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Go Fetch 
 
      
 
    This was probably one of her favorite parts of college. Jasmine and Alicia were hanging out on the green by the Anthropology Department. Off to her left, a couple of students were studying under some of the large oak trees. Some guy had tied up a hammock and now drifted lazily in the warm, spring breeze. 
 
    Relaxed, Jasmine held up the Frisbee and threw it with a gentle flick of her wrist. She watched as the disc cut across the air, right toward her friend. 
 
    Alicia grabbed it, did a little spin, and started to spin it on the tip of her finger. 
 
    Throwing the Frisbee back and forth was so easy and so relaxing. At moments like this, Jasmine didn’t need to think about molecular biology or organic chemistry. She didn’t need to worry about the equations or making those numbers fit together. It was just easy and relaxed. 
 
    Even now, she didn’t say anything to Alicia. The two girls just threw the Frisbee back and forth, back and forth as they enjoyed the easy rhythm of a lazy afternoon. 
 
    Jasmine started to smile, and her friend called out, “Something good? Did you see a hot guy?” 
 
    “Alicia, you’re way too boy crazy,” Jasmine shot back. 
 
    The blonde smiled and shrugged. “Yeah, maybe. So what? We all need a hobby!” 
 
    With a little giggle, Jasmine threw the Frisbee again. Her friend caught it, held it for just a moment, and threw it right back. There was something about seeing the disc spin, about watching it lazily fly through the air. 
 
    Just before Jasmine could reach up and take it, someone else grabbed it. He must’ve stepped into her blind spot, reached out, and snatched it before she could act. 
 
    Before her eyes locked on him, she knew who it would be. 
 
    Sure enough, Devon held the Frisbee in his hands. “Hey, girls,” he said. “Having fun?” 
 
    “Devon,” Jasmine started, “I’m not in the mood.” 
 
    “You didn’t pay the tax,” he replied. 
 
    “There isn’t a tax. This is open for all students,” she said. 
 
    “No,” he replied. “I have declared myself king of these fields.” He held out his arms and grinned up at the sky as though thanking the gods for their beneficence. 
 
    “Just me back our Frisbee,” Jasmine growled. 
 
    A few feet back, Alicia watched, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
    “What’re you willing to do to get it back?” Devon asked in a tone that was probably supposed to be playful. 
 
    Jasmine stepped right up to him. She invaded his personal space, straightened her back, and looked up at him. “Give it to me right now. I’m not playing games.” She wished she had some other recourse; obviously, she couldn’t go talk to the administration. What was she going to say? Some boy had taken her Frisbee? 
 
    There was just one problem. He had already taken two others. He liked it when Jasmine couldn’t hang with some of her friends and just throw the Frisbee around. But then he often saw her, walked up, and took it. This all seemed impossibly juvenile, which made it so much more difficult to figure out what to do. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re not playing a game? Because it seemed like you were playing with a toy.” Devon flashed her a smile that might have been charming at some other place or time. 
 
    “Give it to me,” she said one more time. 
 
    He leaned down. She didn’t retreat or step back as he said, “Are you sure? Are you sure you want me to give it to you?” 
 
    Flustered and frustrated, she tried to jump up and grab the Frisbee from his grip. Her fingers played along the disc, but he jerked it back, cocked his arm, and threw the Frisbee as hard as he could. It didn’t just sail through the air. It curved up toward the sky, slipped back down, and came to a skidded landing along the top of the Anthropology Department. 
 
    “You’re such a jackass,” she said as she shoved him in the chest. 
 
    He grinned at her and laughed without any sign of remorse, “Hey, sorry about that. But if you ask very nicely, maybe I’ll buy you a new one.” 
 
    Jasmine didn’t bother to respond. She turned, stomped off, and kicked her heels down against of the soft grass. Alicia rushed to catch up. 
 
      
 
    “I am so sick of dealing with his immature bullshit,” Jasmine growled. 
 
    “Yeah, sorry.” 
 
    “It’s not your fault,” Jasmine replied as the two girls marched past the geology building. 
 
    “I probably should have done more, but it’s always fun watching the two of you flirt.” 
 
    Jasmine stopped, kicked her feet against of the paved walkway, and spun on her friend. With one finger up, she snarled, “That wasn’t flirting! That was some guy acting like a jerk.” 
 
    “He probably thinks he’s pulling on your pigtails,” Alicia told her. Right away, she lifted her hands, “Yes, I know. That isn’t acceptable behavior, and he shouldn’t get away with it. He can’t just walk up to us and take our stuff and tell us to go fetch.” 
 
    “I would have punched him in the face if he had tried something like that,” Jasmine promised. 
 
    “Oh, I believe you,” Alicia said. “And I know it seems extreme, but you should probably talk to the administrators about him.” 
 
    “Are you serious? This is just way too immature. I don’t want to be the girl who runs to the Dean of Students because I can’t handle some guy.” 
 
    “He likes you,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t care,” Jasmine growled back. 
 
    “Then what are you going to do? It’s not like you can drug him into submission.” 
 
