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Doggy Door 
 
      
 
    He couldn’t explain why, but this felt like the most annoying math problem in the world. He had a certain number of resources and a goal, except he didn’t see how he could accomplish it. What was Derek going to do? 
 
    Seriously, he stared down at the door to his house, wondering exactly what his options might be. Frustrated, he stuck his hands down into both of his pockets, but that didn’t help because his keys weren’t there. 
 
    Gritting his teeth, he glanced down the rest of his suburban street, wishing he had stowed an extra key with a neighbor. It would’ve been even better if he had kept a spare underneath one of the rocks outside. 
 
    That had always been one of those small chores Derek figured he would go take care of at some point, but he never got around to it, and now he was screwed because he couldn’t get into his own freaking house! 
 
    Alyssa had a key. 
 
    That thought rumbled around inside of his head, only he didn’t actually want to call her, not now, not after the fight they had had. He loved his girlfriend, and he didn’t think they were going to break up over this, but he was sure of one thing: she was absolutely wrong about this. 
 
    Hypnosis? 
 
    Normally, Alyssa was such a smart girl. Even on their first date, they had both giggled like kids as they mocked people who believed in astrology and the massive conspiracy theories online. But then, just a couple days ago, she offhandedly mentioned how hypnosis was actually far more powerful than most people thought. 
 
    He had stared at her, confused. When she talked about hypnosis, did she just mean psychosomatic reactions, like people wanted to believe that they could be brainwashed, so they push themselves harder or something? 
 
    No. That’s not what she had meant. Alyssa explained that the right combinations of light, sound, patterns, and colors could actually influence human behavior. People could actually be reprogrammed. 
 
    Without realizing what he was doing, he scoffed immediately, laughing because that idea was completely absurd. People couldn’t be programmed! The idea was dumb! 
 
    Yeah, he said all of that and more. Pretty soon, she got very quiet and asked him to leave. 
 
    Knowing it would be futile to try to argue with her, he got up and left. 
 
    Puffing out his cheeks, Derek wondered if he should call her. Asking for a key might be a good way to jump start a discussion of what happened. Or maybe it would lead to another argument. 
 
    And then a different thought occurred to him. 
 
    The doggy door. 
 
    Derek had never used it, but the previous owner had. Wondering if this could possibly work, he circled around to the back of his house, and he saw it right there. There was the doggy door, but he couldn’t possibly fit through it, could he? 
 
    Safe in the backyard, he didn’t need to worry about anyone seeing him. Even so, he hesitated. 
 
    Deciding he didn’t have much choice, Derek got down on his hands and knees. He shrugged off his coat, and he started to maneuver himself through the doggy door. Finally grateful that he never bothered to seal it or have it replaced, he made his way forward. He slid his arms and head through easily enough. Then he got to his shoulders. They bumped up against the sides of the aperture. He had to keep trying. 
 
    Realizing that he would rather do this than give Alyssa a call, he kept at it, struggling as hard as he could to get through. 
 
    Finally, frustration forced him to try to shove his body all the way through. If he could just get past his shoulders, he’d be fine! 
 
    But then his momentum stopped. 
 
    Derek couldn’t go any farther. 
 
    He kept trying, only his shoulders were wedged in just the right position to make sure that he couldn’t get out. 
 
    Exhaling his own aggravation, Derek tried to retreat. He tried to withdraw and pull himself out of the doggy door. Even if he had to call a locksmith, that wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world. 
 
    People probably locked themselves out of their houses all the time. 
 
    Recognizing that simple fact, Derek tried to pull himself back out of the doggy door. He couldn’t. 
 
    For a second, he figured that he just needed to get the right angle or something. But as he tried to readjust, he realized that he somehow managed to perfectly wedge himself in that doggy door. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    He wanted to start laughing. If someone had been watching, this would have been funny, but he seriously didn’t know what to do. 
 
    He still had his phone in his pocket, so he reached down, only the angles were wrong. The cell phone was right there, just a few inches down the length of his body, but he couldn’t get to it! 
 
    “Come on,” he muttered, wishing that he could have just a little bit of luck. 
 
    That’s when he heard a knock on his door. 
 
    Derek redoubled his efforts as he tried to squirm out of the doggy door. 
 
    At first, he assumed it was a delivery guy, so he inhaled, getting ready to shout out. Before he could make a sound, he heard her voice. 
 
    Alyssa. “Derek, open up. We need to talk about last night. Open up right now!” She slammed her fist against his door. Clearly, she really, really wanted to discuss something with him. Was she going to break up? 
 
