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   Taking Him Back 
 
      
 
    “With this spray,” began the pop-up ad/recording, “you can make any male in your life utterly obedient. One spritz is all it takes. By creating a personalized pheromone, you will be able to induce absolute subservience. He will follow a command, no matter how demeaning or humiliating. You will take absolute control.” 
 
     When Amy first heard this, she snorted with disdainful disbelief. And yet, her eyes were wet, and she held the wine glass pinched between her fingers. Despite all of her scientific training, she knew she had to do something; she had to try something. 
 
    Because she missed him. 
 
    Because she wanted to take him back. 
 
    It had been a week since he broke up with her. For the first few days, everything had been fine and surprisingly easy. After Ian broke up with her, she called her friends, and they circled around her. Like sisters, they consoled her and reminded her that Ian was a jackass, and he had never been good enough for her anyway. Even if those same girls would have talked about his best virtues just the previous day, the fact that he broke up with her made him a monster. 
 
    Her friends knew how to be loyal. 
 
    They went out, they got drunk, they danced and partied at a club. The girls joked about how men couldn’t be trusted to make decisions. One of her friends laughed with a beer in hand and called out, “Boys should be treated like pets. There should be leash laws for them. Guys shouldn’t be allowed to make their own decisions!” 
 
    “Here, here!” called out Amy’s friends, and she joined in the chorus. 
 
    It was so easy that first night. 
 
    Even the day after, when she was hung over and curled up in bed, she just watched Netflix, nursed her headache, and did her best to ignore him. 
 
    But after that, the pain seemed to get worse. She started thinking about the holidays, their plans, and all those little things they said they wanted to do together. They never got to go to Disney World; they never visited Hawaii or Paris. 
 
    Because he broke up with her. 
 
    Although he met with her and held her hands and they hugged after, Amy realized he had never given her an actual reason. Did she need one? Did he offer her one? 
 
    Maybe. Maybe not. 
 
    But as the days drifted by, she went to work, filled test tubes, and studied statistical readouts. She made recommendations to her bosses, but she kept thinking about him too. 
 
    She missed getting those text messages from him. She missed the way he would massage her shoulders or smile at her. 
 
    More and more, she realized she wanted to get together. 
 
    So, the following weekend, when it was a Saturday night and she declined those invitations from her friends, Amy popped open a bottle of wine and played around online. At first, she enjoyed a couple of games. But then, she started searching for random queries. 
 
    She could trust Google. Google wouldn’t betray her confidence. 
 
    And at some point, she typed in, How do I take him back? 
 
    She blinked a couple of times, not sure what that even meant. How would she take him back? Didn’t that question imply he wanted to come back? Although Amy had done an amazing job of avoiding drunk-dialing her ex-boyfriend, she had gotten into the sickeningly pitiful habit of checking her phone every few minutes on the off chance he decided to call or text. 
 
    She started fantasizing about the different things he might say. “Amy, I’m so sorry. I made such a huge mistake. Please, can we get back together? I’m going to have to work so hard to earn your trust again, but we were so great together. Please, give us another chance.” 
 
    Whenever she let herself ride that fantasy, the world felt fresh and clean for a few seconds until she came back to reality. His desperate soliloquy came to an end, and she had to acknowledge the fact that she was single and missed her ex-boyfriend. 
 
    But now the pop of video was right there in front of her. 
 
    She went back and replayed to the short video, “With this spray, you can make any male in your life utterly obedient. One spritz is all it takes. By creating a personalized pheromone, you will be able to induce absolute subservience. He will follow a command, no matter how demeaning or humiliating. You will take absolute control.” 
 
    The corners of her mouth twitched upward. 
 
    Rather than exit the advertisement right away, she minimized it, went back to the search engine, and typed in another query. All the while, she kept taking conservative sips from her glass until the bottle was empty. 
 
    Every few minutes, she went back to the ad. 
 
    She watched the video again and listened to the recording. 
 
    A personalized pheromone? 
 
    Yeah, right. This couldn’t possibly be real. 
 
    And yet, she started thinking of how it might work. They wanted her to submit a strand of her own hair, plus one of his. Without even thinking about it, she knew that he had left his comb in her bathroom before they broke up. 
 
    She knew she needed to throw it away, but that was one more step toward a final breakup that she couldn’t quite bring herself to face. 
 
    Then Amy started laughing. 
 
    Before she decided to go to sleep, she paid, found the mailing address for the strands of hair, she put one of hers in a beaker and did the same for one of his. Then she put them into an envelope, added a bunch of stamps, and walked her package out to her mailbox. 
 
    After that, she went back to bed, closed her eyes, and soon fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, she found the ad on her computer. With a surge of embarrassment, she wandered back to her mailbox, but it was already empty. The mail carrier had already come and gone. 
 
    Feeling like an idiot, she stood there for a second, straightened her back, raised her face toward the sky, and grimaced like an idiot. Seriously, how could she have been so foolish? 
 
    Realizing there wasn’t anything she could do about it, she decided to go to work. Not only that, she promised herself she wasn’t going to drink on her own again. Getting wasted with her friends was one thing; doing it alone felt completely different and far more pathetic. 
 
    After that, Amy tried to forget about the advertisement. It was just a stupid popup video, and she even went so far as to change her credit card number. She doubted she would be able to get a refund, and she definitely didn’t want to call her credit card company and explain what had happened. 
 
    It was a dumb mistake, part of the sometimes shameful process of getting over someone, but she could move on now, right? 
 
    As the next couple of days went by, Amy did her best to pretend she hadn’t gotten drunk and sent in the package. If she got really lucky, the whole thing was just a scam, and the beakers would be tossed into the trash while some enterprising nerd laughed at her stupidity. 
 
