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   Our Pet Boy 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    When I first started working data entry in our accounting department, I figured it would just be a job. I had been with this company for two years, and it was pretty sedate, just boring paperwork, watercooler conversations, and nothing really exciting. But then I went to the third floor, and I met the department receptionist, and everything changed. 
 
    I can still hold onto that distinct moment when I glanced down at my notebook to see her name because I wanted to be polite. When my former supervisor told me to go talk to Katie, I just assumed she’d be some older woman with troll dolls and pictures of her kids scattered around her desk. 
 
    “I’m here to see Katie,” I said just as I looked up, only to blinked, shocked. 
 
    It was a gut punch…but it felt good—if that makes any sense. Katie was a blonde girl with a pixie haircut, and this gorgeously sculpted features. There was just something about the shape of her face, the lines of her nose, and the sparkle of her blue eyes. 
 
    Her black rimmed glasses, she didn’t look like a model or anything. She wasn’t intimidating, but she was really, really cute. 
 
    “How convenient,” she teased. “Because I’m waiting for a guy named Cameron. I guess that’s you?” 
 
    When she said my name, my chest squeezed deliciously. My heart slammed faster, and I just nodded. Remembering I was at work and needed to take this seriously, I cleared my throat, “Yeah, that’s me.” 
 
    “Let me give you a to her of the floor,” she said, rising from her desk. 
 
    She was short and petite, a lithe, almost elfin girl with her slightly pointed ears and diminutive build. Part of me wondered what it would be like to try to pick her up, but I quickly banished the thought. 
 
    Just as we walked by her desk, I saw some of the different toys scattered by her computer: Iron Man, a Stargate, and a British phone box. I blurted out, “Are you a sci-fi fan?” 
 
    “Huge nerd,” she said, “But my manager said I could only have three models at my desk.” 
 
    “I’m guessing she doesn’t want you to play with toys at work?” 
 
    “Hey!” Katie called out, “I only play with my toys during recess and never during nap time.” She grinned, and I felt this goofy smile spread across my face. 
 
    This girl was amazing, dorky and sweet, funny and confident all at the same time. She motioned for me to follow, and I quickly scurried after her. As I did, I couldn’t help but check her out in those tight black pants. They hugged her posterior, and I couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to run my fingers along the backs of her thighs or up the curves of her butt. 
 
    The accounting department was just as boring as I would have expected. There were dozens of cubicles, each one that bizarre mix of blue and gray, a break room, and the cramped space with the copier and office supplies. 
 
    She finished by bringing me back to my desk. “And this is where you’ll be serving out the term of your imprisonment.” 
 
    “You don’t like working here, do you?” 
 
    She giggled, “Actually, I love it. The people here are really nice.” 
 
    She was really nice. 
 
    “Well, I’m looking forward to working with you,” I said. 
 
    “Okay, so I guess that’s it. If you have any questions, just let me know.” Then she sauntered off, and I studied the contours of her hair. When I sat down, the world felt bland and colorless, like Katie had introduced fresh hues and energies to my world. 
 
    But I was a professional, so I sat down, and I meandered through the same kinds of work I would’ve done with the payroll group. I didn’t even need my new supervisor to come over and show me how to work the system. 
 
    I finished a little early, got up, and went to get some water. As I did so, I walked by Katie’s desk. She glanced up, smiled, and waved. We started talking. Since I was done with my work, I didn’t feel bad about wasting time with her. 
 
    When we talked, the colors came back. Somehow, I was leaning on a counter in the accounting department inside a huge data processing firm, and everything still somehow felt wonderful and exciting. We whispered, laughed, told stupid jokes, and traded tidbits about our favorite fandoms. 
 
    That night, I knew I really, really liked her. 
 
    The next day, I told myself I was going to ask her out. I got to work a little early, and I was grateful to see her there. But when I strode up to her desk, we started chatting, and I didn’t get the chance. I still had a few minutes before I’d technically be required to sit at my workstation and start on those numbers. But then she said something, a string of words I never expected. 
 
    “You’re really sweet, Cameron. Hey, maybe you’d like to go see a movie with me and my girlfriend some time? The three of us could have a blast!” 
 
    Me and my girlfriend. 
 
    I smiled and pretended this didn’t crash into me like another gut punch. Only this one hurt. A lot. And yet, I didn’t want to be anywhere else. I had to stay by her desk until that last second as we chatted. 
 
    When I eventually went back to my computer and got to work, everything felt strange. The colors were there but muted. When I thought of her, I didn’t get to enjoy this wild rush of excitement and hope. 
 
    Me and my girlfriend. 
 
    I hadn’t realized those four words could sting quite so badly. 
 
    Right away, I told myself that I would just keep my distance, let some of the hurt fade, and just move on because this wasn’t a big deal. It wasn’t like Katie and I had been dating or anything. Heck, I’d only spent about an hour talking with her so I couldn’t call this anything more than infatuation. 
 
    There was just one problem. 
 
    Before my lunch break, she stopped by and asked if I wanted to hang out. 
 
    I knew it was a dumb idea. 
 
    I said yes anyway. 
 
    For the next couple of days, I told myself my feelings would fade. Eventually, I would find a someone else. In fact, I went on a couple of dating apps, searched through some possibilities, and tried to find someone to distract me. But every night, I went home, and I closed my eyes. I tried to fantasize about models or actresses, maybe some random singer. 
 
    None of it really helped. 
 
    I couldn’t distract myself or push thoughts of Katie away. And yet, she wasn’t interested in me. She couldn’t be, especially with her girlfriend. 
 
    We kept hanging out. At work, we chatted all the time. We teased each other, had these inside jokes, and just have a blast. It was always so much fun to hang around her desk. Not only that, my supervisor didn’t seem to mind, especially since we were careful to keep our voices down. Whenever distracted anyone else, and I always got my work done on time. 
 
    The only one who had a problem was me. 
 
    My feelings didn’t go away. 
 
    No, they got stronger. 
 
    Sometimes, I couldn’t sleep. Sometimes, I’d wake up in the middle of the night, and I would look up, think of her face, and I would remember something she said, and then I would wonder what it’d be like to reach out in the dark and touch my arm to her shoulder, her thigh, or even brush my fingers through her soft blonde hair. 
 
    I had to tell her. 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    Work got fun. 
 
    For the most part, the accountants were as boring as they sounded. Sure, a couple of the people at work could be kind of interesting. Jason loved to go hiking, so sometimes he showed me his favorite trails. Olivia loved hiking, so I used Jason to get some intel on the easier routes when I wanted to be a really, really good girlfriend. 
 
    Olivia could be a machine, trudging through the mountains without stopping. Me? Not so much. 
 
    But I loved her, and I always did my best to make her happy, and if she really just wanted one or two hikes every month, that would be fine, especially since I wanted both of us to stay healthy. 
 
    By this point, we lived together, and I loved her. Olivia was my girl, my protector and my favorite person. 
 
    But now, there was this boy at work, and he was pretty interesting. Olivia watched my favorite shows and movies with me. She made all of the right sounds, and she let me rant or swoon when some of my favorite characters finally got together. 
 
    After about a week, Olivia looked at me as we ate dinner. Positioned on the loveseat in our condo, I told her about this conversation Cameron and I were having. 
 
    “You know, he’s totally in love with you,” Olivia told me when I paused for breath. 
 
    I burst out laughing, hard enough to make some of the peas spill off of my fork. 
 
    “I’m serious,” Olivia said with her perfect certainty. As an attorney, she could sound reasonably friendly but super scary at the same time. 
 
    “No, we’re just friends.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she replied. “Didn’t you tell me he stayed for an extra half hour after his shift to hang out with you?” 
 
    “We just like talking about the same shows,” I replied. I cut through some of the roast, pulled a bite up to my mouth, and chewed. 
 
    “I don’t think boys do that,” Olivia said. 
 
    “How much do we know about boys?” It was a fair question, especially since both Olivia and I came from fairly progressive households and communities. When we both decided we like to girls back in middle school, there wasn’t any incredible drama. In fact, I didn’t even have to come out to my family. It was just kind of assumed that I liked hanging out with girls, and I’d continue to do so. Nothing had to be said. 
 
    “Katie, just don’t break his heart, okay?” 
 
    “I’m serious,” I told her. This sounded so strange, like we were back in elementary school or something, “He doesn’t like me.” I had to use that special emphasis, “We’re just friends.” 
 
    “You sure about that?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Want to bet?” 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    Crap. 
 
    Crap. Crap. Crap. 
 
    Crap! 
 
    I loved seeing her, but I had to stop. I wanted to stop visiting with her, but I couldn’t, not when I had to walk by her desk. I thought about asking to be transferred, but that would mean a pay cut. I could quit, but the benefits were good, and I loved working here…because of her. 
 
    That’s why I came to one conclusion: I had to tell her. I told her, then maybe she could do the responsible thing and cut me off. We could just go back to being work acquaintances, and that’d be it. 
 
    Or maybe she would tell HR, they’d bring me in for a talk, and I would be warned or even fired. I wasn’t supposed to have feelings for a coworker. I wasn’t supposed to get caught in her gravity. 
 
    On one of those days when she asked me if I wanted to have lunch with her, I said yes. There had been about a week there where I told her I had to stay focused on work, and she seemed disappointed, but I was the one who stayed in my cubicle, hiding and watching YouTube videos. 
 
    No, I had to face the truth. 
 
    We went down to the cafeteria together. 
 
    At first, the conversation went like any other. We were talking about one episode of Dr. Who, both its strengths and weaknesses when I decided to make my move. Actually, this wasn’t a move so much as kamikaze dive. 
 
    “Katie, I know you have a girlfriend and you love her, and I’m really happy for you, but I have to tell you the truth. I have feelings for you. I really like you. I really like you so much, it hurts and I just had to tell you because I wish I could be with you, but I know I can’t. I’d do anything for you. I would do anything for the chance to be with you in any way.” 
 
    There. 
 
    The words came out fast, faster than I expected. I thought she could understand me, but then Katie was looking at me from the other side of her glasses, and she didn’t say anything for several long seconds. 
 
    “Oh,” she finally replied. Then she put on a wane smile, “Thank you. Thank you for telling me.” 
 
    Awkward silence. 
 
    Katie swallowed back some of her nervousness, glanced around, and seemed to see the clock for the first time. “Hey, I just remembered, I have some work I need to take care of back at my desk. Is it okay if I head out?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Sure.” 
 
    Okay. I did it.  
 
    I just wrecked our friendship, and we weren’t going to hang out anymore. 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    With my head bowed down, I rushed back to my desk. I practically ran the hallways, jumped on the elevator, only to regret by decision because there wasn’t a “Go Faster” button anywhere on the numbered panel. 
 
    Then I got back to my desk, I dropped down, and that’s when I could actually think. Before I knew what I was doing, this dumb, goofy grin spread across my face. He liked me! 
 
    Yeah, this happened a couple of times back in high school. Some boy who really know me very well, he would see me in class, or we would do a project together, and then he would ask me out. But each time, I could tell that he didn’t really know me very well. He was just interested in a launch girl in glasses. 
 
    I got pretty good at telling those boys that my parents weren’t allowing me to date, and that ended the conversation. 
 
    But now, a boy like me, and my brows crinkled with confusion as I looked around my desk. Obviously, I didn’t actually have any work that needed my attention, but I wanted to talk about this. 
 
    I grabbed my phone from my purse, walked back, and pulled up her number. 
 
    Olivia answered on the second ring; it was her lunch break too. 
 
    Without any kind of preamble or analysis, I just told my girlfriend, “You were right.” 
 
      
 
    Olivia 
 
    I knew it! 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    “Please—no gloating.” 
 
    On the other end of the line, I knew Olivia was in her office, probably spinning around in her chair, grinning like some master strategist. “I’m only going to say this once,” she replied, and I knew exactly what was coming. “And I’m sorry if it makes me a jerk.” 
 
    “You’re not sorry,” I replied as I braced myself. 
 
    “I told you so,” she replied. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah.” 
 
    “What happened?” Olivia asked, maybe sensing some of the tension in my voice. 
 
    “It was weird,” I told her. “We were at lunch, and he just got the strange look on his face, and he told me. He told me he really likes me, that he can’t stop thinking about me. He told me he would do anything for me. He’d do anything for the chance to be with me.” 
 
      
 
    Olivia 
 
    Anything? 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    My girlfriend didn’t say anything for several long seconds. 
 
    “Olivia? Are you there?” 
 
    “Yeah, sweetie. I’m here,” Olivia replied. 
 
    “What do you think I should do?” 
 
    “Well, there are a couple of options,” Olivia replied, only she used her legal voice now. “First, you could report into HR. It’s not appropriate for an employee to develop feelings for someone else.” 
 
    “I don’t think he did this on purpose,” I said. 
 
    “He decided to tell you. And yeah, you can talk about the romance or whatever, but he made a conscious decision to make a formal declaration. He could’ve asked to be transferred. He could have quit. He didn’t have to spend time with you during his lunch break. Those are all choices he made.” 
 
    “I don’t want to get him in trouble,” I said, quickly dismissing the idea. 
 
    “You could tell them you just want to be friends,” Olivia told me. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, only my voice was brittle. 
 
    “That’s not what you want, is it?” 
 
    “I love you,” I said quickly. I didn’t want to have to deal with a lovesick colleague in addition to a jealous girlfriend. 
 
    But Olivia just laughed on the other end. “Sweetie, it’s okay. I know we have a solid commitment and an amazing relationship. I am so happy with you, and I think you’re happy with me. You are happy with me, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Very, very happy,” I promised her. 
 
    I may have been stuck in some crappy copy room with poor ventilation and the aromas of cheap paper and toner mixing in the air, but I still smiled as I remembered what it felt like to wake up next to Olivia, wrapped my arms around her, and cuddle on her chest. I loved the shape and lines of her body, how she could be firm and soft and all the right places. 
 
    “Good,” Olivia said. “But you know, it’s okay if you’re flattered.” 
 
    “I might be,” I told my girlfriend. 
 
    “And it’s okay if you want to try something else.” 
 
    My brows creased in confusion. “I’m not interested in a boyfriend. And I’m definitely not interested in dating someone else. I love you.” 
 
    “Who said anything about dating?” Olivia asked. 
 
    “Wait. What’re you talking about?” 
 
    “About a month ago, we had some wine, we started talking, and we discussed a possibility. I think this was a few days after you told me he wasn’t in love with you.” 
 
      
 
    Olivia 
 
    Attorneys remember things differently compared to other people. For us, understanding exact timelines is incredibly important. More than that, we don’t just look at a sequence of events and consider how or why something happened. Instead, we consider the legal implications. How does one event relate to responsibility? How does it relate back to culpability and liability? 
 