    He hoped not, but then he really, really didn’t want his girlfriend to see him in this position. Pressing his lips together into an angry frown, he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    If she left him like this, then he would get to protect some sliver of his dignity. That worked for him. 
 
    His phone started to buzz and vibrate a few seconds later. Then it started ringing! 
 
    The knocking stopped. Could she hear his phone? Did she think he was hiding? 
 
    Even if this pissed her off, at least she would wander away, he could figure this out, and then they could talk later on. If he had to apologize for ignoring her at the front door, he could do it. In fact, Derek knew how to lie, so maybe he could say something about how he had just fallen asleep and didn’t hear his phone. Yeah, that work. 
 
    Only then he heard the clicks of a key sliding into the lock on his front door. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    “Derek?” Alyssa called out, her voice echoing through his house. “I know you’re here. I saw your car out in the driveway!” 
 
    She glanced around the living room as she scanned for him. At first, he remained completely motionless. He hoped that she might somehow miss him. Of course, Derek couldn’t be that lucky. Her eyes locked on him, except she clearly didn’t know how to react or respond. 
 
    He was stuck in a doggy door. Seriously, how did something like this even happen to him? 
 
    “Derek?” 
 
    He decided to tell her the truth, “I’m stuck.” 
 
    “You’re stuck in a doggy door,” she said, sounding confused at first, but then the corners of her lips twitched upward as she considered this. “Are you really stuck in a doggy door?” 
 
    He explained as quickly as he could, “I couldn’t find my key for my front door, so I tried this. It didn’t work. Can you help me?” 
 
    She quickly rushed across the room, only then she got down on her knees, and she was about to reach out for him when she stopped. 
 
    “Are you really stuck?” 
 
    He puffed out his answer, “Yes.” His tone made it clear that he didn’t find this to be at all funny. 
 
    “You look really cute,” she said. 
 
    What did that have to do with anything? 
 
    “You look like a little doggy boy.” 
 
    As she spoke, she realized something. This turned her on. A lot. 
 
    She reached out again, thinking she was just going to help him out, but then something held her back. “Can you do me a favor and wait for a second?” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Derek demanded, only his girlfriend had already hopped back up onto her feet, turned around, and was headed back toward the front door. 
 
    He watched her retreat out of the house, but where was she going? What was she doing? 
 
    Then she returned, and she held something behind her back. “Alyssa, I’m really not interested in playing any games. Just help me out of here. Please, just help me.” 
 
    “Derek, I think you and I need to have a little conversation. Is there anything you want to say to me?” 
 
    “Get me out of here!” He wasn’t naked or anything, but he felt like an idiot since he was braced on his hands and knees. “And don’t take any pictures of this, okay?” 
 
    “I promise,” she said. “I won’t take any pictures.” 
 
    He kept glancing up at her. She obviously held something behind her back, but what was it? What did she have in mind? 
 
    For her part, Alyssa moved slowly and deliberately as she walked closer and closer to her boyfriend. She did have something in mind, one way for him to get out of this: he needed to apologize for their last conversation because he had denigrated everything she believed in. 
 
    Alyssa wasn’t some hypnotist working on a cruise ship or at a carnival. Oh no, she had worked in psychology labs, studying under some of the best psychologists in the country. She had read the research papers and understood a lot about neurological programming. She spent a lot of time reading up on conditioning, Pavlovian responses, and subconscious manipulation. Even if he didn’t exactly understand how all of this stuff worked, at least he could have a little bit of faith in her, right? 
 
    She crouched down in front of him. “Are you sure there’s nothing else you want to talk about? Things were pretty rough the last time we saw each other.” 
 
    “Please, stop being such a girl and just help me out of here.” 
 
    “Okay, that was your last chance,” she said, pulling the dog collar out from behind her back. She held it up in front of him. “Since you don’t think you said anything wrong, we’re going to have a much more involved conversation. It’s going to start with this, Derek.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Since you don’t believe in hypnosis, I’m going to show you the truth. I’m going to reprogram you, it’s going to start with this.” Anger mixed in with lust as she spoke. He probably couldn’t tell, but her body reacted wonderfully to all of this. 
 
    “This isn’t a game. Come on. Just help me out of here, and we can talk like people!” 
 
    “Sorry. You just got demoted to dog,” she said as she brought the collar up around his neck. He jerked his body to the left and right. Maybe deep down, he even hoped that the struggles would be enough to allow him to slip out of the doggy door. But no. That didn’t happen. 
 
    Click. 
 
    The buckle on the collar engaged. 
 
    Collared like a dog, he couldn’t even get it off, not while his arms were stuck. 
 
