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Obedience School 
 
      
 
    At twenty-seven, Adam was ready to finish his fifth year of teaching college level courses. At this point, he was comfortable in front of the classroom. From quarter to quarter, he knew what he wanted to cover and how to deal with different kinds of students. When he first started, he had been diligent, memorizing names and working hard to get to know everyone. 
 
    But now, he understood that they had obligations, and then either met them or didn’t. That was fine with him. He wasn’t there to change lives. He was there to teach various introductory courses of mathematics. Sometimes students did an amazing job. Sometimes they disappointed him. Some of them were idiots, and some of them were brilliant. That was fine with him. 
 
    He had his own theorems and projects to work on, so teaching became a day job. 
 
    But then, he did get the occasional surprise. Sometimes a student might suggest a novel approach, and he would need to think it through. 
 
    Victoria fell into this category a lot, although he didn’t think about her much. 
 
    On the first day of class, he may have noticed that she was gorgeous. With her long, straight black hair that seemed to reach down for the small of her back, she carried herself with a regal kind of pride. Unlike many of the other students, she moved to different desks,  sitting in different spots. She almost never volunteered, but she clearly knew the material. Whenever he called on her, she had no problem offering up the correct answer. 
 
    But now, she had arrived at his office hours during finals week. 
 
    “This isn’t fair,” she said to him. “I couldn’t submit the final project because the entire course website was down. That’s not my fault.” 
 
    “You could have turned in a hard copy,” Adam said. “That was an option.” 
 
    “Please, you have to reconsider,” she said. 
 
    At this point, Adam was seated at his desk. Almost all of his attention was still on the problem he was attempting to solve. Sure, he had turned his chair away from the screen, but he didn’t really pay much attention to her. After all, her score didn’t affect him. 
 
    “Look, you are smart girl and everything, but sometimes you have to take responsibility for your actions. You could have printed your materials and turned them in last week. You chose not to do that. Now please, I have some more work I need to do.” 
 
    “Are you sure? Are you sure you can’t reconsider?” Victoria asked. 
 
    There was something in her voice that almost sounded like a threat, but Adam hardly noticed it. 
 
    “I’m sure,” he said, hoping that she would take the hint, get up, and leave. 
 
    Finally, she got up, grabbed her bag, and headed toward the doorway. “Professor, I think you should reconsider.” 
 
    “No,” he said. But by this point, he had already turned back to his computer screen. With his eyes locked on the different numbers, he considered the advanced implications of different mathematical formulae and theories. 
 
    That’s why he didn’t notice this beautiful girl as she unzipped her backpack, reached in, and pulled out the metal band. Framed as a circle, it included some rather advanced pieces of technology, items Victoria had developed on her own. Much of the information had come from various dark websites, but she had put it together, and now she was confident it would work. 
 
    Victoria must’ve known that this was going to be a brash move. After all, her device likely broke a variety of laws, but she didn’t care. 
 
    She could hardly believe that this teacher wanted to punish her for something that wasn’t her fault. 
 
    Maybe Victoria had always been a fan of fairness, so she believed that he deserved this. 
 
    In any case, she took several quiet, careful steps through his small office. She came closer and closer to him. With every moment, she expected him to spin around, grab her, and demand know what she was doing. 
 
    But Victoria had always been brave, so she didn’t back down. Besides, she just had to get it around his neck. 
 
    Standing above him, she savored this moment. She held her breath, enjoying the prospect of slipping the device on him. 
 
    This was it. She would see whether or not the device actually worked. 
 
    She pushed it down, opening it at the hinge, then pressing it down near the nape of his neck. She snapped it forward. “Collar, lock.” 
 
    The small microphones built into the collar immediately registered and recognized her voice. The device responded, snapping into place. She even heard the quiet hums of the servos and magnets as the collar tightened around his throat. 
 
    “What the hell?” Adam immediately demanded. 
 
    His hands reached up for the cold metal near his throat, and he tried to pull it off. 
 
    For her part, Victoria sauntered back over to his office door. She closed and locked it. 
 
    By the time she turned around again, she saw Adam was on his feet. Glaring at her, he demanded to know, “What the hell is this? What’s going on?” 
 
    Victoria tilted her head to the side, letting her dark, lustrous bangs fall along her face. “Professor, there’s something you should know.” 
 
    “What? What should I know? What is this?” 
 
    “To be completely honest, I haven’t decided what I’m going to name it yet. Right now, I’ve been using the term, Training Collar. It might be a little bit too generic though. Something a little bit more interesting or impressive would probably be a good idea.” She shrugged her shoulders. “But anyway, the important part is this. As long as you wear that, you will be mine.” 
 
    “What is this, some kind of joke? Are you filming this?” Of course, that was a stupid question considering they were in his office. Still, maybe she wore some kind of miniature camera or something. Sometimes students liked to pull pranks and put them online. They always thought they were so clever. 
 
    “No joke,” she said. 
 