    That’s why it was easy for me to remember what my sweet girl and I talked about through the haze of tipsy giggles. 
 
    Luckily for me, my office door was closed, so none of my colleagues could see my face. But even if they had, I put on that mask of professional detachment. Nothing could be more important for a practicing lawyer. 
 
    “Do you remember what we talked about?” I asked because I knew my girlfriend wouldn’t be brave enough to broach the subject. But then, she was a lot more relaxed and playful than me. More importantly, she didn’t have my particular interest in control. 
 
    You see, love, for me, took on another aspect. When I was a little girl, I never pictured myself as the damsel in distress. I was always the superheroine, the witch, the dangerous woman striding forward, eyes narrowed, confident and ready to kick butt. 
 
    When I was an adolescent, I started to fantasize about both boys and girls, though I knew I didn’t really want to date a boy. They seemed gross and weirdly immature, somehow primitive and savage. Yeah, I knew a lot of them were wildly ambitious and incredibly intelligent, and I had a couple of male friends, but the idea of kissing one of them in real life just never appealed to me. 
 
    But in my fantasies? 
 
    Sometimes I pictured those boys tied down, spread out and naked, their bodies vulnerable and helpless. I could touch them and tease them. Maybe this was some kind of curiosity, but I was wondered what it would be like to stroke a boy and make him hard and hear him beg for release. 
 
    In my fantasies, I never gave it to those imaginary boys. Instead, I would just touch myself for use them in other ways… 
 
    And now, as I sat at my desk and talked to my girl, I kept thinking about those old images. 
 
    “I remember we were laughing about something really, really silly,” she said. 
 
    “We’re talking about retraining him,” I said, “We were talking about how he’s probably so in love with you that he would do anything to be close to you. You could probably slip a collar around his neck and turn him into an obedient little puppy dog.” 
 
    “You’re joking,” she said. 
 
    “Do I sound like I’m joking?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” she said, lowering her voice to a frantic whisper, “But we can’t do something like that.” 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. 
 
    “Because it’d be illegal!” 
 
    “It’s only illegal if we get caught,” I said. “Besides, this boy already wants to belong to you. How hard would it be to lower him into a dog cage?” 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re having this conversation.” 
 
    “That’s because you never thought either of us would be brave enough to really suggest it,” I pointed out. “Look. I know his type. He’s a sweet boy, and he’s in love with you, and he already said he would do anything for the chance to be with you. Let’s see if he really meant it.” 
 
    “I’m sure this is what he meant.” 
 
    “Invite him over to dinner,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    I couldn’t tell. I legitimately couldn’t tell which was worse: being in love with a girl you work with and holding out the slight, minuscule hoped that maybe something could happen or confessing and knowing she didn’t want to be your friend anymore. 
 
    After I finished my lunch, I trudged back to my desk. I started typing in numbers, one digit after another. My time slowed it down, probably because I didn’t have the wild excitement of knowing I would get to see Katie again. 
 
    Actually, the idea of seeing her made my chest tighten painfully. 
 
    I didn’t want to be this pathetic boy who had a crush on the office receptionist. And yet, I told her. 
 
    Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. 
 
    I typed in another couple of numbers, made some dumb mistake, and really wanted to bang my head on my desk. Before I could make any rash decisions, however, she appeared just outside of my cubicle. 
 
    “Hey, Cameron, can we talk?” 
 
    I sat up straight, turned to her, and I thought of trying to appear all distant and unaffected, like nothing down in the cafeteria mattered or meant anything. But no. I wouldn’t try to pretend like that. Instead, I just decided to apologize, “Hey, I was really out of line back there. I’m sorry, and it won’t happen again.” 
 
    “Cameron, can we talk?” Katie asked again. The corners of her mouth twitched upward, only I didn’t know how to interpret her almost-smile. 
 
    “Sure?” 
 
    She marched away. For the first time since we met, I made an active point of not checking out her ass or admiring the contours of her hair. 
 
    We went down the hall without saying anything. She strode faster than normal. I tried to get a glimpse of her face, and I caught sight of her profile for just a second before she turned away again. She seemed…nervous? 
 
    I didn’t really understand, but I kept following her. Technically, I was supposed to be at my desk entering information, but a quick break wouldn’t hurt anything. 
 
    A few minutes later, she went to the elevator. Luckily, there were a bunch of other people on it. We rode down in silence, got off, and she brought me out toward the front of the building. It was almost like a park with those gorgeous fountains, rounded statues, and big trees. 
 
    She kept walking until she came to a stone bench and sat down. 
 
    I stood there. 
 
    “Please sit,” she said. 
 
    “Can we just talk?” 
 
    “Sit,” she said, her tone sharpening, and I found myself falling down onto the bench beside her. 
 
    That’s when a little smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, but I didn’t know why. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, puffing out her cheeks. “What you told me the cafeteria, was it true?” 
 
    I licked my lips and thought of a dozen different excuses. Maybe I had sown doubt and made a mistake. Maybe I didn’t get any sleep last night and had no idea what I was saying. It could have been a new medication I was taking… 
 
    But no, one glance at this girl, and I knew I couldn’t fly to her. “Yes.” That’s all I said. Just one word. 
 
    “Okay,” she allowed. “Then I have an offer for you. Olivia and I would like to have you over for dinner tonight.” 
 
    “Both of you?” I asked. 
 
    “She wants to meet you.” 
 
    “But why?” I asked before I could stop myself. 
 
    She studied me for several long seconds like she couldn’t decide whether or not I was being silly. 
 
    “Olivia has a proposal in mind. I don’t think I can say any more than that.” 
 
    “Right…” 
 
    “But Cameron, I want you to think about this really carefully. You remember what you said to me? Specifically?” 
 
    “Which part?” I asked with a nervous chuckle. 
 
    “You said you would do anything to be with me. Do you really mean that?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    Katie reached over and touched my leg. An electric tingle ran from her fingertips through my pants and into my skin. I didn’t want it to stop as she said, “You need to think really carefully about what ‘anything’ means.” Then Katie pulled her hand away, and I missed her touch there against my leg. 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    I didn’t know what to wear, and an hour of searching through my closet hadn’t helped. I kept scanning through the same choices again and again. I mixed and matched, but it didn’t help. 
 
    Worse, Olivia wasn’t home to give me any guidance. After talking to Cameron, I texted her and she said she would be home about an hour later than usual. 
 
    We ordered dinner, and it would be delivered later, which gave me plenty of time to worry. 
 
    What was going to happen tonight? Seriously? 
 
    I knew what Olivia wanted. She had talked about it a couple of times, especially when we’re making love. It was one of those ridiculous fantasies someone might have but knew would never come to pass. 
 
    A boy couldn’t really be treated like a dog. He wouldn’t actually surrender to a collar or give in and accept a couple of girls as his owner… 
 
    That’s what I told myself because it felt like the right answer, yet every time I ran through those ideas, I felt a bizarre tingling between my legs. 
 
    Could I own a boy? 
 
    Just the question was enough to stiffen my nipples. I didn’t want to be with him, not in the traditional sense. I didn’t want to hold his hand, but what about his leash? 
 
    I clenched my eyes shut again, grabbed the red dress, pulled it on, and turned to the side, first the left, then the right. I put on some dark red lipstick that contrasted nicely with my dress and the pale tone of my skin. Last, I went simple, tying my hair back into a ponytail. 
 
    From there, I went out into the living room, I sat down, and I waited with my phone in hand. 
 
    I had already texted Cameron the address and time. 
 
    When I heard Olivia slide her key into the door, I immediately jumped up and rushed to help her. Sure enough, she needed it. She had several boxes and bags of materials. When I saw everything, my brows tightened, “Really?” 
 
    “Really,” she said with a smile. “Let’s get this stuff into the guest room.” I helped her carry it without looking too carefully at the labels, especially because I still didn’t think this could work. 
 
    “It’s going to work,” Olivia said. “Now, why don’t you go get a glass of wine while I set some of this stuff up?” 
 
    “Are you sure I can’t help?” 
 
    Olivia rose from the floor, stood over me, touched the underside of my chin, and lifted my mouth. She leaned in and kissed me. I love to the touch of her lips against mine even if she risked smearing my makeup. 
 
    Instinctively, I rose on the tips of my toes as I kissed her. She pulled away, only to press down. I loved playing this little game of push-and-tug whenever we kissed. 
 
    “I’m sure,” Olivia promised. “Now, I know you’re nervous, so I want you to relax as best you can. Be a good girl for me and go get some wine.” 
 
    Like some little kid, I stuck out my tongue and scurried away. 
 
    “By the way, you look really good in that dress!” 
 
    I laughed. For the next few minutes anyway, I didn’t feel terrified. 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    Yeah, I was definitely terrified. 
 
    I followed my cell phone’s instructions and maneuvered my way through the city until I found their building. It was in one of the large towers at the center of the city. Suddenly, I found myself surrounded by a bunch of skyscrapers. When I went to work, it was at a small office complex on the periphery, out in the suburbs. 
 
    My apartment was in a little complex that wouldn’t impress anyone. But when I had to lean forward and peer up to get some sense of just how tall their condo tower was, my heart started beating faster. 
 
    Clearly, Olivia did really well for herself if this was where they lived. 
 
    Then another thought occurred to me. What if this was some elaborate joke, like I would just show up to a condo, and strangers lived there? 
 
    No, Katie wouldn’t do that to me. 
 
    But the doubts remained. 
 
    When I got to the building, I used the code Katie texted me along with the address to get through the gates and into the elevator bank. I wrote one up. My stomach dropped as the momentum lifted me, but then the doors chimed open, and I found myself walking down the hall, all as my nervousness mounted. 
 
    Wild adrenaline coursed through my veins. Tribal instincts told me I should get ready to fight or flee. And yet, that wasn’t what was about to happen. 
 
    This’d be so much more intense and unpredictable. 
 
    When I came to their door, I stood there like an idiot for several long seconds. I tried to get my arm to move, but my shoulder felt paralyzed, and I couldn’t make my elbow work properly. 
 
    Yes, I was being ridiculous, and I knew it, but I still couldn’t act like a functional human being. 
 
    Then I glanced down the hall and realized something: I could just walk away. I could leave, jump back in my car, and pretend none of this had ever happened. 
 
    But Katie… 
 
    Just thinking of her name was enough to make me act. I raised my arm, knocked on the door, and stood back as though I expected it to explode at any moment. 
 
    The door opened, and I found myself face to face with a gorgeous girl. She was tall and slender. She had on this exquisite black dress and dark gray jacket. Like Katie, she wore dark rimmed glasses, only hers seemed to melt in perfectly with the bright shine of her black hair. 
 
    I recognized her right away: Olivia, Katie’s girlfriend. 
 
    “Hello there,” she said. “Can I help you?” 
 
    Wait a second. This girl had to know I was coming, right? This wasn’t some sort of bizarre ambush, was it? 
 
    Just as I started to sputter, Katie appeared in the hall. She jogged forward, her blonde hair bouncing along her shoulders until she stopped just behind Olivia. “Don’t mess with him,” she said. 
 
    “Sorry,” Olivia said, holding out her hand. “I’m Olivia, you obviously know Katie, and you’re welcome to come in.” 
 
    Tentatively, I reached out, and we shook hands. Her grip was solid, her skin cool to the touch. She pulled away, only to motion for me to enter. 
 
    Feeling like I was about to enter a wolves’ den, I stepped forward. 
 
    Unsurprisingly, their condo was really nice. They had this huge granite countertop off to the side, a pair of ovens, and enormous windows that looked out on the city. The sun was setting, and lights and started to twinkle in the different buildings like a second set of stars. 
 
    “Would you like anything to drink?” Katie asked. 
 
    “Water?” I didn’t mean for the word to come out like a question. 
 
    “Sparkling or flat?” 
 
    I blinked. That wasn’t a question I really anticipated. 
 
    “Sparkling, I guess,” I said. 
 
    Olivia walked up to me. She remained politely far away, yet it still felt like she managed to somehow invade my personal space. “Cameron, would you like to have a seat?” Those words may have been phrased like a question, but I knew this was a demand. 
 
    “Sure,” I sat down on the couch. Surprisingly, it was really comfortable. Thick cushions squeezed beneath me as I kept my back straight. I still had on my collared shirt and black pants from work, which made this feel like a job interview, only I didn’t know what the company did or what sorts of questions Olivia might ask. 
 
    As Katie grabbed some water, Olivia glanced over her shoulder and called out, “Katie, can you get me a glass of wine, perhaps some of the Chardonnay?” 
 
    “Sure thing!” Katie chirped from the kitchen. 
 
    Olivia watched me. 
 
    Surprisingly, she had blue eyes. Considering her black hair, I wasn’t expecting to see azure encircle her pupils. My surprise didn’t last long, not when it was quickly crushed underneath the weight of fresh anxiety. 
 
    “Tell me about yourself,” she ordered. 
 
    “I’m a data entry specialist, I’m kind of new to the city, and I like sci-fi,” I blurted out. 
 
    “What about Katie?” 
 
    “What about her?” 
 
    “You like her?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    Katie saved me by navigating between the seats. On a small tray, she carried a glass of wine and two cups of water. She handed me mine, and I took a sip, grateful to have something to do with my hands. 
 
    “You never answer my question,” Olivia said. 
 
    “We have to start talking about this right away?” Katie asked. 
 
    “I think it’d be a good idea,” Olivia answered. “We shouldn’t waste our time. We shouldn’t waste his either.” 
 
    With my knees held together, my back straight, and my shoulders rigid, I didn’t know what she meant. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I finally managed to ask. 
 
    “Olivia and I have been talking about what you said to me before…You know, the fact that you have a huge crush on my girlfriend,” Olivia said. 
 
    “Look, I didn’t want to cause any trouble—" I started to say. 
 
    “And you haven’t,” Olivia assured me. “But you also told my girlfriend how you’d be willing to do anything for the chance to be with her. Is that still true?” 
 
    “I…” My voice trailed off, and I stopped. Then I tried again. “Yes.” 
 
    “Cameron, you can’t be her boyfriend. You can’t be with her or have sex with her. But you can still have the chance to be close with her. Are you interested?” 
 
    “What’re you talking about?” I asked. 
 
    “This is going to be really different,” Katie said. I could tell she wanted to prepare me for something very strange, something completely radical. 
 
    Olivia pressed on, “Katie and I have an interesting little fantasy, something you might be able to help us with. You can’t be her girlfriend, but you can become our dog.” 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    I braced myself, held my breath, and actually reached over, grabbing Olivia’s hand. I squeezed her fingers beneath mine as I waited for Cameron to burst out laughing. And yet, I could just sit there, frozen as Olivia continued to speak. 
 