    Then she came home one day and saw the package waiting for her. 
 
    When she spotted manilla envelope, she had no idea what the package would hold. At first, she tried to remember if maybe she had ordered some shoes or a T-shirt. 
 
    With the item in hand, she headed into her apartment. She walked in, dropped her stuff by the door, and plopped down on the couch. She tore through the packaging, and soon found the small bottle along with a note. 
 
    As she examined the small, plain plastic bottle, she smirked. 
 
    Clearly, this had been made by someone without any real equipment. Then she glanced down at the neatly typed note, Thank you for your purchase. Spray once into the face of your subject, and he will be obedient. 
 
    “Yeah, right,” she said. Then she threw her shoulders down against the couch, lifted her head, and rested the back of her skull against the cushion. 
 
    How could she have been so dumb? Seriously? What had she been thinking? 
 
    With a disdainful shake of her head, she rolled her eyes just as her phone started to vibrate. 
 
    Amy reached for it, and then her pulse quickened when she saw the sender. 
 
    Ian. 
 
    Those three letters made her insides clench. Her heart skipped several beats, and she held her breath. Clutching the phone, she jumped up onto her feet. Yes, she knew she was being irrational and overly emotional, but she couldn’t stop herself either. The excitement burned hot through her body. 
 
    What did he want? Did he want to get back together? She fantasized about opening the text message and seeing some elaborate message about how he had messed up and would do anything to earn her forgiveness… 
 
    Part of her wanted to throw the phone away and wait for a while. Obviously, she was too emotional right now. She shouldn’t be dealing with anything like this. And yet, she bit down, pressed her lips together, and swiped her finger across the screen. 
 
    Then she saw the message. 
 
    Hey, I’m really sorry about this, but I left a couple of shirts at your place. I’m coming by to pick them up. I hope that’s okay. 
 
    Shirts. 
 
    He wanted to come back for his stuff. 
 
    Her shoulders slumped, and she waited for some rush of sorrow or disappointment. Instead, her fingers pushed down into the palms of her hands, and she savored the spark of anger. 
 
    What? He thinks he could just come by whenever he wanted? He couldn’t know whether or not she would be busy. In fact, she started typing a new message. She wrote something about how she wasn’t home, so he would have to come by at some other point. He couldn’t be this selfish… 
 
    The pixels looked up at her, but she didn’t hit Send. 
 
    Instead, she glanced down at the small bottle resting there on her coffee table. 
 
      
 
    When he knocked on the door, Amy got up and let him in. “Hi,” he said, his tone stretched with the awkwardness of this moment. 
 
    “It’s good to see you,” she replied. She had the small spray bottle in her pocket. She could pull it out and shoot him in the face whatever she wanted. 
 
    She wasn’t going to do it, not really. After all, she was a scientist, and she knew that the promises that website made were utterly and completely impossible. This was all so ridiculous… 
 
    “You too,” he said. “You look good.” 
 
    She stepped out of the way for him to enter, and he headed toward the small hallway immediately. She glanced over at him, studied the contours of his hair and the lines of his shoulders. At the same time, she realized this could be the last time she would ever see him. 
 
    She followed him into the bedroom, watched as he casually headed toward the closet and searched beneath the layers of scattered clothing until he found his small box. 
 
    “I really appreciate you being so mature about this. I know breakups are hard, but I owe you one.” 
 
    Something about his tone set her off. 
 
    All of the tension, the disappointment, sorrow, and anger suddenly burst out. Another ex-girlfriend might have shouted or snarled whatever curse popped into her head. Not Amy. Instead, her hand dropped to her pocket, and she pulled out the bottle just as he rose to his feet. With his hands holding the box, he wouldn’t be able to stop her or block it. 
 
    He got up and turned around. She pointed the bottle to his face, pressed down on the dispenser, and squirted some of the strange liquid right into his face. 
 
    “What the hell?” Ian demanded. He jerked his head away, dropped the box on her bed, and quickly swiped his hands along his face. 
 
    “Sorry!” Amy called out immediately. “I thought I saw a bug on your face.” It was an odd and pretty unbelievable lie, but he glanced up at her with obvious incredulity. 
 
    “Right,” he finally said. Grabbing the box again, he headed toward the door back toward the hallway and her living room. 
 
    “Ian?” 
 
    He didn’t even pause. “What?” 
 
    “Can you give me a dollar?” 
 
    “I don’t have any singles on me,” he replied, but Amy knew he had to be lying because he was one of those guys who loved to keep his wallet filled with a bunch of cash he’d never spend since he always used his debit card. Since Ian had what he wanted, he decided to get out of her place as fast as he could. 
 
    She followed him out into the hall. With his long strides, he was already back at the front door. 
 
    But then she decided to try something else. “Ian, give me a dollar.” 
 
    He dropped the box, reached into his pocket, pulled out his wallet, and took out a single bill. Then he walked over to her. As he crossed the room, his expression seemed neutral and impassive, like he wasn’t excited about what might happen. In fact, he seemed practically enthralled, as though he hardly understood what was taking place around him. 
 
    He held up the dollar bill for her, and she took it. Then he shook his head, looked around, and seemed confused. 
 
    “I have to go,” he said. 
 
    On some level, she wanted to let him go, probably because she still couldn’t believe what was happening. But then she remembered they were breaking up, so she would never see him again, which meant she didn’t have to worry about embarrassing herself. He already dumped her. What else could he do? 
 
    With more ferocity then she felt, she called out, “Stop!” 
 
    He froze right before he could get through the front door. He had already opened it, so she instructed him, “Close the door.” 
 