    Jasmine took a step, straightened her back, and stopped. All at once, the idea clicked into place. The equations. The right formulae. All of it. She turned, her eyes big, and she stared right at Alicia. “I need to get to my lab.” She didn’t say anything else. Instead, she turned and ran, her hair bouncing against her shoulders as she darted across the campus. 
 
    “I was serious!” Alicia shouted after her friend. “You can’t drug him!” 
 
      
 
    Pheromones. 
 
    The concept had always fascinated Jasmine, but she understood they didn’t work the way some people might have wanted or expected. Yes, pheromones were real, but they didn’t induce any kind of specific behavior. Maybe they alerted the hindbrain of some specific detail, like the gender of a nearby individual, but that was about it. 
 
    Or at least, that’s how they occurred in nature. 
 
    In her lab, Jasmine pulled on her coat, walked into the heavily air-conditioned space, and she started to work. At her workstation, she started typing in different numbers as she ran the variables. She considered the psychological responses, the mathematics of  civilizing the different compounds, and what impact they might have on human psychology, specifically the male brain. 
 
    With her heart pounding, Jasmine worked. 
 
    She didn’t consider failure. She mixed the chemicals, separated the compounds, and put the different pieces together. 
 
    It took her hours. 
 
    She didn’t feel the time. Instead, her thoughts whirred and buzzed as she lost herself to the science. 
 
    Just as she finished, she hit Enter on her keyboard, ran the final simulation, and grinned as the screen flashed green. 
 
    This was going to work. She just knew it. 
 
      
 
    Jasmine didn’t bring her friends out to the field this time. Although lots of other students wandered, chatted, studied, or napped on the neatly manicured expansive green grass, Jasmine just walked around a little bit and played with her Frisbee. Occasionally, she tossed it into the air, let it spin, and caught it. 
 
    Doing her best not to seem eager, she kept waiting for him. 
 
    Devon. 
 
    If he really wanted to mess with her, then he would make the perfect test subject, she had decided. Of course, once this worked (if it worked), she would be able to write a dozen different papers. In fact, this might be her ticket to graduate school. 
 
    Then again, it might not work at all. Maybe she would pop up with that beaker, dab some of the liquid against her neck, and Devon would just look at her like she was an idiot. Or worse, he would flash that condescending smirk and ask her what she might be willing to do to get her Frisbee back. 
 
    Her nostrils twitched. She hated the fact that this boy could tease her like this. It wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair. 
 
    She threw it up, harder than she expected. She watched the Frisbee as it slid back down toward her, yanked by gravity. 
 
    She braced her arms and got ready to catch it. 
 
    Just before she could get her fingers around the edge of her plastic disc, someone else reached out and snatched it. 
 
    Jasmine jumped away, spun, and faced him. 
 
    “You really need to be more careful,” Devon said. “If you throw it too hard, you might lose it.” 
 
    “Give it back to me right now,” she said, holding out her hand. But this time, part of her almost hoped he’d behave like his usual jackass self. 
 
    Indeed, this immature college boy couldn’t help himself. In his classes, maybe he was an articulate literary scholar or art critic, but right then he was determined to behave like some elementary school kid who didn’t know how to deal with his feelings. 
 
    “Or what?” 
 
    “Trust me. If you don’t give it back to me, you will regret it,” she said. 
 
    Something about the perfect confidence in her voice obviously irritated him. He pulled his lips back into a growl, jerked his arm back, and threw the Frisbee as hard as he could. It sailed off toward the other side of the field. 
 
    “Go fetch,” he said to her, his eyes sparkling with mischievous delight. Obviously, he thought she was going to have to jog back to get it if she wanted it. 
 
    “No,” she said. “And that’s the last time you’re ever going to talk to me like that.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” Devon asked with condescending curiosity. 
 
    Jasmine reached down into her pocket and pulled out a small beaker. She removed the rubber stopper, shook the container, and gently dabbed the liquid against of the sides of her neck. 
 
    Then she watched as he studied her. 
 
    For the first couple of seconds, Devon seemed just as arrogant and immature as before. Only then his shoulders tensed as his scent receptors absorbed the aroma and transmitted the data straight to his brain. 
 
    “Do you know what this is?” Jasmine asked as she held up the beaker. “It’s a chemically engineered pheromone. Essentially, it creates a special aroma that will influence boys like you. If I did the math correctly, then you’re going to have to do whatever I say.” 
 
    Devon obviously seemed confused. 
 
    Yes, he always thought this girl was beautiful with her dark, wavy hair, the smattering of freckles along her cheeks, and the gentle curves of her face. Not only that, she had an amazing body which she didn’t mind showing off. Like so many other coeds, she casually put on those tight little jeans and snug tank tops without thinking about it. Maybe she understood the kind of effect she could have on a guy like Devon. Maybe not. Even without the pheromones, he would see her and want to study her. 
 
    One glimpse would never feel like it was enough. 
 
    He stared at her as his pupils dilated and the chemicals swam through his body. 
 
    “Go fetch,” she commanded. 
 
    “I—” Devon started to say. 
 
    “Go fetch,” she ordered again. With her back straight and her tone determined, she wouldn’t allow him to disobey her. 
 