    The tempo and tone of her voice didn’t change. She sounded polite, friendly, and professional all at the same time. It was easy for her, especially since she spent so much time negotiating. 
 
    “I know, this must sound strange, but Katie and I both want a pet,” Olivia said. “We want someone we can own, train, and take care of. We think you might be the ideal fit, especially considering your little crush on Katie.” 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    I bristled at those last words. 
 
    “…your little crush on Katie.” Olivia made me sound like some little kid who had a crush on his teacher or something. My feelings were stronger than that, more mature than that. 
 
    And yet, I still reeled, knocked back psychologically if not physically by what she just said. 
 
    “Wait,” I replied. “Try that again. I don’t think I heard you right.” 
 
    “Oh, you definitely did,” Olivia replied with a little chuckle. “We’re powerful women, and we want a pet boy. That could be you. You could be down on the floor, barking, panting, and ready to serve us however we like.” 
 
    “Why would you want that?” 
 
    “Power,” she said, leaning forward. “It’s an incredible aphrodisiac.” 
 
    “So this would excites you?” 
 
    Olivia chuckled, “Absolutely. And why would you expect otherwise? The idea of owning another person sounds amazing. And frankly, I think we could have a lot of fun with you. Of course, you would learn to enjoy yourself as well.” 
 
    I licked my lips, glanced over at Katie, and asked, “What do you think?” 
 
    “I really want a dog,” she said with these big, hopeful eyes. 
 
    Just like that, I knew what my decision would be. Deep down, I understood that I should ask a bunch of other questions, but I wrongly believed this would just be a game, some silly fantasy. It wouldn’t be real. It couldn’t be serious. 
 
    So I said, “Okay.” 
 
    Katie’s smile stretched across her beautiful face. “Really? You really want to do it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with more certainty now. Katie wanted me to do it, so I needed to make her happy. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” Olivia said. “I have some supplies. Katie, can you go get them for us?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” said the blonde. She popped up out of her spot, raced off, and Olivia leaned forward. “Tonight, we’re going to get started. How do you feel about that?” 
 
    “Fine,” I said. “So the three of us can play around for a little bit, and then you and I will need to have a conversation about some of the other details. For now, just relax, play along, and I think everything will work out perfectly, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    Katie came back with a pair of black bags. 
 
    “A friend of mine makes some pretty unique specialty items, and I picked up the rest of this stuff from a pet store and a sex shop,” Olivia said. 
 
    “The same place?” I asked, chuckling nervously. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Two different businesses.” 
 
    Katie clapped her hands together, looked over at me, and said, “Okay, I think you need to get naked now.” 
 
    The moisture drained away from my mouth. Get naked? What? 
 
    “You’re going to be a pet,” Olivia stated flatly. “For this, you’ll need to be naked. So go ahead, puppy. Strip.” 
 
    “Yeah, puppy!” While Olivia maintained her professional tone, Katie sounded so excited and happy! 
 
    I still couldn’t move. But then, Katie rushed forward, reached down, and held out her hands. It was like she thought I might need help. 
 
    As I studied the slender lines of her fingertips, I reached out, and she yanked me to my feet. Once we were standing close, I wished I could lean down and kiss her, but this would be different. 
 
    “We’re going to be a family,” Katie said. 
 
    Olivia surprised me by agreeing, “Yes,” she said, “a family.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure precisely what they meant by that, but I didn’t fight when Katie reached up and started to work her fingers along my buttons. Her hands slid down the length of my chest, and my heart started beating faster. 
 
    “Look at that,” Olivia teased. “He’s blushing.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” Katie assured me. 
 
    “Have you ever been naked in front of a girl before?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answered. 
 
    “Have you ever been naked in front of a pair of lesbians?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Are you nervous?” 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    Olivia jumped up to her feet, and she took two steps, cutting the distance between us. Suddenly, she was only a few inches away, and I could smell her perfume. Surprisingly, it reminded me of sugar and strawberries. 
 
    “You’re lying,” Olivia said. 
 
    “Okay, maybe. Maybe I’m a little nervous,” I said. 
 
    She smiled, and that’s when Katie tugged on the edges of my shirt. I held my arms back, and she pulled that first layer off of me. Next, without asking, Katie went for my T-shirt. She peeled it up the length of my body, only to toss it down onto the couch. Suddenly naked from the waist up, I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    Olivia helped, “Your shoes.” I pulled them off. She told me to remove my socks, and I obeyed. Next, it was time for my belt. 
 
    Because I hesitated, Katie leaned forward, and she loosened the clasp. Again, I marveled at having both of these women so close. Maybe I didn’t have a crush on Olivia, but she was still a gorgeous woman, especially with her well-endowed chest and the shine of her black hair. 
 
    For just a moment, I made the mistake of allowing myself to imagine what it might be like to spend time with both of these girls. I could have them all to myself, sharing their bed. I would be in the center, and Katie could kiss me while Olivia went down on me. I would feel her damp lips along my flanks as she sucked me off. It would feel so incredible… 
 
    My shaft hardened with those rebellious thoughts. 
 
    All at once, I doubled my efforts and worked as hard as I could to force my body to relax. Maybe if I found the right image, I could get my shaft to soften. 
 
    But no, Katie pulled down my pants and boxers in one swift movement. Suddenly, my erection was right there in front of both of these girls. 
 
    I started to turn away, but Olivia put her hand on my shoulder, stopping me. I tried to lift my hands up to cover my manhood, but that didn’t work either because Katie grabbed my wrists. “No,” she said. “It’s okay.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked. 
 
    “Well…” Olivia began. “Yes and no. On the one hand, it’s perfectly normal. You’re naked with a pair of beautiful women in the room, so it makes sense you’d become aroused. At the same time, I don’t like the idea of you having erections without permission.” 
 
    “Permission?” 
 
    “Remember,” Olivia said, “You’re going to be our pet. This is what you want, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said in a small voice. 
 
    Olivia glanced back at Katie, and something unspoken jumped between these two women. Katie seemed confused for just a second, but Olivia gave her a quick, sure nod, so her girlfriend went to the first black bag, sifted through the items inside, and retrieved a small box. 
 
    “Katie is going to put this on you,” Olivia said. 
 
    I glanced over at the box, only to feel a flash of confusion race through me. 
 
    It was a chastity cage. I didn’t really understand the purpose of this metal contraption, especially with the thin, stainless steel wires. But then I saw the front image, and I knew exactly what it would do. 
 
    “If you want to leave, now is probably your last chance,” Olivia said. I glanced over at Katie, but it was easy for me to imagine her expression conveying one simple bot: don’t go. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “Can you relax?” Olivia asked. 
 
    I gulped, nervous, but I nodded as well. “Yeah,” I told her. “It won’t be a problem.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. 
 
    Katie opened the box and set the different components down on the coffee table. There were more than I expected. 
 
    “You should probably just close your eyes and pretend you’re somewhere else,” Olivia said. “Maybe someplace boring. You could be in line at the post office or maybe the DMV.” 
 
    When I shut my eyes, I picked up on more of her perfume. That strawberry aroma filled my nostrils, but I somehow succeeded. I managed to relax. And just as my shaft softened, one of the girls grabbed my cock and slipped it into the cage. Almost instantly, fresh arousal pumped through my body, but it was too late. My member tried to harden, to push out, but there was no way I could achieve an orgasm while I wore that cage. 
 
    She slipped some kind of metal band around my scrotum, attached to the two pieces, and locked them. 
 
    I started to open my eyes, to glance down because I wanted to know what was happening, but Olivia sensed my movement and shook her head, “No. Keep your eyes shut. It’ll be better if it’s a surprise.” 
 
    Reluctantly, I left my eyelids drop again, and I focused on my breathing. 
 
    “Okay,” Olivia said. “Now you can look down.” 
 
    Filling my lungs, I listened, glanced down, and that’s when I watched as Katie engaged the lock. 
 
    Click. 
 
    That sound echoed through my body. 
 
    “Okay,” Olivia said next. “Go on. See if you can get it off.” 
 
    “But you just put it on me,” I said, mostly because I didn’t take the lock seriously. Even as steel cage encircled the contours of my shaft and tugged down on my genitals, I still thought of this as some kind of jokey sex toy. 
 
    It had to be like those fake handcuffs you could buy at a mall gift shop, right? Like there would be some kind of her emergency release or something because this was just a fantasy. No one ever seriously got locked into chastity… 
 
    “Go on,” Olivia said. 
 
    “You can do it,” Katie said, making me sound a little bit like some frightened puppy. 
 
    Okay, I thought. 
 
    In those first couple of seconds, I decided to make a show of trying and failing to remove the cage. After maybe a minute, perhaps less, I’d slide it off because I knew I would be able to. In the meantime, Olivia took the key and slid it onto a chain which she proceeded to slip around her neck. It dangled there, just a few inches away from the dark curves of her cleavage. 
 
    I tugged at the sides of the cage and tried to pull it free. At first, I thought it would slide off. I figured there would be enough room because this thing was snug, but it wasn’t really that tight. Only then I started to understand how it worked. Unless I wanted to tear my balls off, I wouldn’t be able to remove the rest of the cage either. 
 
    The frustration started to build within me, mounting second by second. 
 
    “It’s okay if you can’t get it off,” Olivia said. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s really okay,” Katie agreed. 
 
    “I can do this,” I said. 
 
    I kept tugging and pulling, twisting and shifting my weight from one foot to the other as I tried to get the right angle. I kept thinking if I just came at it the right way, the cage would inevitably slide free. 
 
    Finally, I’d slumped my shoulders, and I said, “Okay. I can’t get it off.” 
 
    “Not without this,” Olivia said as she reached up and brushed her fingers along the key. 
 
    I tried not to stare. I didn’t want to be rude. 
 
    “Now it’s time for the other part of your uniform,” Katie said. She reached into the bag and pulled out a dog collar. It was blue and decorated with little white bones. 
 
    “No, not that one,” Olivia said, placing one hand on Katie’s shoulder. 
 
    “Wait, are you serious?” 
 
    “I am,” Olivia answered. “Go get it.” 
 
    Katie glanced over at me, and something close to pity flashed across her face, only then she hardened her determination and rushed out of the room. 
 
    “What? What is it?” 
 
    “Just something better suited for training a new puppy,” she said. “After all, it’s going to take some effort to make sure your housebroken.” 
 
    My brows creased with confusion because I still thought this was just a game. 
 
      
 
    Olivia 
 
    Actually, I was surprised Katie didn’t argue with me or put up much of a fight when she realized what I wanted her to do. But still, she trusted me. More than that, we shared the same urges and desires. We wanted to see this boy collared, locked in chastity, on his knees, and literally panting to obey. 
 
    He was sweet enough, articulate and probably intelligent, yet none of that mattered because our desires would circumvent everything he had worked to become. Along the way, he’d probably learn to be happy. After all, this was as close to Katie as he would ever be able to get. 
 
    He just had to trade away all of his freedom, not that he knew it, but I figured he would figure this out soon enough. 
 
    Of course, by then, it’d be far too late. 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    I knew about the “special” collar. Olivia had mentioned it once or twice, only I never really believed her. But then she pulled it out of the box, held it up for me to see, triggered the controller, and that’s when I saw the little electrodes light up with blue sparks. 
 
    They were beautiful and dangerous. 
 
    I smiled nervously when she showed me the training collar. “That looks cruel,” I said. 
 
    “I’d never use it on an animal,” she replied. 
 
    Although I knitted my brows with confusion, I nonetheless stayed quiet when she packed it up. And now I was heading down the hallway to our bedroom to retrieve it. I stopped at the guest bedroom. Olivia had been in here for a while earlier in the day. 
 
    Even if I knew I should hurry, something compelled me to check. I grabbed the knob, turned it, and peeked inside. 
 
    The condo was way too big for just two people, especially when we were cognizant of clutter. And yet, this bedroom had changed. 
 
    It had been completely empty before. Now it remained fairly sparse, only I saw something in the middle of the room. 
 
    A cage, black wrought-iron and perfectly sized for…Cameron. A few blankets had been thrown down onto the floor inside of the cage. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, I nodded to myself as though this all made sense. Part of me wondered if it was wrong, yet I couldn’t ignore the arousal pumping through my body as I turned away, quietly shut the door, and headed back to her bedroom. 
 
    I retrieved the collar from the spot where she left it in the closet, crept back down the hall, and came back to the living room. 
 
    “Give it to me,” Olivia said, holding out her hand. My girlfriend had no trouble behaving like some imperious commander. And why not? She was older, made more money, and naturally took control. 
 
    I gave her the collar and wondered what Cameron might think of how she treated me. But then it hardly mattered since she held up the collar and said, “Come here.” 
 
    I glanced over at Cameron and marveled at the fact that he allowed Olivia to lock him in a chastity cage. She had the key now, so he wouldn’t be able to get off or even have an erection without her permission. What would that do to him? What would that do to a guy? 
 
    I didn’t know, but I was sure I would find out. 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    “How is that one different?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s just a collar,” Olivia said to me. 
 
    Somehow, the idea of approaching her made me extremely nervous. Yes, I was already naked and I had already allowed them to put a chastity cage on me, but that seemed somehow less important compared to this “special” collar. Why couldn’t I just where the one from the bag? 
 
    “Look,” Olivia said, “This is going to be good for you. Besides, you’re already in a chastity cage. Why stop now?” 
 
    I glanced down at my imprisoned shaft. A shiver ran down my spine as I wondered what this all might mean, but it was hard to think, especially with Katie and Olivia right here. I had a crush on Katie and Olivia was gorgeous. Together, they had no problem short-circuiting my brain. 
 
    “I, I don’t think I can,” I finally said. 
 
    “Come here, boy. Right now,” she demanded. 
 
    My throat tightened, and I gulped back all of my worries. 
 
    “Now,” she ordered, and it was clear she wouldn’t tolerate any more delays, so I crawled forward. I heard something, a quick giggle or a gasp. It came from Katie. Just as I lifted my head, I saw her lift her hands to her mouth. 
 
    And that’s when Olivia slipped the collar around my neck. It was strange being so close to a woman like her. 
 
    As a single guy, I just stayed away from women. Sure, Katie and I had gone to lunch, and I talked to lots of females at the office, but we never got this close. There’d always be at least three or four feet distance between us. But Olivia invaded my personal space, drew the collar around my neck, secured the clasp, and then I heard something else, another click. 
 
    “What was that?” I asked. 
 
    “The lock,” Olivia said. 
 