    With that same entranced expression on his face, he obeyed. The door closed with an audible click. 
 
    “Turn around. Face me.” 
 
    He obeyed again. 
 
    “Amy—” 
 
    “Be quiet,” she ordered next. 
 
    He shut his mouth. He seemed confused, but Amy walked toward him. Her eyes narrowed as she searched him for some sign of deceit, like maybe this was all an elaborate practical joke. Amy had no idea how or why something like that could be happening, especially since he had no way of knowing about the strange spray she ordered. 
 
    Then another thought occurred to her: she hadn’t given him any commands that proved definitively that the spray worked. 
 
    Her throat tightened a little bit, but she pushed down her insecurities, doubts, and worries. As a researcher and a scientist, she needed to figure out if the spray actually did anything. To prove that, she had to give him a real command, something so absurd and ridiculous he would never obey. 
 
    “Strip,” she said. Thinking that might be too vague, she tried again, “Take off everything you’re wearing.” 
 
    His eyes widened for a moment, like he clearly thought this was ridiculous and insane, but some other instinct took a hold of him. He unbuttoned shirt and pulled it off. He took of his undershirt. Next, he pulled the laces on his shoes and kicked them off. After that, he peeled off his socks. 
 
    He wore the same vacant expression as he started on his belt. 
 
    Amy watched, marveling, but also skeptical. With her hands on her hips, she felt powerful, yet some part of her still waited for a moment when he would crack a grin, laugh, and tell her this whole thing was insane. 
 
    Instead, he finished sliding his belt from the loops, he pulled down his pants along with his boxers, and then he kicked it all off. 
 
    Suddenly, the boy who broke up with her was now naked in front of her. And after another moment, his expression cleared, and he glanced down at the floor. 
 
    Obviously confused, he wrinkled his brows, parted his lips, and tried to find the words to say, only they refused to materialize. Finally, he croaked out, “What happened?” 
 
    “You don’t know?” 
 
    “I’m naked!” 
 
    “Yes,” she said as a serpentine grin spread across her lips. “Yes, you are.” 
 
    He bent down for his clothing. It was obvious he intended to get dressed as fast as possible. 
 
    “Stop,” she called out. 
 
    Amy had no idea whether or not the spray could still work on him. How long would it last? The little bottle didn’t come with any instructions beyond that brief note. And yet, it hardly seemed to matter because Ian froze again. 
 
    “Come here,” she said, pointing to the spot in front of her. 
 
    He stepped away from the door, walked over to her, and then he started to say something. “Be quiet,” she said again. “Be quiet, and don’t move.” She combined the commands, and he went silent and rigid at the same time. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said with a little chuckle. Not only that, she reached up and patted his cheek. 
 
    His eyes blazed with frustration. He stared at her, his eyes moving while the rest of his body remained fixed in place. 
 
    “Before I figure out what’s going to happen next, I want to ask you something. You have to tell me the truth. Tell me the truth, Ian,” she said, phrasing this carefully so there would be no wiggle room. “Why did you break up with me?” 
 
    “I thought I could do better,” he said. 
 
    Her insides tightened; it felt as though her stomach cinched, so she pointed to her small couch. “Bend over the armrest.” 
 
    He obeyed, only now he could speak again. “What’s going on? How are you doing this?” 
 
    “Shut up,” she shot back. 
 
    He bent over the couch. “I’m going to spank you,” she said, surprised by the words once they left her lips. 
 
    Although his shoulders tensed, she couldn’t see his face, but Amy could still guess what kind of expression played across his features. Ian must have been confused; for so long, he had been in control of his life and decisions. No more. Now, he was naked and bent over her couch. His face was pressed to down against the cushions, and she decided to tease him. 
 
    Amy didn’t know exactly what prompted her behavior, but she brushed her fingernails along his naked ass. She gently scratched at his skin, making him shiver under the tender contact. 
 
    “You can’t do better than me,” she promised. “I cared about you. I loved you. I was going to work so hard to be the best girlfriend I could be.” 
 
    He still didn’t answer. 
 
    Good. 
 
    She raised her hand, savored this moment, and smacked his backside as hard as she could. 
 
    The sound of the slap reverberated through her body, his, and the air. It bounced against the walls, and Amy now wore this ferocious grin. She felt like a huntress who had caught her prey, and now she could take her time with him. 
 
    Her gaze glided over the contours of his buttocks. She watched as a red patch appeared along the curves of his skin. Then she smacked that same spot. It reddened some more, darkening under her watch. 
 
    “Tell me the truth. How do you feel right now?” 
 
    “Angry and humiliated!” Ian growled out. 
 
    “Oh, that’s probably how it feels to get dumped, don’t you think?” She asked. 
 
    Just as he tried to speak again, perhaps to defend himself, she spanked him harder and faster. She allowed her arm to act on its own. She didn’t make any conscious decisions here; instead, she just swatted his backside, slapping different spots, first on the left, then the right. 
 
    She listened as he grunted, as he whimpered. 
 
    “That was amazing,” she said, panting now.  
 
    “You can’t do this to me,” he said. 
 
    Apparently, some of her chemically induced authority dissipated because he started to push his arms down against the cushion. He was going to get up, she saw. Before he could stand up straight, she called out, “Stay right where you are.” 
 
    His expression became blank, and he obeyed her immediately. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Because she didn’t appreciate that little jolt of worry he just gave her, she said again, “Stay right where you are.” Then she got up and turned around. She walked into her bathroom, she opened one of the drawers without articulating precisely what she wanted. 
 
    Then she found it: her favorite hairbrush. 
 