    He pressed his lips together, obviously confused by his own reactions. He was supposed to be a guy, which meant he wouldn’t listen to a girl. He flirted with her by teasing her; he played with her by grabbing her stuff and throwing it is hard as he could. 
 
    But now, he took one awkward step toward the fallen Frisbee, then another and another after that. “Faster!” She called out to him. 
 
    There was something about the tenor of her voice because a new instinct took a hold of him. 
 
    Jasmine crossed her arms and watched as he broke into a jog. “Run!” she called out, and he obeyed, instantly falling into a sprint. His shoes slammed down against the grass as he swung his arms and ran as fast as he could. He dipped down, grabbed the Frisbee, turned, and darted back toward her. 
 
    As she watched, something changed within Jasmine. 
 
    She loved this. 
 
    It was intoxicating. 
 
    She just gave a boy a bunch of commands, and he actually obeyed them. 
 
    Her mouth started to water with a new sensation: power. She could order him to do whatever she liked, and he would actually obey. 
 
    He brought the Frisbee back, and he finally started to understand what kind of trouble he might be in, “Look, I’m sorry. I—” 
 
    “Be quiet,” she said casually. 
 
    His eyes widened as though he didn’t quite understand. 
 
    Devon opened his mouth, he took a breath, and it was obvious he had something he wished to say. Within a few moments, it became equally obvious that he couldn’t speak. He couldn’t make a sound. 
 
    Jasmine reveled in all of this. She stepped forward. Before she even knew what she was doing, she invaded his personal space, poked him in the chest, and commanded, “Get down on the ground, dog.” 
 
    Dog? Where had that come from? 
 
    Jasmine didn’t know, and she didn’t care either. Instead, she looked down at this boy and smiled. She didn’t feel especially playful; instead, she savored the sensations of power. 
 
    Her pheromones actually worked; she could tell this boy to do whatever she liked, and he would follow her commands without question. 
 
    Or would he? 
 
    Like any good scientist, she needed to do some more experimentation. Or maybe she just wanted to watch the experiments play out. In any case, she had already made up her mind. 
 
    Devon found himself on his knees. 
 
    “You know, I think you are overdressed for a dog,” she said. His eyes widened as he listened to her casual insults. But then, his breath caught in his throat as she said, “Take off your shirt.” 
 
    He shook his head, opened his mouth, and tried to speak. Nothing came out; he couldn’t communicate with her. 
 
    He peeled off his shirt without hesitating. 
 
    She took it, balled it up, and threw it as hard as she could. The garment wasn’t aerodynamic, so it only sailed a few feet, but she still enjoyed giving him the command, “Go fetch.” 
 
    He locked his teeth together. He also inhaled, taking another lungful of pheromones into his chest. All at once, he turned, chased after the discarded shirt, and he picked it up. He started to walk toward her, but she chuckled and called out to him, “No. Get back on your hands and knees. Crawl to me, and carry it in your mouth.” 
 
    Around them, some of the other coeds started to notice. 
 
    Jasmine glanced up and called out, “We are practicing for a student film. Feel free to watch if you want!” 
 
    By this point, Devon crawled back up to the young scientist. She reached down, ran her fingers through his hair, gripped his scalp, and jerked his head to the side. She whispered into his ear, “You’re going to behave like a good dog for me. If you don’t, I will make sure you regret any disobedience. Nod if you understand.” 
 
    He gulped, glanced up at her, and nodded his head down, then up again. 
 
    “Good boy,” she called out to the audience. Then she stepped back and grabbed the Frisbee. She spun it on her fingertip and looked at the assembled students, “Ladies and gentlemen, as a part of our student film, this young man is going to pretend to be a dog.” 
 
    Devon opened his mouth. Obviously, he wanted to speak, but her previous command bound him, effectively muzzling him. “Are there any tricks we should see him do for us?” 
 
    The guys watched, but they all seemed utterly disgusted. As young students at a university, they saw themselves as the future leaders of the world. They didn’t see why some guy should be on his hands and knees like a pet. 
 
    The girls, however, were clearly enjoying this. Too many of them had been teased or harassed at one point or another. Even when the guys wanted to be kind, they were often patronizing and sexist in their “compassion”. 
 
    That’s probably why one of them, a cute blonde with a button nose called out, “Let’s watch him roll over! My dog rolls over for treats all the time!” 
 
    “You heard her,” Jasmine said. “Roll over, boy!” 
 
    If any of the assembled students saw the look of frustration flash across his face, they didn’t give any sign of it. On the contrary, the men looked irritated while the girls were grinning cheerfully at one another, then back at the boy on the grass. 
 
    If Devon tried to fight it, no one could tell. He seemed eager as he threw himself down against of the soft grass. He rolled around, sliding along his back then shooting to his haunches again. 
 
    “Good boy!” Jasmine said. “You’re such a good dog, aren’t you? You are so obedient. You do whatever you’re told, don’t you?” 
 
    Then she whispered so that only Devon could hear, “Nod and pant like a dog. Sit up, and behave just like a canine for your fans.” 
 
    His “fans”. 
 
    The girls surrounding him clapped and applauded, hooted and cheered. 
 
    He looked so adorable. 
 