    My eyes widened, but I didn’t get a good look at the leather band, so I didn’t know what it entailed. Strangely enough, I felt cool, metallic electrodes against my neck. Not only that, the collar was heavier than I would have expected. 
 
    “I didn’t say you could lock me up,” I protested. 
 
    Olivia raised one eyebrow as she studied me. The corners of her mouth twitched, and she asked, “Why would I ask a dog whether or not I could lock him up?” 
 
    I didn’t have any answer for her, especially since I had technically agreed to this game. 
 
    Olivia held out her hand, “Give me the controller.” 
 
    Katie obeyed right away. Controller? 
 
    “Okay, Cameron, this is how things work from now on. I’m in charge, and Katie is my girlfriend. You’re our pet, and that means we’re going to train you. Do you know what the most important part of being a dog is?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Obedience,” she said. 
 
    Only then she glanced over at Katie, and another one of those unspoken looks passed between them. They communicated without uttering a word or making a sound. I tried to decipher that code, but I couldn’t do it because they were girlfriends, had been together, and loved one another. 
 
    Katie stepped forward, and she sat down, but not on the couch. Instead, she cuddled up on Olivia’s lap. She rested her head on her girlfriend’s shoulder and smiled down at me. 
 
    My heart beat faster, especially because I never would have been allowed to see that kind of intimacy if I didn’t have a collar around my neck and a cage between my legs. 
 
    “Now,” Olivia said, returning her attention to me, “Are you ready to be a dog? Are you ready for your first taste of discipline?” 
 
    “I guess,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, here’s a new rule. You aren’t allowed to walk around to the apartment.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me,” she said. “You don’t get to walk. You stay down on your hands and knees, and you crawl. You aren’t allowed up on the furniture either, not without very special permission.” 
 
    I glanced around at the loveseat, the chair, and then the stools in the kitchen. As I did so, this strange sense of foreboding spread through me as those very normal parts of this condo became off-limits. 
 
    “Okay…” 
 
    “You don’t believe me, do you?” 
 
    “I don’t know what to think,” I said. 
 
    Katie smiled at me and said, “It’s okay. Just think of yourself as a very well-trained dog, and this will go a lot better. Just think about how you want to make us happy. That’s all a puppy really wants to do anyway. He should want to please his owners.” 
 
    “But I’m not a dog,” I said. “This is just pretend.” 
 
    “You have all of the rights and responsibilities of a canine,” Olivia said. 
 
    “But I can still think and talk.” 
 
    “For now,” Olivia said. When she grinned, she flashed her teeth, and I couldn’t help but think of some shark cutting through the ocean. “We’ll work on that later. Right now, I want to see you beg. Beg, boy.” 
 
    “Please?” I asked pathetically as I held my hands together. Yeah, that wasn’t what either of the girls wanted. 
 
    “That’s not how a dog begs,” Olivia said just as she pointed the controller at me. It felt ridiculous, like having some little girl wave a wand in my direction as she attempted some magical spell. 
 
    Unlike a children’s toy, the controller actually interfaced with the collar around my neck. I still didn’t know what it could do or what it might feel like, but I was about to find out. 
 
      
 
    Olivia 
 
    When I held the controller in my hand, I brushed my fingers and the pad of my thumb along the smooth contours. I loved the rounded edges and the soft give of the rubber buttons. As I slid the tip of my tongue along the edges of my teeth, I looked at this boy. 
 
    Confused. Sweet. Innocent. He still thought he had some modicum of control over what was happening to him. 
 
    “Beg,” I said again. 
 
    “I don’t become going to,” he said. 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    I pressed the button, and he twitched, jerking back as the first taste of electricity surged through his body. Cameron yelped and fell back, panting hard. 
 
    “What, what happened?” 
 
    “A bad dog got punished for his disobedience,” I said. 
 
    Slowly, he climbed back up onto his knees. I reached down, brushed my fingers through his hair and along his cheek. Clearly, he wanted to slap my hand away, but he didn’t know if he had the courage. I loved that confusion. 
 
    “Beg,” I ordered again. 
 
    “I don’t know how,” he said. 
 
    “Just stop and think about it.” 
 
    But then, probably because he was nervous, he did the exact same thing as before: he held his hands together, pushed his elbows to his sides, and he said, “Please?” 
 
    I shocked him again. 
 
    Still cuddled up on my lap, Katie wrapped her arms around my waist and squeezed as she buried her face because she knew what was going to happen next. 
 
    I pressed the button again, and he twitched, crying out. He didn’t fall this time; good for him. And yet, Cameron’s eyes shined as he tried to into her those blasts of pain. 
 
    “Stop it!” He finally called out. “You can’t do this! It’s not right!” 
 
    I lifted one eyebrow and watched him. Really? He sounded like some of those adorably naïve clients who thought they understood how the law worked. This was always annoying for me and the other attorneys; people always assumed they understood what the law meant. Like they took a civics class back in high school, so now they really believed they had a solid understanding of the Constitution, the Bill of Rights, whatever. They would spout off all of this nonsense without realizing there were literally centuries of precedent, interpretations, specific court cases, and more analysis to make everything so much more complicated. That’s why lawyers became necessary. 
 
    “You’re wearing a collar, and I’m holding the controller,” I told him. “That means I get to decide what’s right and how this works.” 
 
    His lips pulled back, and I saw him reveal his teeth like some sort of wild animal. 
 
    That seemed to warrant another shock. 
 
    I pushed the button, he flinched, only to bow his head down now. Breathing hard, his shoulders rose and fell with every panted gasp. But then I heard Katie whisper, “Isn’t that enough?” 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    I nudged her off of my lap, stepped forward, and stood up. I towered over the doggie boy on the floor as I wiggled the controller in front of him. 
 
    He reached up, like he thought he could take the controller. “Bad dog!” I jerked the device away, far out of his reach. At the same time, I pushed the button. 
 
    Another blast of agony swept through him, catching him off guard. He twitched there on the floor, bucking like some toy. 
 
    Katie reached up, grabbed my hand, and she said, “I didn’t agree to this.” She kept her voice low; Cameron probably didn’t hear her. 
 
    I tilted my head to the side and said, “How do you feel right now?” 
 
    “That’s not important,” she said hastily. 
 
    “Oh, I think it is,” I replied with a grin. 
 
    “Wait,” she said after another second or two. “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “I have a chore for you, Katie. We shall, taking into her bedroom, gag him and tie him up. Then we can have a conversation about how we will proceed.” 
 
    “Are you going to listen to me?” Katie asked. 
 
    “Absolutely. In fact, I will let you decide whether or not we keep the shock collar on him.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    Cameron was back on his knees as Katie got up. She reached into one of the black bags, grabbed a leash, and let it swing back and forth in front of him. 
 
    If he wanted to argue or complain, Cameron didn’t let it show on his face. Sure, he pouted, but that was all. He knew better than to speak out or argue now. 
 
    “It’ll be okay,” Katie promised. But then she looked back at me. 
 
    Oh, this was going to be so much fun. 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    Katie looked genuine and sincere when she crouched down in front of me and lifted the hook for the leash. “Come on, boy,” she said. She was so close, and she smelled so good, and I loved seeing her right here in front of me. 
 
    Again and again, I told myself this was insane. These girls couldn’t just keep me here as a pet, especially when I decided to leave, but I couldn’t pick that moment. I didn’t know when I should just get up, yank off the collar, and demand the key to the chastity cage. So I let her leash me. 
 
    As Olivia watched, Katie got back up onto her feet. She tugged on the leash, and I thought of standing, of walking. It would be petty and defiant, but I didn’t care. I just wanted to show Olivia that she couldn’t really control me. 
 
    After another couple of seconds, I thought better of it, so I crawled along the beautifully carpeted floor. I made my way down the hall, and that’s when I saw the double doors up ahead. 
 
    Katie opened one, and she motioned for me to crawl inside. I made it past to the threshold, and I marveled at the size of their master bedroom. It was enormous, almost the same size of my entire apartment! 
 
    They had couches and a TV off to one side, like an entirely separate room. There was the massive, mahogany, fourposter bed to the other side. Their dressers stood neatly, side-by-side. The closet doors were shut, but I imagined all of their beautiful outfits, ready and waiting for these beautiful girls. 
 
    I hadn’t noticed before, but Katie grabbed one of the bags. Then she crouched down again in front of me, and she said, “I want this to work.” Her eyes shined with sincerity, “I want the three of us to be happy together. Now, I’m going to talk to Olivia, and I’m going to make sure she takes the shock collar off of you. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” I said in a quick whisper, like Katie and I were entering into this conspiracy. It’d be just the two of us, and I couldn’t let her down! 
 
    “But that means you have to cooperate with me right now. She wants me to gag you and tie you up. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    Gagged? Tied up? 
 
    Part of me itched to complain, but I thought better of it. Breathing out slowly, I decided I could handle this. “Okay.” 
 
    She started with my hands. Katie brushed her fingers along my wrists as she brought my arms to the small of my back. She crossed my wrists, and then I felt the silk rope against my skin. 
 
    I didn’t think her not would be serious; I didn’t think this girl could actually tie me up, but she finished and said, “Okay. Go on. Try to get free.” 
 
    Just like with the chastity cage, I smirked at first because I was overconfident. But then I tugged. I pulled. I twisted and tried to slip my hands-free, and nothing helped. If anything, the rope just tightened! 
 
    “Perfect,” she said, obviously satisfied with her work. 
 
    But then she brought my ankles together, and she started to tie them into place. 
 
    It didn’t take her long. And when she finished, I was on my knees with my legs tied together and my wrists trapped behind my back. 
 
    “Now the gag,” Katie said. When I looked up at her, I searched her face for reluctance or maybe some sense of guilt. Instead, her lips were tight like she had to fight to suppress a smile. At the same time, it was easy to imagine the corners of her eyes crinkling with barely hidden excitement. 
 
    “Do I have to?” 
 
    “Olivia said so,” she replied. 
 
    “But you don’t have to do everything she says,” I said. “What if I just promise to be quiet? I don’t have to say anything.” 
 
    “Really? You think you could do that?” Katie asked. She had the ball gag place right in front of my face. 
 
    “Yeah, I—" Right as I started to speak, she shoved the ball between my teeth, yanked the straps along my cheeks, and locked them together tight behind my skull. 
 
    As that sense of the trail swept through me, I glared at her hard, but Katie just jumped up onto her feet. Then she bent forward with her hands held behind her back and grinned at me. “Oh, it’s okay. Olivia knows what’s best for both of us.” 
 
    Was she serious? 
 
    Even with the ball gag in my mouth, Katie must’ve been easy to sense my skepticism. Katie crouched down and looked into my eyes, “I know this might seem strange, but I love her, and I trust her. Besides, you don’t know Olivia the way I do. She’s really, really smart.” 
 
    I grunted something through the gag, not that Katie had any chance of understanding me. “Besides, she already said that I get to decide whether or not he where the shock collar. In a little while, she’s going to come in here, we will talk about it, and I will tell her that you don’t have to wear it. You can wear a regular dog collar. How does that sound?” 
 
    I got the sense she expected something from me. 
 
    Then I realized what she wanted: gratitude. 
 
    Reluctantly, I tried to mumble, “Thank you.” 
 
    Somehow, she guessed what I said, reached down, and she ran her fingers through my hair. Her digits darted along my scalp, petting and stroking me. It felt really good, so I closed my eyes and embrace to those sensations for the next few seconds. 
 
    “Tie his ankles and wrists together,” Olivia said from the doorway. 
 
    All at once, Katie jerked her hands away from my scalp. Reluctantly, I peeked up and saw the black-haired girl standing there. She strode over, leaned down, and I caught just a glimpse of her cleavage before my eyes were pulled up toward her face. 
 
    “How do you feel?” Olivia asked. 
 
    Obviously, I didn’t say anything. Mumbling had Katie felt reasonable, like she was my friend and I could trust her. Olivia? Not so much. 
 
    The lawyer chuckled, “It’s okay. You’re going to learn to love both of us. Sure, Katie might be the nicer owner, but that doesn’t mean I won’t always have your best interests at heart.” 
 
    Even with my hands tied together, I knew Katie would let me go if I really, really wanted it. Besides, the electrical shocks hadn’t been so bad. They seem to really painful at the time, but they were done with the controller; Katie had said as much. 
 
    Olivia strolled over to the bed, sat on the edge, and watched as her girlfriend worked. Katie took out another piece of rope and tied my ankles and wrists together, just as instructed. It felt like my shoulders were getting yanked back, but I didn’t complain. Naked and on my knees, I still didn’t know what to think. 
 
    Yes, the embarrassment simmered within my chest, but I was going to get to watch these girls. They were going to talk, and I got to sit here in their bedroom. Just being close to them like this offered a special allure and dulled any sense of panic I might have otherwise felt. 
 
    “Come here,” Olivia instructed as she patted the spot on the bed right next to her. 
 
    Katie scurried forward, and Olivia reached out, running her fingers through her girlfriend’s golden tresses. Then I could tell she took a firm grip and guided Katie down onto her back.  
 
    From my spot on the floor, I could see their feet as they started to kiss and make out. I straightened my back and strained as much as I could, but with my ankles and wrists tied together, I just couldn’t achieve any real height. 
 
    I really did feel like a canine confined to the floor. 
 
    Even so, my shaft strained against the cage. I glanced down at my erection and wished I could just roll onto my stomach or something. But even if I tried to grind against their carpet like some filthy animal, it wouldn’t have changed anything. The cage made it impossible for me to enjoy any sort of release. 
 
    That was the point. 
 
    A growl simmered in my throat, but I swallowed it back because I didn’t want to risk irritating Katie or Olivia. 
 
    But wait a second. 
 
    Weren’t they supposed to be talking about my shock collar? 
 
    Instead, they continued to kiss, their lips softly gliding against one another. Then they pressed down, and I loved watching all of this. Even if I could just see their feet and toes, it was still amazing. 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    Yes, I thought. More. 
 
    I wanted more! 
 
    Greed pulsed in my body as wild excitement coursed just beneath the surface of my skin. My heart kicked wildly, and I loved the way she touched me, especially when she unbuttoned my jeans and slipped her hand down past the denim. I could feel her fingers glide over the surface of my panties. She stroked me with that thin layer of fabric between us. Within moments, I could feel my excitement soak into my underwear. 
 
    More. I wanted more! 
 
    I was panting now, my face hot. I was close to an orgasm. 
 
    “Please,” I whispered, uncertain about whether or not my friend from work would be able to hear me. 
 
    “What was that?” Olivia tease, her lips shaping the words. 
 
    “Please!” I squeaked. 
 
