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Human Puppy 
 
      
 
    Kyle felt pretty good about himself as he looked down at the manila envelope. Really, the choice of envelope actually told him everything he needed to know. If he had been rejected from business school, the package wouldn’t have been this big. They sent out the rejections and those smaller, white envelopes, the ones that usually carried bills and junk mail with “incredible” credit card offers. 
 
    Kyle always enjoyed reveling in these moments. From an outsider’s perspective, he was an incredibly lucky guy. Tall and handsome, he had thick brown hair, a big smile, white teeth, broad shoulders, and a muscular physique. More than that, he was smart, earning top grades, excellent test scores, and everything else he needed to succeed in life. He had already achieved quite a bit with several prestigious internships, hence his admission to one of the best business schools the country. 
 
    After business school, he would go on to work on Wall Street, maybe jump into some startup, become a billionaire, and end up in politics. So far, he had enjoyed a golden life, and he expected it to continue. 
 
    He had no idea that all of these traits marked him as the perfect target for a girl like Chelsea. Then again, if Kyle had heard about her, he never would have believed the rumors. A girl like her wasn’t supposed to exist. In his world, power came from achievement and effort. If you wanted to succeed, you just had to try hard enough. And if you were poor or sick, that just meant you hadn’t done your best. As a young man, he had no idea how lucky he had been so far. But he was about to get a taste of what something like “fortune” could mean. 
 
    Using her learned and natural talents, she had no problem finding him. 
 
    With her dark hair pulled back into a simple ponytail, she strode forward, her brown boots and matching leather skirt glistening in the sunlight. She walked over to the small retaining wall outside of the math department and leaned there. 
 
    Kyle glanced over, surprised at her proximity. Girls were usually pretty skittish. Sure, he was handsome, but they always wanted him to make the first move. 
 
    With a hunter’s casual awareness, he noticed that she had nice breasts, toned legs, and smooth skin. But she wasn’t one of the bubbling blondes he usually preferred. He liked a girl who understood her limitations and would marvel at his accomplishments. 
 
    “Good news?” Chelsea asked. 
 
    Kyle looked up, surprised again. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, holding up the sealed envelope. “I just got into the business school.” 
 
    “Business school,” she repeated. She may have been impressed. She may have been mocking him. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “I really want to work on Wall Street. That’s where all the money is.” 
 
    “And are you going to go earn all of the money?” Chelsea asked. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. “Money is power. People think that politicians run things, but that’s not really true. If you have enough money, you can buy political action committees, online time, and all the astroturfing you need.” 
 
    “Astroturfing?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he told her. “You go online, and you think your beliefs are popular because a bunch of other people are talking about them. But who’s to say the people online are just paid hacks? There are click banks all of the world, funded by these billionaires. You think democracy is a fight of ideas? No way. It’s a battle between liberal billionaires and conservative billionaires.” He grinned. “And guess who’s winning?” 
 
    “So you’re going to stop all of that?” Chelsea asked, deciding whether or not she should give him one last chance to escape his fate. 
 
    “Hello,” he said. “The system is already broken. If you’re rich, you’re going to stay rich. If you’re poor, you might get to claw your way out, but probably not. Poor people tend to be pretty stupid.” He grinned at her. 
 
    High on his own success, Kyle didn’t feel the need to try hard with this girl. For once, he could just be entirely honest. She was a stranger, he was never going to see her again anyway. 
 
    Or so he thought. 
 
    “Interesting,” she said. “And do you consider yourself to be a hypocrite?” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Do you consider yourself to be a hypocrite?” Chelsea asked again, repeating the question word by word as though she were talking down to a fool. 
 
    “No. I’m not. I’m just the kind of guy who is honest.” 
 
    When she smirked at him, he suddenly felt this flash of irritation. Girls had teased him before, of course. That was part of the game. But this seemed different somehow. 
 
    “Interesting,” she said again. “Because I can see exactly how you think, Kyle.” 
 
    “Have we met?” he asked since he never introduced himself. 
 
    Chelsea continued, “You are the kind of guy who thinks you are responsible for all of your success. You think girls like you because you’re charismatic. It never occurs to you that maybe you’re charismatic because you were born attractive. You never consider that you do well in class because you are confident, again a function of your charisma, but also your gender. When people see you, they want to respect you. You have all of these little advantages that you never acknowledge. And if someone else doesn’t do as well as you have, you assume it’s because they are lazy or stupid. Is that right?” 
 
    “You’re a freak,” he said. He pushed himself off of the wall and started down the path toward the engineering building. 
 
    “Stop,” she called out. 
 
    All of a sudden, he froze. His feet felt as though they had been locked to the ground. 
 
    “Turn around and come back. Sit down. We were in the middle of a conversation.” 
 
    He obeyed her, turning, walking jerkily back toward his previous spot. He sat down, and she said before he could ask, “Be quiet.” 
 