    Another possibility occurred to Jasmine: what if Devon had annoyed other girls as well? It was possible he wandered across the campus, irritating and harassing the young ladies all around him. Perhaps he really thought this was what it meant to be charming. Or maybe he didn’t know how to deal with females at all. In any case, she knew the girls around her were having a blast. 
 
    “That reminds me,” Jasmine said, loudly enough for everyone else to hear. “Do dogs wear pants?” 
 
    Devon jerked his head up, looked right at his tormentor, and shook his head from side to side. He was quivering with nervous energy now. He understood what could happen next. 
 
    A chorus of girls called out, “No!” 
 
    “No, they don’t. Take off your pants, Devon.” 
 
    He inhaled, breathing in another whiff of those engineered pheromones. His pupils dilated for another moment, and he obeyed, loosening his belt, yanking down his pants, and tossing them to the grass. 
 
    Within moments, he was down to his boxers. “Good boy,” she said. Then another idea occurred to her. She turned around, looked at the assembled coeds, and asked, “Does anyone have a snack, maybe a cookie or a cracker or something?” 
 
    A few members of the audience seemed confused, but one girl called out, “I got a pack of chocolate chip cookies.” She held them out for Jasmine. 
 
    “That’ll work,” the dark-haired puppy trainer said. 
 
    Jasmine opened the package, pulled out a cookie, and looked down at the dog. “Beg with your nose in the air.” 
 
    He didn’t want to do it; that much was obvious. He had all of these guys and girls watching him as he behaved like an animal. Not only that, he was mostly naked, his body on display. And while he didn’t look bad by any stretch, he wasn’t terribly impressive either. He didn’t have the perfect muscle definition of one of the student-athletes. No, he wouldn’t impress, but he could look adorable for the girls all around him. 
 
    At this point, Devon tried so hard to fight through the chemical control. Yes, he breathed in, caught her sweet scent, and needed to be there on his knees before her, but he still tried to fight it. There was that voice deep down that told him he needed to just get up, grab his pants, and walk away. If he couldn’t walk, then he needed to run. 
 
    He didn’t care how he would look or what kind of rumors would fly about him after all of this. 
 
    In spite of his best efforts, he still couldn’t get up. 
 
    Instead, he assumed the humiliating position of a dog eager for a treat. 
 
    Devon, despite all of his education and determination, straightened his back, pushed his bare knees against of the grass, and held his elbows against his sides with his arms up and knuckles relaxed down. He raised his chin and lifted his nose toward the sky. 
 
    In his peripheral vision, he saw the girls and guys around him. They were whispering, snickering, pointing, and now he saw several of them pull out their phones. They were watching all of this, recording it. 
 
    “Here we go,” Jasmine said as she set the first cookie down on the tip of his nose. “Don’t let it fall,” she said. 
 
    Under other circumstances, Devon might have snorted because this was ridiculous. Obviously, he could keep his nose up toward the air. Only then Jasmine stood and held out her hands like a show-woman before she called out, “Ladies, would anyone here like to see if you can distract this boy?” 
 
    The girls giggled back and forth at one another. The guys looked on, disgusted. Or maybe they were secretly jealous that all of these hot females were now watching this apparent puppy boy. 
 
    In any case, one of the girls stepped forward and whispered something to Jasmine. 
 
    “Go for it,” she said. 
 
    The girl kneeled right front of Devon, only she reached out and grabbed his wrists. The jarring movement was almost enough to knock the cookie from the tip of his nose. 
 
    Only then she took his hands and brought them all the way up to her breasts. 
 
    His eyes widened, and he yearned to jerk his head down, but something compelled him to remain in his position. Posed like a show dog, he couldn’t help but enjoy the sensations coursing from his fingertips and palms straight into his brain. 
 
    As she observed all of this, Jasmine wondered if maybe this new source of arousal would overwhelm her artificial pheromones. At any moment, he might be able to lift himself back up onto his feet, straightened his back, and regain control. 
 
    But no. 
 
    This puppy boy stayed right there on his knees with his back straight and his nose up. 
 
    The girl giggled and pulled his hands away. “Wow! That is one determined puppy!” 
 
    Jasmine snatched the cookie, took a bite, and looked down at him. Some of the chips had melted, so there were little streaks of glistening chocolate smeared along the tip of his nose. The girls saw this, giggled, pointed, laughed and a few more recorded it. 
 
    His face became a bright shade of scarlet as they enjoyed his humiliation. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, thank you very much.” 
 
    “Does he bark?” asked one of the girls. 
 
    “I think he does,” Jasmine said. She crouched down behind her mostly naked dog and whispered into his ear, “Bark for them. Bark for the nice girls. Make it clear that you are a pet. Make it clear that you’re nothing but a dumb animal.” 
 
    He raised his chin, filled his lungs, and then he barked for them, “Woof!” The sound echoed along the grass and down the field, “Woof! Woof!” 
 
      
 
    The college students had wandered off, leaving Jasmine alone with her puppy boy. She stood over him and looked down, contemplating him. 
 
    “You can speak,” she finally said.  
 