    Her fingers sped up, and a quick, flashed orgasm flared through my body. 
 
    “Please tell me that was just an appetizer,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, absolutely,” she said. “But you know, I’d probably be able to do more if you took off your pants.” 
 
    The idea of stripping with Cameron in the room seemed strange, but he was already naked. Besides, with a shock collar around his neck and the chastity cage between his legs, he was utterly helpless, especially with the rope around his wrists and ankles. 
 
    Olivia had thought of everything. 
 
    Sitting up, I glanced over at the pet boy on the floor. He looked at me and I could tell he wanted something. 
 
    At the moment, I couldn’t remember what. 
 
    Just as Olivia started to kiss my neck, I pulled down my pants, stripping away the jeans and throwing them onto the floor. They landed right next to Cameron, but Olivia expected more. She had one hand down my panties, and the other slipped up my shirt. Her fingers slipped along my stomach as my abdominal muscles tightened. Then she ran her fingertips beneath my bra, and I could feel her gently finger my right nipple, then the left. 
 
    She was kissing me, manipulating me, and overwhelming me with those delicious sensations. 
 
    Then I could hear her chuckle, “Let’s talk.” 
 
    “You, you should take the shock collar off of him,” I said. “It’s inhumane.” I was breathing fast, and I didn’t know if Olivia could even understand me. 
 
    “Oh,” she said with a knowing chuckle, “It’s okay.” 
 
    I was about to say something else, except she pulled her hand from beneath my bra. She braced herself, leaned to down, and started kissing me. Then she took her hand from my panties, and she was straddling me. I loved the weight of her body, especially when she grabbed my wrists and pinned me down. 
 
    Her eyes shined with primal ecstasy. 
 
    And yet, despite that animal frenzy, she pulled back just before she kissed me tenderly right on my forehead and between my eyebrows, then on the tip of my nose. From there, she pressed her mouth down against me. 
 
    I was on my back with my feet stretched off the bed, and my toes curled as she kissed me. 
 
    But then she pulled away and said, “Sit up.” 
 
    Breathless after making out with her, I could barely get my brain to function properly. I sat up, and that’s when she leaned forward and whispered, “Get naked. Let’s give the dog something fun to see.” 
 
    I glanced down at the bound, gagged boy on the floor, and I saw his nostrils widen because he really, really wanted to see me obey her command. 
 
    “Go on,” she said in that seductive siren’s whisper she used whenever she decided to entice me. 
 
    Unable to stop myself, I pulled off my T-shirt, removed my bra, and let my small breasts spill out. From there, I threw my shoulders down against the bed, hooked my thumbs into my panties, and threw them back as I brought my knees closer to my chest. 
 
    What could Cameron see? 
 
    Just then, I didn’t care! 
 
    With the arousal burning through me, I just wanted to feel my girlfriend’s fingers palms, lips and tongue all over my body, especially between my legs! 
 
    Those desires continued to pump along my skin as she touched me. 
 
    I sat up, and I was naked now. With the excitement fluttering, I held my arms over my chest, and I kept my knees together. Even so, Cameron couldn’t look away. His hungry eyes ran along my body, and my still-fully-clothed girlfriend came up behind me, stroked my hair, pulled my blonde mane to the left, stroked the nape of my neck, and brushed my back with the tips of her fingers. Every caress sent little shivers of pleasure coursing through me. 
 
    All the while, Cameron watched. Then she wrapped her fingers around my wrists and pulled my arms behind my back, exposing my breasts. 
 
    Cameron panted faster now as he gazed on with a mixture of yearning, jealousy, and gratitude. He glanced down at his shaft as though he expected the cage to magically disappear. Obviously, it didn’t. 
 
    “Should we keep him in the shock collar?” Olivia whispered. 
 
    I blinked, confused. What was she talking about? 
 
    Somehow, I didn’t really care about anything except for her fingertips as they continued to slide and caress my sensitive body. She stroked my breasts and ran her delectable touch along my nipples. She teased my flanks, gliding her hands along my sides. Again and again, I tried to move, but then she slipped one hand down between my legs. 
 
    I spread my legs, parting my knees. Yes, I knew Cameron could see me. He kept watching, his eyes big and hungry for more. At the same time, he let out these little growling whimpers. I didn’t try to enjoy those sounds, but I couldn’t really help myself either. There was just something so spectacular about having control like this. 
 
    “Just think about it,” Olivia teased. She must’ve been turned on too, yet she never got frantic or desperate—not like me. Somehow, my girlfriend always maintained a veneer of self-control and personal discipline. 
 
    Then she pulled her hand back, and she brought her fingertips up to my mouth. 
 
    “Lick,” she ordered. 
 
    She did this to assert her control and show me how she was in charge. Simultaneously, it was a promise; if I wanted her to touch me and get me off, then I had to yield. 
 
    I did so without hesitating. I wrapped my lips around her fingertips, moved my mouth down along her digits, and sucked with eager abandon. 
 
    “Oh, that’s right,” Olivia purred. “You know exactly what to do,” she said as though her fingers had become her favorite erogenous zone. 
 
    Then she pulled her hand away, and I almost wished I could keep sucking. But then she fingered me. She started with her pointer, moved down, sliding her hand along my opening. She rubbed me perfectly. Within moments, she massaged my clit, and I gasped for more. Like some horny animal, I sucked in one desperate breath after another; I moaned. Yes! This was it! This was wild, the inferno burning deep within my chest as she brought me closer and closer to an orgasm. 
 
    But then she stopped. My gorgeous girlfriend drew her hand away, and I was confused; I didn’t understand what was going on. 
 
    “We have to make a decision,” she said. With her free hand, she traced one fingertip in sideways figure-eights around my nipples. “We have to decide whether or not he belongs in a shock collar.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Sure, why not, whatever you want.” 
 
    “Oh, I think it would be a good idea to keep him collared this way. It’ll be easier to train and control him. But I wouldn’t want to do anything without consulting you first, Katie.” 
 
    “I don’t care,” I said. 
 
    I reached to down for my slit. I knew I wasn’t supposed to touch myself; she was my girlfriend, so that was her job, but she grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand away. 
 
    “No, no,” she chided. “You don’t do that. You know you don’t do that.” 
 
    With an angry grimace, I let her pull my hand away and pushed my knuckles down against the soft fabric of the sheets beneath us. “Just tell me what you think we should do.” 
 
    On the floor, Cameron whimpered. He looked up at me with big, nervous eyes. He was scared, and I distantly recognized his movements, especially his shoulders and hips as he tried to slip out of those knots. As hard as he worked at it, he couldn’t escape, however. I knew what I was doing, so he remained captive there on the floor while we talked. 
 
    “What should we do, Katie?” Olivia asked, her breath warm, flirty, and playful against my ear. 
 
    “We should keep him collared!” 
 
    “Keep him in the shock collar?” 
 
    “Yes. Please, just please touch me! I can’t take this!” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “But remember, this was your decision.” 
 
    Yeah. Right. Whatever. 
 
    I didn’t care because my eyes grew large when she touched me again. She brushed my slit with one fingertip, a quick, tantalizing stroke along my opening. Then she pressed down, first with one finger, then another and another. She penetrated me, pushing into me, and I was so eager for more. 
 
    I came so hard! 
 
    This was my girlfriend, my lover, and she knew exactly what it took to touch me. She knew how to tease, pleasure, and stimulate me. The desires coalesced, snapped together, exploded, and burst through my body all at once. 
 
    When she finished and when I screamed out, she wrapped her arms around me, held me tight, and I found myself gasping as I tried to catch my breath. 
 
    Then she whispered something, “You know what to do.” 
 
      
 
    Olivia 
 
    My girl knows exactly how to obey. I don’t even have to give her the command, not this time. Over the course of our relationship, I have trained her thoroughly. 
 
    When we first got together, there was no conversation about how the power dynamics would play out between us. 
 
    She was a cute blonde with those adorable black glasses. I was a dark-haired law student about to graduate and get started at a firm or with the government. We met up through some mutual friends, started flirting, and began dating almost immediately. It just felt right. 
 
    But along the way, I made a decision. 
 
    Katie was amazing, but she needed someone to tell her what to do. More and more, I found myself giving her orders, which was fine for both of us. If she even notices, she hasn’t said anything about it. On the contrary, I think she instinctively understood how she needed to obey. She craved someone who’d take her in hand and tell her what to do. 
 
    It helped that I had an amazing career in an aggressive field, while she was the friendly, kind receptionist at some random corporation downtown. 
 
    But now, I enjoyed the sight of my little naked blonde as she slipped off of the bed. She kneeled there, just a few feet in front of the bound boy. 
 
    And while my naked girl kneeled, I stood, hitched up my skirt, and I pulled down my stockings. I peeled them away, dropped them to the floor, and went for my panties next. 
 
    Maybe Cameron checked me out. Maybe he didn’t. 
 
    Either way, I didn’t care. 
 
    Then I sat down again. I seemed completely put together, especially as I spread my legs and reached down. 
 
    “Is there something you want to do?” 
 
    Katie hadn’t completely caught her breath yet. 
 
    Something about having her puppy boy watch her get off had heightened her desires and the eventual orgasm, just as I suspected. Even if she hadn’t reclaimed her equilibrium, Katie was ready. 
 
    She dipped her head down and brought it up again. “Yes. Can I go down on you? Please?” 
 
    “Come here, sweet girl,” I replied. I reached out for her, and she slid forward, gliding her head between my legs. Her cheeks brushed along my inner thighs, and I closed my eyes, embracing those sensations in the first couple of seconds as her tongue flicked along my opening. 
 
    Oh yes; that was amazing. Hot, delicious pleasure spread through my body, starting between my legs and pulsating along the rest of my nerves. My toes curled, and I grabbed the sheets beneath the palms of my hands. My fingers clenched down, bunching the fabric. 
 
    Then I opened my eyes, and I looked at her boy. 
 
    “Hey, Cameron,” I said. “How do you feel?” 
 
    He whimpered something into the gag, but I had no idea what he meant; it was impossible for me to understand him. 
 
    Oh well. 
 
    I didn’t really worry about it.  
 
    As my girl started licking me with frantic abandon, I knew I’d run out of time, so I peered right into his eyes and said, “You heard that. You listened. You know she chose that shock collar for you. 
 
    Katie always thought of me as a Zen master who could push aside her sexual urges, but that wasn’t true. With this boy watching, bound and helpless, plus my girl, naked and on her knees, I knew I wouldn’t be able to keep this going for much longer. “When I’m shocking you and training you, I want you to remember that she belongs to me. No matter what you do or say or how cute you look, you’re our property now. Yes, you are!” 
 
    As I spoke those words, her tongue sped up again, slipping and fluttering between my legs. I first clenched my eyes shut and only cracked them open just long enough to look back at that bright, humiliated expression on his face. 
 
    I grabbed Katie by her hair, pulled her face even closer, and I threw my head back. With a wild gasp of pleasure, I came hard! I let the explosion of desire pulse through my body. 
 
    Then, just as I finished, I grabbed my girl, pulled her back onto the bed, and we collapsed together, utterly spent. 
 
    The frustrated boy on the floor stayed quiet. He must’ve known that his owners were busy, and we didn’t want to be disturbed. We soon fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    Every few seconds, I told myself I was going to speak. I’d say something. I would talk to these women and convince them to let me go… 
 
    …Or something. 
 
    Within minutes, they both quieted down, and the rhythmic breathing in the room told me they had fallen asleep. In the meantime, I stayed on my knees with my hands tied behind my back. I still had the stupid gag in my mouth too! 
 
    My body started to relax a little bit; at least my shaft was no longer pressing up against the bars of its cage, not that those attempted erections did any good. 
 
    My eyes watered at one point. 
 
    It wasn’t fair. These girls controlled me. They seemed to own me. I couldn’t resist or fight back. 
 
    Damn it. Why did I let them play this game with me? 
 
    Because of Katie. 
 
    Because I got to see her naked. 
 
    After some indeterminate amount of time, one of the two women started to shift and move. At first, I inhaled through my nostrils and held my breath. I hoped it was Katie. I wanted it to be Katie so badly! 
 
    Olivia slipped away from her girlfriend, stood, and sauntered over to me. 
 
    My leash was still attached to the collar and drooped down onto the floor. Moving with expert confidence and precision, she released my hands and ankles from the ropes. 
 
    Then she leaned over, and her breath was hot against my ear, “I want you to be quiet. If you wake her up, I’m going to be very, very cross with you. You don’t want that, do you?” 
 
    After one quick, nervous gulp, I shook my head from side to side. 
 
    “I’m glad,” she whispered. “It’s nice knowing you aren’t as dumb as you look.” 
 
    My brows creased, and I opened my mouth to growl at her, but then I remembered the controller in her pocket, so I stayed silent, just as she ordered. 
 
    She patted me on the head, tugged on my leash, and I soon found myself moving. Just as I started to stand, she glanced over her shoulder. Her black hair shined in the light spilling from the hallway, and I froze. She jerked on my leash again. 
 
    Olivia didn’t say anything, only she didn’t have to either. I lowered myself down to my hands and knees, and I started crawling. 
 
    She closed the door quietly behind us, and pointed toward another bedroom. Since I was a “dog,” I assumed she didn’t want me to try to work the knob of myself. Silently, she stepped past me, opened the door, turned on the light, and I crawled in before I looked up and saw it. 
 
    The cage. 
 
    Made from big, black bars, it would be just large enough for me to sit up in. It wasn’t long enough for me to lay down, but I can probably sleep in a fetal position. 
 
    Right away, words spilled from my mouth, “Oh, hell no.” 
 
    “What was that?” Olivia asked. “Sorry. I can’t understand you when you’ve got that gag in your mouth.” 
 
    Surprisingly, Olivia didn’t stop me when my hands flew up toward the back of my head. I loosened the latch, pulled the gag out, swallowed back the strange aftertaste, and growled again, “No way. There’s absolutely no way I’m getting into a dog cage!” 
 
    “You did reasonably well back there, so I’m inclined to be merciful, especially since I know you’re just getting used to your new status. Get in the cage, boy.” 
 
    I started to stand up. Inside my imagination, I’d jerk my finger out, point at her, and tell her she couldn’t get away with this. 
 
    Before I could even straighten my knees or back, she had the controller out, she pressed a button, and the electricity jabbed into me. It felt like it came from every direction at once! Hot, excruciating voltage stabbed through my frame, dropping me to my knees. 
 
    When my senses returned and the pain finally faded away enough to let me think, I could barely lift my head. 
 
    “Get in,” she said. 
 
    “You can’t do this,” I breathed. “This is just a game.” I held onto those last five words like they’d be enough to protect me. 
 