    His lips opened, but he couldn’t make any noises. 
 
    “Now, I want you to understand what’s going to happen. You are a very attractive boy and also something of a jerk. That makes you perfect for what I want.” 
 
    His eyes blazed. He kept trying to jump up again and run off. 
 
    Or maybe he even wanted to attack her. With his larger frame and thicker muscles, he would have enjoyed every advantage. He should have been able to grab this girl, shove her up against the wall, kiss her, grope her, do whatever he liked to… 
 
    And yet, he sat there. There were other college students passing by, mostly on their phones or thinking about their tests and exams. Kyle didn’t move. Frozen in place by this strange, alien force, he seemed completely content despite the rancor racing through his body. He had never been truly helpless or trapped, not like this. 
 
    Like everyone else, Kyle had experienced stress, but this was entirely different, and he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “I have something for you,” she said. “Because you don’t believe me yet, but you’re going to be my puppy boy.” 
 
    Puppy boy? What the hell? 
 
    For a few seconds, Kyle actually thought he had misheard, as though she had spoken a word in a foreign language which his ears had picked up incorrectly. But then she explained, “I’m keeping you as a pet, Kyle. I don’t think you would actually make the world a better place. Could you be a billionaire? Probably. I’m sure there would be lots of people clamoring for your efforts and hard work and capital or whatever, but you’ll be so much better off crawling around at my feet, doing little tricks, and making me happy.” 
 
    This girl is insane! And yet, Kyle still couldn’t explain why he didn’t move. 
 
    “You want to see your present?” Chelsea asked. 
 
    He didn’t respond. He couldn’t. Even so, she reached down and pulled something out of her purse. When he saw it, he didn’t know what to think or how to react. 
 
    “It’s a dog collar!” Chelsea chirped, excitement running through her voice. “What do you think about it?” After another second, she remembered the limitation she had already placed on him. “You may speak.” 
 
    “This is freaking insane! What are you doing? How are you doing this?” Throughout his life, everything had made sense. Whether on the football field or in a classroom or with friends, he could understand how the world worked and why things happened the way they did. But right then and there? None of this made any sense! A girl couldn’t just order him around! 
 
    “Answer the question,” she chided. 
 
    “I already told you! This insane! And if you think you are ever going to put a collar on me, you are nuts!” 
 
    He tried to move, but he found that he could slip off of that retaining wall, but only after she said, “Get on your knees.” 
 
    He obeyed. He fell into position all at once, dropping from his spot on the wall and lowering himself to his knees. He did it without thinking. He did it without even any conscious movement on his part. 
 
    All he knew for sure was that he was now on his knees and looking up at this dark-haired girl. 
 
    “Now, my name is Chelsea, and I’m going to be your owner from now on. You’re going to do whatever I want whenever I want because you are nothing but a helpless boy.” 
 
    “How are you doing this?” Kyle asked even as he kept still when she leaned forward and brought the dog collar around his neck. She clicked it into place and said, “You are not allowed to touch your collar. You don’t get to take it off ever. Understand?” 
 
    “How are you doing this?” Kyle asked again. 
 
    This time, she decided to answer him. “To be honest, I don’t really know. For the last couple of months, I’ve just had this ability when it comes to boys. I tell them to do something, and they obey. Is that weird?” Her eyes narrowed slightly as she giggled. 
 
    Considering that some strange force had swept through her, given her power over the people around her, she seemed very comfortable with the idea. 
 
    But again, why wouldn’t she? She had this new power, and she was about to really enjoy it. 
 
    “Oh, I almost forgot,” she said. “Your leash.” 
 
    “Stop this,” he said, yet his voice lacked any real conviction. He knew he couldn’t force her to do anything, so he watched helplessly as she reached up with the clasp, and she connected the dog leash to the collar already around his neck. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “Now follow.” She got up and started walking. 
 
    His body obeyed her as he followed along, taking one step after another. Around them, young women started to glance up from their phones. They giggled, attracting even more attention. 
 
    Kyle attempted to speak, only this time his own hesitation and doubt prevented him from making a sound. He kept glancing up, making eye contact with different girls, only then he stopped. 
 
    His hands were not in shackles. His legs had not been restrained. So what was he supposed to say? Was he supposed to tell these girls that this stranger had somehow strolled up to him, ordered him around, collaring him and leashing him? 
 
    Bigger and taller than Chelsea, he should have been able to just grab her and throw her to the ground. No one would ever believe that she had forced him to do anything. 
 
    But then he looked over and saw another girl. Her face was familiar. 
 
    Megan. 
 
    The name popped into his head. They had dated for just a couple days, mostly sleeping around in her apartment before he dumped her for another girl he met at a club. 
 
    “Megan, you have to help me,” Kyle said. 
 
    “Yeah, Megan,” Chelsea teased. “I’ve got this boy on a leash. Tell me, do you think he deserves it?” 
 