    “Victoria, if you don’t take this thing off of me right now, I’m going to make sure that you are punished severely.” He straightened his back, rolled his shoulders down and glared at her for everything he was worth. Adam may have been one of the younger teachers, but he was still reasonably imposing. More importantly, he was older than her by several years. 
 
    She should have wilted. Instead, she strolled up to him and reached out. He watched, studying the red glint of her nail polish until she stroked at the underside of his chin. “No. You’re not going to do anything, not without my permission.” 
 
    “You’re crazy. I’m going to go talk to the administrators right now,” he said. He strode forward. Sure, the device around his neck would probably be a little bit embarrassing, but this girl was about to get kicked out of the University. He hardly cared about his appearance. 
 
    He took one step, then two and three toward the door. Just as he reached out for the knob, he heard her voice. “Collar, don’t move.” 
 
    Suddenly, his feet planted themselves against the floor, his arms dropped to his sides, and Adam couldn’t move. Yes, he continued to breathe, and he could blink, but that was all. Every other form of movement had been stripped away from him. 
 
    Adam didn’t understand. How was something like this even possible? 
 
    Then she walked up in front of him, reached out and took his hand. She brushed his palm with her nails, gently scratching at him. “I bet you’re wondering what’s going on right now. I bet you are wondering how something like this could even be possible. I mean, you’re always in control of yourself, aren’t you, Adam?” 
 
    With his lips tensed, he couldn’t utter a word. He tried to, however. He wanted to say something like, “What’re you doing? What’s going on?” By this point, panic probably would have seeped into his voice, yet he stood there, motionless like a mannequin. 
 
    Victoria circled him. She felt so predatory, and she loved every second of this. After all, she had spent countless hours working on her Training Collar, and to see it working was amazing, especially on a man with a strong will like Adam. 
 
    “I’m going to be nice, and I’ll tell you some basics about how this device works. You see, the human body is basically one giant electrical system. When you want to perform an action, a signal jumps from your brain down into the relevant portion of your body. So if something was capable of interrupting some of the signals, then it could keep you from acting. Or, if it had the right kind of map, then it could even start duplicating some of those signals, altering the way your body behaves.” 
 
    Adam followed some of what she said, but he still didn’t believe this was really happening. 
 
    “Let me demonstrate,” she said. “Collar, sit.” 
 
    The voice recognition software once again, the device understood what she wanted. Signals were inputted into his body. Small electrodes touched his skin, interfacing with his nervous system. 
 
    Now the device activated, sending those little jolts of electricity. They weren’t actually perceptible for Adam, but that hardly mattered. 
 
    The collar knew what to do because she had programmed it, so his knees were forced to bend. He fell forward, hitting the floor. Soon, he was on his knees in front of this girl. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. 
 
    Then, without saying anything else, she lowered herself down onto her knees as well. “Adam, I have big plans for you. Obviously, now that I know my device works, I don’t really need to worry about finishing the rest of my education.” 
 
    Adam tried to speak, but the word still wouldn’t come. It felt as though he had forgotten how to use his throat, lips, tongue. Of course, they had moved just a few seconds ago. 
 
    She reached up and stroked his cheek. He could still feel everything, but he could control nothing. 
 
    “Still, I should be sure. Let’s play a couple of games. Do you like games?” 
 
    He didn’t answer. He couldn’t. 
 
    With a wicked smirk on her lips, she reached up for his tie. Loosening it, she untied it and then pulled it free. She tossed it onto the floor, like it didn’t make the slightest difference. Next, she started to unbutton his shirt. What? What was she doing now? 
 
    “Collar, allow for speech, but no shouting, screaming, or sounds above twenty decibels.” That would allow him to speak quietly, just like a good boy. 
 
    Good boy. She enjoyed the thought. It made her smirk, especially when she considered the implications of the very first command she had given him. The thought made her body tremble slightly with excitement. After all, fantasies were one thing, but now she could actually have him exactly the way she wanted. 
 
    For several seconds, Adam didn’t understand what her command meant. But when he tried to speak again, he found that he actually could talk. “Get this thing off of me right now,” he demanded. 
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    Standing up straight, she towered over him now. 
 
    “Victoria, if you don’t take this thing off of me right now, I’m going to make sure you are expelled! Hell, you might even go to jail for this!” 
 
    “Collar, make him can tell me that he is going to be a good boy.” She had spent a lot of time working on the vocal interface, which meant the device was very flexible with how she phrased her orders. 
 
    “I’m going to be a good boy,” Adam said a few seconds later. His lips began to move, and he wanted to look frustrated, but he couldn’t. Instead, he uttered each sound just the way she wanted. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” Victoria said as she looked down into his eyes. She seemed serious for the next few heartbeats, but then she burst out laughing. 
 
    “This can’t be happening,” he said. 
 
    “Adam, it is definitely happening. What you need to understand is that you belong to me now. As long as you’re wearing that collar, you’ll do whatever I say.” 
 
    “No, that’s not true,” he insisted. 
 
    “Collar, strip.” 
 