    “Sweet, silly, stupid boy, who told you this was a game? You came over here of your own free will, and we gave you an offer. We said you could be our pet. Pets don’t get to walk away. They certainly don’t get to run away.” 
 
    “I’m serious,” I said. “I’m not playing around!” 
 
    In a cold, calculated tone, she answered, “And neither am I.” 
 
    “You can’t keep me here…” 
 
    She glanced down at me. “You have a shock collar around your neck and a chastity locked on your boy parts. Are you sure I can’t keep you here for as long as I want?” 
 
    “I’m leaving,” I said. 
 
    “You’re free to try,” she answered. 
 
    I glanced back at the door. Part of me ached to scream and howl for Katie to rush back in here. But how would I look to her? I still really liked her, and the idea of being shamed in front of her like this made me hold back. 
 
    “Get in,” she said. Her thumb hovered over the controller. “Get in, pet. You aren’t allowed to leave.” 
 
    “Please?” I whimpered. 
 
    “Get in.” 
 
    “Look, we can talk about this,” I said. 
 
    “Get in,” Olivia said. Her voice came out a little faster this time. I could tell I had burned through most of her patience. 
 
    Something inside of me broke, “I don’t want to play this game anymore. Look, I’m sorry I had feelings for your girlfriend. I’ll quit my job. I don’t need to see her ever again.” 
 
    She pressed the button, shocked me, and I fell to my back. I cried out, kicking and thrashing. I tried to reclaim control of my body, but I couldn’t. My eyes clenched shut, my breathing came in ragged, panting gasps, and then it stopped. 
 
    Olivia had her foot right there on my sternum. She pressed down, making it hard for me to breathe. “You’re a dog, Cameron. Say it.” 
 
    I didn’t. 
 
    She shocked me again! 
 
    This one came hard and fast, an electrical jab that made me cry out. My eyes watered again, but I’d bit back the screams building deep inside of my throat. 
 
    “Say it,” she ordered. 
 
    Understanding I wouldn’t be able to break her hold on me, I closed my eyes and said, “I’m a—a dog.” 
 
    “Get your cage, dog.” 
 
    Despite the tension gripping me, I surrendered to her. 
 
    Somehow, I didn’t make an intellectual choice. There was no rational calculation behind my eyes as I moved along on my knuckles and knees. I crawled into the cage, looked out at the small bedroom from behind black lines, and then I flinched when I heard of the clang of the gate behind me. 
 
    She had kicked it shut. 
 
    Not only that, she grabbed a lock and held it up in front of me. “I need to make sure you don’t get up into any mischief,” she said. “I mean, I wouldn’t want you to try to climb into bed with us. No, the new pup needs to stay here and learn how to behave first. Call it crate training.” 
 
    “You can’t do this,” I said. 
 
    “Really? I can’t? Because I’m pretty sure I already have.” She slid the lock into place and forced it to engage with a press of her fingers. 
 
    Just like that, she locked me in. 
 
    “I’m going to talk to Katie,” I said, suddenly frantic. 
 
    “Oh? And what do you think my girlfriend will give you?” 
 
    “She’ll let me out!” I shot back. 
 
    “I could always gag you before I leave.” 
 
    My eyes widened as my throat clenched because she was right. 
 
    It’d be so easy for her to toss the gag into the cage and shock me until I put it back between my teeth and strapped it on. Hell, she could just as easily tie my wrists together. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “I don’t need to gag you. Do you know why?” 
 
    “Why?” I asked, that single word trembling with my uncertainty. 
 
    “Because I know this is where you belong. And deep down, you probably know it too. You see, there are boys like you out in the world who just aren’t smart enough or strong enough to maintain their independence. I mean, you came here, and we told you we were going to turn you into our pet. And you were dumb enough to let us!” She burst into laughter. 
 
    “No, that’s not true…” I licked my lips, “I thought this was just a game.” 
 
    “It’s not,” promised Olivia before she sauntered back to the door, turned off the light, and disappeared. The blackness swept through the room, covering me. 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    Okay, maybe it sounds silly or corny or whatever, but I really, really liked waking up with my head on Olivia’s shoulder. There was something so reassuring about being cuddled up beside her, especially when I could still smell the shampoo on her hair. 
 
    “We have a pet boy,” she said. 
 
    “We do!” I squeaked in agreement. 
 
    “Want to guess how that makes me feel?” 
 
    “I don’t know…” I said flirtatiously. 
 
    “Here,” she said, sliding her hand beneath the blankets, taking me by my wrist, and guiding my fingertips between her legs. “Let me give you a hint.” 
 
    She had her legs parted, so it was easy for me to slip my fingers along her sex. She was damp. Very damp. And hot! 
 
    “Wow,” I breathed. “Would you like me to go down on you?” I asked like a good girlfriend. 
 
    “Yes. Please.” 
 
    I licked my lips and slipped under the blankets. She raised her hands above her head, stretched, and kept her knees apart as I lapped at her slit. From there, I started licking with deft, well-aimed movements of my tongue. 
 
    “This was such a great idea, Katie. I’m really glad we were able to take him. Now, I know he’s going to be rebellious, especially at first. He thought this was going to be a game.” 
 
    I heard those words, and I had assumed as much, but then I wondered how much trouble he gave Olivia before getting into the cage. 
 
    “I want to keep him. I want to keep in here and retrain him. I want to domesticate him and break him.” 
 
    As she said those words, she lifted her hips up just a tiny bit, and my tongue slid in deep between the walls of her opening. I kept licking, faster and faster. I knew she wasn’t interested in foreplay. She wanted an orgasm, quick, dirty, passionate. 
 
    I gave it to her. I shot my tongue down in quick, spirited little movements. I made sure she panted and moaned. 
 
    Then she tensed up, squeezed her thighs against my cheeks, and came hard. She patted my head, and I climbed back up to put my head on her shoulder. As I did so, I could feel the pattering of her heart. 
 
    “Would you like one?” 
 
    “Just cuddles, please,” I said. 
 
    We fell into a comfortable silence. It was so easy to be close to her, to hold her, to snuggle and enjoy the simple proximity of having my girlfriend right here with me. The warmth of her body soaked into me, and I just let myself smile. 
 
    “I should go check on him,” I said. 
 
    “The puppy is fine,” Olivia reassured me. 
 
    “How can you know?” I asked. 
 
    She didn’t move, and I didn’t raise my eyelids, but I could still sense her smile. “Oh, he’s a boy, and boys belonging cages. Besides, I’m sure some time to think will be good for him.” 
 
    “Last night didn’t count?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. I bet that when you go in there, he’s going to be all aggressive and angry.” 
 
    “I should still check on him,” I protested. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. She pulled her arm away from me, and I wondered if I should just press my body back against hers. It would’ve been easy to ignore Cameron and forget he was now in our condo. 
 
    With a reluctant pout hardening my lips, I rolled out of bed, put on some sweatpants and a T-shirt, and I ran my fingers through my hair. Exhaling, I trudged down the hall, came to his door, and opened it. 
 
    He was asleep. 
 
    Curled up into a ball, he looked so adorable, naked there and on the floor, locked in his cage and completely powerless. 
 
    The cage had moved a couple of inches, which led me to suspect Cameron had tried to bend to be bars or push his way out. Obviously, it didn’t do any good. He couldn’t break those thick, iron rods which now surrounded him. 
 
    He shifted, glanced up, and saw me. 
 
    “Katie!” 
 
    “Good morning, puppy,” I said. “I don’t think you’re allowed to talk anymore.” 
 
    “No—you have to listen to me,” he said. 
 
    I lifted an eyebrow. 
 
    “Please, I don’t want to be a dog. Please, I thought we were playing. I thought we were messing around!” 
 
    “Oh, so what do you want?” 
 
    “Please, let me out of the cage!” 
 
    “I can’t,” I told him. 
 
    “What? Why not?” 
 
    I chuckled, “I don’t have the key. All of the keys belong to Olivia.” 
 
    “They belong to Olivia…?” Cameron repeated the words as though he didn’t understand them, like they came from a foreign language or somehow added up to gibberish. 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. “But don’t worry. I’m sure the three of us can have a lot of fun.” 
 
    “What’re you talking about?” 
 
    I crept forward and crouched down because there was something I needed to tell him, something special. Then I motioned for him to come closer, and he crawled to the edge of his cage, lifted his head, and he could probably feel my whispers against the contours of his ear, “She wants to train you. She wants to turn you into our actual pet.” 
 
    “You can’t let that happen!” 
 
    “Shush,” I said. 
 
    A pulse of desire ran through me when he quieted down. This boy he knew he was dependent on me; he knew he had to do whatever I said. I was in charge because I was one of his owners… 
 
    An owner. Those words seemed somehow magical, especially because I was just a receptionist at work. 
 
    “If you just relax, I’m sure the training will go by really fast, and you can just settle into your new life,” I said. I tried hard to make this sound like good news. 
 
    “But I’m not a pet!” 
 
    “Are you sure about that? Look at what you’re wearing.” I reached my hand into the cage, and I rubbed my fingers along the black leather around his neck. He shivered, clearly embarrassed but also scared. He knew just how badly those electrical shocks could hurt; he had learned to fear the controller. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Really? 
 
    Somehow, the brutality lurking behind my eyes surprised me. I really cared about this boy, but the idea of owning him sent those wonderful shivers running down my back. I couldn’t help it. Besides, I didn’t think Cameron could really be happy at work, typing in an infinite set of numbers. 
 
    “Please, just let me go…” 
 
    “You’re going to be a happy pet. You’re going to be a good boy. And I think Olivia wants to get started with your training right after her shower.” 
 
    “Training?” 
 
    “That’s right. We’ll probably do it a few times every day for the first couple of weeks. But eventually, you won’t need it as much. I mean, if you learn to be a good and obedient boy, then you probably won’t need any additional training at all.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “No more questions,” I said. 
 
    “What does that mean?” Cameron demanded, frantic and desperate. 
 
    “Do you want me to tell Olivia that you’ve been misbehaving already?” 
 
    He pulled back away from the cage, bunched his shoulders, and stared at me with those scared eyes. 
 
    I chuckled, “Oh, poor, scared little puppy dog.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched. Clearly, he struggled between bouts of fear and anger. “I’m not a dog!” 
 
    “You’re collared like one,” I said. “Oh, and look at that. You’re caged like one too.” 
 
    His breathing quickened, and I could tell he wanted to launch forward like a primal beast. 
 
    “Just relax, puppy dog.” 
 
    I turned around and walked away. I could sense his reluctance, like he needed to say something, only couldn’t find the right words. Then I closed the door behind me, and it was too late for him. 
 
    When I headed back into the bedroom, I slipped under the covers with my girlfriend, and that’s when I whispered, “Yes please. Please, can I have an orgasm?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” she said. Olivia leaned forward, kissed me hard, and her hand slipped down into my panties. She stroked me and teased me as we pressed our bodies together. Pretty soon, I was shivering, shaking, tensed and moaning because she always knew how to touch me. 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    Katie talked about the training routine. I didn’t know what scared me more, the idea that they intended to break me and give me some new set of behaviors or the idea that this would become a “routine,” like it might happen every day. 
 
    When the door opened again, I didn’t know who to expect, but I was hoping it would be Katie. 
 
    I have this whole speech planned out, “Please, Katie. Please, I love you, and I’m sorry I got mixed up in this. But please, if you ever cared about me, if I was ever really your friend, you have to let me go. Just help me get out of this condo, and I’ll take care of the rest. Please!” 
 
    But it wasn’t Katie who stood in the doorway. 
 
    It was Olivia. 
 
    She no longer wore her work attire. Even so, she seemed sleek, professional, and somehow dangerous in her black tights, matching T-shirt, and red jumper. The dress hugged her curves and highlighted the contours of her breasts. She smiled at me, but I didn’t know what to say, especially as she lifted the controller and wiggled it from side to side right there in front of my face. 
 
    “Good morning, puppy.” 
 
    Olivia waited for me to answer. I didn’t have a speech prepared for her, so I just started to say, “This is illegal, and—” 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    The pain cut through me, blasting away the rest of my sentence. I cried out, dropping to the bottom of the cage. 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    “That second one was just because I felt like it,” she observed. “Now, here are the ground rules for this morning. First, you’re a puppy, and puppies don’t talk like people. So you don’t talk like people either.” She had this childish cadence as she taunted me. 
 
    “Next, you want to be a puppy, which means you want to be obedient.” 
 
    I didn’t want to be a puppy! 
 
    I inhaled, filling my lungs, and I desperately wanted to convey those words, but something stopped me. The collar was warm around my neck, my body tingled, and I couldn’t take another shock. 
 
    Part of me ached to tear the collar from around my neck, but I had tried last night. I had slipped my fingers underneath the solid material and worked at it, hoping I might be able to rip it free. I searched for some structural imperfection, something I might be able to use to get this hateful thing off. 
 
    Nothing helped. Nothing worked. I remained collared like her dog. 
 
    “Puppies need to be playful, cheerful, and happy. That’s why I want you to smile for me.” 
 
    I flashed a look of angry confusion at her instead. If she really thought I would smile, this girl was insane. 
 
    Somehow, insanity might’ve been easier. Instead, every time I looked up at her, I saw the calm, straightforward calculations of a woman who knew precisely what she desired and expected. Worse, she knew what it took to achieve her goals. 
 
    I didn’t smile. 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    Knocked back to the floor, I found myself on my hands and knees, panting. It took me a few more seconds to get a hold of myself. 
 
    “Smile like a happy puppy,” she teased. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    She paused. 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    Olivia held the button down hard now. 
 
    Zaaaaaaaaap! 
 
    “I’m sorry!” The words were torn from my mouth. 
 
    “No talking,” she said, “But you can get back up on your hands and knees and smile for me.” 
 
    My nostrils twitched with broken aggression. I needed to launch myself forward, to attack, to fight back, only I didn’t have any of those options. Trapped behind these black, iron bars, I was stuck, and she knew it. Besides, she had the key to my collar, my chastity lock, and the cage all around me. Olivia was in charge. 
 
    That’s why I jerked my head up, and I smiled at her. My lips curled, and she grinned right back at me. 
 
    She would’ve been gorgeous in some other place or time. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, reaching through the bars of the cage and petting me. 
 
    My hands shot up, and I grabbed her wrist. I thought about trying to hurt her, about slamming her arm to the left or right, bending her limb against the bars. 
 
    Before I had the chance, she pushed down with her thumb on her other hand. She touched the controller and delivered another shock. 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    She didn’t stop with one. 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    Or two. 
 