    “I’m serious. I don’t know what’s happening, but she’s controlling me,” Kyle said the words fast and frantic because he knew that if he really stopped and thought about what was happening, he wouldn’t be able to continue. 
 
    Megan looked right into his face. She studied him for several seconds, and that’s when the corner of her mouth twitched upward. All at once, he knew she would smile and that he was screwed. 
 
    Running her tongue along her bottom lip, she seemed to think about him for another second before turning to Chelsea. “Yeah, he obviously belongs on a leash. Look at that dog!” She pointed, laughed, and the other girls joined in, apparently deciding that a boy on a leash was a pretty hilarious idea. 
 
    Helpless, Kyle glanced around at the semicircle of young women as he searched for a friendly face. They seemed friendly enough, but they were all enjoying having him like this. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Chelsea said. “Too often, boys act just like dogs.” 
 
    “What are you going to do with him?” asked the perky blonde, eager to see how her ex-boyfriend was about to be humiliated. Then again, he wasn’t even technically her ex. The moment she thought up the idea of becoming an official couple, he had started looking for someone else, someone more casual, someone who wouldn’t get clingy or actually expect anything from the guy in her life. 
 
    “I’m thinking that I want to take him home and train him to be an obedient pet. But you know, he seems like the kind of guy who already wants to obey his new Master.” 
 
    Megan giggled, “Master?” 
 
    “Well,” Chelsea said. “I am his owner. Doesn’t that make me his Master?” 
 
    The girls burst into another round of laughter, but Kyle couldn’t do anything about it! 
 
    He looked over at Megan, doing his best to catch her focus, but she was having a conversation with Chelsea. “Yeah, I guess so,” conceded the blonde. 
 
    Chelsea turned her attention first to Kyle, then to the assorted girls before asking, “Ladies, do you think I should have him do a trick right here?” 
 
    Silently, he pushed his fingertips down into the palms of his hands. He wished that a police officer or someone would come by. Then again, would anyone believe that this girl somehow possessed the power to control him? 
 
    No. Of course not. 
 
    The collar had been locked on. The leash was only connected by a thin clasp. Anyone strolling by would assume that this was part of prank or maybe some fraternity initiation. It couldn’t be serious or genuine! 
 
    Inhaling and exhaling, he struggled to come up with something brilliant. Throughout his life, he had been able to succeed at pretty much every endeavor. Whether it was on the field or in the classroom, he knew how to succeed. But now he swallowed as his mind turned blank, he felt the dog collar right there, reminding him of his newly reduced status. 
 
    “Do a trick, do a trick, do a trick,” the girls chanted rhythmically. 
 
    “On your knees, dog,” Chelsea ordered. 
 
    He tensed, waiting for that inevitable moment when his knees bent down and he lowered himself before her like some pet ordered to sit. 
 
    Instead, he managed to stay up. Had he broken her spell?” 
 
    “Get down on your knees, dog,” Chelsea ordered. 
 
    Apparently, her order had to be a complete sentence because her power took hold of him, and he lowered himself down before her. Like an obedient pet eager to serve his Master, he found himself bowed before her. 
 
    “I’m going to make you pay for this,” said the athlete. 
 
    “Be quiet,” she ordered. 
 
    Suddenly, he stopped talking all over again. He could move his mouth, yet he couldn’t make any noise, so he couldn’t utter a sound or word. 
 
    Chelsea started to circle him, her fingers brushing along his neck, up the side of his face, and through his hair. She looked down at him, studying him as she enjoyed the view of this boy on his knees, helpless and ready to obey. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Get on your back and roll over. Roll over like a dog.” 
 
    He tried to fight it. He tried so hard, yet he experienced that strange sensation of having his body behave all on its own. Sure, he’d experienced reflexes before. He knew what it was like to have to yawn or sneeze or blink, but this was different because he lowered himself onto his back. He rolled around on the concrete, and he couldn’t stop himself! 
 
    “Good boy!” called out one of the girls. 
 
    Another cheered, “He’s such a cute dog!” 
 
    “I’m jealous! I want a pet boy!” 
 
    “Every girl should get a pet boy!” 
 
    The girls cheered, laughing louder and louder. 
 
    “Ladies, sorry to cut this short, but I need to take him home. I want to make sure that this boy is properly trained.” 
 
    There were some groans, but the girls all assumed he had been willing to serve and please. “Follow me, dog,” she ordered. Some of the others started to applaud. That’s why Chelsea stopped and said, “Actually. Bow down before these girls. Bow down because they’re better than you, dog. Bow like an eager little performer.” 
 
    He bobbed his head bent his torso before them. The girls applauded even louder, wooing and throwing their arms into the air. Finally, she really did tug on his leash, guiding him away. 
 
    Uncertain of what his future might bring, Kyle followed this girl. 
 
