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Eager Puppy 
 
      
 
    This is it, finally. She has called and I can't help myself, I’ve got the radio playing, and I tap my fingers against the steering wheel. Even that isn't enough. Pretty soon, I'm practically jumping up and down in my seat. 
 
    I need to get there. 
 
    I had to sit through work, all day in front of the computer, typing in stupid numbers and responding to dummy emails. But the office drudgery is done for now, and I want to go see her. 
 
    Because this is it. Finally, I'm going to get to see her again, and it's going to be private, and I'm actually driving to her apartment! 
 
    I come to another red light, and I reluctantly hit the brakes. As I grip the steering wheel, my knuckles turn white. It feels good to hold on tight. At the same time, there's something else, that nervous anticipation scratching at the back of every thought. 
 
    I think about our last conversation. She touched her fingers to my lips, silencing me. She shook her head. We were alone together, in the copy room. Just that proximity was enough to arouse me. There’s something about this girl, like she is magnetic. I come close to her, and my senses light up. 
 
    It's not just the sheen of her hair, or the flash of her eyes. It's not the way she smiles and reveals her rows of white teeth. It's not the perfect curves of her breasts or her legs or her slim physique. It's not just the shape of her face. It's all of it together. She's this perfectly constructed puzzle. 
 
    "If you really want to do this, come over on Friday night. I'm going to give you the weekend. If I can train you to my satisfaction, then maybe I will keep you. Think of it as a tryout, James." 
 
    With that, she patted me on the head, and she walked away. 
 
    Yes, she patted me on the head. She didn't squeeze my hand or kiss me.  Instead, that one gesture was far more appropriate because I knew exactly what she wanted from me. 
 
    She wanted me to be her puppy. 
 
    The red light in front of me seems to glow with malevolent intent. I know that I'm not going to be late or anything, but I still want to get there! I want to see her apartment, her bedroom, and so much more. 
 
    To be honest, I don't know when the flirting started, not exactly. To be honest, I never even tried, not with a girl like this. Alyssa is so far out of my league that I never thought I would even get to try out for the team. 
 
    And yet, the flirting started anyway. Maybe I would have to drop something off at her desk, or maybe it was that other time. 
 
    I was walking by, and she cleared her throat. "You need something?" I asked, doing my best to be nonchalant. I didn't want this young woman to understand exactly how much power she had over me. Because yeah, that's the really scary part about beautiful girls like Alyssa. They might someday figure out that they could just snap their fingers or smile or twirl their hair around one finger, and suddenly the boys around them would be willing to do anything to please them. 
 
    "Actually, yes. You think you could go down to the storage closet and get me some fresh staples?" She held up her stapler and clicked it uselessly. 
 
    "Sure thing," I said even though it wasn't anywhere near my destination or in my job duties. 
 
    As far as I was concerned, I was just being a nice guy. So I scurried through the office, and I grabbed her some staples. As I did so, I felt bizarrely excited and proud of myself. I brought them back, and I deposited them on her desktop. "Here you go." 
 
    "Thank you. I appreciate you fetching them for me." 
 
    Something must've happened. Maybe my cheeks flushed. Maybe my eyes widened. Either way, she must've noticed something. She decided to push ahead. "You're a good boy." 
 
    You're a good boy. Those words kicked into my chest with a rush of pleasure. I gulped, nervous, and I knew that I needed to walk away. "It's almost like you're an eager puppy," she said. I froze. 
 
    So many other guys would have been insulted at those words. They would have said that they weren't so interested in pleasing someone else. But I was. This was Alyssa, after all. She was gorgeous and perfect and lovely and sexy and smart. My mouth went dry, and I didn't know what to say. 
 
    Like an idiot, I just walked away. I could hear her giggling. At least she wasn't offended. But then I got back to my computer, and there was an email waiting for me. 
 
    James, I think you and I might have something in common. If you're interested in becoming my puppy boy, come to my apartment right after work on Friday. Let's see if you come running when I call. Right below those words, there was her address. 
 
    Was she messing with me? 
 
    Yes, obviously. She was messing with me because she wanted me to be trained. Or more specifically, she was the one who wanted to do it. My fingers clenched as I read those words, scanning them again and again. 
 
    At this point, I actually stood up from my chair, I jumped, and I punched the air. Oh yeah! 
 
    After that, I just had to wait through the next three, agonizing days. I had to go to work, I had to pretend I cared about my job, and I had to do my best to focus on something other than thoughts of Alyssa. 
 
    But the time is finally here, so that's all that counts. 
 
    Up ahead, I see her apartment complex. I pull into one of the empty spaces, and I jump out of the car. I walk quickly, mostly because the excitement is sending nervous energy flooding through me, threatening to drown me. 
 
    What if I mess this up? What if this is real? What if I just imagined the whole thing? 
 
    Those oh-so-unhelpful thoughts kept assailing me. 
 
    But I'm not going to give up. I find her front door, and I exhale. It's hard to breathe. My heart keeps pounding, like I ran a marathon or something. Or maybe this is just my fight or flight response. Instinctively, my body knows that things can't be this good, so it's telling me to get my ass out of here. 
 
    No way. 
 
    Exhaling, I lift my arm and I knock on the door, and then I have to wait. This is even more excruciating. I keep wondering if maybe this was some kind of trick, like an old lady is going to open the door or something. 
 
    If this is the case, then I could just turn around and walk away. 
 
    The handle turns, and the door opens. And there she is, Alyssa. 
 
    "Right on time," she says. "Good boy." Alyssa steps aside, so I cross the threshold into a small entryway. 
 
    Without another word, she saunters off, and she walks back into the living room. As she does so, something occurs to me. She's wearing pale pink sweats and a white T-shirt. She looks like she's about to go to bed. 
 
    Even so, she still looks really good. 
 
    I watch as her hair shimmers with each step. Then she turns around and sits down on her couch. She tilts her head to the side. 
 
    "Let's have a conversation." 
 
    Nodding my head, I'm about to sit on the couch beside her, but she giggles and points to the floor. "No. Down there, boy." 
 
    Boy. That's how she addresses me. That's the label I get. 
 
    Reluctantly, I look down at the carpet, and I lower myself down onto my knees. "Let's discuss how this is going to work," she says. 
 
    "I do have a couple of questions," I reply. 
 
    "That's cute. But this is how it's going to work. I'm going to talk, and you're going to listen. If you don't like the terms of this arrangement, you can leave. Understand?" 
 
    I suck on my bottom lip, nervous. I nod my head, and that seems to satisfy her. 
 
    "Tonight, I'm going to give you the opportunity to try out to be my puppy. I'm interested in a human dog, a boy who can be thoroughly trained. I want to see what you've got. I will strip you, put you in the appropriate gear, and tell you what to do. Don't worry. I expect you to get it wrong from time to time, and that's okay. If you mess up, I'll be happy to punish you and correct you. If you don't like this, you can leave whenever you want. Of course, once I’ve got you in your gear, that might be a little bit more difficult, but that will be your concern." 
 
    I don't know if I'm supposed to speak, but I hear those words, and I'm hard. I can't help myself. 
 
    It's strange, but it reminds me a lot of high school. When I was a sophomore, a couple of senior girls got it in their head that they would like to give me a makeover. They wanted to play dress-up with me, so they took me to the mall, and they picked out a couple of new outfits for me. They gushed over me and paid all of this attention to me, and it was a lot of fun. 
 
    "Oh, that reminds me. You're not going to be my boyfriend, so don't even think about that. I'm going to play with you, and I'm sure I'm going to get wet teasing you, but this isn't going to be romantic. It's going to be about a girl and her dog. That's a very different kind of relationship, wouldn't you say?" 
 
    I nod my head again yes. She's right. 
 
    "You seem very obedient. I like that, James. But you know, that's not a good name for a puppy. So let's try something else." She touches one finger to her chin as she looks me up and down. 
 
    Instinctively, I straighten my back and roll my shoulders downward. I lift my chin as much as I can, and she smirks, apparently noticing the extra effort. Then she smiles. "I'm going to name you Lucky." 
 
    The reason is obvious. 
 
    "You like your new name, Lucky?" 
 
    I nod my head down and up. 
 
    "Bark for me if you like your new name." 
 
    I press my lips together, wrinkling them. At the same time, I swallow back my trepidation. I'm not exactly sure how to bark. Just as she begins to frown, I let loose the first noise that comes to mind, "Arf!" 
 
    Right away, I know that I sound like a silly little lapdog, but that's the best I could do. 
 