    At once, his hands rose up, and he started to loosen the buttons on his shirt. He shrugged off one layer of clothing after another. Soon, he was down to his pants and boxers. He took off his shoes. He slid off his socks. With every second, Adam tried to stop. “No. Don’t. Please, don’t make me do this,” he said. 
 
    “Make you? I thought I couldn’t make you do anything?” Victoria said, smirking down at her new property. 
 
    Adam didn’t say anything. Instead, he focused on resisting the Training Collar. He may have imagined it, but his fingers seemed to hesitate over his belt for another couple of seconds. But then he unclasped it, slid the leather free, and tossed it aside with the rest of his clothing. Then he pulled down his boxers and pants all at once. 
 
    Now he was naked. 
 
    “Collar, assume the inspection position.” 
 
    What was that supposed to mean? 
 
    Unfortunately, Adam found out just a couple of seconds later. He got up on his hands and knees. 
 
    This was supposed to be his office, the place where he felt as though he were truly in charge. But now, he was naked and positioned like some kind of show dog. With his chin raised, he stared straight ahead. He kept his back straight and his haunches wide. 
 
    Victoria kneeled down. She smiled as she began to touch him, running her fingers along his body. 
 
    Within seconds, an autonomic response took over, and he started to get hard. He could feel his erection right between his legs. 
 
    “Look at that. Such a virile dog.” 
 
    “I’m not a dog.” 
 
    “Actually, you are. Collar, bark.” 
 
    “Wruff! Wruff-wruff!” he called out, but he still couldn’t raise his voice enough to attract attention from anyone else in the math department. 
 
    “You see, puppy. You’re a nice little puppy now. I put you in a collar, and I can make you do whatever I want. Think of this as your obedience training.” 
 
    “This can’t be happening,” he said again. 
 
    “I could make you do tricks. Would you like to see?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Victoria hopped back up onto her feet. He glanced in her direction. That was a mistake because seeing her definitely contributed fuel to the arousal already simmering within his body. Adam just couldn’t help himself, not when she was so gorgeous. She had on a dark blue, pleated skirt with a tartan pattern. Her tight, white blouse added to the effect, making her look more like a schoolgirl that a college student with advanced training. Finally, the black, leather boots made it clear that she was definitely an adult, a powerful young woman who could take whatever she wanted. 
 
    Including him. 
 
    No…Adam couldn’t allow himself to think that way. 
 
    Her fingers continued to move along his body. She pinched his ass and seemed to coo with amusement. “Nice and firm,” she said. “I think you’re going to be a very good boy for me. Yes, you are.” Then she stroked his chest, her nails gliding over his vulnerable body. 
 
    All the while, he desperately hoped that she would not touch him between his legs. 
 
    Victoria dashed those hopes only a few seconds later. She touched his chest, then his stomach. Then she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and caressed him gently. Heat gathered within his frame, percolating and bubbling. He wanted more of this, he knew, not that he would ever admit it. 
 
    “You like it when your owner touches you?” 
 
    “You’re not my owner,” he insisted. 
 
    “Actually, I am. You’re a little dog, and I put a collar on you, and that means you belong to me now.” 
 
    “No, that’s not true,” he insisted. 
 
    “Collar, tell me that you belong to me.” 
 
    “I belong to you,” he said automatically, the words pulled from his lips. 
 
    “There’s a good boy,” she said, pulling her hand away from his shaft so that she could run her fingers through his soft hair. “Oh, I like touching your head. This is a lot of fun. You’re so soft. You’re a good boy. Yes, you are!” 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this. I don’t know how you’re doing this, but I’m going to get this collar off!” 
 
    “Puppy boy, it’s locked on,” she answered. “You could spend hours trying to tear it away, and you wouldn’t succeed. No. Sorry. I made sure that the device is completely durable.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I’ll find a way!” 
 
    “Collar, don’t touch your collar ever. Do not attempt to remove the Training Collar.” 
 
    He heard those words, and disbelief shot through him. 
 
    “What? You don’t believe me?” Victoria asked. After another second, she smiled to herself. “Collar, freedom.” 
 
    Adam really didn’t understand what that meant, but then he tried to make his fingers into a fist, and he succeeded. Instinctively, he tried to move, and his body started to obey him again. 
 
    Rather than remain on his hands and knees, he crouched down. He wanted to cover himself, especially his erection. He hated the idea that some part of him seemed to like this, that some part of him seemed to accept her authority. 
 
    For the next couple of seconds, he tried to figure out how to proceed. But he really just wanted to demonstrate that he could act on his own, so he reached up for the collar. His fingers stopped just an inch away from the device. He swallowed, he could feel the metal and leather along his skin, but he still couldn’t get the stupid thing off! He couldn’t touch it with his fingertips or the palms of his hands. He couldn’t grasp it! 
 
    “Oh, what’s wrong, puppy boy?” 
 
    “Stop calling me that.” 
 
    “But that’s what you are now. You’re my little doggie. I’m going to take you home and train you. I’m going to put you through obedience school.” 
 
    “No, you are not! I am in charge here!” 
 