      
 
    *When he saw the cage, he thought she had to be kidding. They walked right up to one of the SUVs in the student parking lot, she opened the trunk, and that’s when he saw the black dog cage. Made from thin, wire bars, the cage would accommodate him easily. She opened one side and motioned for him to climb into the trunk and get into the cage. 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” he protested. 
 
    “Get in your cage, dog,” she ordered. 
 
    Those words were used to control of his body, forcing him to obey. He crawled up on to the SUV’s bumper. Then he looked down, and he tried to fight it, but his muscles refused to obey. He lowered himself into the cage, and that’s when she dropped the gate shut. Worse, she pulled out a pair of padlocks and slid them between the bars, trapping him in there! 
 
    “Now be quiet, dog.” 
 
    Just like that, she silenced him, making sure he didn’t protest. 
 
      
 
    He was on his hands and knees, looking up and out the windows. He tried to figure out where they were going. Unfortunately, the trunk didn’t afford him a very good field of vision, so he could only see the trees passing by overhead interspersed with different lampposts and the occasional stoplight. 
 
    It was infuriating. 
 
    Kyle had attempted to break out of the cage. He pushed against the metal bars, hoping he might be able to bend some of the boundaries of his prison. 
 
    But as hard as he tried to push or shove, nothing actually helped. He was stuck in there, and he wouldn’t be able to get free no matter how hard he tried. 
 
    Still, Kyle was an athlete and a football player. He had been in games before where it looked like they were going to lose, but he and his teammates had fought through, refusing to give up or surrender. 
 
    So he kept at it, right until that moment when the SUV stopped. Kyle tried again to see where he was or what was happening. The driver’s side door opened and closed. Moments later, the trunk opened, and there she was. 
 
    Chelsea. 
 
    With the afternoon light glistening on her dark brown hair, Kyle opened his mouth to speak, only to recall her previous command. 
 
    He made the attempt anyway, not that it mattered. Her telepathy or magic or whatever allowed her to so casually control him hadn’t disappeared. 
 
    “What’s wrong, puppy? Are you frustrated? Are you frustrated because I’m not letting you out of your cage?” 
 
    His brows furrowed. 
 
    “Hey,” Chelsea called out, only now she had turned away. “Come over here and help me with my dog!” 
 
    Who was she talking to? 
 
    That’s when Kyle saw another pair of guys walk in front of the car. They were both young, probably college students. 
 
    “Don’t worry about my dog,” Chelsea said. “In fact, after you load him up into my house, you don’t even need to worry about him. In fact, forget you ever saw him.” 
 
    The guys looked confused, yet they obeyed, grabbing the cage and hauling it out of the SUV’s trunk. They walked him up a paved pathway to a porch, then to the front door. Taking out her key, Chelsea unlocked it and motioned for them to enter. 
 
    “Let’s go to my bedroom,” Chelsea announced. 
 
    The men followed her, still holding onto Kyle’s cage. It was only when she pointed to the spot at the foot of her bed that they lowered it down. “Good. Thank you, guys. Remember, forget this ever happened.” 
 
    Kyle tried to fight through her hold on him again, but he still couldn’t speak. He couldn’t beg for these guys to go call the cops. He couldn’t get out a single word. 
 
    Finally, the doors closed behind those men, and they were gone, leaving him to his fate. Kyle could hope that they might be able to remember, only he suspected Chelsea had done this before. Those guys would forget all about him. They would never realize that a young man was being held in this house against his will with a dog collar locked around his throat. 
 
    “Does the puppy want out?” Chelsea asked. 
 
    “Screw you!” He cried out those words, letting them burst from his mouth. 
 
    Chelsea wasn’t offended, however. Although Kyle was surprised by his sudden ability to speak, he figured it out. When she asked the question, he could actually respond. 
 
    “You’re going to be punished for that,” she said simply, making it sound like an obvious statement of fact. 
 
    Clenching, he closed his eyes and furrowed his brows. 
 
    “Crawl out,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed, emerging from behind the bars of the cage. 
 
    “Stay down,” she also ordered when she saw his muscles tense, like he thought he would be able to leap at her. 
 
    Trapped on his knees, he didn’t know what was going to happen, not until she tilted her head to the side. “It’s funny. When a puppy makes a mistake, especially after he makes a mess on the floor, he gets his nose rubbed in it. Just now, you made a mess by using your mouth inappropriately. I think I’m going to have to fix you, Kyle.” 
 
    He didn’t understand. 
 
    “I’m going to give you some orders. The moment you understand them, you will act on them, but you won’t remember them.” She grinned, started talking, and his thoughts seemed to fade away. 
 
    A moment later, Kyle blinked, his eyelids falling and rising fast. But he licked his lips and tried to understand what he had just done. His mind was blank. 
 
    “Do it,” she ordered. 
 
