singsong tone, “I’ve got you. I’ve got you, and I’m keeping you.”

“What, what are you talking about?”

“You’ll see,” she said.

“No,” he begged, “Please, tell me now.”

She hesitated, hummed, and seemed to consider this for several long seconds. “Nah. I think would rather punish you.”

That’s when she unleashed the next barrage. She struck seven times on his right side, then ten more on his left. He didn’t know what guided her decisions. Maybe she was just improvising from one second to the next. Or maybe she watched as he twitched and cried out between blows.

“I want you,” she said. “I want you to be my slave boy.”

He tensed up when he heard those words.

Tyler waited; he expected her to start laughing at any moment. But she didn’t, not this time.

“In fact…” She got up, carried the hairbrush, and strolled away. Over her shoulder, she tossed out a confident, “Don’t go anywhere!”

This time, Tyler stayed down on his stomach as he tried to collect his thoughts and figure out some way to get out of this situation. He thought stealing her phone would be simple; he thought he could use it to get what he wanted.

He had been wrong. So wrong.

Only moments later, she came skipping back, and now she straddled him again. He could feel the warmth of her legs against his shoulders as she slipped something down underneath his neck, drew it tight around his throat, and brought the two ends up near the nape of his neck.

Tyler didn’t really want to know, but some perverse, twisted sense of curiosity compelled him to ask, “What, what is that?”

“It’s a dog collar,” she said. “A friend of mine asked me to walk her dog a few weeks ago, and this got left behind by accident. Lucky me, right?”

“No,” he said as he started to try to shake it off, but she clicked the collar into place. Without the use of his hands, he wouldn’t be able to remove it.

“Very nice,” she said. “I think dog collars going to be appropriate for you. It demonstrates your lack of status. Because what are you again?”

Biting down, Tyler decided not to answer. No, he wouldn’t give this girl the satisfaction of a reply.

“Oh? You think you’re going to be stubborn? How cute.”

She slapped the back of the hairbrush down against his ass three times in quick succession. That was all it took to make him cry out again. Not only that, he pathetically tried to squirm away. “Where do you think you’re going, wiggly worm?”

“I’m not a worm!” Tyler roared up with all of the strength he could muster.

It wasn’t enough.

It wasn’t anywhere near enough.

She smacked his backside three more times. Finally, he broke. He twisted onto his side and tried to look up at her. “Please, no more!”

“You know, your punishments are all your fault,” she told him. “They depend completely on the choices you make.”

His lips parted, and he gulped. Before he could answer, she continued, “Well, that’s only partially true. I mean, I can punish you if I just feel like it.” The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she grinned down at him. Despite all she had done, he still thought she was beautiful.

“Now, what are you?”

He sucked in a breath, searched for the strength to defy her, and failed. Instead, he said in a small voice, “A slave.”

“Whose slave?”

“Your slave,” he answered obediently. “I’m your slave.”

“That’s right,” she said. “You are. And after tonight, you’re always going to belong to me.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m recording this,” she said. “Everything that happens here, from the moment I cuffed you, is being recorded.” She pointed up toward one of the shelves.

Tyler had to strain and stretch to get a line of sight, but then he saw the small device. A camera, like an unblinking eye, stared down at him, recording all of this.

“Tell me what you did. Tell me all about how you snuck into my home.”

He shook his head futilely, either because he didn’t believe she had trapped him or because he refused to cooperate. Either way, he earned himself another severe paddling.

She braced herself, enjoyed the moment, and struck quickly. The hairbrush flashed down in a blur of honey-colored wood before clapping against his ass once, twice, three times. She didn’t stop. She savored every moment of this. She was laughing, and the sounds washed over him.

“I trespassed! I snuck in here! I’m sorry! Please, stop!”

She didn’t.

The storm rushed through his body with one gust of pain after another flashing between his nerves as he struggled and twisted against his bonds. If his movements grew inconvenient, she just grabbed him, shoved him down again, and made sure he couldn’t get away.

Then it stopped, and she asked, “What are you?”

“I, I’m your slave,” he confessed.

“And what do you think would happen to your reputation if I released any of these recordings?”

He pressed his lips together, tightening his mouth as his throat refused to work properly.

“By the way, I’m very good at editing,” she said.

His eyes widened as he considered the possibilities.

“You wouldn’t…”

“I can make sure everyone who watches these videos would hate you,” she said simply. “That’s the world we live in.” Tyler vaguely remembered the lectures from some of his classes, the need to focus on reliable, professional, and trustworthy news sources. More often than not, however, the data wandering around the web made this popular because it was titillating, not because it was verified or fact-checked.

He already knew what people would do if they saw him overpowered, knocked down, tied up, and helpless before this girl.

She rolled him onto his back and looked down into his eyes. “Are you ready to serve me?”

“Yes…” He just barely whispered the word.

She looked down at him.