    Victoria threw her head back and laughed at her helpless boy. It was adorable that he still didn’t understand how this worked or what kind of power she actually had over him now. 
 
    “You’re cute when you’re wrong.” Victoria touched a finger to her lips. He kept trying to get the collar off, but that proved to be impossible since he couldn’t actually touch it. After all, the device registered his proximity, and it stopped him by interrupting the electrical signals going from his brain to his hands. 
 
    The technology was remarkable, she thought, very much impressed with her own abilities. 
 
    “Okay, I guess that’s enough of watching you try and fail. It’s time for you to get ready to come home with me.” 
 
    “What, what does that mean?” Adam tried not to stutter. He tried and failed. 
 
    Victoria lifted up her skirt, and she tugged down on her panties, pulling them down and past her boots. 
 
    Then she sat in his seat, spun his chair, perched herself on the edge. Spreading her legs, she looked down at him and beckoned with a finger. 
 
    “You know what puppies love to do? They love to lick, especially their owners. So come over here and lick me, little dog.” 
 
    “I’m not a little dog, and I’m definitely not doing that!” 
 
    “Collar,” she said. He heard that word, and he immediately thought that he should bring his hands up to his ears, but he wasn’t the one who needed to hear those special syllables. It was the device locked near the base of his throat. 
 
    Unfortunately, he didn’t know where the microphone was positioned, so he couldn’t block out the sounds of her voice. 
 
    Victoria continued, “Come here and lick me. Serve me.” 
 
    At once, he dropped back down onto his hands and knees. He crawled along the floor. Dust accumulated over his legs, but he didn’t stop. Moments later, he slipped his head underneath her skirt. 
 
    Already, he could feel the heat of her thighs. 
 
    Then, without even pausing, he slid his tongue up along her crevice. He tasted her excitement, and the flavor seemed to simmer over his tongue. 
 
    Adam was really doing this. 
 
    Perhaps he had fantasized about being with a girl like Victoria before. Maybe he had even snuck glances in her direction over the course of the quarter, but he never imagined he would be in a position like this. Besides, all of his fantasies centered with her begging him for a grade change or pleading to get an extension on a paper or something. And along the way, she’d offer to do anything for him. Anything. 
 
    In fact, he’d pictured Victoria on her knees, her expression haughty as she got ready to service him. She would lick her lips, and they would shine right before she leaned her mouth around his cock. She might be a little bit humiliated, knowing that she wasn’t smart enough to earn her grade on her own. But she would understand that this was the best way for a pretty girl to get a good score. It would feel so good. He would sit there, placed above her. She would be on her knees, totally subjugated… 
 
    Instead, Adam found himself in that position. He licked, sliding his tongue up and down her crevice. 
 
    At first, she just let out a little, appreciative moaning sounds. But then, she wanted more. She placed her hand on the back of his head, taking even more control from her teacher. He licked, sliding his tongue up and down, all with the goal of pleasing this girl. 
 
    “Good boy. That’s a good little puppy. Good boy. I’m very proud of you.” She said, teasing him with every complementary breath. 
 
    Adam hated every second of it, and that’s why she did it! 
 
    “Puppies need to know how to lick. They need to know how to please their owners. And make no mistake, Adam. You’re my possession. That makes me your Master.” 
 
    Master. Not mistress. She was the owner, so she would be in charge. He was the pet, so he would obey. As those thoughts seem to permeate his consciousness, he continued to lick, sliding his tongue up and down, up and down. He worshiped her, going as fast as he could. 
 
    “Slow down,” she ordered. 
 
    Reluctantly, he obeyed. He wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible, yet Victoria seemed determined to take her time. 
 
    “That’s right. There we go. We aren’t in a rush. It’s not like you have other classes you need to get to,” she said. “And that reminds me…” Victoria reached over and grabbed his laptop. Twisting at the waist, she made sure that she didn’t take away its ability to lick, but she also opened the computer and started to type. 
 
    “Tell me your password.” 
 
    He couldn’t do it, not while the device compelled him to serve her. 
 
    “Collar, tell me the password.” 
 
    Adam pulled away just long enough to say the correct letters and numbers. He tried to stop himself. He fought with everything he possessed, but it still wasn’t enough! This girl played with him, and she always won. Not only that, it wasn’t even a challenge to defeat him. All of his achievements and education meant nothing when compared to what this girl could do to him. 
 
    She started typing, but the collar went back to the previous command, so he started servicing her again. As she typed at his desk, he heard the click-clack of the keyboard, but he still didn’t understand what she was doing. 
 
    “Look at that. Someone just wrote his letter of resignation. I’m sure your boss will be confused, but I doubt you were all that popular. It’s okay. They won’t miss you. Besides, you’re going to have a new home now.” 
 
    She quickly hit send, but he couldn’t see it. Only he figured out what had happened at the moment she started to run her fingers through his hair. She pushed down on his face, plunging his tongue deeper and deeper into her opening. He worshiped her clitoris, he served her, moving his tongue left to right, up and down. He did everything he could to satisfy this young woman…his Master. 
 