    “You dumb bitch! I’m going to make you pay for this! I’m—” 
 
    “Quiet,” she snarled down at him. At once, the be boy fell silent. His eyes stayed open wide, his lips were parted and pulled back to reveal his teeth, but he couldn’t say anything. “You know, after that little demonstration, I would have expected you to learn your lesson. But I guess not. So this is what we’re going to do.” 
 
    She leaned down and whispered into his ear. This would be a much more powerful test of her power over him. After all, for this next portion, she wouldn’t be with him; he wouldn’t be able to breathe in her pheromones. 
 
    Still, she suspected that the programming would hold. Right here and now, she was so close to him. He could smell the pheromones and inhaled them with every breath. 
 
    “Bark if you understand,” she ordered. 
 
    The look of dismay on his face was absolutely precious. She loved seeing the anger, the frustration, and the ultimate surrender. He barked for her, going, “Woof! Woof!” 
 
    Then she patted him on the head, turned around, and walked away. 
 
    Once she passed to the geology building, Jasmine couldn’t quite resist the temptation. She glanced over her shoulder and saw the boy. He was pulling his pants and shirt back on. Then he looked over, their eyes met, and he tried to stare her down. Despite the distance, he couldn’t match her willpower. That’s why he glanced down, turned, and ran away as fast as he could. 
 
    For her part, Jasmine sauntered back across campus. She was pretty, and she knew it, but today she felt utterly brilliant. She had no idea where those equations came from, but this was how science often worked. One person considered all of the different variables, and a breakthrough could happen. 
 
    The excitement thrummed through her body, but she wasn’t thinking about accolades, awards, or even getting hired on at some major pharmaceutical company after graduating. 
 
    Instead, she pictured that young man, on his knees, back at her place. 
 
    Like most of the upperclassman, Jasmine had an apartment a couple of blocks from campus. She almost never bothered driving, and today was no exception. She walked along the manicured lawns and down the picturesque streets. Around her, students biked from one block to the next. 
 
    When she made it back to her apartment, she took out her key, stepped inside, and turned on the lights. She went straight for her couch, turned, and glanced back at the door. It wasn’t locked, but it didn’t need to be since this was such a safe neighborhood. 
 
    Besides, she wanted him to be able to walk in here without any problem. 
 
    As she ran her tongue along her teeth, she knew she should go back to her laptop, sit down, and get some work done. She needed to write out those equations and run additional simulations. 
 
    It seemed unlikely, but Devon could have been some kind of bizarre fluke. 
 
    But he was out there right now, following her commands. She knew it; her instincts told her this would work. 
 
    With a giggle, she threw herself down onto the couch, brought her knees up, and kicked the air even as her arms swung out. The excitement burst from her. It just felt so good. She had succeeded. She created a real pheromone, something capable of controlling boys! 
 
    With a wild grin, she wondered what the rest of the world would think of this. Theoretically, she could start selling her concoction online. There were probably millions, maybe even billions of women who would want her compound. Annoying bosses, irritating classmates, thoughtless boyfriends, and disobedient husbands could be fixed instantly with just a few droplets of her pheromones… 
 
    The possibilities were literally endless. 
 
    Occasionally, Jasmine had wondered what those tech billionaires had first thought when they realized their new companies could make them some of the richest people on the planet. 
 
    Now she was about to join their ranks. 
 
    And yet, the money didn’t fascinate her nearly as much is something else. 
 
    Devon. 
 
    On his knees. 
 
    Looking up at her. 
 
    Pathetic and obedient, ready to follow her every command. Oh yes, she adored that memory. Now she couldn’t help herself. As she thought of her puppy boy, she unbuttoned her denim shorts, she pulled them down to her hips, and she slid her fingertips down into her panties. 
 
    Up until this point, the different kinds of excitement had battled for supremacy behind her eyes, yet now she enjoyed that primal arousal. 
 
    Jasmine never considered herself to be a particularly aggressive girl, but there had been something so intoxicating and amazing about watching him scurry around on his hands and knees. He had behaved like a pet because of her commands, all because of a chemical she had created. 
 
    Turning a boy into a pet shouldn’t have aroused her like this, but it did, and she loved the anticipation that roiled through her chest. It was still a theoretical possibility that he would shake off her hold and fail to appear as instructed. 
 
    Perhaps that uncertainty added to her arousal because Jasmine couldn’t help herself now. She slid her fingers down along her crevice. Her knuckles brushed the inside of her panties as she played with her slit. She stroked herself, gently caressing her opening. 
 
    Maybe she should have waited for him, but she couldn’t help it. The anticipation overwhelmed her as she slid her fingers down and up the length of her opening. Then she pressed down, her fingers quickly gliding toward her clit. 
 
    A moan of arousal vibrated from deep within her chest as she closed her eyes and remembered him on his hands and knees. 
 
    Devon had been so arrogant, so condescending, and such a brat! But she brought him to heel, quite literally. 
 
    Those wonderful seconds soon morphed into longer, delicious minutes. She closed her eyes and pictured what she could do with him—to him. She thought of how he would look on his hands and knees, naked, his big eyes loaded with humiliation as he surrendered to the inevitable. 
 
    This was it, she thought. This would be so amazing. 
 