    Or three or four or five or six. 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    The pain washed over me, blasting through my body. I fell down, my eyes wet and my body exhausted. 
 
    “There we go,” she taunted. “I know this is tough on you, but you tried to rebel, it didn’t work, and now I think you understand how you’re a pet. You belong to us, and we don’t have to let you go.” 
 
    “My job…” I said. “They’re going to miss me. The police are going to figure out I have been kidnapped.” 
 
    “Oh? Are you sure about that? Are you really, really sure about that?” Olivia asked. 
 
    I blinked, confused. After that flurry of voltage, I couldn’t put my thoughts into any kind of coherent order. 
 
    Olivia continued, “Just think about it. Is it really going to be difficult for Katie to submit a letter of resignation in your name? And she’s already told me you don’t have any close relationships in the city. And in a couple of days, I’ll get all of the paperwork filed.” 
 
    “Paperwork?” I started to mouth, only to stop myself. I didn’t technically speak, so she decided she didn’t need to shock me again. 
 
    Or maybe Olivia simply wished to focus on telling me what was about to happen. 
 
    “I’m a lawyer, sweetie. It’s going to be easy for me to get power of attorney over you, not to mention medical custody along with a transfer of all of your assets. We can cancel your lease on your apartment. I’m sure you’ll lose your deposit, but I’m okay with that.” 
 
    She grinned, reached in again with casual confidence, and brushed her fingers along my chin. 
 
    This time, I couldn’t even think about trying to grab her or rebel. 
 
    I let her touch me as those words sink in. 
 
    “We can keep you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Olivia 
 
    Those words tasted amazing, so I uttered them again, “We can keep you.” I batted my eyes, grinned, and said, “You belong to us. That’s why you need to be trained like this every day. Now, the shocks aren’t mandatory. As long as you cooperate, you don’t need to ever get disciplined again. I don’t think you can behave like that, but we’ll see. Maybe you’ll prove me wrong. What do you think, puppy? Are you going to prove me wrong?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    Before he could find his words, I shocked him again. 
 
    That silenced our pet boy pretty quickly.  
 
    And oh, it felt so good! Seriously, I went to work all the time and had to deal with these guys who’d their mouths on and on without really saying anything. They were the kinds of attorneys who believed that if they just kept talking, they’d eventually come up with some brilliant idea or solution. 
 
    They didn’t. 
 
    But now, with my puppy, if he started saying something inappropriate, I could just give him a little dose of electricity, and that’d quiet him right away. 
 
    With that in mind, I took out the key to his cage, unlocked it, and opened the door. 
 
    “There are a couple of important tricks you’re going to need to learn,” I said. “We’re going to go through this routine every morning before I go to work. But first, come on out. Come on out, little puppy dog.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched when I called him that. 
 
    “Oh?” I teased. “You don’t like being called a little puppy dog? Well, that’s what you are. Yes, you just a little puppy dog. Come on out, little puppy dog.” 
 
    I loved the way the red blush coursed along his cheeks. He looked utterly adorable. 
 
    At first, he remained in his cage, but I tapped my thigh, and Cameron must have figured it out: if he waited too long, he would need to be punished again. That wasn’t a risk this boy could tolerate, so he reluctantly dipped his head down and crawled out from between those bars. 
 
    I stepped back, stood up, and peered down at him. 
 
    In my black tights and T-shirt with my red dress hanging from my shoulders, I felt like a little girl about to play with her new puppy. 
 
    Of course, I knew he would understand everything I said. That was the joy of training a human dog. But simultaneously, I knew he could be stubborn. That’s why I showed him the controller again. “That reminds me,” I said. “Your control collar is equipped with a really nice gyroscope. Essentially, it tracks your relative movement. Don’t ask me about the science or engineering. Honestly, I don’t really care. This is what you need to know, however.” 
 
    I had his attention: good. This boy knew how to listen. 
 
    Then again, he realized what the consequences would be if he didn’t behave. 
 
    “If you try to stand up, the collar will automatically shock you.” 
 
    His brows creased with confusion as he stared at me. His lips tightened into a sweetly puckered pout, and I could tell he wanted to say something. 
 
    “If you don’t believe me, you can try for yourself. Here. I’ll even put my controller in my pocket so you won’t have to think I’m trying to trick you.” 
 
    I made a big show of sliding the device into the folds of my dress. Then I stood back, crossed my arms, watched, and waited. 
 
    Our pet boy hesitated, probably because he didn’t want to believe me, but he also ate to give into his curiosity. If he couldn’t stand, that’d make escape almost impossible… 
 
    It was so easy to figure out just what he was thinking. 
 
    Finally, Cameron made his choice. Our dog tried to stand up. He pulled his arms in, lifted his back, and started to get up slowly. 
 
    Just as his eyes made it past my waistline, he fell forward again, prompted by that silent spurt of electricity. The volts sprinted through his body, and he dropped down to his elbows and knees, exactly where he belonged to. 
 
    “There we go,” I said. 
 
    I walked over to him, grinned, and said, “You know what dogs really like? They’re fascinated by feet.” Standing over him, I wiggled my toes. He saw the red nail polish, the contours of my feet, and the lines of my ankles. 
 
    “Kneel down and nuzzle my feet with the tip of your nose, puppy boy.” 
 
    Cameron may have been smart enough not to raise his voice, but he forgot our little lesson from before as he called out, “I’m not going to do that!” 
 
    Our boy shouldn’t have been surprised as I tapped the button on the controller. 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    Those three successive shocks must have been agony! 
 
    But then, if he didn’t want to be punished, he shouldn’t have misbehaved. It was really simple. Even a boy should have been able to understand. 
 
    By the time I finished, he was panting, on his back, and had his eyes closed. I walked over, lifted my leg, and placed in the ball of my foot down against his throat. His eyes widened as he looked up at me. His gaze locked on my face, and I could see the fear there because he knew it would be so easy for me to control him. 
 
    “You’re a pet,” I said and pushed as much compassion into my words as I could. “But this doesn’t have to be hard on you. We both know this is what you want. You want to be close to Katie, and now you can. Think of it this way. Girls love their dogs. Don’t you want to be loved, Cameron?” 
 
    He nodded as much as he could. I pulled my foot away, and he gasped, sucking in fresh air. 
 
    “Nuzzle my feet,” I ordered. 
 
    Cameron licked his lips, climbed back up onto his feet, although he was careful not to lift his neck too high. He didn’t want to risk an accidental shock. 
 
    Once braced, he looked down at my toes. 
 
    “You like feet,” I said. Those words could have been a question or a statement, but they hardly mattered one way or the other because this boy didn’t get a choice. He dipped his head down low, and he nuzzled my toes, gliding the tip of his nose along the contours of my foot. 
 
    “Lick,” I commanded. 
 
    He glanced up for just a moment, jerking his head in my direction before the defiant stated. He lowered his head again, and he tentatively flicked out his tongue. 
 
    “That tickles!” I said with a giggle. “But keep going.” 
 
    He licked my toes just as I wanted, and I experienced something amazing: arousal. The heat pulsed through my body as I had a boy on his hands and knees, licking my feet this way. Obviously, I never would have asked Katie to do something so demeaning, but we had a boy to do this now. 
 
    I pulled my left foot back, only to plant my right in front of him. 
 
    “You know what to do, puppy boy,” I said. 
 
    Another rush of reluctance passed across his pouting features, but Cameron knew better than to try to argue. After so many shocks this morning, he couldn’t take another. I saw the fear in his eyes and could tell that dread replaced his dignity and all of his self-respect. 
 
    “It’s funny,” I said, “People are far more malleable than they want to believe. You wake up in the morning, and you think of yourself as a mechanic, a scientist, a teacher, or whatever. But if you got punished or caged, how long would it take for you to realize you’re someone else entirely now? And look at you, pet. You’re our pet.” 
 
    I grinned cheerfully, just as he glared. But then he dropped his gaze back down, nuzzled the toes on my right foot, and then he started licking. 
 
    Another set of giggles rushed out past my mouth. I brought my hand up, just in time to see Katie at the doorway. “Breakfast is ready,” she said. 
 
    “We’ll be a few more minutes. There are some tricks I want to teach this boy.” 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    Technically, the training routine only took a few minutes. I got the impression it could’ve been even shorter, except I kept trying to fight back. From grabbing her arm when she slipped it into the cage to trying to speak, I got punished a lot. 
 
    Every jolt came as a hard shock, a bright burst of pain deep within my body. I felt it everywhere, but the blasts of electricity always surprised me. They always hurt so much more than I remembered. 
 
    Part of me wanted to just give up, to listen to what she said, to be a dog and forget my old life. 
 
    But how could I do that? 
 
    What kind of man would I be if I just surrendered? 
 
    The answer was obvious: I wouldn’t be a man at all. I’d be a dog and a pet. 
 
    Worse than the pain, there was another possibility which kept niggling at me. Okay, so I’d be a data entry specialist, but did I really care about that job title? I wouldn’t be a man or a person, and I wouldn’t have rights either, but I would get something else. 
 
    Katie. 
 
    As I licked Olivia’s toes, I started thinking of Katie because I wanted to see her. Even if I had to crouch down at her feet like a pet, would that be so bad? 
 
    I didn’t have an answer, not when I only yearned for the chance to be close to her. 
 
    The tricks were easy. 
 
    Once Olivia first ordered me to sit, I looked at her like I didn’t really understand, mostly because I didn’t. “It’s easy,” she said, laughing at me. “Just think of a dog and sit. Sit, boy!” 
 
    She may have been entertained by my confusion initially, but that wouldn’t last. 
 
    Taking a slow breath, I filled my lungs, found my patients, and sat back on my haunches. Simultaneously, I pushed my knuckles down against the floor, which made her clap. She loved it! 
 
    Olivia may have been able to put on the veneer of some ferocious lawyer, but right then and there, she seemed more like an excited kid. 
 
    I wished Katie would come in here. I wished I could talk to her. More than anything else, I believed one conversation might change things back to the way they were supposed to be. 
 
    And yet, that didn’t work when she checked on me. She walked in, saw me caged, and said I needed to be a good pet. 
 
    “Good boy,” Olivia said. She hopped over to me, ruffled my hair, and massaged my scalp. Actually, it felt really, really good. I embraced those sensations for the next few seconds. But then she stepped back, and she gave me another command. “Roll over, boy.” 
 
    I bit down, clenching my job. 
 
    As though I didn’t understand, she gave me another hint. Olivia twirled her fingers through the air, making neat little circles. 
 
    I threw myself down on my side and rolled around on the floor, just like a puppy eager to please his owner. 
 
    I hated myself for giving in like this, for surrendering so completely, but I didn’t see another choice, especially if I hoped to escape another shock. 
 
    Besides, it didn’t really matter, did it? 
 
    From there, she had me beg. 
 
    I had to push my elbows down against my sides, lift my hands, make a pair of fists with my fingertips pushed against the tops of my palms and whimper. 
 
    But I did it. I did everything she wanted. And finally, she grabbed my leash and said, “It’s time to show Katie your tricks!” 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    I was just about to go back into the puppy’s room when they came into the hall. Although her breakfast was getting cold, I found myself grinning at the dog as he crawled out. 
 
    He looked chastised but ready to obey. 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    Yes, he had been my friend, and I really liked talking to him at work, but there were lots of boys there who could entertain me. The guys saw a cute receptionist, and they all decided to chat incessantly. Half of my job actually felt like getting them to go back to work. 
 
    But now, we had this boy, and my girlfriend held his leash! 
 
    I don’t think I ever would have dated Cameron, but he made the perfect pet. 
 
    “I know breakfast is getting cold,” Olivia said diplomatically, “But I taught him some tricks. You want to see them?” 
 
    As hard as I tried to look stern and firm, I didn’t succeed. “Yes!” I chirped out, way more excited than I first intended. 
 
    When he looked up at me, something inside of him tightened, and he called out, “Please, Katie, you can’t be serious about this. Please, just let me—” Then he twitched, the words cut off because Olivia had the controller out, and she pressed the button to punish him for his bad behavior. 
 
    Just as the electricity stopped, I scurried forward, crouched down, and touched to the underside of his chin to make sure he didn’t look away. “Please don’t talk,” I said. 
 
    Then I pulled away and glanced over at my girlfriend. “Yes, please. Can I see his tricks?” 
 
    Cameron didn’t make a mistake of talking again, but he didn’t look at me with those frantic, dog eyes of his. He shook his head from side to side. It was obvious he didn’t want to perform, so I encouraged him, “I know you’re nervous. I know you’re a shy, little puppy, but that’s okay. You’re really, really cute, so it’s okay.” 
 
    I hopped down onto the couch, clapped my hands together, and rested my wrists on my lap as I waited for the puppy and his handler to come forward. 
 
    Olivia led him into the middle of the living room, she detached of the leash, and he glanced over at the door. 
 
    “Really?” Olivia asked. 
 
    Deflated, he pulled back, recognizing the fact that we wouldn’t let him run off so easily. 
 
    “Beg,” she ordered. 
 
    His nostrils twitched, but he lifted his hands up. With his knuckles out, he looked so cute, just like a little dog begging. But then it got even better because he started whimpering! 
 
    “Oh, that’s so cute!” I clapped my hands together and looked over at Olivia. She was always gorgeous, but there was something amazing about watching her control our pet boy that sent hot torrents of desire running through me. 
 
    “I know, right?” 
 
    He kept whimpering. He wanted our attention again, so we pulled away from one another and focused on the boy. 
 
    Once he had our attention, however, he seemed to recognize the mistake he just made. This boy didn’t really want us to focus on him. Oh no, he would rather be on his own. 
 
    Too bad for him. 
 
    “Roll over, boy,” she said. 
 
    He threw his body to the side, rolled around on the floor, and we both laughed at him. “Oh, that’s so amazing. I love it. I love having him just obey like this!” I called out. 
 
    “It’s hot, isn’t it?” Olivia asked, only she whispered those words into my ear. That question wasn’t meant for the puppy to hear. 
 
    “Very,” I said with my eyes sparkling. 
 
    “Now speak, boy!” 
 
    He barked! He barked just like a sweet little dog! Part of me wished I could scoop him up and pull him onto my lap. But really, he belonged on the floor. 
 
    “Sit,” she ordered next. 
 
    Cameron fell back onto his hunches and he looked up at us with eager eyes. Olivia reached to down, patted him on the head, stroked the underside of his jaw, and finally tweaked his ear before turning to me. 
 
    “I think this is going to be perfect,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    “Would you like to eat breakfast now?” Katie asked, sounding so sweet. I really wished I could hear her say those words to me. I wanted her to make me breakfast. Her hell, I would happily made breakfast for her. I would have brought it to her in bed, kissed her on the nose, and watched her eat her bacon and pancakes, her ex and sliced fruit. 
 