    “That’s good. That’s good. That’s so, so good!” She started panting. She became incoherent as the pleasure coursed through her body, spinning hotter and faster until she couldn’t take it anymore. Finally, she surrendered to the climax, letting an orgasm run through her body. It simmered just beneath her skin, violent and delicious all at the same time. 
 
    Grabbing his hair, she pulled his head back. 
 
    “Collar, Take Home Protocol.” 
 
      
 
    The Take Home Protocol. Victoria had spent a little while perfecting this particular part of the devices programming. After all, she didn’t want there to be any mistakes for when she took her new puppy home. 
 
    Adam immediately started to get dressed. His movements were mechanical, but that was fine with her. She figured out some of her future customers would enjoy seeing those robotic movements, if only to demonstrate that the wearer had truly lost all control. 
 
    After he was dressed, he stood there. 
 
    Victoria reached into his pockets and pulled out his wallet and keys and phone. She slipped those into her backpack, and then she left his office. She walked down the hallway. Without even looking, she could tell that her teacher had started to follow her. 
 
    Trapped as a prisoner within his own body, he saw a couple of colleagues pass by, but Adam couldn’t say anything. He couldn’t cry out for help. 
 
    He was a good boy, and he had the collar around his neck. If anyone noticed, whether it was another teacher or student, no one said anything. Even if they had, the Training Collar would have forced him to give some lame explanation about how he had lost a bet. Then he would walk away, and everyone would assume that he was doing something silly because he worked at a college. 
 
    Because of the protocol, he had no choice but to walk behind this girl. He followed her diligently, weaving between other people. He kept his eyes fixed on that point between her shoulder blades. 
 
    Pretty soon, they came to her car. It was in the student parking lot, set far away from any of the other vehicles. Since it was finals week, there was a lot more room. She opened the trunk and motioned for him to get inside. 
 
    “Collar, get in.” 
 
    Adam had no choice. Electrical signals from his brain to his body were scrambled and modified, making him do exactly what she wanted. He climbed into the trunk, and she slammed it shut just a second later. He was trapped, alone in the dark. 
 
      
 
    Victoria actually did very well for herself. Despite the traditional cliché of the impoverished college student, she made a decent amount of money as an electrical engineer. She took side gigs, working for various corporations in the city. They liked her because she didn’t want a full-time job, and she could handle plenty of problems. She liked them because they didn’t ask any questions, not even when she snuck in to use some of their more expensive pieces of equipment after hours. 
 
    So rather than living in a dorm room or some crappy little apartment, she had a small house all to herself. It wasn’t especially elaborate, but it served her purposes. Besides, she enjoyed the privacy. 
 
    When she pulled up in front of her house, she wasn’t surprised to see that the cul-de-sac where she lived was pretty much empty. She opened the trunk, and her teacher turned dog looked up at her. 
 
    Because of her previous command, he still couldn’t raise his voice. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to put you through obedience school,” she said, winking at him. 
 
    Adam didn’t like the sound of that. 
 
    Apparently, the former protocol was still in effect as well because she started to walk away from the car, and he clambered out. He chased after her, feeling very much like a puppy who had noticed a pretty girl. 
 
    Taking out her keys, she opened the front door. 
 
    With every step, Adam attempted to stop himself. He knew that if he disappeared inside of her home, there would be no telling what she might inflict on him. 
 
    “Come on, little dog,” she said, talking down to him. “I bet you’re hungry after the ride home.” 
 
    His eyes narrowed, he stared at her, but he continued to follow her. She closed the front door once he passed the threshold. 
 
    “Follow,” she said unnecessarily. 
 
    When Adam took a couple more steps, she glanced over her shoulder, “Collar, crawl.” 
 
    The device registered the order, so he immediately dropped to his hands and knees. He scurried after her, exactly as a dog would have done. 
 
    “There’s a good boy.” She took him to the kitchen, and that’s where he saw the two dog bowls waiting for him. 
 
    “No. Please, don’t. Don’t do this,” he said, but Victoria opened the fridge door, and she pulled out some scraps. She popped open a plastic container and dumped the leftovers into one bowl. Then she picked up the other and filled it with tap water. Setting it down next to the other bowl, she looked at him. 
 
    “We both know you’re going to do it. You might as well get started now.” 
 
    “I’m not a dog. I don’t need to eat off of the floor!” 
 
    “Cute,” she said. As she grinned at him, she waited for him to succumb to the inevitable. After all, he had to understand that he wasn’t going to be able to stop himself. 
 
    Once he exhausted her patience, she said, “Collar, eat.” 
 
    He turned around, faced the dog bowl, and then he bowed his head down, exactly as she expected. Waves of frustration shot through his body, but he still opened his mouth and bent down. 
 
    With her arms crossed over her chest, she enjoyed the show. Oh yes, this was a lot of fun. 
 
    While he ate, she decided to give him a little lesson, “I know this is difficult for you to understand, but you are a puppy now, and that means you do whatever your owner says. That’s me. I’m your owner. I own you, so you belong to me and you obey. There is nothing more important to a puppy than obeying his Master.” 
 