    She picked up the wooden implement, smacked it against the palm of her hand, and grinned. Oh yes, this would work quite nicely. 
 
    She walked back into the living room. 
 
    “Have you ever been spanked with a brush?” 
 
    “No,” he confessed. 
 
    “Do you have anything to say for yourself before I start paddling you?” 
 
    He gulped, and Amy initially assumed he would try to maintain some stoic resolve, like keeping his face neutral might mean something. Boys could be so silly when it came to the idea of dignity and self-respect. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “Yes?” Amy asked like this was some polite dinner conversation. 
 
    He sucked in air between his teeth before the words tumbled out, “Please, I’m sorry. I’m sorry I hurt your feelings.” 
 
    “Tell me the truth. Are you really sorry?” 
 
    His tone shifted, becoming flat as he said, “No. I’m not really sorry.” Now that he was commanded to tell the truth, he couldn’t hide behind the lies which came so easily to a boy like Ian. 
 
    For a moment, she just shook her head and wondered how many males deceived without even thinking about it. How many of them were this manipulative? 
 
    It didn’t matter because she touched the flat of her hairbrush to the curve of his ass. She rubbed the cool, smooth wood along his buttocks for the next few seconds. “This is going to sting,” she promised with glee. 
 
    She jerked her arm back, swung down, and smacked his rear end as hard as she could. 
 
    He was pushed forward against of the armrest. Simultaneously, his face flashed red it, and he let out a little yelp of dismay. All of his resolve cracked under the smack of the paddle. 
 
    “Was that good for you? Did you need that?” 
 
    “No! Look, I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but I’m going to make you pay for this. I’m going to make you—” 
 
    “Be quiet,” she ordered. She didn’t need to raise her voice or even sound especially ferocious. This wasn’t a battle of wills because she won by default. 
 
    Once he quieted down, she giggled and stroked his backside again. “I’m sorry, Ian, but you don’t get to talk to me like that anymore. As far as you’re concerned, I can do whatever I want with you. Do you know why? Because you have been chemically programmed, I can make you do whatever I want. That’s why you’re naked. That’s why you’re bent over, and that’s why you’re going to take the spanking. Oh, and we might even get to play with that little toy you hated so much while we were dating.” 
 
    His body went rigid. 
 
    Before, he had squirmed, maybe pushing down against the cushions, all in something of an attempt to stand up straight. Only now, he froze, and it had nothing to do with one of her commands. Instead, the fear gripped him, held him tight, and made it impossible for him to move. 
 
    “If you want, you can beg. Go on, beg for a little bit of mercy. We can see how I might react.” 
 
    All at once, he gulped back his worries, only now he addressed her with a completely different tone, “No. Please, not that. Please, look, I’m sorry about before. I’m sorry I have been such a jerk.” 
 
    “A jerk? I think you’ve behaved more like an incompetent ass.” 
 
    His shoulders bunched near his neck for a moment, but he forced his temper down. “Yes. I’m sorry. I’ve been incompetent ass.” 
 
    “That’s okay. You’re just a boy, and boys are pretty dumb, don’t you think?” 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    She smacked his ass again, three times in quick succession. She went for the same spot on his left buttock. He tried to stay quiet again, but she drew that growl of pain from between his gritted teeth. 
 
    “Well? I asked you a question, slave boy.” 
 
    Slave boy. 
 
    Amy never intended to use those words, yet they felt so right, so pure and good. The moment they jumped from her mouth, she couldn’t help but grin, especially because of the frustrated look on his face. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “I’m just a dumb slave boy.” 
 
    “You don’t really mean that, do you?” 
 
    “I said it, didn’t I? What else do you want from me?” 
 
    She reached down and put her hands on his chest. She stroked the contours of his musculature. She enjoyed the feel of his body beneath her fingertips, especially because he didn’t have the courage to shove her back. 
 
    “I want your surrender. I want you to understand your place. I want you to give up and to give in. I want you to recognize me as your superior.” 
 
    Because she didn’t phrase those comments as commands, he could still think for himself. 
 
    “I’m not going to do any of that,” he swore. 
 
    “Oh, you will. But right now, I want you to get on your knees, stay on the floor, cross your hands behind your back, and just be quiet.” 
 
    His lips parted, and he obviously wanted to ask something, but she watched him obey. Then she patted him on the head and strolled back toward her bedroom. In the narrow hallway, she glanced over her shoulder. She ran her fingers through her hair, and a decidedly cruel idea occurred to her. 
 
    “You know, I don’t want you to get bored while I’m gone,” she said. “So touch yourself. Masturbate for me. I want you to stay nice and hard, but you aren’t allowed to orgasm.” 
 
    The previous command to remain silent still held him enthralled, but this new order also took control of him. He brought his hands from behind his back, and now he brushed his fingers along his shaft. He wrapped his hand around his member, gently squeezed, tugged, moving his palm up and down. 
 
    Within seconds, his shaft became tumescent. 
 
    Like most women, Amy had never been interested in watching a boy masturbate, but this was different. There was something amazing about the look of concentrated frustration on his face, especially as she noticed the blush coil along his cheeks. His slightly darker complexion made it harder to tell, but she could imagine his heart pounding wildly as the humiliation ran through his veins. 
 
    “Good boy!” Amy practically sang before she stepped back into her bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Alone in her bedroom, she threw herself onto the mattress. She ran her hands through her hair. Like most girls, she found this incredibly relaxing. But at the same time, she couldn’t help but grin ferociously. 
 
    Her ex-boyfriend, that selfish brat, was back in her living room, masturbating because she had ordered him to. 
 
    She pulled out the small bottle of spray, set it aside, but then she just grinned. 
 