    Kyle pulled off his T-shirt. Next, he removed his shoes and socks, his boxers and shorts. He stripped down until he was completely naked in front of this girl! 
 
    But that had to be it, right? She wanted him as a dog, so now he wore nothing but a collar just like a pet. This had to be the total sum of his punishment. 
 
    Yeah, he could be a very naïve boy. Then again, everything had always been so easy for this athlete. 
 
    Her eyes moved along his exquisite muscles. He had spent a lot of time at various gyms, so he looked great. She loved his toned legs and his buff pecs. Later on, she would touch him. But first, she needed to break him. 
 
    “You’re never getting away,” she said as he sat up on his knees. “You’re never getting away from me, Kyle because I am your Master. What those girls said before is absolutely true. I own you, so I can do whatever I want with you.” 
 
    His chest quivered as he reached down. At first, he focused on her, at least until he felt his own fingertips brush along his scrotum and up to the base of the shaft. 
 
    His eyes darted along her breasts, down to her waist. He studied her boots and the way she smiled at him. He tried to look away, but something about her held his attention. This woman was so much more than just an average college girl. She exuded the kind of confidence and the authority which could only come from owning her very own boy. 
 
    As he studied her, the arousal began to simmer through his body. The heat spread through his shoulders, down his arms. It buzzed outward from just below his stomach. He could feel it all the way to his scalp and toes. 
 
    What was happening to him? 
 
    Kyle glanced down and felt his fingers wrapped around his erection. 
 
    “Are you enjoying this, Kyle? Do you like knowing that you’re owned?” 
 
    Taking quick, shivering breaths, he didn’t know what to do or say. He couldn’t believe this was happening! 
 
    The desires became irresistible. With every second, it felt like he might climax. Refusing to give in to that indignity in front of this fully clothed woman, he stared down. As his fingers manipulated his cock, teasing him to the edge of an orgasm, Kyle battled back that impulse. If he lost control for a second and hit the wrong muscle, he knew that he would come. The pleasure would surge through him, and that irresistible instinct would take control until his shaft throbbed. 
 
    But that would mean he enjoyed this. That would mean he wanted to be owned. 
 
    No. No way. No freaking way! Kyle refused to acknowledge that possibility. 
 
    “Come for me,” she ordered. 
 
    Just like that, he lost control. 
 
    All of his discipline broke apart, and his shaft throbbed, pulsating and shooting his load right there down onto the carpet. He came hard, all without even wrapping his fingers around his shaft. 
 
    And when he finished, he was exhausted, helpless on his knees. 
 
    “Look at that. My puppy made a mess on the floor,” she said, reaching down and running her fingers through the hair along the back of his head. She took a firm grip and shoved his face down. 
 
    The world blurred, and then he felt it, his nose rubbing on the damp carpet. That slick, viscous goo smeared over his nose. 
 
    “Bad puppy,” she chastised. “Very bad puppy!” She laughed. “And to think, this is all because you said something inappropriate. You should wonder what would happen if you really pissed me off.” 
 
    With every second, he tried to pull his head back or away, but Kyle was on his hands and knees, which meant she had gravity on her side. She pressed her weight down on the back of his head, making sure he couldn’t pull away or retreat. 
 
    “This is what you get for being a bad puppy. But you know, maybe it’s my fault,” she said, jerking his head from side to side. “Maybe I just haven’t shown you what it really means to be owned yet. Is that the problem, dog? Do you think you’re still wild?” 
 
    That’s when she finally let him up. 
 
    He grabbed his shirt and smeared it along his nose, desperate to get the come off. After a few more seconds, he felt better. When he looked up, he was confused because Chelsea had left him alone. But the door was open. 
 
    What if he snuck out? 
 
    He gulped, felt the collar around his neck, and hesitated. 
 
    If she did not order him to stay, then he could just walk out through the front door, right? 
 
    Realizing he had a few seconds and that this might be his only opportunity, Kyle jumped up onto his feet. He scurried forward like a soldier hiding from enemy troops as he made his way back into the living room. He ducked behind the couch as he listened to Chelsea work in the kitchen. He could hear cabinets open and close as she worked on her new project—whatever it was. 
 
    What was she doing? What did this girl have in mind? 
 
    His heart started to beat faster, but then he told himself that he just had to get out of there. 
 
    He could try for the front door or back. From his spot in the living room, he could sneak in either direction. If he tried for the front door, she might spot him in her peripheral vision as she prepared the next phase of his training. 
 
    If Kyle tried the back door, it might be harder to get outside. But as long as he could no longer hear her voice, she couldn’t order him around. After that, he would be clear to plan his next move, whatever that might be. 
 
    Puffing out his cheeks, he made his choice. 
 
    Back door. 
 
    Staying down, he dropped to his knuckles and knees. For a moment, he regretted not grabbing his clothing, but time wasn’t on his side. 
 