    “I’m not going to be a puppy. I’m not a dog,” he started to say, only to have the words cut off as he bit into the leftovers. It felt like pot roast or something, but it was cold against his tongue. He chewed and swallowed, all because of the damned Training Collar. 
 
    Poised above him, she enjoyed his demonstration of obedience. Sure, he didn’t make this choice on his own, but she hardly cared. His compliance with the only thing that mattered. 
 
    Crouching down, she watched as he continued to eat, compelled by her technology. 
 
    That was a heady thought. 
 
    Victoria had built this all on her own. Sure, she had done a lot of research, and some of her teachers helped her with certain aspects of the device, all without knowing precisely what she intended. 
 
    Considering what this thing can do, she knew that she would be a very, very wealthy woman. 
 
    “You’re helping me,” she said. “I want you to know that.” 
 
    Still held by the device, he ate, chewing and swallowing without using his hands. He pressed his face down into the dog bowl, pulling more of the slop between his teeth. He glanced over at her for a second, yet he still couldn’t stop the activity. 
 
    “I’m going to need someone to show off. I’m going to tie you down, let you snarl and argue and fight me, and then I’m going to put this collar back on you, and all of my investors will see just how obedient you become. Doesn’t that sound nice? You’re going to be so helpful!” To accentuate the point, she reached down and stroked the back of his head. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
    “No,” he grumbled between bites of his dog food. 
 
    “Yeah, you do,” she said, breezily contradicting him. “You love being petted because you are an animal now. You just my little doggie boy. Yes, you are.” He hated the singsong tone she used with him, as though he couldn’t really comprehend anything she said despite the fact that he kept arguing. 
 
    That’s when he realized that she could do this: his arguments didn’t matter. His positions were completely irrelevant to her. He could say or do whatever he wanted, yet she would still force him to become obedient for her whims. 
 
    “Good boy. I think I know what you need now. You need a reward.” He had mostly cleaned out his dog bowl, so he settled back. That’s when she positioned herself right next to him. She reached down. And she slid her hand into his pants. She found his shaft, and she gripped it slightly. 
 
    He started to move, to pull away, but she just said, “Collar, sit still.” 
 
    Just like that, she stole his ability to move. This girl fondled and teased him, her hand moving up and down his erection, but he couldn’t stop her. 
 
    Adam seriously thought about trying to beg her, but that would only reinforce the notion that she had absolute power over him. He wasn’t going to give her that satisfaction. He wouldn’t give her any more reason to believe that he could be broken or tamed. 
 
    And yet, it still felt incredible. 
 
    No girl had ever touched him like this before. Sure, some of his ex-girlfriends had stroked him once or twice, but they didn’t have her sensuous grip or the understanding of what it really took to turn a man on. Just as importantly, none of them were as gorgeous as Victoria. 
 
    His heart beat wildly in his chest, and he tried to resist the pull of her body, but she was just so sexy. He loved the swell of her breasts, the scent of her perfume, and the shine of her hair. Even when she looked down at him, he knew that he wanted to be close to her. He just couldn’t help himself! 
 
    “Are you going to drink from your dog bowl like a good boy?” 
 
    “No. I won’t. I can’t,” he said, panting and growling at the same time. 
 
    For her part, she just threw her head back in laughed again. “Oh, you silly puppy. You don’t really understand how this works. Don’t worry. I’m here to teach you. Just think of this as your own private Obedience School.” 
 
    He twitched even as she brought him to the cusp of an orgasm. 
 
    Then her fingers spread apart, and she pulled her hand from his pants. 
 
    “Collar, strip. Get completely naked.” 
 
    The Training Collar didn’t actually need to acknowledge her command. Instead, it overrode his conscious desires and instincts. He started to loosen his pants and pull off his shirt once again. 
 
    “No one’s going to see you. We don’t have to pretend that you are a person,” she said. 
 
    Soon, he was naked, and she ordered him into the show dog position again. 
 
    “Please, just let me go. Please, I don’t want to be your pet!” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    Gingerly but with the kind of confidence an owner can possess, she reached back between his legs. She cupped his scrotum in her hand. As her fingers started along the base of his shaft, he tried not to harden. He tried to keep the heat from spreading through his body, only he failed terribly. 
 
    “See that? You’re getting all excited. You love being my little doggie.” 
 
    “I don’t!” 
 
    “If you want me to keep going, tell me you love being my dog.” As she gave the instructions, she gripped his shaft again. 
 
    She started to squeeze him and stroke him, moving her hand up and down along his member. She gently tugged at his tip. She squeezed his base. She made sure that he moaned with frustration. 
 
    “You can tell me the truth, Adam,” she said. “I’ve caught you glancing at me in class. I know that you’re attracted to me. I know that you enjoy this kind of attention.” 
 
    He gritted his teeth for several more seconds before grunting, “I don’t. That’s not true!” 
 
    “Puppy shouldn’t lie,” she replied. 
 