    At this point, she forced herself to wait. Despite the excitement thrumming through her skin, she wanted to keep Ian out there, on his knees, frustrated and helpless. She wanted her boy to feel the sting of impatience as he desperately waited for her return. 
 
    When she really thought about it, she didn’t know what kind of torture could be worse. Sure, the paddling had been bad, but being required to stay on his knees and touching himself? 
 
    So many boys, Ian included, got ridiculously impatient and churlish when it came to getting off. The moment they got hard, those boys couldn’t think about anything else. 
 
    That was fine with Amy. She could use his masculine deficiencies against him. Her cheeks rose as she grinned, but her own desires soon overcame her. 
 
    She pulled off her pants, her panties, and she threw them both to the floor. Then she pulled her fingers up to her lips, and she gently ran her tongue along each tip before sliding her hand down between her legs. 
 
    Only a little while ago, thinking of Ian would have been one of the most depressing directions for her thoughts to go in. Now, she loved thinking of that boy on his knees, trapped by the strength of her will. 
 
    She loved the spray and how a genetically modified set of pheromones could entrance a boy like this. 
 
    Distantly, she allowed herself to wonder how long it would take before this would spread to the rest of society. A product like this wouldn’t remain a secret for long. It wasn’t terribly expensive, so women all over the world would soon learn about it. They would all start carrying little bottles of spray in their purses… 
 
    As Amy considered this, she let her thoughts drift back toward Ian. She was looking forward to having his face between her legs. But first, he needs to be punished. 
 
    The paddling was just a start… 
 
    An arrogant, conceited boy like him really needed to be disciplined. He needed to be tamed and broken in all of the right ways. 
 
    That’s why she ran her fingers along her crevice. With one hand on her left breast and the other hand between her legs, she touched herself. She ran little patterns with one fingertip around her nipple. Then she pressed down on it. 
 
    With her other hand, she stroked her opening several times before pressing down. Her breathing sped up, her cheeks got hot, and she came closer and closer to an orgasm. 
 
    She pressed down, sliding in. First with one finger. Then with two. Everything happened so fast. 
 
    At first, Amy really thought she would draw this out, only then she found her back arching, and her body shivered with those quick, sputtered bursts of ecstasy. 
 
    Amy grinned toward the ceiling and wondered if she should go again. Seriously, that was a small orgasm, but she decided she wanted to play with him. 
 
      
 
    Ian’s ex-girlfriend picked out a snug black dress. It was sexy and shimmered under the light. She also pulled on a pair of black boots. She didn’t bother with panties, but she did tie her hair back into an elaborate French braid. When those strands of hair coiled together and fell down her back, she always felt amazing. 
 
    Better yet, it had always irritated Ian while they dated because it took her so long to do. 
 
    But once she finished getting ready, she walked into the living room and found her ex-boyfriend on his knees, right where she had left him. 
 
    When he looked up, his eyes were big and blazing with frantic desire. 
 
    The tip of his shaft was damp, his cheeks were red, and she leaned forward, grinning down at him. “I bet you really, really want to come right now, don’t you?” 
 
    He couldn’t speak, but he jerked his head down and up. At this point, he couldn’t think straight. How long had it been? Half an hour? An hour? Longer? 
 
    Amy hadn’t bothered to keep track, but decided to be merciful and said, “Stop.” 
 
    He pulled his hands away from his cock. His hardened shaft still pointed up. He wouldn’t be able to rid himself of that arousal for quite some time. 
 
    “I might decide to have sex with you,” she said. “Or I might decide to tell you to go home without an orgasm. I might program you so that you can’t get off without me in the room.” 
 
    His gulp was audible and obvious. She loved seeing that nervous look on his face. This poor boy. He was truly scared of his ex-girlfriend now. 
 
    Good. He needed to be. 
 
    “What do you think of my boots?” 
 
    His eyes drifted down toward the black leather. Those high-heeled boots were amazing. They were expensive, exquisite, and extravagant. They were so sleek and sexy with every curve shining under the light. From the two-inch heels to the smooth contours that stretched up toward her knees, they held his attention. 
 
    “You always liked it when I wore boots, didn’t you?” Amy asked. 
 
    Ian gave a nervous nod. 
 
    “I’m glad, Ian. Now, I want you to crawl over here, and lick my boots. I want you on your knees. I want you to feel like a dog as you surrender yourself to me.” She didn’t phrase any of those orders as commands. 
 
    That’s why he stayed there, on his knees. He still felt humiliated, but he wasn’t about to worship her boots, not the way she expected. He still had some semblance of dignity, didn’t he? 
 
    “Are you trying to make me angry, Ian? I don’t think you would like me to be angry.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched, probably because he recognized the simple truth of those words. And yet, he didn’t want to give up so easily. 
 
    “Last chance,” she said. Those two words were enough to break his defiance. 
 
    He crawled forward, scurrying along on his hands and knees far faster than she expected, but his speed made her smile. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, congratulating him like he was a stupid pet. 
 
    He dropped his face down against her bright boot. He nuzzled her first with the tip of his nose and his lips. He rubbed his cheek against her foot, and she watched, marveling at how a young man like Ian could behave this way. 
 
    Granted, she had absolute control over his actions, which meant training him should be fairly simple. Even so, she wondered how long it might take. Even now, this boy was probably strategizing some way to get out of this. 
 
    At this rate, she would definitely decide to take him back. 
 
    “Keep licking,” she said. 
 
    As Amy watched and marveled, she wondered what was going through his head. Then she realized she could simply ask, “Tell me what you’re thinking.” 
 