    “I think you’re going to like this, puppy,” she shouted, making it clear that she thought he was still in her bedroom. 
 
    He scurried forward, moving as fast as he could. He rushed up to the back door, touched the handle, and that’s when he heard her call out, “Come here, puppy.” 
 
    No! 
 
    If he had snuck out, closed the door behind him, and made it outside, then he never would have picked up on those sounds, so he wouldn’t have been compelled to obey. 
 
    But he hesitated, and now he registered those words. The power of her voice overwhelmed him, seizing control of his limbs and forcing his obedience. Like a good little dog, he turned around. 
 
    Kyle stood, and he started walking, taking one mandatory step after another. With the second, he tried to stop himself, only his body kept going until he found himself standing there at the entrance to her kitchen, naked and powerless. 
 
    “You walked,” she said. Shrugging, she continued, “I probably should have told you to crawl. Anyway, get over here, puppy. Oh, and crawl.” 
 
    Those words stole away control, so he lowered himself down to his hands and knees. He approached this girl—his owner—just as she wished. When he arrived at her feet, she looked down at him, her eyes big and filled with adoration. Obviously, she liked seeing him in that degraded position, all helpless and obedient, just like a dog. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “I’m very impressed with you. And since you’re being such a good boy, I bet you are ready for your little reward. Would you like a treat? Would you like to be fed just like a dog?” 
 
    Kyle opened his mouth, but he stopped himself from saying anything. He didn’t even try this time. 
 
    That’s when she pulled the dog bowls away from the countertops, crouched, and set them down on the floor, just a few inches away from his knees. 
 
    When Kyle saw them, his eyes bulged for a second. Perhaps he wanted to look stoic and brave in front of this girl and her overwhelming authority, but now he couldn’t hide his dismay. Dog bowls? Really? 
 
    He wasn’t going to eat out of them. He wouldn’t drink out of them either, he told himself. 
 
    Poised above him, she chuckled. She reached to down, brushing his cheeks and the underside of his chin. Her fingertips casually played along his skin, and he didn’t even turn away. 
 
    “You’re going to be a good boy for me,” she said. “Be a good boy and eat out of your dog bowl. Then you’re going to drink out of your other bowl.” 
 
    She didn’t phrase those words exactly as commands, so Kyle found that he could think for himself. He still had control over his body. 
 
    That is, until she gave another command, “Do it.” 
 
    Would such a vague order actually work? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    He bowed his head down, his eyes roving over the dog food. At first, he hoped that it would just be cereal or something, perhaps some human approximation of dog food. But he caught the strange aroma, and he knew this food had not been designed for a human tongue, nose, or palate. Even so, he bowed his head down, scooped the dried dog food into his mouth, chomped down, chewing and then swallowing. 
 
    With every second, he tried to stop himself. He fought so hard to keep that food from going down his throat. 
 
    It didn’t matter. 
 
    Like a good little doggie, he ate, biting into the dog food, chewing it, and swallowing it down. 
 
    “There we go,” she said, clearly proud of herself. “Good boy! Yes, there’s a very good boy!” The pitch her voice rose as she taunted him. “That’s right. This is how you want to eat. You belong on the floor, don’t you? Yes, you do. This is where little doggies like you get to eat. And don’t worry. I’m going to feed you every day. You’re going to eat just like this. You’re going to get so much dog food!” 
 
    For a moment, he raised his gaze, glowering at her with everything he possessed. Hot rage radiated off of his body. 
 
    “What, do you disagree?” 
 
    “I’m not going to do this! You can’t make me!” 
 
    Even as those outraged words burst from his mouth, he bowed his head down again and started eating more. He chewed and swallowed, just like a good little dog who couldn’t wait to eat his food. 
 
    “You sure about that?” Chelsea asked, obviously amused by his attempted defiance. 
 
    After he swallowed, he tried again. “I’m not going to let you retrain me as your dog. I’m not a pet. You can’t own me!” 
 
    “Bark for me,” she ordered. 
 
    Suddenly, he no longer had to eat, which made the little bits of dog food stuck between his teeth even more disgusting. And yet, his body didn’t care about that because he started barking. 
 
    “Wruff! Wruff, wruff!” He made those stupid, pathetic little sounds and then froze, his shoulders locked in position, his arms quivering because he wanted to leap forward and try to grab this girl. 
 
    If he had been an action hero, maybe he could have grabbed her and shoved her against the countertop, knocking her out in one smooth blow. 
 
    But that wouldn’t work. He couldn’t move faster than she spoke. 
 
    “Good boy. Now, roll over for me. Roll over just like a good dog,” she breezily commanded. 
 
    He had followed this order before. He did it again. 
 
    He threw himself down onto the cold, marble tile of her kitchen floor and rolled around, shifting his weight from one side to the other. He felt his back, slid over his shoulder and forearms. He ended up on his knuckles and knees. 
 