    Much to his surprise, Victoria continued to stimulate him. With every stroke and caress, she brought him closer and closer to an orgasm. It felt like he might climax at any second, and that’s when she pulled away. 
 
    “Tell me you’re going to be a good boy.” 
 
    “I’m going to be a good boy,” he replied quickly. He did it without thinking. Maybe, on some level, he assumed that the collar was going to take over, so he might as well obey. Maybe he couldn’t tell the difference anymore. 
 
    No. He was smart. He was a freaking college professor who specialized in advanced mathematics, so he could handle anything. Or so he needed to believe. 
 
    “That’s right! You’re going to be a good boy! We just need to train you. Okay. Go ahead and drink from your water bowl.” 
 
    A wave of hot humiliation washed through his body. He could feel it spread from his toes up into his arms and hands. Had he really given up so easily? 
 
    Refusing to surrender again, he remained on his knuckles and knees, but he didn’t bow his head down, nor did he began to lick at the water as she hoped he might. 
 
    “I guess someone needs some more stimulation,” she said. 
 
    She brought her hand back up between his legs, and he tried to resist the pleasure, but something happened. She leaned in, and she whispered something. He couldn’t understand the words, but he could feel fresh electricity run through his body. It didn’t hurt. It didn’t feel like electrocution. On the contrary, it was actually kind of nice. 
 
    Within a few seconds, he understood what the collar was now doing to him. Somehow, it made his body even more sensitive, even more reactive, even more vulnerable to her touch. 
 
    “My horny puppy is going to do anything for the chance to get off. Yes, he will. You know why? Because this Training Collar is good enough to keep you from coming without my permission.” 
 
    “No. That’s not possible!” 
 
    “Do you really want me to show you the truth?” Victoria asked, although there was this teasing lilt in her voice. 
 
    “It’s not possible,” he stated again because he needed to cling to that idea. 
 
    She rolled her shoulders back, chuckled, and then she said, “Collar, freedom load.” 
 
    He was naked with a band of metal and leather around his throat, but he suddenly realized that he could flex his fingers, move his arms, and even stand up if he wished. He had control over his body again, although she could take that away with just a breath. 
 
    He thought about trying to escape, but he already knew that this girl could stop him easily. That’s why he glanced over at her. “What is this?” 
 
    “Go ahead and masturbate. See if you can get off without my permission.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “If you don’t, I will get you locked into a chastity belt, and I will throw away the key.” She grinned at him. 
 
    Adam didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to imagine something like that could be possible, only he had already experienced what this girl was capable of. Did he really want to test her? 
 
    Realizing that she could intimidate him, he spread his legs, sat down, and he reached down for his member. He told himself that he was only doing this because he knew it would feel good. More than that, she had brought him to the brink several times. His body practically ached for an orgasm, so he touched himself. He did this at first with his eyes closed, like he could pretend that Victoria wasn’t even there. 
 
    “That’s right. Show me you can be a good boy. Show me you can be obedient,” she teased. 
 
    Strangely enough, her mockery only added to his arousal. He heard her voice, and he loved those dulcet notes. She practically sang through every syllable. 
 
    I accept the fact that I was going to come in front of a girl who was supposed to be my student but somehow became my owner. I gripped my shaft, stroked myself, and worked until I knew that I would climax. 
 
    Only it didn’t happen. 
 
    My eyes opened, and I looked up at her. She clearly enjoyed to the look of confusion on my face. 
 
    “Nope. Sorry. I control your body now, Adam. That means you’re going to be a good boy for me. If you want to get off, you have to serve me.” 
 
    Something inside of me broke, but I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t accept this. Sheer stubbornness kept me from quitting. I continued to touch myself, hoping that if I masturbated enough or found the right psychological button, I might be able to feel an explosion of relief. Instead, I just stimulated myself into a frenzy. I jumped up onto my feet, and that’s when she stopped me. 
 
    “Collar, sit still.” 
 
    I fell back down onto my knees, just the way she liked. She strolled over to me. 
 
    Paralyzed but very much aware of what was going on, I had to endure her proximity. She smelled so good, and I stared at her short skirt and her legs. 
 
    “I think you will drink from your bowl now,” she said. Almost as an afterthought, Victoria uttered, “Collar, freedom.” 
 
    She wouldn’t force me to do it, which was so much worse. If I had been compelled by her technology, then I would have had an excuse. 
 
    Instead, I turned around and dropped my head down toward the dog bowl. I started to lick at the water, just as a canine would have done. 
 
    She started to pet me again, her fingers brushing through my hair. “Good boy. There’s a very good boy!” 
 
    “I hate this,” I said after a few more licks at the water. 
 
    “Oh, I know you do,” she replied. “But that’s okay. You don’t need to enjoy this. You just have to obey. That’s why this is Obedience School!” 
 
    For the next minute or so, Victoria simply watched as her human dog licked at the water. He didn’t know it yet, but every time he surrendered, he gave up another piece of himself. Pretty soon, he would be eager as her dog. 
 