    Between licking and nuzzling her boots, he told her the truth, “I’m thinking about how demeaning this is.” 
 
    “Oh? And why is that?” Amy asked even though she could easily answer the question for herself. 
 
    “Because I’m not some bootlicker,” he growled back. 
 
    “Bootlicker?” Amy repeated, surprised by the word. It seemed antiquated, like something from a previous generation, yet she still cocked her head to the side and smiled down at him. “I like that. Actually, sit up straight, hold your hands together, and beg for the chance to be my official bootlicker.” 
 
    His eyes widened for just an instant, but then that relaxed expression came over his face. He seemed vacant once again as he obeyed like some sort of automaton. Straightening his back, he relaxed his shoulders and sat up. 
 
    Just as she commanded, he also held his hands together. Looking up at her, he said, “Please, may I be your official bootlicker?” 
 
    Amy leaned down and looked right into his eyes. “You may,” she said with a grin. “Now get back to it.” 
 
    He obeyed, dropping his face back toward her boots. He slid his tongue along the smooth, perfect leather. The flavor and aroma hit his nostrils as he served her. He continued to nuzzle with his cheeks, the tip of his nose, and his lips all while he licked her dutifully. 
 
    She sat down, and that’s when she told him, “Yeah, I think this is going to work out really well for both of us, Ian. I get be your owner, and you get to be my slave.” 
 
    As he worked, she said nothing. She simply marveled at what he could accomplish. Then she ran her tongue along the edges of her teeth as she remembered something else. “Do you remember while be dated, there was something I really, really wanted to try with you?” 
 
    “No,” he said. And yet, he glanced up at her for just a moment. Between those compulsory licks, his eyes furtively darted up in her direction. He was checking to see if she believed him. 
 
    She didn’t. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. “Let me remind you then. I think it was about six months ago…” Amy touched a finger to her cheek. She gently tapped that digit against her face as she contemplated it, “Yeah, it was probably about six months ago, and I bought myself a little toy. I said that you always wanted to have sex with me, but maybe I should get to have sex with you too.” 
 
    He kept licking because he had no choice. 
 
    “You can stop,” she said. 
 
    Right away, Ian jerked his head up, and he looked up at her with big, frantic eyes. “Please, tell me you’re not thinking what I think you’re thinking.” 
 
    He couldn’t even say it! 
 
    Adorable! 
 
    “What am I thinking?” 
 
    “That toy,” he said. “That’s sick, perverted toy.” 
 
    “What was it? Tell me.” 
 
    By her command, the words were pulled from his mouth, “You bought a double-headed dildo.” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “I did. And you remember where I left it?” 
 
    “At the bottom of your sock drawer,” he said. “It was supposed to be a joke.” 
 
    “Right again,” she said. Now Amy grabbed him by his hair, pulled his head back, and looked down into his eyes. Under normal circumstances, he would have been strong enough to grab her wrist, pull her away, and maybe throw her to the floor, bend her over the couch, or take whatever he wanted. 
 
    Not here, not now, not this time. 
 
    He had to stay there on his knees and endure this humiliation. “Go get it, slave boy.” 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth, but the serene expression returned to his face. Like a robot, he scurried back down the hallway, found her dresser, dipped down, opened the bottom drawer, and rifled through the socks until he found the purple dildo. 
 
    He brought it back to her. She took it, and now he could move on his own again since he surrendered to her command. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head. 
 
    He looked at her, his eyes big. “Please, just don’t use that on me. Please?” 
 
    “Of course I’m going to use it on you,” she said, making it sound obvious. “It’s a wonderful toy, and you’ve had the chance to have sex with me on so many different occasions. Now it’s my turn.” 
 
    “But I don’t want this,” he protested. 
 
    “When we were dating, did I ever go down on you?” 
 
    “Yes?” Ian asked. Obviously, she had. Like so many girls who wanted to be good for their boyfriends, Amy had swallowed her pride, pushed away any disgust she might have felt, and gotten on her knees to suck his cock because she wanted to make him feel good. It was supposed to be a gift, something special to make him feel valued. 
 
    “That’s right. But you weren’t willing to reciprocate.” 
 
    “I went down on you,” he protested, obviously annoyed. 
 
    “Yeah, for a few seconds. I would go down on you for ten or twenty minutes, but you’d give me two licks and think it was time for the main attraction.” That’s when Amy shook her head from side to side. “It’s not even the main attraction. As far as you’re concerned, my orgasms should be your top priority. But were they? Nope. You were always such a selfish boy.” 
 
    “Stop calling me that,” he growled back as his temper slipped. 
 
    “What? Boy?” Amy arched an eyebrow. 
 
    “I’m a man,” he growled right back at her. 
 
    “Tell me you’re a boy.” 
 
    “I’m a boy,” he said automatically. 
 
    At once, Ian opened his mouth to rebut that point he just made. He would probably have protested, saying something about how that didn’t count because he didn’t have a choice, only Amy cut him off, “Tell me you’re a foolish boy.” 
 
    “I’m a foolish boy,” he said just as quickly. 
 
    “Tell me you’re a foolish boy who needs to be owned. Tell me you’re a foolish boy who isn’t smart enough to take care of himself.” 
 
    “I’m a foolish boy who needs to be owned. I’m a foolish boy who isn’t smart enough to take care of himself.” 
 
    “Now come here and suck on the tip of this dildo.” 
 
    “You can’t be—” in started to reply, but the command took a hold of him, just as all of the others had. 
 
    He stretched his neck forward, parted his lips, and he took the soft tip of the dildo into his mouth. “There we go. That’s right. You’re such a good bootlicker. You’re also an excellent cocksucker,” she said with a grin. 
 