    Immediately, Alyssa starts laughing. "Oh, that was great!" She claps her hands together. "Okay, Lucky. Strip for me. Puppies don't wear clothing." 
 
    She wants me naked. 
 
    I'm sure that lots of other guys have fantasized about having Alyssa say something like that to them. But I could be the one that hears it, though for a very different reason. I pull off my T-shirt, and I slide off my shoes. I take off my socks and I loosen my belt. Next, I tug down my pants, all while she watches. I try to focus on what I'm doing, like I'm being professional or something. 
 
    But this isn’t office appropriate. This is something else entirely. 
 
    It's easier when I look away from Alyssa. Of course, she’s still completely dressed in her sweats and her T-shirt. She's comfortable, probably because she doesn't need to get fancy for her pet. 
 
    That's exactly what I'm hoping for. 
 
    Soon, I'm down to just my boxers breathing out slowly, I pull them off. I drop them onto the pile with the rest of my clothing. Now I'm naked in front of her. 
 
    "Good boy," she says. "I like to see that my doggie can be nice and obedient. Fast too." Still leaning back on the couch, she commands, "Go ahead and get on your hands and knees." 
 
    I obey, pushing my weight onto my knuckles and my knees. I keep my back straight, and I hang my head down because I still can't bring myself to look over at her. 
 
    Taking her time, Alyssa slides off of the couch, and she kneels beside me. Back straight, she seems taller than me as she starts to touch me. First, she runs her fingers through my hair. "Soft. I like this," she says. Then she strokes my back, lightly caressing my skin. I shiver. She grabs my ass. "Lovely." Next, she pinches at my biceps and my thighs. "Very nice." 
 
    Then it occurs to me. She's inspecting me, like I'm a show dog. 
 
    "I want my dog to be healthy. More importantly, I want him to be impressive. If I decide to keep you, you're going to have to start working out for me. You think you can do that, Lucky?" 
 
    "Arf!" I bark back at her, and I hope that my meaning is clear. I want her to know that I would be willing to do anything for her. I want to be a good dog. I want her to be impressed with me and proud of me. 
 
    "Good boy," she says, bringing her fingers back up to my neck. She strokes my chest and caresses my throat. It feels wonderful. Then she gets to my chin, and she nudges me up. "Keep your head up like a good boy," she commands. 
 
    At once, I comply. I raise my chin, and I try to keep my back straight. This position doesn't require a lot of effort, but as the seconds tick by, it becomes more difficult to maintain. 
 
    Alyssa continues to examine me, probing me, poking and prodding at me. She pinches whatever she likes. At one point, she strokes the arch of my right foot, and she watches as my cheeks fill up. I'm ticklish, and she knows it now. 
 
    Then she goes for that spot between my legs. I've been hard this whole time, and it gets worse when she places her palm up against my erect cock. "Someone is an excited boy. That's okay. It just means that you love your owner. Just remember, you aren't allowed to hump my leg. Try to do something like that, and there will be very severe consequences," she promises. 
 
    This time, I don't bark. 
 
    Alyssa nods to herself. "Okay. I think I can work with this for now." 
 
    That's not a guarantee or a promise, but her approval still sends this suffused warmth running through me."Stay," she commands, and I freeze up even as she walks out of the room. 
 
    At first, I assume that she's only going to be gone for a few seconds. But no, the seconds clump into minutes, and I'm still here, still on my hands and knees, my head up, staring straight ahead like a show dog who is waiting for the judges to examine him. 
 
    I'm not going to disappoint her. 
 
    Viewing this as some sort of test, I maintain my pose up until the point when she finally comes back. She's carrying a tote bag, and she drops it down next to me. "You can relax, puppy. In fact, get down on your back like a good boy." 
 
    I obey at once, rolling over. I hold my arms at my sides, my elbows bent. I spread my legs, and she looks down at me, grinning. Her eyes are damp with amusement. "Oh, are you hoping that I might touch you again? Is that what my little puppy boy wants?" 
 
    I bark and nod my head. Maybe this is presumptuous or overly ambitious, but then she rewards me and it feels so good. Alyssa glides her fingers from the base of my shaft up to the tip of my cock. 
 
    Alyssa is touching me, and it feels so incredible. The desires spin through my skin, and I want more. I want to get her to touch me like this all the time. 
 
    Inevitably, she pulls her hand away, and I start whimpering. That makes her laugh. "Oh, I think you might be the perfect puppy for me. I do like hearing you whimper." 
 
    That might not be a good thing, I realize. 
 
    Alyssa opens up the tote bag, and she pulls out one piece after another. Each one is black leather. There are eight items in total, and I'm not exactly sure what they are all for. 
 
    The puppy mask looks fairly straightforward. It would fit over my face with a set of straps that would go between my eyes and over my cheeks. It's not exactly a mask. It doesn't have fine details, but it would give my head the silhouette of a canine. 
 
    "Stay on your back," she commands. 
 
    Then she starts to put the gear on me. She starts with my legs. She holds up something that looks like a triangle, only it slides over my left leg, forcing my calf down against the back of my thigh. Once she zips it on, I realize the purpose. It makes it impossible for me to open my leg. She puts another binder on me, so now I can't stand up. 
 
    Alyssa uses another set of sleeves for my arms. They zip up in the exact same way. And once they are on, I'm going to be forced to crawl. 
 
    "There's a good boy," she says as she finishes. Next, she slides the straps over my face. There is a built-in gag. It isn't enough to keep my mouth shut or anything, but it will make it impossible for me to speak. I'm only going to be able to bark and to whimper, just the way she likes. 
 
    "And of course, here's the best part," Alyssa announces, reaching into the tote bag again. This time, she pulls out a blue, fabric collar. 
 
    I'm sure it came from a pet store. 
 
    "Let’s just slide this around your neck," she says. 
 
    She touches it to my skin, and it feels surprisingly cold along the inside. It almost feels like there are bits of metal. But that doesn't make sense, at least not to me. 
 
    I try to ask what's going on, but Alyssa can't understand me, so she just taps me on the head. The affection is addictive. 
 
    "Very cute. Now, get back up on all fours like a good boy." 
 
    Moving is much more difficult now. I throw my weight to the side, and I get on my elbows and knees. At the same time, I need to maintain my balance. 
 
    Alyssa crosses her legs as she watches me. But soon, I'm on all fours again. "Good boy. Now, I want you to thank me." 
 
    I start barking, making those sounds she seems to enjoy. 
 
    That does make her laugh, but she shakes her head. "No. I want you to thank me by licking my palm. Come over here and lick my palm, puppy." She extends her hand, her fingers flat. 
 
    I bow my head down, and I touch my lips to her skin. Then I start licking, slipping my tongue past the gag. 
 
    I flick my tongue over the palm of her hand several times, and she starts laughing. "There we go. There's a good puppy!" 
 
    She's apparently pleased. That's the only thing that matters to me. 
 
    "Back up," she commands. 
 
    Reluctantly, I crawl back a foot or two. 
 
    Alyssa wants to see what I can do. "Okay, so now you are going to roll over for me. Roll over like a good little doggie." 
 
    I nod my head down and up. Then I throw my weight to the side again. Getting on my back is easy. Getting all the way over onto my elbows and knees again is way more challenging. Once I'm on my back, I feel like a turtle. That's not what Alyssa wants. I hear her click her tongue disapprovingly. 
 
    It takes one, two, three more tries. But then I'm back up on my elbows and knees. 
 
    "Let's try that again. Do a better job this time," she commands. 
 
    Exhaling slowly through my nostrils, I try. I throw myself to the side, and I roll over onto my back. The momentum carries me, and I manage to get up onto my left knee and my left elbow for just a moment before I roll back and fall down. I'm on my back again, looking up at the ceiling. 
 
    "Keep trying," she chides. 
 
    I do as she commands, an eager puppy desperate to please. She's my owner, and I must do a good job for her! 
 
    This time, it only takes me one more attempt to get back on my elbows and knees. 
 
    "Not bad. Probably something we’re going to have to work on some more. Let's try something else. Sit up." 
 
    I suck on my bottom lip again, pressing my teeth downward. Then, I do my best. I climb up onto my knees, and I lift my elbows. I wobble for a few seconds, and dread spreads through me. My heart pounds faster. Strangely enough, this almost feels like yoga as I get upward. 
 
    I'm on my knees now, and Alyssa tilts her head to the side. "That looks like it's pretty hard. Is it pretty hard for the puppy?" I bark in the affirmative. Yes, this is very, very challenging. I'm worried that I might lose my balance and fall at any moment. 
 