    “Adorable,” she said. “Now, I need to go get my laptop, and then we can really get started. How does that sound?” 
 
    “Alyssa, you can’t do this.” 
 
    “Why not? You’re not going anywhere,” she said simply with a shrug and a grin before she disappeared back through the front door. 
 
    While she was gone, he struggled twice as hard, squirming and wiggling. At one point, he even braced his feet against of the concrete just outside of his back door. He tried to run his way out of the doggy door, but his shoes just scraped along with the surface. He couldn’t get any real purchase. He couldn’t force himself through. 
 
    Why was she doing this? 
 
    Derek couldn’t know it, but she just loved seeing him helpless like that, near the floor, all powerless. Alyssa had first studied hypnosis because she was fascinated by power; she wished to understand how humans could be manipulated. 
 
    And now she had the perfect opportunity to study her own boyfriend. 
 
    When Alyssa came back, she set something down right in front of him. Her laptop. She opened it up, clicked on the right program, and then she stepped back. 
 
    “What is this supposed to prove?” Derek asked. 
 
    “This is a basic manipulation program. Essentially, it’s going to give you a series of commands.” 
 
    “Is it still going to work if you tell me all of this?” 
 
    “Definitely,” she said with a wicked grin on her face. 
 
    “And what are you going to do when nothing happens?” 
 
    “Don’t worry your cute little head about that. By the time we’re done, you’ll feel like you should do anything and everything I say.” 
 
    She reached down, pressed a key on her computer, and the color started to play. 
 
      
 
    When Alyssa didn’t say anything else, Derek wondered what he should do. Part of him wanted to argue with her, insisting that this was BS. The bright lights and colors and sounds couldn’t actually influence him. But then he heard the music begin to play from the laptop’s small speakers. The quality wasn’t great. Even so, he could enjoy the trilling notes from flutes accompanied by violins playing. 
 
    After a few more seconds, he exhaled, and he made the mistake of glancing in the direction of the screen. Shades of purple, blue, and red mixed together on the screen. They were beautiful, and he relaxed into them. 
 
    For the first couple of seconds, Derek told himself that he could look away at any time. Really, he was just indulging his girlfriend, but this wouldn’t change him or alter his behavior in the slightest. 
 
    Then his thoughts stopped altogether. He relaxed completely, surrendering all the tension in his body. He no longer thought about the doggy door, having his girlfriend in his house, or anything else. 
 
    He didn’t even hear Alyssa when she said a couple of words in his direction. Instead, he simply stared straight ahead, completely enraptured by the patterns, colors, and music. 
 
    Once she was satisfied, Alyssa hit another button on the keyboard. It stopped. 
 
      
 
    Derek had the sense that some time had gone by. But how much? A few minutes? 
 
    No, the shadows along the floor were wrong. It seemed like the sun was setting, but he hadn’t been home that long. He blinked, working hard to clear his thoughts. He wanted to understand precisely what had happened, only his brain seemed somehow disconnected, like he couldn’t fit all the pieces together. 
 
    Alyssa sat down in front of him, crossed her legs, and braced her hands on her knuckles. She looked a little bit like a little girl. 
 
    “How long do you think you have been watching that screen?” 
 
    Derek didn’t say anything at first. Then he remembered what was really important, “Before we talk about that, can you please help me out of this doggy door?” 
 
    Much to his surprise, she said, “Sure,” with a casual shrug before she reached in and grabbed his shoulder. He tried to push his way free, but now that he had his girlfriend helping, he slipped out within a matter of moments. He scrambled onto his hands and knees. Down on the carpet, he meant to get up. In fact, he was about to stand when Alyssa said something else. 
 
    “Stay, boy.” 
 
    Derek still meant to get up. She may have put a collar around his neck as some sort of joke, but he wasn’t about to start obeying her commands, even if he did feel a hint of gratitude. 
 
    His intentions didn’t mean anything, however. When he tried to stand, he felt the command run down his spine, only he couldn’t actually do it. 
 
    “What’s wrong, puppy boy? Can’t get up?” 
 
    He remained braced on his hands and knees, just like a good little dog. 
 
    Before he really thought about it, Derek admitted, “I, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Could it be that your girlfriend hypnotized you to obey all of her commands?” 
 
    “What? No. That’s nonsense,” he said. 
 
    “Then get up. You’re not tied down or anything.” Alyssa had the gall to make it sound so easy. 
 
    Again and again, he tried to stand up. He even glanced around the room as he searched for something he might use to brace himself, but it wasn’t a matter of muscle control or dexterity. His body had the physical capability of getting up. There was just something blocking his mind from actually performing the command, not that a stubborn boy like Derek would admit that. 
 