    He bobbed his head forward and back, licking and sucking. She pushed of the tip of the dildo deep into his mouth. 
 
    He nearly choked on it. “Just breathe,” she said. “Breathe through the tension. That will help.” She loved smiling down at him, one braid falling forward as she enjoyed the the sight of this boy on his knees. She held the dildo right there, on the same level as her crotch. 
 
    “Good. So good.” 
 
    In fact, she had an idea. 
 
    Amy pulled the dildo from his mouth. He sputtered, gasped, and needed several seconds to catch his breath. “I am never, ever going to do that again!” 
 
    “What?” Amy taunted. “Suck my cock?” She enjoyed the vulgar language. “I’m sorry, Ian, but I think we both know you don’t really have a choice. Isn’t that right, slave boy.” 
 
    This time, he decided not to say anything. He didn’t wish to dignify her taunts with any sort of response. 
 
    “Tell me I’m right,” she said a moment later since she didn’t approve of his sullen silence. 
 
    “You’re right.” 
 
    “Tell me what I’m right about,” she ordered. 
 
    “You’re right because I don’t have a choice.” 
 
    She patted him on the head, walked over to the couch, and sat on the edge. She spread her legs, leaned back, and took the dampened end of the dildo and pushed it down against her opening. She loved the smooth contours and how it felt as she penetrated herself with that wonderful toy. She pushed down, pulled back, allowed her body to recover, and inserted it again. Oh yes, that felt amazing. She loved the tension, the friction, and the way her body stretched to accommodate this toy. 
 
    Once she worked it in nice and deep, she sat up a little bit more and beckoned him. “Come here, slave boy.” 
 
    “Please, don’t make me suck it again,” he said, pleading even as he crawled over toward her. 
 
    “Yes, you’re going to suck it again,” she said. “But first, you’re going to tell me how much you love putting this cock in your mouth.” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, I won’t do it.” 
 
    “Do I need to tell you to go get me the hairbrush?” It sat right there on the coffee table, just a few feet away. 
 
    Still, the color drained away from his face. He hated thinking of surrendering to her and giving up his dignity, but the idea of sucking her “cock” while she enjoyed the pleasure seemed like an anathema to him. Seriously, he was supposed to be the guy on the couch, his legs spread, savoring the feel of a pretty girl on her knees with her lips tight around his shaft. 
 
    “No! Please, I don’t need to be paddled again,” he said with more frantic desperation than he had intended. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she said with a wicked smile. “So what do you need to do?” 
 
    It would have been so easy for Amy to demand his compliance, but she liked watching him struggle with the decision. He jerked his head to the left, then the right, his eyes starting in every direction as though he thought he might spot some tool or finally figure out a strategy he could use to overcome his chemical programming. 
 
    His chest pumped, and then he finally looked back at her. Resolve hardened his features as he said, “Please, can I go down on you?” 
 
    “Do you want to suck on this dildo again?” 
 
    “…Yes,” he said in a small voice. 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Beg for the privilege.” 
 
    His chest pumped with small gasps of air as he came close to hyperventilating, but then he gave in, “Please, can I please go down on you? Please, can I suck your cock?” 
 
    “Does that mean you’re going to be my little slut from now on?” Amy teased. 
 
    His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, but he knew he couldn’t escape. “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said, but she didn’t tell him to start. Instead, she simply reached out, slid her fingers into his hair, grabbed him by his scalp, and pulled his face forward, down between her legs. With the help of her skirt pulled back, he had an easy angle. 
 
    He licked his lips at the last moment and wrapped his mouth around the circumference, just as she had expected. “Go slower,” she commanded. 
 
    He glanced up at her, but he obeyed. He almost lovingly licked and sucked at her dildo as he bobbed his head down and up. Not only that, the movements gave her extra friction. She could feel it right between her legs as the other end of the dildo pushed into her. She loved the penetrations, the exquisite sensations now darting along her nerves. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “Keep going. Good boy. Very good boy.” 
 
    At first, he hoped that this would only last for a few seconds, maybe a couple of minutes at most. But she sat back, laced her fingers together behind her head, and closed her eyes as she enjoyed having this boy on his knees, between her legs, eagerly sucking her cock. “Go faster now,” she ordered. Minutes later, she said, “Slower.” She could take her time. She could enjoy that slow buildup. 
 
    While a male would have preferred some quick burst of movement, she could enjoy having him right where she wanted. 
 
    Finally, she called out, “That’s enough.” With a wicked grin on her face, she said, “I want you in the bedroom, tied down on your back, helpless.” 
 
    “No,” he said. “Please. You can’t use those straps on me.” 
 
    “Why not?” Amy asked. “Because they were supposed to be for me? Because you wanted to be the conquering Master? Sorry, slave boy. You belong to me. Now go into the bedroom, get on your stomach, and spread your arms and legs toward the corners of the bed.” 
 
    He rose to his feet and obeyed automatically. 
 
    With the dildo in hand, she strode down the hallway. She felt like a conquering hero as she made her way back into her bedroom. 
 
    Those feelings only intensified when Amy saw him on the bed, face down with his arms and legs spread as she had commanded. 
 
    “I’m going to be very generous,” she said. “You can have an orgasm while I fuck you.” 
 
    “Please, Amy. You don’t have to do this.” 
 
    “You’re right. I don’t have to do this. I want to.” 
 
    She climbed up onto the mattress, straddled his back, and reached for the right restraint. He had installed them before breaking up with her. They never had the chance to use them, probably because Amy always put him off with one excuse or another. But now she slid the leather manacles around his right wrist and pulled it tight. She did the same with his left. Then she strapped his legs to the bed. It only took a few seconds, but once she had him strapped down and powerless, she grinned. 
 