    "Let's see if you're up for a real challenge," she says. She comes back up to me, and she reaches between my legs. She takes my balls in her hands. At the same time, she keeps her eyes on mine. She's savoring this, the power of ownership. 
 
    This isn't just about having a pet. It's about turning a human man into a puppy. Me. 
 
    Alyssa strokes my balls, teasing me. She watches as my lips tremble. She studies me, savoring the flush on my cheeks, the fact that my shoulders begin to shake. "Oh, poor puppy. Are you feeling distracted? Don't get distracted. You don't want to make a mistake in front of your owner." 
 
    She's right about that; I don't. 
 
    And yet, she continues to tease me, stroking me, playing with me. Those delicious sensations run through my nervous system, singing along my skin as electrical impulses. 
 
    Then she takes her hand away. "Okay. You can relax," she says, and I immediately drop back down onto all fours. 
 
    In this position, I keep my head down as I pant. 
 
    "How are you feeling, puppy?" 
 
    Obviously, I can't respond, so I just kind of shrug. "You're feeling energetic? You feel like you want to play?" 
 
    At this point, I don't see any other alternative, so I crawl over to her. I nuzzle her leg with the tip of my mask. She seems to like it. Then I lick her, and she grabs me by my collar and pulls me back. "No. You don't get to lick without permission," she commands. 
 
    I understand, so I whimper like an eager pet. 
 
    "One more toy," she says, reaching into the tote bag. She pulls out a red ball. She tosses it into the air, and she catches it again. Then she throws it across the room. "Go, puppy. Go fetch for your owner." 
 
    I bark eagerly, only to spin around and rush after the ball. I spot it up ahead, and it becomes the focus of my entire existence. I grab it in my teeth. It's awkward, especially with the gag pressing down against my tongue, but I still make it work. I lift the ball up, and I come right back to her. I drop the ball into her hand. 
 
    "Good boy!" She strokes the back of my neck, just above and below my collar. She pats me on the head with her free hand, and I start wagging, swinging my hips from side to side. 
 
    "Good boy! You're such a good puppy!" Yes! I'm pleasing her! If I can keep this up, then she really will keep me as her pet dog. 
 
    "Let's do that again," she continues. And just like that, she pulls her hands away from me, and she throws the ball again. I hear it land against the carpet. 
 
    I spin around and race after it. 
 
    I chase it as it bounces against the wall and rolls off into the kitchen. I crawl along the linoleum floor until I spot it up ahead. I scurry forward, moving on my elbows and knees. I'm getting used to this form of ambulation. It's slower, but I'm getting faster. 
 
    I taste the rubber as I pick it up in my mouth, and then I spin around and rush back to my owner. 
 
    There she is, seated on the couch, and she's so lovely. She holds out her hand, and I drop the ball into her fingers. 
 
    She scratches me behind my ear. 
 
    "Such a good puppy. At this rate, maybe I will keep you. Would you like that, Lucky? Would you like to become my little puppy boy?" 
 
    I bark for her. "Yes, I think you would. You love the idea of living here in my apartment, don't you? I could feed you and train you and make sure that you are completely obedient. I could wash you and have so much fun. I'd have to go to work, but you could wait here, maybe sleeping in a sunbeam or something. I'm sure you would find ways to distract yourself." 
 
    Wait a second. It sounds like she's talking about making this a permanent, full-time arrangement. 
 
    I look up at her, confused. 
 
    "What's wrong, Lucky? Did you think that this was only going to be a game?" Her eyes narrow slightly, and I gulp back a sudden surge of nervousness. 
 
    Unsure of how to respond, I nod my head. Yes, isn't this just a game? 
 
    "Oh, silly puppy. Don't you remember how eager you were to belong to me? You can't be a puppy part-time! That would be silly! How would you remember that you're really a puppy if you had to go to work and pretend that you are a real person?" 
 
    Then she does something that surprises me. She reaches out, and I'm too stunned to move, so she unclasps the mask. She slides it off the top of my head even as she uses her other hand to take out her phone. 
 
    "Smile for your owner," she orders. 
 
    I don't obey right away. Instead, I'm looking at her, my eyes big and full of worry. 
 
    "Silly puppy," she says, like my expression doesn't matter. Then she has both of her hands on her phone, and she aims of the camera lens at me. "You're going to look so cute online! I'm sure lots and lots of people are going to enjoy seeing you!" 
 
    "No!" I call out that word, and Alyssa ignores me. She taps a button on her screen, and I hear the simulated click. 
 
    She just took my picture. She took my picture, and I have the stupid sleeves on and I am mostly naked and there's a collar around my neck. 
 
    "There we go. You look so cute!" She flips the phone around, letting me see the screen. And there I am, on display. My face is visible. 
 
    "Not only that, I'm hard. My erection is on full display, and I don't know what to do about it. 
 
    I take a second; I breathe. Marshaling my thoughts, I look back at Alyssa as she starts playing with the picture. "Please, you can't be serious. You don't mean that I'm going to have to stay here as your dog, forever, right?" It feels like I'm babbling because I can't possibly be right about any of that. 
 
    Alyssa lowers her phone. She smiles at me. That image is just as intoxicating as it was before. Damn. What is it about this girl? How can she be so enticing? 
 
    "Lucky, I'm going to keep you. And yes, this is going to be permanent because I really like having you as my puppy. Now, I don't want to have to punish you, but you should understand that you are mine. You do understand that, boy? You realize that you aren’t  going to be a person or a man anymore?" 
 
    She says those words, and I expect my erection to wilt, but it doesn't. If anything, the adrenaline splashes through me, racing to every corner of my body. 
 
    "I can't be your puppy full-time," I say. 
 
    Alyssa lifts up her phone, and she's smiling. She ignores me, like I'm still barking. But no, I'm serious, and I can't let her do this to me. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, I would just walk out of here. But I look at the sleeves on my arms and my legs. My hands are trapped near my shoulders. It doesn't matter how I rotate or try to move around. I can't get my fingers onto the zipper tabs. 
 
    The situation with my legs is just as bad. I fall onto my back as I squirm, struggling against the leather that holds me to the floor like an animal. 
 
    "Settle down," she says, her eyes still on her screen. 
 
    After a few more minutes, I decide that I need to get her attention. I push myself up onto my knees, and I swipe at her phone with the tip of my elbow. 
 
    This catches her off guard. I knock the device from her grip, and it lands on the carpeted floor. 
 
    "That was a mistake. Fetch," she says, pointing to the device. It's within easy reach, but she wants to prove a point. 
 
    "Alyssa, I'm serious. I really like this, and I want to be your pet, but it can only be a game. You understand that, right?" I ask, my voice strained and pleading. 
 
    "Fetch," she orders. 
 
    Because I still can't use my hands, I lean down and pick up the phone up in my mouth. I push my lips down firmly, holding it. Then I bring it back up, and she takes it from me. 
 
    Just as I'm going to try to convince her to let me out of this gear, Alyssa starts talking. "You know what I really like about your collar? It’s special. Yes, I had it made just for you, but it's more than a symbol of your status in this house as my dog. You know what that collar really does well? It's a training collar." 
 
    I stare back at her, uncertain, confused. 
 
    "This training collar has built-in batteries and several electrodes. Maybe you felt them. Maybe you didn't," she says with a shrug. "Either way, you're going to learn that a good puppy does as he's told. And that means you don't try to knock my phone out of my hands, and you don't tell me what our relationship is going to be. You wanted to be my puppy, remember? You were so cute and eager. That's how you're always going to be for me because you belong to me. You are not my boyfriend or my friend. You're my pet. You’re property, Lucky." 
 
    "No, that's not true," I begin to say, only she taps a button on her screen. 
 
    The signal jumps from that device to my collar, and I have no idea what's about to happen. 
 
    The electrodes come to life, shooting electricity straight into my skin it. Hot pain zigzags through my body, jagged and all-consuming. Everything disappears into that agony. 
 
    I'm dropped to my side. Panting, I try to get a hold of myself, but it's nearly impossible. 
 
    Seconds tick by, and I look up to see Alyssa smiling down at me. "There. Now do you understand? Training collar." 
 
    "You can't be serious. There's no way you're going to," I start to say, but she taps the button again. Another barrage of electricity slices into me, burning along my skin. It's quick, one sharp snap, but it seems to last forever. I'm down on my side again, twitching. The pain lingers, echoing. 
 
    "Lucky, I want you to get up on your hands and knees, and I want you to tell me that you understand your place in this house. Then I'm going to put the mask back on you, and you aren't going to have any more doubts about your status." 
 
    She holds up the phone, her thumb poised. She just has to bring it down, less than an inch, and I'm going to feel another zap. 
 