    “Get on your back and cooperate when I strip you naked, boy.” The words came out easily, but when Derek heard them, he jerked his head up even as he fell to his back. He kept his arms and legs at his sides as his girlfriend started to strip him. She pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and his socks. Finally, he was down to nothing but his boxers. Those didn’t last long either. 
 
    As all of this happened, Derek struggled to come up with a logical explanation. He had no idea why he couldn’t move his body or even why he would sit up or lift his hands above his head to allow her to strip him. But pretty soon, he was naked except for the band around his throat. 
 
    “Up on your hands and knees, boy,” she ordered. 
 
    Once again, Derek surrendered to his girlfriend. He resumed that position, and that’s when she started to explore his naked form. 
 
    “This is fun. I really like having you as my little dog, Derek.” 
 
    “I’m not a dog,” he said. 
 
    “Quiet, boy.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, and he meant to speak again, but she showed him that the programming held. Whether he liked it or not, he couldn’t figure out how to make his vocal cords vibrate. He couldn’t make any real sounds. 
 
    The look of chagrin on his face must have made her feel bad because she smirked. “It’s okay, puppy. You can make dog sounds.” 
 
    Dog sounds? What did that even mean? 
 
    She showed him a second later. Her fingers brushed along his neck, down his back and over the curves of his buttocks. Maybe she didn’t like the way he behaved, yet this girl certainly approved of his body. Pretty soon, he started to whimper. 
 
    “There we go. That’s right. There’s a good little puppy dog. This is what I expect of you, Derek.” 
 
    He tried to speak again, only his voice failed him. 
 
    As the frustration mounted inside of his chest, he tried to break free of whatever hold this girl had over him. And yet, he couldn’t think of anything to do. Each and every time he tried to exert himself, he failed. There was no other way to describe it. There may as well have been a brick wall built inside of his brain, one that only Alyssa knew how to position, move, and maneuver. 
 
    “Now I want you to bark for me.” 
 
    He waited for the reflexive obedience to overwhelm him. But this time, it didn’t. On the contrary, Derek didn’t feel as though he had to do anything at all. 
 
    Then she demonstrated her power more clearly, “Bark, boy.” 
 
    Boy. 
 
    She added that extra word for him, and suddenly he found himself barking just like a dog. He didn’t actually sound like an animal, but that didn’t matter because she clapped her hands together, obviously pleased with the results. “Very nice! There’s a good boy!” She slid her hands around his body. She stroked his neck, his back, his sides and his legs. Then she reached up for his genitals, and he couldn’t help but react. 
 
    No, no, no. 
 
    Silent and frustrated, Derek wanted to stop himself from giving her the satisfaction, yet his shaft stiffened almost immediately as her fingers brushed along his scrotum and up to his cock. 
 
    “Such a good little puppy dog. Look at that. You really like being on display, don’t you? Yeah, you do. You’re such a good boy. I bet you would feel even better if I took you for a walk around your house. Would you like that, puppy? Should I put you on a leash and have you run around in front of me?” 
 
    No! 
 
    When Derek tried to say that single word, he failed again. 
 
    Worse, Alyssa jumped up onto her feet, and she wandered away. As she started to walk off, Derek tested his muscles. Sure enough, he could move. Apparently, he had to remain on his hands and knees, but he didn’t feel stuck any longer. 
 
    He had no idea how her control worked, but then she exerted it again. “Stay, boy.” 
 
    Boy. She said that word, locking him in place. He froze, just like a show dog waiting for judges to examine his frame. 
 
    He didn’t have to wait long. 
 
    Within a few moments, Alyssa came back, and she held something in front of him. It swayed back and forth, almost like a pendulum. 
 
    His eyes locked onto the leash, and he quickly shook his head from side to side. Maybe he couldn’t talk like a man, but Derek could still communicate. 
 
    “It’s okay, puppy. It’s not like I’ve hypnotized you to want to be my little doggy slave.” She grinned, clearly enjoying the fact that she could rub his nose in her newfound authority. 
 
    With every moment, Derek waited for her to burst out laughing and to say that she had proven herself. Clearly, hypnotic programming worked, hence her power over him. Instead, she attached the leash to his collar. Then she tugged on it. “Come on, boy. Let’s go for a walk around your house.” 
 
    She guided him through the kitchen, back into the living room, down the hall, and into each bedroom. 
 
    He crawled along, just like a good little dog. 
 
    “Should we go outside? What you think of that? Should we go outside and play around a little bit? I got something else for you. You want to see what I have for you?” 
 
    He just glared at her, yet that didn’t seem to bother her at all. As far as Alyssa was concerned, she was just playing with a dog. 
 