    She came several times. With every orgasm, Jasmine seriously expected a wave of fatigue to wash down on her. She thought she would be exhausted and drained. On the contrary, she was energized by every burst of pleasure. So when the door opened and her puppy boy reappeared, Jasmine was ready for him. 
 
      
 
    He walked in, caught the aroma of her excitement, and shivered. He closed his eyes as he held both of the bags, one opaque white plastic, the other black. 
 
    “On your hands and knees. Oh, and strip too,” she said. 
 
    When he breathed in to say something, he filled his lungs with those pheromones. His eyes dilated, his breathing hitched, and he suddenly experienced the compulsion to obey her again. 
 
    Over the last hour, Devon had tried so hard to stop himself, yet he couldn’t resist that compulsion. Following her orders just felt like the right thing to do. It was primal and instinctive like some biologically programmed urge. 
 
    Obedient and without question, he started to peel away the layers of his clothing. 
 
    Because she could, Jasmine commanded, “Take it all off.” 
 
    He didn’t question, nor did he fight. Perhaps, behind his eyes, he struggled against this new imperative, yet he was soon naked. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “Now bring me the black bag.” 
 
    Devon reached out for it. He probably intended to carry it over to her, but she said, “No, no.” Jasmine wagged her finger from side to side. “You can bring it to me in your mouth like a good dog.” 
 
    His nostrils flared and the anger played along his handsome face, but Devon still couldn’t stop himself. Braced on all fours, he dipped his head down, scooped the plastic openings into his mouth, and he lifted the bag up. 
 
    He carried it to this girl and she leaned to down, taking it from his mouth. 
 
    Seated on the couch, she enjoyed watching him. Then she reached into the bag and pulled out several items. “Perfect,” she said. “I think you are going to make an amazing little dog for me.” 
 
    His eyes blazed. 
 
    “Oh? Do you disagree? It’s a shame you can’t argue with me, isn’t it? No, you can’t argue at all. You know that you belong to me.” 
 
    His lips separated as he tried to say something. He made a quick sound, so Jasmine reached over and grabbed the bottle with her pheromones. She opened it, dabbed some more to the sides of her neck, and watched the shiver run through his body. 
 
    Beneath his skin, the tingling acquiescence washed over him. It must have been so easy for this boy to surrender to her. He just had to breathe, relax, and follow his blossoming instincts. 
 
    “That’s right, puppy boy. You belong to me, and I get to use you however I see fit. You are a pet. You are a plaything.” 
 
    He tried to shake his head from side to side. “Oh? Do you disagree? Do you think you are supposed to be better than this?” She grinned, so the corners of her mouth stretched upward. She loved this; she adored the sense of power surging through her body. 
 
    It was just so easy to command and control this male. 
 
    “Now, I want you to be a good boy for me. Go get the other bag. Go fetch.” 
 
    Naked, debased and demeaned, he spun around on the floor, scurried across the carpet, and grabbed the other bag in his teeth, just like he did with the first one. He brought it back to her, and she took it just as easily. Then she dumped the contents out onto the couch beside her. 
 
    Jasmine grinned down at the blue dog collar. Decorated with adorable little bones, it looked exactly like something a pet should wear. “Sit, boy,” she commanded. 
 
    He rose onto his back legs. He held his elbows down, just as he had done back in front of all of the other college students. 
 
    She slipped the collar around his neck, drew it tight, and pushed the clasps together. The plastic locked into place, making the puppy boy flinch. “From now on, you’re not allowed to touch your collar or try to remove it. Only I can take this off of you. Nod if you understand.” 
 
    He inhaled, filled his lungs, and felt the surge of obedience wash over him. A boy like Devon had probably never experienced this kind of sensation before. Like so many other boys, he had always been encouraged to be independent, strong, and brave. But now, there was the desperate desire to do whatever this girl said. Intellectually, he could try to fight it, yet his body continued to obey, again and again, no matter how humiliating or demeaning her commands turned out to be. 
 
    “What about the other part?” Jasmine asked. She quickly ran her fingers along the different items. Then she found it, a black leash. She picked it up, brought the hook over to the base of his dog collar, and she attached it to the metal ring. 
 
    “What was it like at the pet store?” Jasmine asked. “How did it feel to buy your own collar and leash? How did it feel knowing that you would come right back here so I could put it on you?” 
 
    His teeth clenched together, and he pulled his lips back as he snarled at her. At some other place or time, Devon might have been intimidating. But with the pheromones wafting through the air, he couldn’t resist her power. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Now, I’m going to let you speak. How do you feel about being my naked little puppy?” 
 
    He blinked once, perhaps shocked. His lips parted, and he tried to work his tongue. He made a half sound before realizing he really could speak. “Please, just let me go. Okay? Let me go, and I swear I won’t tell anyone about this.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t tell anyone?” Jasmine asked, seemingly perplexed. “You seem confused, Devon. I want people to know about this. I want people to see you and to recognize just how powerful my chemicals are. I want young women to know that you can be completely owned and controlled. And it won’t just be the pheromones. I am going to experiment with other psychological controls to ensure your obedience from now on.” 
 