    I, I can't to do it. My body shakes. Adrenaline rushes through me, prompted by nearly intoxicating fear. This girl is gorgeous, but she's also controlling. She's powerful, and she's planned for this. I thought we were just playing. I had no idea that she was really going to train me to be her human puppy. 
 
    Without even thinking about it, I climb back up onto my knees. I lower myself to my elbows, and I raise my head. "I understand my place. I’m your puppy," I say just as she picks up the headpiece. She brings the mask down along my face, and the aroma of leather fills my nostrils. She clasps it shut near the back of my skull. The bit is pressed against my tongue. I can no longer speak. 
 
    "Good puppy. Now, since you're being such a good puppy, I bet you would like something to eat." 
 
    Worry fills me, so I'm not particularly hungry, but she snaps her fingers as she jumps to her feet. Alyssa saunters back into the kitchen, and I can tell she wants me to follow. I crawl along on my elbows and knees, wondering exactly what she has in mind. 
 
    Once we’re in the kitchen, she lowers something down onto the floor right in front of me. 
 
    It's a dog bowl. 
 
    "I'll get you another one, personalized later," she promises. She gets up, only to grab another bowl and a lower it carefully to the linoleum floor. 
 
    This one has water. 
 
    "Go ahead, Lucky. Eat." 
 
    Now that I know she wants this to be permanent, I'm not sure if I should cooperate with her. And yet, I know that she’s still holding onto her phone. One tap of the screen, and she can turn my world into a rush of pain. 
 
    So I bow my head down, and I hear her chuckle. "That's right. You're a good little puppy, aren't you? You know who your owner is." 
 
    I do. 
 
    Through all of this, my erection persists, and I am very, very horny. Fear and frustration and arousal shouldn't go together, yet they somehow do. 
 
    "Eat from your bowl," she orders. I lower my face toward the dog food. And yes, it does look like it's some sort of actual dog food. The aroma is bizarre, almost meat even though this stuff is clearly dried like kibble. 
 
    "Eat," she says, only to lift her foot and press it down against the back of my head. She pushes me down so my lips are now touching the dog food. I bring some of it between my teeth, and I start chewing. I swallow. She hears that sound, and she giggles again. "That's right. You see, you like being a good boy, don't you?" 
 
    I eat, chewing and swallowing, hoping each time that Alyssa will be satisfied. 
 
    On and on I go, and eventually I have to wonder if she's going to make me eat every bit of this stuff. It gets stuck in my teeth. It's gross! 
 
    Finally, she pulls her foot away, so I go to the other bowl. I start licking at the water, lapping it up. It's the only thing I can do with the gag pressing into my teeth. 
 
    The water might be tepid, but it feels good and gives me time to think. With the gag in my mouth, I can't speak, which also means I can't negotiate. It's not like I can offer her money or even threaten her. 
 
    This is false imprisonment, right? Kidnapping? Sure, I came here of my own volition, but I don't want to remain here as her dog! 
 
    Silent, I continue to lick up the water like a good puppy. 
 
    She crouches down beside me, and she starts petting the back of my head. She runs her fingers along my hair. Her nails scratch along my scalp, and I lean back, savoring her touch. 
 
    This is exactly what Alyssa wants from me. "Good boy. There's a good boy. You see, you don't want to be punished, do you? No, you want to be a good puppy for your owner. You want to make me happy." 
 
    She says those words, and they’re almost hypnotic, like I start to believe them. 
 
    Then I swallow, and I look over at her. 
 
    "It looks like someone is still really excited. Maybe if you do a few more tricks for me, I will give you some relief. Would you like that, Lucky? Would you like a treat?" 
 
    Treat? What does that mean? 
 
    "Speak if you want to treat." 
 
    Gulping back the last remnants of the kibble, I bark for her. Because yes, I do want to treat. Even if I need to believe that I'm going to get out of here, I imagine what she might intend. Different fantasies run through my mind, and I stop thinking about the fact that this girl wants to train me for permanent position as her pet. 
 
    "Arf!" 
 
    "Again!" 
 
    "Arf, arf, arf!" I call out for her, and she reaches down, grabbing onto the back of my collar. She pulls me out of the kitchen, and I scramble along on my elbows and knees to keep up. 
 
    She brings me right back over to the couch, and she smiles down at me. "Beg. Beg like a good little doggie." 
 
    On some level, I know that I shouldn't do this, but maybe Alyssa is right about me because it's easy to get up onto my knees and to bring my elbows together. Then, I look up at her, and I widen my eyes. I let them shine with pathetic, K-9 desperation. 
 
    Last, I start to whimper. I whimper like a helpless little doggie, and it definitely pleases my owner. She claps her hands together, giggling all the while. For her, this is just a confirmation of everything she already believes. She deserves to be in charge. Smart, beautiful and seductive, why wouldn't she have a human puppy? 
 
    She sees a pathetic guy, someone who would have a crush on her, and she takes advantage. All of this is obvious to me, but it's too late because I'm already trapped in stupid, leather sleeves. Unless she makes the mistake of taking them off, I'm going to be trapped like this. 
 
    I must figure something out! 
 
    Those thoughts bubble at the back of my consciousness even as she tells me to do it again. 
 
    I whimper some more for her, and I know just how silly and desperate and pathetic I must sound. When she looks at me, she doesn't see a man or a colleague. No, I'm just a puppy. I'm a cute little animal, a plaything to be owned. 
 
    "Good boy. I'm very proud of you. You beg so prettily," she says. 
 
    To reward me, she starts petting me, her hands going along my neck, up behind my ears, and over the back of my head. It feels good, and I start to relax despite everything that's happening. 
 
    "You like this, don't you? Yeah, of course you do. You can't help yourself. You're just an eager little puppy. Bark for me. Tell me you're eager little puppy!" 
 
    "Arf! Arf!"  
 
    "Very good! I'm so proud of you!" 
 
    She stands up, and I think that I'm supposed to do some kind of trick or something, but I don't know what she intends. 
 
    Then she hooks her thumbs into the elastic of her waistband, and Alyssa pulls her pants down. She is already barefoot, so now I see her in her panties. White and cotton, they look simple but sexy on this girl. There’s something about the lines of the fabric clinging to her skin that holds my attention, locking it down. 
 
    "Does my puppy like seeing me this way? I bet you do!" 
 
    There's nothing for me to say. 
 
    Then she does the impossible. Alyssa grabs onto the sides of her underwear, and she pulls them down, letting them fall and pool around her ankles. She steps away, seating herself back on the couch. 
 
    "Get back into your begging pose," she orders, and I comply at once. 
 
    I lift myself back up onto my knees, and I straighten my back and bring my elbows together. I don't whimper, if only because she hasn't told me to. 
 
    Our eyes lock against one another, and I'm not trying to resist her. At this moment, I really do know my place. I'm not supposed to be a man. I'm not supposed to be her colleague or competitor. I'm a little puppy, so I just stay where she wants me because she is my owner, and I must please her! 
 
    That's the real job of a pet, isn't it? 
 
    Alyssa brings her hand up, and she licks her fingertips. Then she reaches down, and she glides her pinky along her inner thigh. She strokes herself, and I watch, desperate to move, but her command holds me in place. 
 
    Defiance seems impossible, like a brick wall built into my psyche. There is no way for me to go down or go through it or around it or above or below it. I'm trapped in this little box of obedience, and Alyssa knows it. That's why she's wet. 
 
    The arousal spreads through her body, and then she takes her damp fingers, and she starts to touch herself, all while I watch. She doesn't try to hide anything. Why would she? I'm just a dog. It's not like she needs to feel modest in front of me. 
 
    My cock is stiff, and it feels like I might come at any time, though I know that's impossible. I can't touch myself, not while I'm wearing the sleeves. 
 
    "There's a good boy. You’re holding position like a good boy. I told you to stay, so you aren't moving. I'm very, very proud of you," she says as she caresses her pussy with one finger, then two, then three. Soon, she massages her clitoris, and I have a front row seat to watch the whole thing! 
 
    Before I know it, I'm whimpering. Without even knowing why, I'm begging for something, something I can't articulate. 
 
    "Oh, do you want to be helpful puppy? Is that what you're saying?" Of course, Alyssa could take the mask off of me at any time. She could grant me the ability to speak, but she doesn't and she won't. 
 
    I nod my head down and up: yes, I want to help! 
 
    "Crawl over here and start licking," she orders. She motions to me with the curl of one finger, and I crawl toward her. 
 
    Just as I get close enough, she grabs onto my collar and she pulls my head between her legs. 
 