    When she held up the ball, his eyes got wide because he knew exactly what she had in mind. 
 
    Fetch. 
 
    He hated the idea, but she had already made up her mind. 
 
    “Bark if you want to play fetch with me, boy.” 
 
    He didn’t, so he stayed silent. 
 
    “Bark, boy.” 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Alyssa wasn’t actually interested in his feedback. She didn’t want to communicate with her puppy dog. Instead, she expected him to simply obey, which she could force them to do so easily. 
 
    He barked like a good dog, and that was his “consent”. Holding his leash in one hand and the rubber ball and the other, she walked over to the sliding glass door at the back of the house. She pushed it open, and then she motioned for him to follow, not that he had any choice while he was on a leash. 
 
    As Alyssa sauntered out, he couldn’t help but admire her tights, her short skirt, the curves of her back and the way her blouse clung to her body. This girl was gorgeous, but he didn’t want to be turned on, especially while he was naked. 
 
    “Do you know what I love about having you as my puppy dog, Derek? It’s the fact that you are always insisting you need to be ‘the man,’” Alyssa said, flashing the air quotes. “You think that your penis makes you better. But it doesn’t. Power isn’t about gender. It’s about ability. And right now, I have the ability to make you do whatever I want. Isn’t that right?” When he didn’t answer, she said, “Bark, boy, because that’s right.” 
 
    He barked like a good dog again, which was supposed to count his agreement. 
 
    It didn’t! 
 
    And yet, Derek still couldn’t say anything. 
 
      
 
    “If you get really disobedient, I’m going to make you bark really loudly. Then, some of your neighbors might come around. You wouldn’t want that, would you? You really wouldn’t want the cute neighbor girl next door to come by, would you?” 
 
    Derek looked up at his girlfriend and felt some of the color drain away from his cheeks because this had always been a point of contention in their relationship. It never made sense to him, not when he couldn’t control who lived next door. 
 
    But Jessica was cute, the kind of college girl who naturally attracted guys. With her bright blue eyes, straight blonde hair, bouncy breasts, and energetic personality, she always seemed excited and willing to flirt. 
 
    Alyssa didn’t like her. 
 
    Even though she had nothing to worry about, Alyssa couldn’t help but get jealous, especially since Jessica had a habit of sunbathing out in her backyard. Derek said he hardly noticed, but it was impossible to completely ignore the young woman dressed in her bikini as she relaxed underneath the sun. 
 
    And now, it was his turn to be naked outside, except his position was so much more humiliating! 
 
    “If you bark, she might come to investigate. Maybe she’ll assume there’s a dog trapped in her backyard. But then she would see you. That’s not what you want, is it?” 
 
    Desperate, Derek shook his head from side to side. 
 
    “Then you had better fetch,” she said. First, she removed his leash, wrapping it around her hand and sliding it down into her pocket. From there, she smiled and tossed ball with a downward swing. 
 
    The ball sailed through the air, bounced against the vibrant green grass, and rolled up to the wooden fence that separated Derek’s yard from Jessica’s. 
 
    His throat clenched for a second. He tried not to imagine what would happen if the other girl saw him. She would be horrified, certainly. She would probably assume that he enjoyed this. After all, he seemed like an eager dog, didn’t he? He wasn’t tied up or bound. Outside of the collar, he seemed completely free to enjoy his captivity. 
 
    After the ball bounced against the fence, Derek finally got to it. He scurried forward and felt the soft grass underneath his shins, knuckles, and knees. When he came to the ball, he looked down at it, and grabbed it in his hand. 
 
    “Use your mouth, boy!” 
 
    Derek instantly dropped it from his palm. Then he dipped his head down, and he bit into the ball, his teeth snug against the yielding rubber. He could taste it. It was gross. Worse, the ball had rolled through the dirt. Little bits of grit hit his tongue, but Derek didn’t dare let go. 
 
    Instead, he turned around. With his face hot with embarrassment, he looked back toward his girlfriend. The last time they had made love, he had been on top, grabbing her and pushing her to the mattress. She said she liked it. She said she enjoyed the way he had taken control. 
 
    But then they got into their stupid argument, and now he was paying for it. With a nervous gulp, he sensed the snugness of the collar around his throat before he scurried forward, his naked body on display with only a few pieces of fence to separate his property from his neighbors. 
 
    Desperately, he hoped that no one would come outside, that no one would hear this. 
 
    She grabbed the ball from his mouth. He looked up at her. Derek inhaled, wishing that he could speak. He tried again and again, but he could only watch helplessly as she threw the ball for a second time. 
 