    She looked forward to seeing that look of defeat on his face when he realized what had happened and how she had conquered him. 
 
    “Let’s work on tricks,” she said. 
 
    “I won’t do tricks,” Adam insisted. 
 
    Victoria laughed at him again. Every time he tried to defy her, it just amused Victoria. “Collar, sit.” 
 
    He fell onto his haunches. 
 
    “What, resisting again? Was it something about how you are going to prove yourself?” 
 
    This time, Adam didn’t say anything. Every time he spoke against this girl, she proved him wrong; she demonstrated her authority. He just had to get the collar off, he told himself. But she had already instructed him never to remove it. So what could he do? 
 
    Adam didn’t know. 
 
    “Roll over,” she ordered next. 
 
    Almost immediately, he felt his control return, but that wasn’t good enough. Adam doubled his bottom lip as he stared straight ahead. He struggled to remain utterly stoic, as though this didn’t affect him. 
 
    “Is that how you want to behave? Is that how you are going to act?” Victoria teased. 
 
    He inhaled, filling his lungs. He thought that he might be able to attack her or something, but she smirked. “If you behave, I might let you have that orgasm.” 
 
    Adam growled like a beast. That didn’t scare her. On the contrary, she laughed at him. Victoria made it worse when she raised her hand, like she wanted to cover her mouth to keep him from seeing what she was doing. But really, it was obvious. She thought he was cute, an adorable little dog. 
 
    “You might get that orgasm,” she said again, making it sound so enticing. 
 
    He bit down on his lower lip again, and then he threw himself to the side, rolling around on the floor in front of her. 
 
    “Good boy!” 
 
    When he was on his back, she came up to him, and she started to touch him. Her fingers brushed over his chest, down his stomach, over his flanks, and then to his shaft. That’s right. She started to tease him and touch him again, making him twitch with anticipation. 
 
    But she didn’t free him from the collar’s influence. 
 
    “Please,” he said, his voice straining. Adam didn’t know how much more of this he could take! 
 
    “Oh, you’re such a funny little puppy. Yes, you are!” She wrapped her hand around his member, squeezed, relaxed, and then tensed up again. 
 
    Each time, it felt like he would climax. He had never been this aroused before; he had never experienced this kind of tormenting stimulation. 
 
    “Tell me you want to be my doggie.” 
 
    “I, I want to be your doggie!” 
 
    “Tell me that you want to hump my leg.” 
 
    “What?” Adam asked. 
 
    She relaxed her hold on his genitals. 
 
    Gasping and panting, he managed to get his thoughts back together. “No. I, I want to do it.” 
 
    “Collar, begging position.” 
 
    Immediately, he rolled up onto his haunches again, only now he pressed his elbows to his sides, and he raised his hands up. His wrists relaxed, and his fingers pushed down into his palms, making an adorable little set of paws. 
 
    “Look at that. You can assume the position with hardly any effort. Now, I’m going to give you the chance to beg to hump my leg. Show me you can be a good dog.” After that, she returned his freedom, but Adam didn’t know what to do. 
 
    His entire body ached for orgasm. It felt like an addiction that suffused every molecule and nerve he possessed. He wanted to jump at her, but he already knew it would be ineffective. This girl was smarter than him and stronger than him. She had already won. 
 
    Logically, he needed to succumb except for the fact that he was now her pet because he was never going to get away. 
 
    “There it is! That’s the look!” 
 
    Maintaining his begging position, he looked up at her. “Please, may I please hump your leg?” 
 
    “Bark.” 
 
    “Wruff, wruff!” he called out, making those animal noises for her amusement. 
 
    “Roll over!” 
 
    He did that too. 
 
    By this point, she started to suspect that she could really tame him. 
 
    “Good boy. You’ve already licked me, so come here for your reward.” He strolled back over toward her couch, and then she beckoned him. This time, he didn’t try to stand up. He was just a dog, so he had to remain on all fours. Moving on his knees and knuckles, he scampered over to her, and then she reached out, grabbed his collar and pulled him forward. The next thing he knew, his shaft pressed up against her leg. 
 
    “There we go. There’s my horny little puppy play.” 
 
    Adam hated every second of this, yet it still felt so good. Intellectually, he could think of himself as a man, but he felt more like a canine. 
 
    That morning, he had woken up as a college instructor, but now he pumped his hips against this girl. 
 
    “Collar, enable orgasm.” 
 
    Almost immediately, his shaft began to pulsate and sputter. He could feel it as he shot his load against her skirt. He grunted and growled, just like an animal. And then he finished, only to feel weak and exhausted. She put her hand on his shoulder and nudged down to the floor. 
 
    “There’s a good boy.” With a grin on her face, she stood over him. He saw the wet spot on her skirt. 
 
    “Lick my hand,” she commanded, holding her palm out. 
 
    Immediately, he understood what this meant. She didn’t use the device. She wouldn’t need to, not when she had already shown him that he couldn’t possibly win. That’s why he leaned in and started to lick her hand to acknowledge her supremacy. She became his owner—his Master. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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