    "Lick. Lick like a good boy. Show me just how eager you are." 
 
    And I obey. Working my tongue around of the ball built into the mask, I sweep my tongue over her pussy. She is already wet. I taste her juices and her excitement. She begins to shiver. I can hear that sharp hitch of breath as she experiences those sensations coursing through her body. 
 
    What is she enjoying more, the pleasure of my tongue or the fact that she owns me? 
 
    Somehow, I think that owning me is the best part of all of this for her. She has absolute control, but it's more than that. 
 
    My tongue moves up and down, sliding over her pussy. I lick her eagerly until I start working on her clitoris. I swirl the tip of my tongue around that small point. I worship her body, and I close my eyes. For a few seconds, I feel this rush of contentment. Even as I work hard, I know that I'm doing a good job for my owner. What could be more important than that? 
 
    Being a puppy makes my life simple. I don't need to worry about keeping my job or paying taxes or worrying about my landlord. Instead, there is just this, me on my elbows and knees, positioned between her legs, licking eagerly and thoroughly because it will make her feel good. Nothing else is relevant. Nothing else feels important. 
 
    But then, her voice cuts through that near meditative state. "Oh, you feel so good. I love having you down there, Lucky. You're going to be such a good boy for me. I'm not going to have to worry about you breaking up with me or cheating on me, am I? No, you can't even talk back to me because you're such a good boy. And I'm going to keep that shock collar locked around your cute little neck, so you're always going to behave yourself. You aren't going to try to fight me or think for yourself. You're too well trained for that, aren't you? You just want to do tricks and please me," she says. 
 
    Those words pound into me, so I lick faster, seriously worshiping her until she can't take anymore. Her grip tightens on my hair, and then she starts to moan. The pleasure cascades through her skin until she finally pulls me back. 
 
    "That was a good start, but I think I want to feel your cock." 
 
    My eyes widen when I hear those words. "Go ahead, puppy. Start begging. Do a good job, and maybe I will give you a really, really special treat." 
 
    To be honest, I thought the privilege of tasting her pussy would be my reward. Apparently, there's something else that she might allow me. Realizing this, I get back on my knees, and I tighten the muscles along my back, and I start whimpering. 
 
    I do this for half a minute, a minute, two minutes. 
 
    I never stop until she makes her decision. 
 
    Then she gets up, and I don't even know what she's doing, not until she lowers herself down onto her knees, then she bends forward. She lowers herself down, her legs spread, her pussy exposed. 
 
    This must be some sort of test. 
 
    I don't move, not until she gives me permission. 
 
    "Okay, horny puppy. Come over here. Show me why you deserve a name like Lucky." 
 
    At once, I scurry forward, and I position myself right behind her. It's difficult getting the exact angle right, but I take my time and I focus. I can't mess this up. If Alyssa gets impatient, she might decide to stop. Maybe she will decide simply masturbate. 
 
    But then I thrust forward, and I'm rewarded with her body. I feel the walls of her pussy around my shaft. I bury myself in her, and it feels incredible. Fresh sensations cascade through my body, making my nerves sing. 
 
    I close my eyes, and once I'm positioned correctly, I wait for her. I'm whimpering, my breath coming in quick, fast gasps, but I don't do anything else because she's in charge. She's the owner, and I'm the pet. I had better act like it. 
 
    With her head bowed forward, she starts to moan. "Go ahead, Lucky. Show me what you can do." 
 
    Swallowing, I start to push forward, thrusting into her. Then I pull back, slowly, almost withdrawing entirely. I start forward again, wondering exactly what will please her the most. 
 
    My heart races, my skin is hot and damp, and I can hardly believe that this is happening. So I let go of every thought. 
 
    Right now, I'm not a man. I'm just a horny dog, and I'm grateful for this treatment that my owner has decided to give me. I pump into her, working my hips forward and back, my pelvis flying with each second. 
 
    She loves it. She loves the tension of my body against hers, the friction of flesh against flesh. 
 
    I start whimpering again, wondering if she will allow me the ultimate treat that I need because I know I won't be able to hold out for much longer. I'm a horny, horny puppy! 
 
    "Go ahead," she says, answering my whimpers. She can barely keep her voice even and level. She's enjoying this. "Come for me. Come for me, Lucky! 
 
    And just like that, I lose control. My shaft pulsates, and I come hard. Everything disappears. My vision turns to a haze of rainbow colors. And then I'm done, and I pull out, and I collapse onto my side. 
 
    For her part, Alyssa just put her panties back on, followed by her sweat pants. Then she kneels beside me, and she starts rubbing my tummy. She giggles again, like this was all just some sort of game. "I'm very proud of you, Lucky. Bark if you're going to be my good puppy forever endeavor." 
 
    There could only be one answer. 
 
    "Arf!" 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Trapped Boy 
 
    Part 1 of Boys Must Obey 
 
      
 
    It's always a struggle. Pretty much every social situation is a question of different personalities striving to assert their dominance. I've always believed this, probably starting in kindergarten. I don't remember any particular moment, but maybe one kid pushed another. Or maybe it was just the fact that you have this teacher who wields all of the power. She has the ability to hand out stars or send a kid off to the corner for punishment. 
 
    Anyway, that's been my attitude. 
 
    I feel the same way when I'm at work. 
 
    I'm a manager in a graphic design firm. I'm not one of the art monkeys. No way. I'm a manager, so it's my job to deal with these conflicting personalities. Artists can be pretty terrible. They don't understand client demands, and they don't know how to work together either. 
 
    It's pathetic. 
 
    But I do my job. I do it well, and I have been able to raise my unit’s revenue by more than forty percent over the last three years. Go me. 
 
    My performance should be good enough to get me promoted to president of the creative division. Unfortunately for me, there's another manager who has ideas of her own. 
 
    Victoria. 
 
    Unlike me, she actually has a background in art. She majored in ceramics or something back in college. It all sounds stupid to me. I mean, when you go to a college you have some people who learn science, engineering, linguistics, something useful. Then there are kids like Victoria who play around with wet mud for four years. 
 
    It's dumb, but I can handle it. 
 
    In a few weeks, the senior management will make a decision. One of us will be promoted. Are there other employees in the running? Yeah, technically. Do they stand a chance? No way. 
 
    Victoria has an advantage over me. Her numbers might not be as good, but she is "liked." She might lack the gravitas of someone like me, but she remembers birthdays and stays apprised of her employees' personal lives. 
 
    My subordinates know that I'm in charge; they know that I'm the boss, and they fear me. That's how it should be. I'm not their friend, and I don't really care if they get sick or need some time off to go visit family. This is work. This should be their top priority. 
 
    And then something happened. 
 
    I'm in my office when someone knocks. 
 
    "Come in," I call out without taking my eyes off the screen in front of me. I'm looking at my investment portfolio. Power is nice, but money is even better. 
 
    As I take in the different details of my assets, I hear her voice. It takes all of my self-control to keep from flinching. 
 
    Victoria. 
 
    "Hey, Darren. You have a second?" 
 
    "Sure. What's up?" I ask. 
 
    She comes into my office, and I glance in her direction. I do my best to pretend that she's not attractive. That is another reason why she might get promoted ahead of me. She has on tight, black yoga pants. Her top is a white blouse that flares around her waist. The puffy sleeves look cute. It even has a Peter Pan collar. 
 
    Her eyes are ringed by her black glasses. I often wonder if she actually needs corrective lenses. Probably not. She's the kind of "artistic" girl who would like to wear glasses as some sort of fashion statement. She keeps her dark brown hair trimmed short, but she wears just the right amount of makeup to be professional but feminine, cute but serious. 
 
    "You know that meeting up north?" 
 
    "Yeah," I say, exhaling my disappointment. 
 
    A few weeks ago, two of the senior managers asked Victoria and I up to a conference room on the top floor. We both arrived on time, and we were told that there was going to be a special conference. I volunteered to go, but they weren't interested. 
 
    That's when it occurred to me that both of these two senior managers were women. Were they going to offer Victoria the inside track because she was female too? Yeah, I could complain about sexism or whatever, but that would just sound pathetic coming from me, a man. 
 
    "Well, I don't think I'm going to be able to go. I was wondering if you could take my place?" She looked at me, both nervous and innocent. At moments like this, I can see why so many of the male employees chase after her. 
 
    "Really?" I asked, finally intrigued. 
 
    "Yeah, I have some personal issues coming up, and I did some research, and it really sounds like you would be a better fit for this thing anyway." 
 