    “Well, you bark like a dog and roll over like a dog. I wonder if you even beg like a dog.” She touched one finger to the corner of her chin as she pretended to ponder this important question. “Let’s find out.” 
 
    “Don’t do it,” he started, only she leaned down, showing off her gorgeous cleavage. 
 
    “Beg like a dog,” she ordered. 
 
    Her words seized control of his body, locking up his muscles and the required sequences. He found himself up on his knees with his elbows down by his sides. He raised his arms and lowered his knuckles. 
 
    Okay, so he had assumed the position, but he didn’t have to make those noises. This could count as begging, right? 
 
    Wrong. 
 
    Since Kyle knew precisely what this girl wanted, he gave it to her. His body had no choice. 
 
    Whimpering like a dog, he made those pathetic little mewling sounds just the way she wanted. That’s why she jumped up and down, clapping as she watched this arrogant, powerful young man obey her every order. 
 
    “It’s funny. You’re so strong. I love seeing all of your muscles and everything, but look at how helpless you are. You really are my pet, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I’m never going to be a pet,” he insisted. 
 
    “But you’re doing tricks and eating out of a bowl and wearing a collar. Oh, and you even performed in front of the girls on campus!” She clapped her hands together like she still couldn’t believe how much fun that had been. 
 
    “Don’t worry, puppy.” She smiled, making him think he really did need to worry, “I’m going to make sure you get lots of time back at school. Obviously, you won’t be taking classes, but you can be something of a stress-relief animal, like maybe I will bring you back and show you off in front of the girls. They might like to pay you.” 
 
    Her eyes widened. “I should pet you, shouldn’t I?” She made it sound as though the idea hadn’t occurred to her before this. 
 
    But now, she crouched down and started to cuddle him, squeezing his chest and petting him, her fingers brushing along the nape of his neck, down between his shoulders, all the way over to his buttocks. She pinched and squeezed as though he didn’t have any boundaries. In short, she treated him just like a canine. 
 
    “Good boy. There’s my good boy. That’s right.” 
 
    He hated this, at least until she leaned over and whispered into his ear, “You love being petted. You love getting treated just like this.” 
 
    All of a sudden, raw pleasure surged through his body. It wasn’t sexual excitement this time. Somehow, it was pure and clean her. He relaxed under her fingertips and the lighting palms of her hands. He loved the way she stroked and caressed him… 
 
    Intellectually, he understood that he was supposed to hate this degrading treatment. But it felt so good! Worse, he knew he wanted more. 
 
    “Such a good puppy,” she said. “That’s right. Just relax. Let your Master touch you wherever she wants.” 
 
    She even brought her fingers down between his legs. She caressed his shaft, making him twitch. At least she didn’t stay there. 
 
    Instead, she pushed him down onto his back, and then she started to rub his belly. 
 
    It felt good. It felt so good. He clenched his eyes shut and tried to hold that pleasure back, like he could fight it off with nothing but the force of his will. 
 
    Unfortunately for Kyle, she had programmed him well, making sure that he loved every second of this. 
 
    “Such a good boy! You love getting petted, don’t you? Pant for it.” 
 
    Despite his best efforts, he stuck out his tongue and started gulping down air, panting just like a happy dog. 
 
    And as he felt the bottom of his tongue slide along his lower lip, he looked up at her. She was having so much fun with him. She loved owning her very own human dog. 
 
    “Good boy. There we go. That’s right. Just relax and let it happen. You know that you belong to me now. You love belonging to me,” she said. 
 
    He jerked his head from side to side. 
 
    “Oh? You don’t? Is that because you still think you’re a person?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “I guess I’m going to need to take care of that, aren’t I?” 
 
    She got up, looked over at the water bowl, and smirked. “Drink from the bowl like a dog.” 
 
    Those words compelled his obedience all over again. He crawled over to the water bowl, dipped his head down, and then he lapped at it. He couldn’t even sip like a human!  
 
    As her pet, he continued to drink this way, pleasing her immensely. 
 
    When he finally finished, pulling his head away, she grabbed at his collar, tugging. He felt the material tug at the base of his throat. She guided him back to the bedroom, where she proceeded to tell him to, “Stay, boy.” 
 
    Of course, he followed her command. Positioned there on the floor, like an obedient dog, he watched as she lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. 
 
    “I’ve really enjoyed playing with you, puppy. And now, I’m going to show you why I’m the master and you are the dog.” 
 
    His brows creased with confusion as she ordered him forward. “Crawl over here and lick me like a good little pet.” 
 
    He gulped and obeyed, knowing full well that his body followed her commands before his own. He moved along on his knuckles and knees, crawled between her legs, and he slipped his head beneath the hem of her dark skirt. The next thing he knew, he was looking at her sex. He didn’t even hesitate! 
 
    “That’s right. Good boy. This is where you belong. This is why I am your Master. I own you because I can make you do whatever I want whenever I want.” 
 