    It smacked into the wooden fence again, hit the grass, and rolled. 
 
    “Do you need to bark?” 
 
    That was her threat. 
 
    He gave a quick, nervous shake of his head before spinning around and racing for the ball. 
 
    He scurried forward as fast as he could, making his way on his hands and knees. He got the ball, and then he froze for a moment because he thought he heard a glass door sliding open. After a few more seconds, he didn’t pick up on any more sounds, only his girlfriend didn’t like the way he paused. 
 
    After all, he was just a little dog, so he wasn’t supposed to hesitate. He had one goal: fetch. 
 
    “Here, boy! Come here, boy!” Prompted by his hypnotic programming, he instantly scurried ahead, practically pounding along the ground. 
 
    Once he made it back to her feet, she held out her hand, and he gave her the ball again. 
 
    Looking up at her, he shook his head pathetically from side to side as he tried to convey one simple fact: he didn’t want to play Fetch anymore! 
 
    Unfortunately for him, Alyssa didn’t care. She had her own goals and ambitions. 
 
    When she threw the ball again, it smacked loudly against the fence, and that’s when he understood. She wanted to get Jessica’s attention! Desperately, he hoped the blonde coed wasn’t actually in her yard. 
 
    “Go on, boy! Look for the ball!” Alyssa raised her voice, letting those sounds echo across the different yards. 
 
    Maybe could’ve spoken. Maybe. But if he did, what was he going to say? If he challenged her, that would only attract even more attention. 
 
    He crawled over to the ball, scurrying as fast as he could. Just when he got there, he caught a glimpse of golden blonde hair. His eyes squeezed shut as the nightmare unfurled in slow-motion. Jessica must have climbed up onto the fence to see what was going on. He looked up at her. On his hands and knees with the ball in his mouth, he looked exactly like a dog. 
 
    “What the heck?” Jessica asked, squeaking out the words. 
 
    With the ball still in his mouth, Derek couldn’t speak. He wanted to apologize or tell her to look away. 
 
    “Stay, boy,” Alyssa called out. That froze him in place. With his eyes wide and his head tilted up in Jessica’s direction, he felt as though he had been completely paralyzed. 
 
    Taking her time, Alyssa sauntered over to the fence. “Hey, you must be Jessica. Derek has told me all about you,” Alyssa said with a warm smile. 
 
    The girl looked from Derek to his girlfriend as she tried to understand what was going on. Finally, she asked, “What, what is this?” 
 
    “This is my puppy,” Alyssa announced, motioning down toward her boyfriend with a theatrical flourish. 
 
    “Your puppy?” 
 
    “Yeah, I hope you don’t mind. He’s still being trained.” 
 
    At this moment, Derek braced himself for some snort of disgust. Jessica was supposed to seem horrified. She was supposed to say something about how this was completely unacceptable. But he didn’t really know this girl; he had no idea how she really thought of the world or men in general. 
 
    “Trained?” There was no disgust. Instead, was her voice tinged with curiosity? 
 
    No. No way. It couldn’t be. 
 
    “That’s right. You see, my boyfriend and I got into a little bit of an argument, so I decided that he should be demoted to a puppy. He’s going to be my dog for a little while, at least until he satisfied me.” 
 
    “And he’s agreed to this?” Jessica sounded shocked, like she couldn’t imagine how any man would acquiesce to this. 
 
    “Oh, absolutely. Derek, bark because you love being a good dog, boy.” 
 
    She made it sound a little bit like a question when it was actually a command. He barked nonetheless, making those adorable little puppy sound so both girls could laugh at him. 
 
    He jerked his head down, down toward the grass. He studied those planes even as he tried to block out the sounds of their tittering giggles. 
 
    “Oh, I think he’s a little bit shy,” Jessica said it, assuming this was a game and playing along. 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth because he actually wanted her to be disgusted. If she had been repulsed, then she would have simply turned around and left, probably slamming the door back into her house. Instead, she remained up there, braced against the fence as she watched. 
 
    Then Alyssa made a suggestion, “You know, he’s just getting used to people, but if you’d like to come over, maybe the three of us could hang out for a little while. Would you like to play with a puppy? He’s only just started his training, but I think he really wants to be an obedient boy.” 
 
    Silent and desperate, Derek hoped Jessica would just walk away. It would have been so easy for the college girl to say she had a paper to write, a textbook to read, or maybe some science project to complete. He didn’t know or care what her excuse might be, but she couldn’t really come over, could she? 
 
    “You know, I’ve never seen a human puppy boy before,” Jessica said, a little bit awkward with the phrasing, but the idea was clear: she wanted to see this. 
 