    Strictly speaking, the bonds weren’t necessary, but then she smacked his ass. “Struggle. I want to see you wiggle for me.” 
 
    His nostrils flared, but he couldn’t resist the order. He tugged and pulled on the straps, twisting his body from side to side. When he rolled his frame to the left, Amy saw his erection. If anything, he had only gotten harder. 
 
    “I think you’re going to climax. I think you’re going to enjoy it when I ride you.” 
 
    “No!” He called out that single word with wild desperation, but Amy just slid the dildo back between her legs. Once she had it firmly in place, she held the base with one hand, put the other on his left shoulder blade, and she slid down, taking that slick tip and aiming it for his opening. 
 
    “Please, please don’t do this. Please!” 
 
    “Tell me about how you think I’m going to use you from now on,” she said. 
 
    Amy didn’t know if he would be able to think creatively with her power extended over him, but he didn’t have any trouble. “You’re going to fuck me and trade me. You’ll use me as your servant. I’m your slave boy,” he said automatically. 
 
    She pushed down, sliding the dildo deeper, inch by inch. She held it tight with one hand. As he stretched, he shivered through the humiliation. “How does this make you feel?” 
 
    “It makes me feel like I’m your bitch!” 
 
    “Poor boy. That must be so frustrating for you,” she teased. 
 
    “Please, stop! Please, you don’t have to do this.” 
 
    “But I haven’t had my orgasm yet,” she said. “And you haven’t had yours.” 
 
    “There is absolutely no way I’m going to get off on this!” Ian shouted back with all of the vehemence and determination he could muster. 
 
    She pulled back, only to push down again. The smooth toy rubbed along his inner walls. At the same time, he could feel the tip as it went deeper. He tried not to feel those triggering sensations, yet he couldn’t block them out either. 
 
    “Tell me you like this.” 
 
    “I like this,” he admitted. 
 
    She laughed as she took her time. With her black dress pressed down against his back, she pumped him slowly. She rubbed her breasts against his shoulder blades and enjoyed the way he squirmed beneath her. 
 
    “You think I’m going to do this to you again?” 
 
    “Never!” 
 
    “Be honest,” she commanded. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you think I’m going to give you another dose of spray every single day to make sure you belong to me forever?” 
 
    “Please, don’t. Please!” 
 
    “Why not? You’re lucky boy. Your ex-girlfriend is taking you back. Of course, you’re not going to be my boyfriend anymore, are you?” 
 
    He refused to answer again. Instead, he concentrated on pulling against his restraints. He fought as hard as he could, yanking and twisting from side to side, squirming and wiggling like it might make some difference. This boy couldn’t surrender; he couldn’t accept the inevitability of his new status as her slave. 
 
    “Tell me the truth. What are you going to be?” 
 
    “Your slave!” Ian called back as she pumped him, working the tip down slowly, pulling back, only to penetrate him again and again. 
 
    She kept her weight braced on his body, which made it nice and easy for her to ride him as long as she liked… 
 
    “Yes,” she agreed. “You’re going to be my slave. You can drive me around, do my chores, and obey me.” 
 
    “Yes. Fine. Please, just stop this!” 
 
    “Beg for more.” 
 
    “Please, ride me. Please, ride me, Amy! Please, I need this!” 
 
    She knew that laughing at him was cruel, but she did it anyway. The sounds of her twittering giggles reverberated through his body, reminding this boy of just how powerless he had truly become. 
 
    She worked him harder and faster now. She started to speed up. Simultaneously, she savored the friction from her side of the dildo as it pressed into her. Yes, she kept one hand on the middle of the base for control, but she let it slip in and press against her. 
 
    Delicious ecstasy washed over her, but she didn’t climax, not yet. 
 
    “This is going to be your life, Ian. You belong to me. Thank me for taking you back.” 
 
    “Thank you for taking me back!” 
 
    “No problem. I’m sure you’re going to be a diligent servant. You’ll earn everything I give you, won’t you?” 
 
    “Yes! I’ll earn it all!” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. Now she leaned down and whispered against his ear, her hot breath inescapable as he squirmed against his shackles. “I’m going to ride you hard and fast, and I want you to come for me.” 
 
    “No. Please, don’t make me.” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “I’m going to make you.” 
 
    Right then, she started to speed up. She pumped him much harder, much faster. She shoved down, pulled back, and rode him. She closed her eyes and a started to moan through the pleasure. 
 
    While she enjoyed herself, he grimaced and growled, humiliated beyond belief because this wasn’t supposed to be sex. For a boy like Ian, sex meant climbing on top of a girl, grabbing her wrists, and pinning her down while she squirmed helplessly. 
 
    Not this time. 
 
    She pumped him, working him harder and faster until she called out, “Come!” He felt that deep throbbing within his body. He tried to ignore it, but he came hard, the ecstasy pounding through him as she pushed the tip of the dildo in, pulled back, only to slide back down over and over again. 
 
    His skin was hot; perspiration dotted her brow. 
 
    “Mine,” she said. 
 
    As the euphoria washed over her, she finally yanked the dildo back. Poised on her knees, she grinned down at him. “Good boy.” 
 
    “Please, can I go now?” 
 
    She grabbed the spray bottle, told him to face her, and then she spritzed him again. 
 
    “Go get my bath ready. After that, I want you to do the dishes, vacuum the floors, and start on my dinner. I think I feel like some barbecue chicken and rice tonight.” 
 
    She released him from the restraints, and he moved to obey because he had no choice. Oh yes, Amy would enjoy taking him back for a long, long time. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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