    As hard as he tried, Kyle couldn’t disagree. “But don’t worry. You’re going to love the way I fuck you,” she promised. 
 
    His tongue darted up and down her sex, again and again. He could feel the swell of her clitoris beneath the tip of his tongue. He kept licking, sliding forward and back, bobbing his head. He could feel the warmth of her body, the slick juices of her arousal along his mouth, and the tension from her body. 
 
    She was close to an orgasm. That much was obvious. 
 
    “Down, boy,” she ordered. 
 
    She lowered her skirt and sauntered over to one of her dressers. That’s when she pulled out a toy. When he saw the first half of the dildo, he assumed that she was going to just masturbate in front of him. Was that supposed to be the next step of his torment? 
 
    No. 
 
    She crouched down in front of him, pushed to the tip of the dildo up against his mouth and ordered, “Lick.” 
 
    At once, he obeyed, his tongue darting over the fake phallus. He lapped at it, just as he had done with the water bowl. 
 
    “You know, when I have sex with you, I think something will break.” 
 
    He flinched, tensing up. She chuckled, “Don’t worry. I’m not talking about anything physical. I’m talking about that cute little mind of yours. You probably want to believe you are this dashing, powerful young man. But really, you’re a pet. And when you get tamed like a dog, you will recognize who the alpha is here.” 
 
    She turned the dildo around. That’s when he realized it had two rounded tips. 
 
    “Lick,” she commanded again. 
 
    He obeyed his Master, licking at the toy until it glistened. That’s when she smiled and gave him another command, “Have you ever been fucked from behind?” 
 
    His eyes widened. His body froze. No! Not that. No, she couldn’t make him! 
 
    At once, he jumped to his feet and tried to run for the door. 
 
    Silly boy. Stupid dog. 
 
    “Stop,” she called out, more exasperation than genuine annoyance in her voice. 
 
    He froze. “Crawl back here,” she commanded. “Place your ass in the air and your face down on the carpet.” 
 
    He assumed that position, apparently accepting the fact that this woman was about to take him from behind and he couldn’t stop her. 
 
    She came up behind him, positioned one tip of that slick dildo against her sex. She pressed it down, rubbing against her pussy until she penetrated herself. Then she aimed the other end at his opening. 
 
    “This is what you need, puppy boy. This is what you need to please your Master. Because really, you aren’t your own person anymore. You are a pet, and you need to understand this. You have to accept it.” She grinned as she shoved forward, sliding the tip into his ass. 
 
    He clenched down. 
 
    Before he knew it, he was whimpering, silently begging. And even though she enjoyed those sounds, she didn’t stop. 
 
    “Oh, that feels so good,” she said, one hand on his ass for balance, the other holding the dildo between them as she pushed forward. She loved this two headed toy and how it could degrade him and please her all at the same time. 
 
    She pushed forward, going deeper and deeper. It didn’t matter how hard he tried to fight. She said one word, “Relax.” 
 
    His body opened up for her, letting her push into him. 
 
    He felt that invasion, the toy sliding in deeper and deeper! 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “That’s right. That’s how I break you. This how I show you that I’m the alpha and you’re the beta.” 
 
    She pushed down again, savoring the friction of the toy against her slit. “Bark for me,” she commanded. 
 
    As this girl took him, he barked. 
 
    “Whimper,” he ordered. 
 
    He made those little sounds for her. 
 
    “From now on, you are my dog. You don’t argue. You don’t fight. You don’t stand up or even walk. You crawl. You eat out of bowls and do whatever I say.” 
 
    As she listed the permanent commands, she pumped him harder and faster until the desperation pounded through her body. She knew she had him and would never let go. She knew he would always be her pet and her plaything. She pumped him harder and faster until he couldn’t take it. 
 
    His shaft was rigid by this point. He didn’t understand why, but she was going to force him. 
 
    “Come, bitch!” 
 
    When she cried out those two words, his body spasmed as his shaft throbbed. He blew his load, coming hard right there on the carpet all over again. Simultaneously, she felt her pussy clench around the dildo as she experienced that burst of sensation. The orgasm swept through her, incandescent, bright, and undeniable. The power overwhelmed her until she felt utterly exhausted and completely spent. She pulled away and looked down at him. 
 
    “Does the puppy want to get up on the bed with me?” 
 
    He whimpered. 
 
    “Don’t worry. You’re always going to love it when I hold you and pay attention to you,” she said. 
 
    And he knew those words were true. 
 
    Chelsea pulled herself up onto the mattress, tapped the sheets, and told him to join her. He crawled into place, and she wrapped one arm around his muscular torso. She started petting him as she drifted off to sleep, and he relaxed under her soft fingertips because it felt wonderful. He knew he loved being here. Spent and owned, he would never try to get away because she knew how to program him. That’s why he closed his eyes and fell asleep with his Master. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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