    "That sounds like a big favor," I tell her even as my heart pounds and the adrenaline flashes through my body. This is perfect! If she turns down this kind of assignment, then it will show the company leadership that Victoria really doesn't have what it takes to be a serious contender. 
 
    Part of me actually wants to jump up and throw my fist into the air. 
 
    "Yeah, it is a big favor. I would totally owe you one," she says. 
 
    "Okay. I can do it," I say. 
 
    "Great! I'll email you all of the information you'll need." 
 
      
 
    For being such an important conference, it's based somewhere up north in some little town that I've never heard of before. I made sure to search for it online, especially as my assistant makes my reservations. 
 
    There are a couple of small websites for local businesses, things like a flower shop, a bakery, a donut shop. There's really not much there. 
 
    Then something occured to me. 
 
    This little town? It doesn't have a single chain company. There aren't any McDonald's, not a single Taco Bell, no Dominoes Pizza. Nothing like that. Everything seems to be locally owned. 
 
    Hippies. 
 
    They probably distrust corporate interests, so they make sure that everything is locally grown or whatever. It's silly, but I can deal with it. Hippies are a demographic, and they have money. 
 
    Unfortunately for me, there isn't even an airport nearby, so I end up driving. I rent a car, I pack up my stuff, and I start on my journey. 
 
      
 
    The first six hours are pretty unremarkable. I stay on the freeway, a straight shot north. Sometimes the road narrows. Sometimes it expands. At one point, I'm on a single stretch, heading through the wide hills. Everything is green. Cows glance up occasionally at me as I zoom by. 
 
    Traffic is good, so I listen to some podcasts and let my thoughts wander. 
 
    For the most part, I fantasize. 
 
    That's the funniest thing about driving. It's almost hypnotic. I lose myself to the rhythm of the road as I think about different outcomes. With this trip, I know I'm going to be able to cement my authority at work. 
 
    Victoria is going down. I will become her superior, and that thought is intoxicating. 
 
    Sure, she's not really my type, but I start fantasizing about what it would be like to have her. With an almost feral grin, I think about seducing her, shoving her down onto my bed, pinning her. Sure, she would try to pull free, insisting that she would want to me to let her go, only her eyes would make it abundantly clear. She would want this. She would need it. 
 
    I would rip her little hipster blouse and yank her glasses away. I would toss them disdainfully down onto the floor. And then I would take her. She would feel my hard cock plunge into her wet little pussy. 
 
    I would tame her. 
 
    But of course, that's just a fantasy. 
 
    Eventually, my GPS chirps, telling me that I need to get ready to take the next exit. 
 
    I pull off onto another lonely road. I continue to drive away from the freeway. There aren't any streetlights, nothing to indicate I’m anywhere near civilization. Fortunately for me, I filled up my tank just a little while ago. 
 
    I don't need to worry about running out of gas. 
 
    Even so, I'm tempted to check my phone to make sure that it's charged and that I have a signal. 
 
    My chest tightens slightly when I see that I don’t have a signal. My phone is now a glowing paperweight. 
 
    Anyway, I continue to drive. I’m not going to back down because of something silly. Despite the lack of signal, I still have the directions programmed into my phone. I follow them for a few more minutes, right until I notice the red and blue light reflecting against my rearview mirror. 
 
    Oh hell. 
 
    I pull off onto the side of the road. By this point, it's dark. Overhead, the sky is black, pin pricked with thousands of stars. In the city, I never get to see a nightscape quite like this. It's pretty fantastic. I roll down the window, wondering exactly what this cop is going to want from me. 
 
    At first, I could only see her silhouette in the side view mirror. Boots crunch against of the gravel, and then I see her. 
 
    "License and registration," she says. 
 
    She's a younger woman, probably still in her 20s. Not only that, she’s small. Even so, I can feel that little tingle of fear at the back of my neck. Why? I tell myself that I'm nervous because she has the power to give me a ticket. 
 
    "Good evening," I say, doing my best to sound nonchalant. I hand her the required paperwork, and she starts to look through it. 
 
    "Who's your handler?" 
 
    "My what?" I ask. 
 
    "Your handler. Who's your handler?" She repeats those words, and I can hear the exasperation pumping into her voice. 
 
    "I, I'm just here for a conference." 
 
    "Really?" She leans forward, smiling at me. 
 
    "Yeah. There is this conference up ahead. I'm sorry if I was speeding, but I can pay any ticket." To be honest, it's late, and I'm not interested in trying to talk my way out of this. If I'm in trouble, fine. Whatever. I will pay the money. Besides, it's not going to matter once I get my promotion. 
 
    The cop turns around walks away with my license and registration. I can hear her talking on her radio. She comes back, and she quickly taps the top of my rental. "Darren, can you step out of your vehicle please?" 
 
    I raise an eyebrow. I don't really understand what's going on. Does she think I'm drunk or something? 
 
    Or maybe this is some hick shakedown? It's a possibility, but that doesn't sound right. I have a hard time imagining this young woman intimidating anyone. And yet, I get out of the car, and I can see her stun gun on one side of her waist, her firearm on the other. 
 
    Yes, I take my time, but I do as she asks. I open my car door, and I step out onto the road. Looking down the way, it feels strange. Everything is darkness except for the illumination provided by the headlights of our two vehicles. 
 
    "Please place your hands on the top of your vehicle." 
 
    "Is this really necessary?" 
 
    "Yes." That's all she gives me. One word. 
 
    With a sigh of exasperation, I do as she asks. I feel the cold metal under my fingertips and palms. "Spread your legs," she orders. Is this some kind of sexual harassment? 
 
    I look over at her, but she's not smiling or anything, so I shrug again and do what she wants. I feel strange. 
 
    "Good boy," she says. She steps up behind me, and she places her hands on my shoulders, my waist, my arms. She reaches down, touching my legs. She's actually frisking me! 
 
    I don't know if this is funny or just sad. Maybe she's a rookie who needs the practice? 
 
    She stands up again, and that's when I feel it, something wet and soft like damp cloth over my mouth and nose. 
 
    Eyes wide, I push myself away from the car just as I start to shout. The sounds are muffled by the moist cloth. 
 
    What...what's happening? Confusion is quickly followed by panic. 
 
    This girl's smaller than me, so I should be able to throw her off quickly. I shove myself away from the car and stumble back, but she says on me. Worse, she keeps the cloth over my mouth and nose. 
 
    Strangely sweet scents buzz against my nostrils, which I can almost taste at the back of my throat. Wildly, I throw my body from side to side as I try to knock her off balance, but the cop remains right behind me. She feels like some incredibly insistent bug or stubborn parasite. She just won't get off of me! 
 
    The anger burns hot. But then, it starts to fade, and I can feel this tingling run along my arms and legs. It spreads outward, expanding into my torso, up my neck, along my cheeks and forehead. 
 
    I swing left and right. I try to grab her. My arms go above my shoulders, and I can feel her, but the cop knows exactly what she's doing. She pivots to the left or right. She’s still holding the rag over my face. 
 
    Then, stupidly, it finally occurs to me that I just need to grab her wrists and yank. 
 
    If I can get some fresh air, then I will feel better. I'm bigger than her, stronger. 
 
    But my legs buckle. 
 
    Everything seems to fall away, and then I hit the pavement. Hard. I can feel the throbbing pain along my elbows, my shoulder blade. It's right there, pulsating against the back of my head, and I get my eyes open. The rag is no longer over my face as I open my eyes. 
 
    There she is, that young woman. She stands above me, like some sort of statue or monument. She lifts up her hand, and I can't really see her face, but then I hear it. Giggling. "I can see that you're going to be a stubborn one," she says. "But that's okay. We know how to deal with boys like you." 
 
    Boys like you. That seems to echo in my head, and I reach down for the pavement, touching my fingertips to the rough surface. The cop kneels down, and she straddles me, pushing her weight into my frame. She grabs my shoulders and shoves me down. 
 
    "Just relax. Take a nice deep breath and you'll feel so much better," she says, another giggle running through those words. 
 
    She has the rag in hand. She gets over my mouth, I'm going to lose consciousness. 
 
    A sedative. It has got to be laced with a sedative. That's what's happening to me. This girl wants to knock me out! 
 
    No, I can't, I can't let her do that. 
 
    I fight to delve into my psyche, to find something, something like anger or panic. It doesn't really matter. I just need the adrenaline to run through my body again. I need the energy to scream through my veins to get me up off my back. I lift one hand, and I try to push at her. The cop chuckles as she grabs my wrists and shoves me down. My knuckles scrape along the road, not that she notices. 
 