    “My obedience?” Devon repeated the words as though they came from some foreign language. 
 
    “That’s right,” she chirped back at him. “Your obedience is going to be very important. That’s why I want you to come over here and lick my toes.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” he said. 
 
    Her expression hardened. “Come here and lick my toes,” she ordered. 
 
    He licked his bottom lip, hesitated, and glanced over his shoulder. She tugged on his leash, and that was all it took to force his obedience. 
 
    He crawled forward, dipped his head down, and watched as she wiggled her toes. Like so many other girls, she kept them painted, each one glistening with a bright shade of pink. 
 
    He slid his tongue along her big toe. Then the next one. He worked his way down, tentatively licking again and again as the humiliation rushed through his body because he was supposed to be better than this. As a college student, he thought he could be a future leader. But there he was, collared and leashed like some dumb animal. And now he was licking her toes! 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. That feels really good. Now lick my heel and my arch and the ball of my foot.” 
 
    Behind his eyes and between his ears, Devon fought so hard to reclaim control over his body. Instead, he watched as she raised her foot, and he leaned in without even hesitating. His body behaved as though it had been automated. He licked at her heel, her arch, the ball of her foot as commanded. He listened as she giggled, and the sound was so delicious. 
 
    “All right,” she said. “That’s enough.” 
 
    He kept licking. 
 
    “Stop,” she commanded. He froze. “Sit up straight,” she ordered next. 
 
    Devon raised his back, pushed his elbows down, and he looked straight ahead. That’s when he realized just how much his body had truly betrayed him. 
 
    With the humiliation burning bright beneath the surface of his skin, he glanced down and saw his erection. 
 
    “You like being owned, don’t you?” 
 
    He shook his head from side to side. When he tried to speak, he realized that he could actually talk again, only Devon didn’t know if this would be good or bad. “No. Please, I don’t want to be owned.” 
 
    “Too bad,” she replied playfully. She stood up, walked right in front of him, and crouched down. She brushed her fingers along his chest, down his sternum, and over the contours of his stomach. His muscles tightened as she came closer and closer toward his cock. 
 
    She ran her fingers all the way down to his scrotum. She cupped his balls in the palm of her hand. “Did you know that you belong to me now? You’re going to be my pet in my little demonstration model. I’m going to show you off to all of the women out there who won’t believe me. I can say that my chemicals are good enough to control any boy, but you will be the proof.” 
 
    “No. Please, don’t.” 
 
    “After all, what kind of boy would allow himself to be put in a collar and put on a leash?” She clicked her tongue and shook her head. “Shameful. Absolutely shameful.” 
 
    His face grew hot because he knew she was right. 
 
    “But don’t worry. I’m going to be a generous owner with you.” 
 
    “What, what does that mean?” 
 
    When she directed her gaze down at him, he tried to match her stare. There was something hungry and predatory in the way she watched him, like she couldn’t wait to play with her new toy. 
 
    Scared, he looked down until she yanked on his leash. Suddenly, his eyes were pulled back up in her direction. She smirked again, “It means I’m keeping you as my dog.” 
 
    “No. Please, you can’t.” 
 
    “Bark for me,” she ordered. 
 
    Right away, the pheromones hijacked control over his lips, lungs, throat and tongue, “Woof, woof!” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and patted him on the head. “Now, I think I want to get you locked up for your new life.” 
 
    Locked up? Devon didn’t dare speak, but the question still glowed bright along the shining whites of his eyes. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said as she reached down for one of the boxes. He had purchased this. “Didn’t you wonder why made you buy a chastity cage?” 
 
      
 
    When she sent him out, she gave him very specific instructions. He would need a collar and leash from the local pet store, plus a male chastity cage from the nearby sex shop. 
 
    “Sit up and relax.” He maintained the requisite position, but his member refused to soften as she opened up the cage. For the first few minutes, Jasmine was quite patient with her toy. She studied the instructions, examined the different components, and figured out exactly what it would take to lock this puppy up. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Are you having too much fun with your enslavement?” She cocked her head to the side and sat back against the edge of the couch. “Is that what’s happening, puppy boy?” 
 
    He still didn’t dare speak, but Devon managed to shake his head. Pressing his lips together, he wrinkled his mouth into a silly little pout. 
 
    “I have an idea,” she said and sprang back up onto her feet. When she sauntered away, he couldn’t help but look up at her smooth, toned legs, the tight shape of her ass, and the narrow lines of her waist. She looked so sexy. 
 
    She went right into the small kitchen, grabbed a cup, and then he heard the sounds of ice dropping down into her container. 
 
    Why? 
 
    “Don’t move,” she commanded. She sat down in front of him, picked out two pieces of ice from her cup, and she touched them to the sides of his shaft. 
 
    If his natural instincts had been allowed to take hold, Devon would have jumped to his feet and retreated back. He would have rushed away from her as fast as possible. 
 
    Cold jabbed into his body, hardening his nipples and raising little bumps down his shoulders and along his biceps. He whimpered, his eyes watering as the cold stabbed into him. 
 
    He had never felt this kind of cold right there against his cock before. 
 
    His erection wilted, vanishing altogether as his flaccid member fell down. 
 