    As his throat clenched, he watched as she smiled back at Jessica and said, “If it’s okay with you, I’ll be over in a minute.” 
 
    “Sounds perfect,” Alyssa purred. 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong? Why are you looking so glum?” Alyssa asked only a few heartbeats later. Jessica had disappeared from her perch by the fence, and she was presumably making her way back to her house so that she could come around. 
 
    All of a sudden, Derek realized he could speak as he said, “This is crazy. It’s one thing for you to strip me naked, but you can’t put me on display in front of some stranger!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m not a dog!” 
 
    “Jessica seems to disagree. Besides, it’s not like I could really hypnotize you into making you obedient for me.” 
 
    “Is that what this is still about?” Garrick demanded. “Seriously, you humiliated me. You’ve proved your point. Your mind control program works!” 
 
    “That’s great to hear,” Alyssa said, smiling at him wickedly. There was something about the gleam in her eyes that he really didn’t like. 
 
    “Please, just let me out of the stupid collar.” 
 
    “But then you would disappoint your little crush.” 
 
    “I don’t have a crush on her!” Derek insisted. But even as he spoke, a note of panic began to seep into his voice. 
 
    “Are you sure about that? You really, really don’t want to lie to me,” Alyssa said. She had never been outwardly hostile, but it was obvious she could get jealous like so many other women. 
 
    “Yes. I’m sure about that. I love you, Alyssa. You’re the only girl for me. I don’t even notice other women.” 
 
    “Do you have a crush on Jessica? You check her out? Tell me the truth, boy.” 
 
    Boy. 
 
    Suddenly, the lies broke apart. He couldn’t use anything for cover. “I have a crush on Jessica. I think she’s really hot.” 
 
    Once the words were out of his mouth, he wanted to say more, only he didn’t know how to contradict himself, especially because the truth had just been ripped out of him. 
 
    Before he could think of anything, Alyssa ordered, “Be quiet, boy.” 
 
    Derek tried to speak again, only his voice went silent by her command. Simultaneously, the side door to his backyard opened, and Jessica came skipping along the grass. Her hair bounced against her shoulders, and she looked just as gorgeous as before. 
 
    “Hey there,” Alyssa said cheerfully. “Want to play fetch with my dog?” 
 
    Jessica seemed to hesitate for a moment, especially as she glanced from Derek to his girlfriend and back again. But then, a wide grin spread across her mouth as she revealed her white teeth. “That sounds like fun!” 
 
      
 
    For the next couple of minutes, Derek had no choice. He scurried around his own backyard, collared and naked. One girl threw the ball, then he would have to chase it. Later, the other girl would toss it to a different part of the yard, and he would have to chase it again. 
 
    As he fetched, running back and forth until his skin was hot and damp, the girls just chatted. 
 
    They talked about how Alyssa and Derek first met. They discussed Jessica’s classes and professors. For the most part the conversation was innocuous. As his heart pounded and he focused on scurrying across the yard, he stopped listening, at least until he heard the question he had dreaded most. 
 
    “Did you know my boyfriend has a little crush on you?” Alyssa asked. 
 
    “What? Really? No,” Jessica said, speaking way too fast. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m not offended. You’re a gorgeous girl.” 
 
    Jessica blushed. “Sorry. I know that he has snuck a couple of glances in my direction, but I didn’t know if I should say anything.” 
 
    “Did he make you feel uncomfortable?” 
 
    “I guess?” Jessica blushed a little bit more brightly. “I mean, I was flattered, but I thought it wasn’t fair. I mean, I was in my own backyard.” 
 
    “You want to spank him?” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Derek belongs to me. He’s my property now. If I decide he needs a spanking, that’s perfectly acceptable. I can do whatever I want with him. He knows his place.” As though Alyssa needed the proof, she glanced over at Derek and called out, “Bark if you know you’re my property, boy.” 
 
    He barked again, making those eager little dog sounds for her, which proved she owned him. 
 
    “There is a good little puppy,” Alyssa said, finally getting bored of the ball. Instead, she stroked his head, petting him. Then she glanced over at Jessica. “Would you like to pet the puppy too?” 
 
    “You’re sure it would be okay?” 
 
    “Pet him than spank him.” 
 
    Jessica grinned eagerly before she reached up and ran her fingers along the top of his head. 
 
    Derek knew that he couldn’t stop either of the young women. Normally, he would have been bigger and stronger. But now that he had been programmed, he felt completely helpless. 
 
    The girls scratched him behind his ear, petted the top of his head, and brushed their fingers along his neck and over his back. 
 