    While I try to move my other hand, she holds the rag over my nose and mouth. 
 
    "Breathe deep. Pretend that this is yoga." 
 
    Struggling, fighting as hard as I can. I'm taller and bigger than this girl, but none of that matters. She's in control. She has the power here. 
 
    The panic finally starts to squirt back through my head, but it doesn't do any good. 
 
    I black out, the sounds of her laughter still ringing in my ears. 
 
      
 
    When I wake up, something occurs to me. I'm on my knees. That should be impossible, right? If I fell asleep or got drunk or something, I should be on my back. Or maybe on my side. Hopefully, I'm going to open my eyes and find that I'm just in my bed. 
 
    Slowly I open my eyes, and look forward, and I see lines. I blink, thinking that this might be some kind of optical illusion or maybe it's just some new symptom from a really bizarre hangover. 
 
    My mouth is dry, my muscles ache, and I can't remember exactly what happened. Yeah, that sounds like a pretty brutal hangover. 
 
    But then I try to move my hands, and I feel something behind my back. Mental pushes down into my wrists. I hear the clink of small, mental chains. And then I look down. I am on my knees, and something is pressing into the front of my throat. Not only that, I'm naked. 
 
    I blink again, looking down, and something else occurs to me. I have been shaved. 
 
    It seems impossible, but my legs, my arms, even my chest and pubis are all devoid of body hair. I look smooth and all feminine. 
 
    "What's going on here?" I whisper, unable to really speak. That's when I decide that I just need to move. I try to lean forward, only to feel that pressure on the base of my throat. Something is actually digging into my skin. If I relax, it just sort of holds me up. 
 
    I try my hands again, only to feel the same metal rings around my wrists. No, not rings. Cuffs. 
 
    When I was a kid, they used to sell plastic handcuffs at the grocery store. They were flimsy, silly, and they had this obvious release point so that they weren't actually restraints. Even so, one of my friends had an older sister, and she enjoyed using those toys on us. It was a silly game, but I can still remember how it felt to have that plastic locked around my wrists, my arms "held" behind my back. 
 
    Except this is no game. 
 
    I lick my lips, wondering what I can do. 
 
    I take a breath, thinking that I'm going to shout for help. No, I'm not going to be rescued. That would be absurd. So instead, I force myself to remain calm as I begin to rotate my wrists. I'm hoping that I might be able to slip one hand free from the cuffs. 
 
    Yeah, it doesn't work. In fact, when I start to pull on the mechanism, it prompts the clamps to tighten. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, I tell myself not to get frustrated. If I get upset, I will lose. If I want to get out of here, I need to remain calm and think clearly. 
 
    Okay, so I can't just get my hands out of the cuffs. That means I need more information. I turn my attention forward. I look around to my left and right. 
 
    I'm in a box. 
 
    Seriously, I don't know what other conclusion to draw. There's metal on my flanks, and up ahead, there are metal bars. Across the way, just a couple of feet from me, it looks like there is another unit just like this one. 
 
    It's a cage, which means I'm in a cage. 
 
    A shiver of dread runs down my back at that thought. It doesn't help that I'm naked, forced to my knees, my hands cuffed behind my back, and there's something around my neck. 
 
    It's a collar. 
 
    I can't see it, but I don't need to. 
 
    The more I look around, the more it finally crystallizes. This place looks like a freaking pound, only the cages are large enough for a man like me. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I pull against the handcuffs holding me once again. This time, it's frustration. It builds up, simmering, bubbling, burning. I yank and twist, rattling my chains. 
 
    But it feels good. For just a few seconds, I struggle as hard as I can, and I can feel the red welts along my wrists. But eventually, I must settle down. 
 
    A doorknob turns. Then I hear footsteps. 
 
    At first, I'm not entirely sure what I should do. Should I call out? Should I attempt to communicate with my captors? Who are these people? Obviously, that girl last night couldn't have been a real cop. Cops don't do stuff like this. 
 
    Why would she want me? 
 
    How could she think that she would get away with this? A bunch of scenarios flash through my head, and then I find myself looking at a blonde girl. She looks like she's maybe eighteen or nineteen. 
 
    "How's our guest doing?" 
 
    I narrow my eyes at her. She's actually pretty with blue eyes, blonde hair, and pale skin. She's not a ten by any measure, but probably a solid six or seven. 
 
    "Who are you? What's going on?" 
 
    "Officer Ramirez said that you were going to be a talkative one. I guess that means I owe her a Coke," she chirps. She leans forward so that I can see her. She has her hands held behind her back, not that I really notice. 
 
    "Look, I don't know who you think you are what you think you're doing, but I’m a very important person. People are going to come looking for me. So unless you let me go right now, they're going to be very, very serious consequences." 
 
    Right now, I'm focusing on the fact that I can threaten her. I tell myself that I'm a man, that I'm older, wealthier. I don't know who these people are or what this place is, but they can't do this. 
 
    This girl doesn't look stupid. She must understand. 
 
    Instead, she reaches through the bars of the cage, and she taps the tip of my nose. "Silly boy! What is it with you guys? They pick you up, and you all think that you're some big shot." 
 
    She shakes her head, clearly amused. And then she pulls one hand out from behind her back. It looks like she's holding a can of hairspray, only I can't read the label. She sticks the dispenser up between the bars, and she presses on the nozzle. A flash of mist flies out into the confines of my cage. 
 
    I inhale before I can even think about what's happening. 
 
    The girl is quick, and I taste something else along my nose in the back of my throat. 
 
    "What, what is that?" I demand to know, sputtering. 
 
    "It's just a little bit of formula, something to help you stay calm and behaved." 
 
    She gets up, and she starts to walk away. 
 
    "Wait!" 
 
    Much to my surprise, the sounds of her footsteps stop. 
 
    Because I only have a few seconds, I know I need to adopt a different strategy. Threatening her won't work, so I try something else. "Can you at least tell me where I am? Please?" 
 
    She giggles, and it sounds a lot like the cop who first brought me in. The blonde girl comes back, and she leans forward. "You're at the pound. Do you know what that means?" She's talking down to me. There is something profoundly patronizing in her voice, and it makes it hard not to try to threaten her again. 
 
    "I'm at the pound?" 
 
    "Yeah. According to Officer Ramirez, you didn't have a handler or any paperwork, so she brought you here. Don't worry. I'm sure your owner or Mistress will realize that you got lost and come looking for you." 
 
    "I don't have an owner," I say, practically spitting out those words. 
 
    "Oh," the blonde girl reaches up, touching one finger to the corner of her mouth. Her lips almost sparkle, making me think that she's actually wearing glitter gloss. After another second, she nods to herself. "Well, that's okay. I'm sure someone will want to adopt you. I mean, look at you. You're nice and strong. You're cute. If I needed a boy, I would definitely take you home with me." 
 
    This girl is insane. 
 
    I blink a couple of times, looking back at her. 
 
    "Where am I? What city is this?" 
 
    "Oh, you don't need to worry your cute little head about that." She waves one hand, dismissing the idea. "But I promise, I'll come back in a little bit with some food for you. Plus, if you have to stay here for more than a day, I can take you out for some exercise. Doesn't that sound nice?" 
 
    I can tell that I'm not going to get anywhere with this girl, so I grit my teeth, thinking I need to try something else. "What's your name?" 
 
    "Felicia," she says. "Now, I know that it's not very comfortable in there, but if you behave yourself, maybe I can get you a bigger cage and maybe some padding. Would you like that? Would you like a bigger cage?" 
 
    A bigger cage means getting out of this one, which might be the opportunity I need. So I take a breath, and I force myself to play nice with this girl. My experience as a manager helps me out here. I can pretend that I'm not in a cage, that I'm not naked, that I have a chance. 
 
    "No. I'm good." 
 
    She reaches back into the cage, and I don't know what she's doing until I feel her fingertips on the top of my head. She's patting me on the head, like I'm some dumb dog! 
 
    Part of me really wants to growl at her or to try to smack her hand away. Instead, I patiently endure this indignity until she smiles and leaves me alone. 
 
    Three days? Really? 
 
      
 
     Because I'm braced on my knees with my head bent forward, it isn't long before my neck starts to hurt. The muscles all over my body seem to bunch up, but there's nothing I can do about it. So instead, I concentrate on my breathing, and I try to relax as best I can. 
 
    Even so, I hear the door open, and my heart jumps a beat. 
 
    Pretty soon, Felicia is in front of me again. "Hey there. I thought you might be hungry. Would you like something to eat?" She glances to her left and right. It looks like she's up to something. 
 