    “Look at that. We got you under control.” 
 
    Somehow, he managed to ask, “Please, why are you doing this to me?” 
 
    “A chastity cage will be really good for you. You see, little puppies like you can get excited, and then they can get into all sorts of naughty trouble. I don’t want you pumping the furniture or my leg.” 
 
    A hot, angry scowl spread across his face, but she just patted him on the head. She could control him so easily… 
 
    “Here we go,” she said as she reached up and grabbed the different components. She started with a plastic tube that curved downward. He saw the opening at the tip and his breath locked up in his throat as he tried to say something. 
 
    He couldn’t believe this was really going to happen. He wasn’t supposed to get locked up, not like this. 
 
    As a college student, he considered the “quest for pussy” to be one of his rights as a virile male. And yet, she slipped the tube over his chilled shaft. That was only the beginning. She slid a piece of plastic around the base of his balls and pulled it up toward the tube. Then she attached the connectors, one on the left and another on the right. Everything was held together, locked in place with one audible click. And when she finished, she picked up the final part. 
 
    “No!” Devon called out as the panic vibrated through his voice. “No. Please, not that! Anything but that!” He saw the small padlock. She opened it up, took out the key, and slipped the thin, metal bar into place. 
 
    “Once I lock you in, you’re going to belong to me. Even if you somehow resist my pheromones, you’ll still be all locked up. So if you ever want another orgasm, you had better behave yourself.” She grinned at him. “I love this idea, Devon. And to think. If you hadn’t been a jerk and grabbed my frisbee, we never would have started down this path. What you think of that, puppy?” 
 
    He dipped his head down. 
 
    Click. 
 
    The sound echoed through his body. He flinched and wished he could just jump up and run away. 
 
    Her power and that influential aroma held him in place. He might as well have been strapped down. Not only that, the chastity cage insured he would be obedient for this woman…his owner. 
 
    “Okay, Devon. Go on. Tell me about your chastity cage. How does it feel?” 
 
    “It’s humiliating,” he said confessed. 
 
    “I’m sure it is,” she replied. “What else?” 
 
    He glanced up at her and perhaps hoped for some flicker of doubt or sympathy. Instead, he saw the excitement of a young woman who couldn’t wait to tame her new pet. 
 
    Before he realized what he was doing, he told her the truth, “You have me in a collar, on a leash, and trapped in a chastity cage. I’m locked up. I can’t get off without your permission. You have the key, and it means I belong to you.” 
 
    “Will you do anything I say?” 
 
    “Yes,” he confessed. 
 
    She rose up, loosened her shorts, and yanked them down. Suddenly, she was naked from her waist to her toes. 
 
    “Come here and lick me, puppy.” 
 
    If he tried to fight it, she didn’t see how. 
 
    With the pheromones still thick on the air, he crawled forward, slid his head between her legs, and closed his eyes as he nuzzled her slit. 
 
    His shaft twitched in his cage, but he was all locked up. His boy parts no longer belonged to him. They were her property now. 
 
    Because he recognized this, he pressed the ridge of his nose against her sex. He nuzzled her, shifting his face to the left, then the right. Then he lifted himself up a couple of inches before he kissed her opening. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Such a good boy. Show me what you can do. And don’t worry. If you mess up, you’re still going to get lots and lots of practice. I’m sure you will be an obedient little pussy licker before long.” 
 
    Before then, Jasmine probably would have avoided such coarse language, but it felt right. After all, she held the end of his leash. 
 
    Grinning down at him, she watched as he lifted his gaze for just a moment. But then, red-faced and embarrassed, he just closed his eyes, surrendered, and started licking. He lapped his tongue against her sex. He ran his tongue up and down, again and again. He went at her like an eager little dog. 
 
    Even if he hated himself for succumbing so easily, he still breathed in and filled his nostrils with her pheromones. That chemical control promised her authority over him. 
 
    With the taste of her sex bright and hot on his tongue, he worshiped her. She placed her hand on the back of his head and nudged him in deeper. Soon, he licked at her clitoris. She started to moan. She didn’t tease him, not anymore. Instead, she just reveled in the satisfaction and pleasure from one moment to the next. This felt so good. 
 
    “I’m going to have so much fun with you, Devon. Oh yes. You are going to be such a good boy for me. You will do whatever I want. I will tie you up every night, get you a little dog bed, and keep you on the floor where you belong. I’m going to take you for walks and show you off to all of my friends, my colleagues, all of the women who need to understand what can happen to boys just like you!” 
 
    With that promise, she came so hard! 
 
    The orgasm exploded out along her extremities. It made her tingle and cry out. It made her tense up even as she jerked her chin toward the ceiling, closed her eyes, and embraced to the vibrant satisfaction. 
 
    Completed and stated, she pulled him back and looked down into his eyes. “Down, boy,” she said. She reached over and grabbed the remote control for her TV. 
 
    All at once, he understood that she now intended to relax. And as her pet, he should stay on the floor, be quiet, and stay out of the way. 
 
    Like a good boy, Devon obeyed because he had to please his owner. And with every moment, he breathed in fresh pheromones, which only tightened her control over him. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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