    “Now it’s time for your spanking,” Jessica announced with more confidence than he liked. 
 
    She positioned herself behind him, raised her hand, and glanced back at Alyssa for final permission. After all, Jessica recognized that this boy belonged to the other woman. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Alyssa said with a smile. 
 
    Jessica struck. Even so, she was still hesitant, so the blow barely resonated through his body. 
 
    “You can do better than that. Make him feel it. Remember, he was checking you out. That’s not acceptable. He was a bad little dog.” 
 
    Derek bristled as he listened to those words, especially because they really did make him sound like a pet who needed to be trained. 
 
    The college girl couldn’t resist. She struck harder and faster, bringing her hand down in a tight arc. His backside started to turn red. 
 
    “Very nice,” Alyssa said, applauding. “It feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jessica hissed, but her voice was filled with more than simple satisfaction. There was something erotic there, lust burning hot through one syllable. 
 
    “Spank him. Make them feel it. Make him beg for your forgiveness.” 
 
    Braced on his hands and knees, Derek couldn’t beg. He was a dog, so he couldn’t speak. 
 
    As the coed spanked him, he whimpered like a pet, and that almost made the other girl feel bad. Almost. 
 
    “Is that enough?” Jessica asked as she stepped back. Nearly 5 minutes had gone by. During all that time, he had endured his punishment because he had no choice. By now, his eyes were wet, and the frustration burned hot through his body, but the two girls noticed something almost simultaneously. They burst out laughing because he was still hard! His erection hadn’t dissipated or wilted. 
 
    “Yeah, I think that’s enough punishment for him for now. But there’s something else I need to ask you about it.” Alyssa leaned in and started to whisper to the other girl. 
 
    As hard as Derek tried to eavesdrop, he couldn’t pick up on their muffled messages back and forth. 
 
    “Okay,” Jessica said. “Let’s do it!” 
 
    Do it? Do what? 
 
    Derek didn’t get much information, especially because his girlfriend pointed to the grass. “If we really want to break this puppy, we need to show him that he isn’t the alpha here. In fact, he’s not even close.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” Jessica said, only now her voice reverberated with those other desires. 
 
    Derek still tried to figure out what was happening, but then his girlfriend said, “Get on your back and close your eyes, boy.” 
 
    Derek fell into position like an obedient dog, only now he had no idea what was going to happen. He couldn’t predict what these girls had in mind even as someone kneeled between his legs and started to stroke his shaft. It had to be Alyssa, right? His girlfriend moved her fingers along his length, teasing him. But then he felt a warm breath against his ear. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you, puppy? Bark if you like it.” 
 
    He didn’t even need to hear the final command word. He started barking like a good little dog, and the two girls laughed. At the same time, he realized that Alyssa couldn’t be the one touching him. It was Jessica! Alyssa was positioned behind him. 
 
    At any moment, he might have lost control, but he focused on his breathing as the girls and teased him with pleasure. To them, this was just a game. It didn’t mean anything. 
 
    Jessica pulled her hands away. The girls must’ve exchanged some kind of silent signal, one that he couldn’t see with his eyes closed. 
 
    He heard fabric start to rustle. 
 
    That he felt something against his mouth, a wet slit. One of these girls was sitting on his face, and that’s when he knew what he had to do. Like a thirsty dog, he started licking, sliding his tongue up and down the length of her crevice. He didn’t know if he was serving Jessica or Alyssa, but it didn’t really matter because he was a helpless pet, and he needed to please these women. 
 
    Moments later, he felt something right between his legs. One of the girls lowered herself down, enveloping his shaft. He felt the tight walls of her opening against his length. Hot pleasure coursed through him. He whimpered again, only now those panted puffs of air were laced with desire. 
 
    As he licked with his mouth, he pumped upward, thrusting into the other girl. As they laughed and used him, he realized something. 
 
    Alyssa didn’t have to let him go. She could keep them this way for as long as she liked. As far as he knew, she could even snap her fingers and bring him back under her control whenever he wanted. 
 
    His life as an independent man was over. 
 
    And yet, the pleasure kept rampaging through his skin, growing hotter and hotter. Pretty soon, he couldn’t help himself. As he felt the girl tighten the walls of her opening, he came hard. His shaft pulsated and throbbed as he surrendered the last of his independence. All the while, his tongue kept moving. 
 
    The girls finished with him. They pulled away, having each enjoyed in orgasm. 
 
    “Should we tell him?” 
 
    “Nah,” Alyssa said. “He’s just a puppy. It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    Moments later, he felt the leash reattached to his collar. It would be a long time before he would be allowed to walk on his feet again. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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