    "I am hungry," I tell her. Then something else occurs to me, a question that's been buzzing around at the back of my head. "What time is it?" 
 
    "It's almost 6. My shift is almost over," she says. 
 
    "Six in the morning?" 
 
    "That's right. Officer Ramirez brought you in, and it took a little while for the sedatives to wear off. But don't worry. You should feel right as rain now!" 
 
    Right as rain? Who talks like that? She just sounds so excited and happy. 
 
    Felicia looks to her left and right again, like she's about to do something inappropriate. Then she reaches into her pocket, and she takes something out. "Since you're hungry, I thought you might like a treat. And you know, I'm really impressed with you. You've been a very good boy so far. Usually, the strays we get here like to threaten and bluster. Oh, you wouldn't believe the things they say." 
 
    Felicia holds out her hand, and there are a couple of white pellets right there. They look like rabbit food. 
 
    "What is that?" 
 
    "Just something you might like to eat. Are you hungry or not?" Felicia asks. 
 
    My stomach rumbles, and I tell myself that I need to keep up my strength, so I nod my head. 
 
    "Ask nicely," she says, her voice rising in pitch. It sounds like she's talking to a dog or small child. 
 
    "Please, may have some?" I grumbled. 
 
    "Of course, you can!" She holds her hand out between the bars of my cage. I lean forward as much as I can. The collar around my neck is attached to some kind of chain near the back of my cage. It's too small for me to actually turn around, so I have to assume that it's there. But I can feel the tension as the collar digs down into my throat. 
 
    Even so, I manage to get my lips down to the pellets. I open my mouth, and I pull one up on my tongue. 
 
    "How is it?" 
 
    It's not as bad as I expected. It's dry and pasty, but there's also this sweet flavor to it. It's almost like candy. I could see someone eating this by choice. 
 
    I chew and swallow. Some of the pellet gets stuck in my teeth, so I try to suck it away or poke it out with the tip of my tongue. 
 
    "So, do you think someone's going to come claim you?" Felicia asks me. 
 
    "Why would someone claim me?" 
 
    "Because you're a boy without a handler. That's not acceptable here." 
 
    "Where is here?" I ask. 
 
    Felicia smiles at me like she wants to share a secret, but then she does a quick shake of her head. "Nope. I can't tell you. But this is something I can explain to you. You are in a very special town, a place where boys like you can find your proper position in society." 
 
    I don't like the sound of that. 
 
    Felicia holds out her hand again, and she wants to feed me like I'm a dog, but I don't resist. I take another pellet into my mouth, and I start chewing as she explains, "have you ever heard of False Equality?" 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    "Well, it's a very important concept for you to learn. Since you aren't from here, you probably think that women and men are supposed to be equal." She shivers at the thought, like the notion is disgusting or something. "False Equality is this really stupid idea. But you won’t have to worry about that here. Everyone knows that men are inferior and that they should be owned as property." 
 
    My jaw falls open. What? 
 
    Sure, I have heard a lot about equality. Even back in college, I had to take a gender studies class. It sounded like "equality" was our professor's favorite word. At one point, one of my friends started joking about bringing in a clicker to see exactly how many times she would say it in a fifteen minute period. 
 
    I've never heard of equality applying to men. 
 
    "Men are inferior?" I'm restating her point. I don't like it seeming to sound like a question. 
 
    Felicia answers me anyway. "That's right!" She seems pleased, like she’s surprised I caught onto an important idea so quickly. "Men are physically inferior to women. Intellectually, they don't stand a chance. It's really better for males if they just belong to women. They can be owned, trained, taught how to behave. And it makes for a much better society." 
 
    "Where am I?" I whisper. 
 
    "Don't worry. You're safe and sound. And more importantly, you're going to get picked up by a very nice lady, I'm sure." 
 
    "Who?" 
 
    "Whoever wants to pay for you," she says, making it sound like the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    "Slavery is illegal," 
 
    "Maybe outside of town," she says. "But we don't really worry about how other people run their lives. Here, the boys are owned. It works out best for everyone. You'll see." 
 
    "What if I don't want to be a slave?" 
 
    "You don't know what you want," she says, perfectly sincere. She really believes that. 
 
    "Yes, I know exactly what I want. Please, I just want to get out of here. Let me get back in my car and I can drive away. You people don't have to ever see me again." I know that it sounds like I'm pleading with her, but I can't stop myself. 
 
    Felicia raises an eyebrow. Then she smiles. It's a slow movement of her lips, the corners of her mouth rising. "Nope. You're cute when you beg, so I'll make a note of that in your file, but I'm not letting you go. You would be a stray out on the street without a woman to tell you what to do or where to go!" 
 
    Before I can say anything else, Felicia holds out another pellet for me to eat. 
 
    Because I have to keep my strength, I bite into it. I chew it. 
 
    "Besides, I'm sure that you're just nervous because you don't know who your owner is going to be. Don't worry. I'm sure she will be very nice to you. She will train you and feed you and make sure that you have lots of chores to complete. And when you do a good job, I'm sure she will reward you." 
 
    "Reward me?" 
 
    I probably shouldn't have asked; I probably don't want to know the answer, but Felicia isn't about to stop now. As far as she's concerned, this is normal. 
 
    "Absolutely! When you behave yourself, your owner will reward you. That might mean a massage or maybe some candy. Maybe she will give you an orgasm. Would you like that? Would you like to get an orgasm from your new owner?" 
 
    I stare back at her. 
 
    Being naked in this cage is one thing, but the idea of some random woman getting access to my body is intolerable. I open my mouth, and it's only by the last vestige of self-control that I keep quiet. 
 
    Arguing with Felicia won't change anything. At best, I might score a couple of points. At worst, she will just get up and walk away. 
 
    "What about men who can't be trained?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    She seems confused, which I take as a good sign. I take another breath, and I try again. "Seriously, there must be some men you have encountered who just can't be trained. Who's too arrogant or too stubborn or whatever. He won't bend. He won't break. You can't train him." 
 
    "I've never heard of something like that," Alicia says. But then she shrugs. "Now, I don't think anyone like that could exist. I mean, have you met any men lately? They're all so malleable! You punish them a couple of times, they learn how to behave, and then they just become good slaves. Their owners are happier, and they're happier too. That's the way it should be." 
 
    She holds out her hand again, so I can't respond right away. I eat another pellet. 
 
    I have one other chance. "I can pay you if you let me go." Fear reverberates through my voice. It doesn't sound like I'm negotiating from a position of strength, but it's the best I can do. 
 
    "Pay me?" Felicia raises an eyebrow. 
 
    "Yes! I have money. Please, have worked very hard, and I've saved up a lot. If you help me get out of here, I can pay you." I'm bluffing. There's no way in hell I would ever give this girl a cent. Despite this, it sounds good. 
 
    I picture her taking me out of the cell, loosening my collar, removing my handcuffs. She could get me out of town. And once that happened, I would be able to steal her car and leave her there. So long as I could avoid any more cops like Officer Ramirez, I would be in the clear. 
 
    "Silly boy. No. That's not how it works. You don't own any money." 
 
    "Yeah, I do." 
 
    "No, you don't. Now, quiet down. Unless you want me to leave you in that cage, you're going to stay right here for a little while. Understand?" 
 
    She starts to get up, only to pause. She's waiting for response. "Yeah, I understand," I answer. 
 
    "Good boy." She pats me on the head one more time before disappearing from my view. 
 
      
 
    She's gone for a while. Pretty soon, I start to realize that it's actually daytime now. Nothing seems to change. The air conditioners bellow, keeping the room reasonably chile. It's not cold enough to make me uncomfortable, but I'm not warm either. 
 
    Every few minutes, I get frustrated and try to free myself from the handcuffs. Maybe if I pull against the collar, shifting my weight to the left or right. It never does any good. 
 
    Another girl comes by. It is not Felicia, and she's not interested in talking to me either. Instead, seeming bored, she crouches down in front of the cage, and she holds out a water bottle. 
 
    It looks like something you might use to feed a baby goat or something. Is it actually a baby bottle? I hope not. 
 
    "Hurry up," she says when I don't move. 
 
    Realizing this might be my only chance for some water, I lean forward, and I wrap my lips around the tip. I start to suck on it. I get about a mouthful before the girl yanks it away. 
 
    "I wasn't done," I call out to her. 
 
    "Yes you were," she answers without bothering to turn around. She walks away, leaving me there. 
 
    I glare straight ahead—helpless. 
 
      
 
    To be continued… 
 
      
 
    (If you enjoyed this opening story, please check out the complete novel, Boys Must Obey by Michelle Means.) 
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