“For a boy who’s really, really vulnerable, you should probably be more enthusiastic.” To prove her point, she reached down and brushed her fingers along his balls. She just barely touched him before tightening her grip. His body tensed up, and he wished he could stop her, yet his hands remained trapped beneath him.

Then she glided her fingers up along his erection.

Yes, through all of this, the pain and humiliation, Tyler had remained aroused. Maybe those sensations had been subsumed for a little while by the pain she inflicted, but now he could barely think as she stroked him.

“You like this, don’t you?”

“Yes…”

“You want me to use you, don’t you?”

His eyes widened as he looked up at her. “No!” He tried to roar again, but he was trapped, and they both knew it.

“Too bad,” she said. “I’m going to do whatever I want.” She jumped up onto her feet, and when she rose up, she hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her shorts, and she pulled them down.

At first, he didn’t look because he didn’t know how to process this. But then, he saw the smooth contours of her legs, and he realized she wasn’t just pulling down her shorts. She was taking down her panties too!

Naked from the waist down now, she tossed those aside, fell forward, and straddled his face.

“Lick me,” she commanded. “If you don’t, I’ll destroy your life.”

His body tensed up.

The idea of serving this girl horrified him. He wanted to believe that he was bigger and stronger and that he could never be used, not like this, not sexually!

But she was about to turn him into a toy, and there was nothing Tyler could do about it.

“Last chance,” she said. “Obey me or say goodbye to your life.” She wouldn’t hurt him, but she wouldn’t have to. The rest of the world would do it for her because he had been dumb enough to sneak in here.

He lifted his head, brushed his lips along her slit, and heard her moan through her desires as he parted his lips and start to lick. “Good boy,” she said.

Good boy. The words still made him tense and bristle. He hated getting addressed like that. It was so disrespectful! But his feelings had become completely irrelevant as she enjoyed the way he licked her opening. His tongue darted along her crevice. Then he went deeper. He strained his neck as he held his head up.

In the next moment, she forced her pussy down against his face. The back of his head hit the carpet, and now he had no choice. She enjoyed the sensations of his tongue as he pushed up. He could feel the excited swell of her clitoris as he kept licking. He went for different shapes, letters of the alphabet and circles or lines in different directions.

Above him, she stopped talking. Instead, Stephanie savored the feel of his body beneath her.

Still trapped with his hands behind his back and his feet tied together, he wasn’t going anywhere. He couldn’t do anything.

This boy had become utterly helpless.

When he first walked in here, he thought he was so clever because he could pick a lock. More importantly, he figured his strength and size would give him every advantage.

She showed him just how wrong he could be.

“Enough,” she said, pulling away.

She shifted down along the length of his body. Straddling his flanks now, she pressed her knees to the sides of his chest and brushed her fingers along his cheeks, then his collared neck. “My boy,” she said.

“I’m not your boy,” he wanted to say, only something froze him in place.

There was this look across her face, beautiful and dangerous, predatory and hungry all at the same time.

Then she leaned to down and whispered, “I’m going to fuck you.”

This wouldn’t be sweet; it wouldn’t be affectionate.

It was about ownership.

She slid down along the length of his body, grabbed his erection, and held it tight in the palm of her hand with her fingers wrapped around the contours of his most sensitive appendage.

A nervous swallow ran up and down his throat as she leaned down, touching the tip of his erection to her opening. “You made me nice and wet,” she said. “Now I get to take you.”

Just like that, she enveloped him. She subsumed him, pressing the walls of her opening down against his manhood. She imprisoned his body and trapped him for her pleasure. She slid down, little by little. He could feel the captivity.

Tyler understood just how much control she had over him now. This would be something she could do whatever she liked. If she had a stressful day, she could snap her fingers and order him to go down on her. If she didn’t feel like doing her dishes are cleaning her place, she could call him and demand that he come over.

She could keep him in a collar.

Tyler panted, and he tried not to enjoy this. And yet, some part of his body still screamed out to be close to this young woman. She had tamed him, taking and breaking him. But now she used him. She exploited this boy for her own pleasure and satisfaction. She rode him slowly at first, gently sliding up and down. But then she went faster and faster!

The pleasure and drive pulsed through her body as she took him. He tried not to succumb to his instincts, but he started to arch his back, to push up into her, to make her capture of this boy even sweeter!

She grabbed the collar, pulled, and stared right down into his eyes. “Mine. You belong to me now. You’re never getting away. Say it.”

When he uttered these words, he knew they were true, “I’m never getting away!”

Stephanie threw her head back and laughed at her boy as she rode him to completion. The pleasure exploded through her. At the same time, his member pulsed and throbbed as he lost control.

They came together, and he was soon spent, drained of all resistance, all strength, all defiance. He had nothing left.

She rose up onto her feet, smirked down, and said, “I’m going to go take a shower. You can stay here.”

Still bound and helpless, Tyler would stay there on the floor, just like a discarded toy. He would have to wait until she wanted something else from him.

The End
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