    Another river of humiliation flowed through my body when Katie picked up the leash. She wrapped it around her breast and sauntered away without even thinking about it. Suddenly I was tugged forward, and I had no choice but to follow the petite blonde back into the kitchen. 
 
    Remembering me, she loosened the leash from around her wrist. Then she tied it to the pillar right next to the counter. 
 
    It was ridiculous, but if she tied that leash to the pillar, then I’d be stuck here in the kitchen! 
 
    I barked for her attention, and she looked down at me. “What’s wrong, puppy boy?” 
 
    I didn’t know how to get her to stop, how to protest or convey any kind of real meaning. She finished, reached down and patted me on the head, and then she grabbed the tray with their breakfast. She brought it over to the small table, and they started eating. 
 
    The two women whispered back and forth, and that’s when Katie hopped up again. She sauntered over to me, but I kept my head down. This was so humiliating… 
 
    Two bowls. 
 
    She set them right in front of me, one filled with water, and another filled with some kind of dry dog food. 
 
    I jerked my head up and stared at her. The confusion was obvious, as were my unspoken questions and protests. She couldn’t be serious! Did she really think I would eat dog food? 
 
    But then my stomach rumbled, and she whispered, “He might get a treat if you’re a good boy,” she said. She stroked the back of my neck, just above my collar before heading off to see Olivia again. They sat down, whispered, ate off the same plate, and enjoyed their morning. 
 
    In a sweet yet menacing tone, Olivia called out, “If you don’t eat your kibble, doggie, there are going to be consequences.” She practically saying the words. 
 
    I hoped Katie might offer me some solace, but my crush just laughed and added, “Yeah, she has the controller out and everything!” 
 
    My nostrils flared and I looked down at the first bowl. The brown flakes of dog food sat there, unmoving, just waiting for me. 
 
    “I’ll check on him,” Katie said. She shifted out of her seat, walked back over to my spot, and she kneeled right in front of me. I was still braced on my knuckles and knees, so she towered over me. 
 
    “You don’t want to make her mad,” Katie said. Then she lowered her voice, “Come on, doggie. This is what you want, isn’t it? Just think about how much fun you had last night.” 
 
    My thoughts jumped back to her naked body, and I grimaced because she was right. Even if I couldn’t escape, they’d blessed me with something almost magical. 
 
    I lowered my head inch by inch, deliberate and painfully slow. Katie put her hand on the back of my head, pushed down, and shoved my face into the dog food. “Eat!” 
 
    Obediently, I chomped through a mouthful of the kibble. It was dry and chalky. It tasted awful! Even so, I didn’t dare stop. 
 
    Giggling now, she called out, “He’s doing it!” 
 
    “Of course, he is. He knows what’s best.” 
 
    Katie hopped up on to her feet, sauntered away, and I watched her swaying movements. 
 
    At least they didn’t make the finish all of the dog food. In fact, I only ate about a quarter of it before Katie reappeared. She sauntered over to me, patted my head, and said, “Are you ready to lick, boy?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to do or say. 
 
    Katie walked back over to the dining table, except now she held my leash. She had untied it quickly, wrapped it around her wrist, and now she sat down. I followed after her, watched, and noticed how she shimmied, lifting her shoulders from side to side. 
 
    Then I glanced under the table, and I saw she had pulled down her pajama pants along with her panties! 
 
    “Here, boy,” Katie said. She held out a little piece of bacon, and my mouth watered. 
 
    Real food! 
 
    Like a well-trained dog, I scurried under the table as she guided me with strategic tugs on my leash. She laughed. “If you want more, you have to be a good boy.” 
 
    Yes! Anything! 
 
    Katie grabbed me by the back of my head; her fingers tightened against my hair, and she guided my face up between her legs. 
 
    My shaft hard and in the chastity lock, but I didn’t care. Suddenly, I was tasting her! My tongue lapped against her opening, and I served her gratefully. It felt so good! It felt so right! 
 
    For the first few seconds, I shut my eyes and embrace to those wild desires. It was so easy to pretend we were at some hotel, we had just come from a nice dinner, and I had every chance of seducing her. I could make her moan; I could make her come! 
 
    But then I heard Olivia laugh, “Oh, this boy is going to be such a good little dog, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Katie said, except her voice sounded like it was coming from far away as she enjoyed the pleasures running through her. 
 
      
 
    A day. 
 
    Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. 
 
    I slept in the cage at night or maybe at the foot of the bed if the girls were feeling particularly generous. Each morning, true to her word, Olivia ran me through the training regimen. 
 
    As everything transpired, I kept hoping for some chance to escape. 
 
    There had to be something I could do, someway for me to flee, especially while the girls were gone during the day. They had to work, after all. Olivia had her important job at the law firm, while Katie headed back to the office. 
 
    At several points, I tried to ask Katie what people were saying. Had anyone noticed my disappearance? 
 
    The first time I asked, she just shrugged and said, “Face it, puppy. You were a cubicle drone. It’s not like anyone really paid that much attention to you.” 
 
    The tasks had been menial, empty data entry, typing in numbers and hoping not to make a mistake. Yeah, she was right. No one would notice my disappearance. 
 
    Then there was the day when Olivia held a manila envelope front of my face. She pulled out a thick stack of documents and flashed them in front of my eyes. “Here’s the paperwork,” she sang. “After you sign these documents, you’re not going to be a real person anymore. As far as the law will be concerned, we will need to make every decision for you.” She grinned maliciously, and my lips parted, but I couldn’t say anything. I couldn’t argue, especially because she still had the controller in her other hand. 
 
    But I didn’t give up hope. 
 
    Strangely enough, I did enter this strange, almost fugue state. More and more, it became easy to see the world through the eyes of a canine. When they came home, I raced forward, panting for their attention. I wanted them to touch me, to play with me, to entertain me. And of course, they enjoyed playing games like when they ran me through my training regimen. 
 
    After a day locked up in an apartment with nowhere to go, it felt so good. 
 
    What kept me in that apartment? 
 
    Fear. 
 
    I kept thinking something awful might happen if I tried to go through the front door. 
 
    But then, Olivia said something. Just before she left for work that today, she glanced down at me. I was crouched beside the door, and I waited to hear the audible click of the lock as she closed it behind her. 
 
    Right before she left, however, she chuckled and said, “You’re such a good pet. Seriously, just look at you. You haven’t tried to get away, not even once. Most dogs jump the fence at some point, but not you. Do you know why, dog boy?” I didn’t say anything. Crouched on the floor, I just looked up with my big eyes. “It’s because you know that this is where you belong. You know this is who you were always meant to be. You’re not some intelligent, articulate young man. No, you’re a dog! You’re a pet! Our pet boy!” 
 
    Then she closed the door. 
 
    My nostrils flared, my breathing sped up, and those words kept echoing through my head. “No, you’re a dog! You’re a pet!” Again and again, I heard them. She didn’t think she had to worry about me trying to escape the cut she thought she’d already broken me. 
 
    It had only been a week! 
 
    That’s when I made my decision. 
 
    First, I tried to stand. 
 
    Up until this point, I had dreaded the sting of the collar. After all of those initial shocks, something inside of me had been broken or bent. I really didn’t want to feel the sting of electricity. But now, I rose, unsteadily moving from inch to inch as I got up. 
 
    Just as I started to raise my head and had my weight braced on my knees, the collar detected my unsanctioned movements, and the electricity blasted through me. I dropped down onto my stomach, which knocked the air from my lungs. 
 
    For a couple of minutes, I just we used to there. 
 
    Then I crouched again, reached back for the lock on my collar and tried to get it off. 
 
    I didn’t know how I could make this happen or what I might be able to do, but I had to try something! 
 
    Even if the collar stayed on, I knew I could still escape, so long as none of the doors were locked. 
 
    That’s when it really grated on my nerves to think of Olivia. That girl, just because she was the smart lawyer, but she had already tamed me. She didn’t need to keep the locked in a cage or time he down. Heck, she didn’t even use the leash while she was gone! 
 
    And why not? Because she thought she was smarter than me. She really saw me as some dumb animal. 
 
    No. 
 
    I wasn’t going to put up with this. 
 
    Breathing faster now, I didn’t care if anyone saw me. Heck, someone could call the cops, and I could tell them the truth. I had been kidnapped, falsely imprisoned, and I needed help! 
 
    I just needed to find the courage to get away. 
 
      
 
    Katie 
 
    “Would you like another bite, sweetheart?” Olivia asked from the other side of the bench. Right outside of our building, the open space always felt like this wonderful park. From the beautifully trimmed hedges to the tall oak trees and a strategically placed boulders, everything felt wild and rustic, at least within these few feet. 
 
    Olivia held out the remaining half of the croissant. 
 
    “No thanks,” I said. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “This doesn’t seem mean to you?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s for his own good,” Olivia said. “Besides, he won’t need to be punished if he doesn’t disobey.” 
 
    “I guess…” I said, glancing back toward the entrance and wondering what might happen. 
 
    It was midmorning now, and most of the professionals who lived in our building had already gone to their respective offices, which meant we just had to wait. 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    Okay, I could do this. Even if I had to crawl, I’d get out of there! 
 
    The girls would never see it coming; besides, if I went soon, I could have the entire day to escape before either Katie or Olivia would come back. 
 
    I pushed through my fear, crawled forward, reached up, and closed my eyes as my fingers wrapped around the doorknob. When my fingertips and slid along the smooth chrome, I expected some electrical shock, like the collar around my neck might detect my escape attempt. 
 
    But no. Nothing. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    I turned the knob, snuck a glance out into the hallway, and marveled how it looked exactly as it had a week ago when I first arrived. Of course, back then, I had been allowed to walk. 
 
    Now I would crawl. 
 
    With the door open, I crawled out into the corridor. Naked, wearing nothing but a chastity cage and collar, I wondered if maybe I should try to grab a towel or something. 
 
    Too late, the door closed behind me. I reached up, only to freeze because the door had locked automatically! 
 
    “Crap,” I hissed through my teeth. “Crap, crap, crap!” 
 
    Okay. I had come this far, so I had to keep going. 
 
    I crawled down the hall and wondered if maybe I should try to knock on some random door. But what that accomplish? 
 
    No, I had to get out of this building and away from Olivia and Katie. If I could escape, then I could find the police and bring them back here. I could make sure those girls paid for doing this to me! 
 
    I got to the elevator and hesitated. Then I tapped the button by reaching up with my arm, although I was now careful to keep my neck down, lest the collar trigger. 
 
    The elevator doors opened, and I expected to hear some cry of astonishment or dismay. But no. There was nothing. 
 
    I climbed into the elevator, hit the button for the ground floor, and I stayed there on my knuckles and knees. As the elevator slid down the shaft, I kept waiting for someone to get on. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    The doors in the atrium opened, and I crawled out like some lost pet. I scampered across the floor without peeking up or around. I probably should have shouted for help or asked a security guard to call the police, but then a sickening thought occurred to me. What if the girls had already talked to their building’s security team? 
 
    It didn’t seem like the most likely possibility, but Olivia had money. If she decided to bribe someone who only made minimum wage, it would be easy. 
 
    I crawled through the lobby, then out into the open space. By this point, I kept my head down as I scurried forward. 
 
    Up ahead, I saw the sidewalk! 
 
    Yes! I was going to do it! I was really going to do it! 
 
    Then I made it onto the sidewalk, and the pavement was rough beneath my knuckles and knees, but I didn’t care. 
 
    That’s when the siren boomed. 
 
    The sound cut through the air, I turned around and looked up. 
 
    A woman climbed out. Tall but lithe, she wore mirrored sunglasses and a belt equipped with a gun, a baton, and the other tools of her trade. Her dark blue uniform and badge made it clear she was an authority figure. 
 
    “Officer,” I started to say. 
 
    “You’re naked,” she said, stopping right in front of me. 
 
    “Officer, I—” 
 
    The woman cut me off, “And you’re not wearing a leash,” she said. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Before I could do or say anything, she crouched down, looked into my eyes, and asked, “Are your owners around?” 
 
    Owners. 
 
    “Officer,” came another voice from behind me. I turned my head is much as I could, and that’s when I saw her dark hair bounce as she jogged toward us. “I’m sorry. He’s been pretty precocious lately.” 
 
    “Maybe keep your dog locked up in a cage when you’re not home,” said the cop. 
 
    “That’s a great idea,” Olivia said as she snapped my leash back into place. 
 
    “Come on, boy. We need to talk about your punishment.” 
 
      
 
    Olivia 
 
    The three of us rode the elevator back up, and I whispered a few things to Katie. She did a good job of keeping her expression neutral even though we both knew what needed to be done. 
 
    We arrived on our floor and headed back in the condo, and that’s when I grabbed his leash and guided him back to our bedroom. He looked up at me, and I could see the curiosity there. Not only that, he was torn; he really wanted to ask what might happen next, only he was scared of what the consequences of his disobedience might be. 
 
    “I want you to know that my firm does a lot of business with the local police department,” I said, “And that means I know pretty much every officer. If anyone catches you, do know what they’ll do? They’ll bring you right back home because they know where my dog belongs.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but smirk when I saw the color dissipate from his cheeks. This boy was so scared! 
 
    It would’ve been cute, except he still needed to be punished. 
 
    Katie stepped into the room and said, “Maybe he’s been misbehaving because we haven’t given him an orgasm yet.” 
 
    “You know, that’s a really good point,” I said. “Would you like to have sex, doggy?” 
 
    He didn’t answer, probably because he didn’t trust me. 
 
    “Katie, why don’t you take off your pants and let him lick you while I fuck him.” 
 
    His brows creased with confusion, probably because he was trying to do the math, but Katie pushed him onto the bed. Not only that, she shimmied out of her yoga pants, yanked down her panties, and spread her legs. 
 
    Simultaneously, I held something up for him to see. 
 
    The key. 
 
    “Should I let you out? Should I let you out of your cage?” 
 
    Yeah, he was adorably confused by this point. Release probably sounded like a reward, but that was only because he understand what was coming next. 
 
    His cage. 
 
    He must have hated the confinement by this point, especially when he had to spend all of his time around me and Katie. There were, of course, those delightful moments when we’d get out of the shower and have a towel wrapped around our damp, nubile bodies. In those moments, we’d saunter down the hallway, and the dog would come panting. He would watch, drinking in the sight until that inevitable moment when we told him to go or just closed the bedroom door. 
 
    And now, I said, “Beg.” 
 
    The doggy boy got onto his haunches, held out his knuckles, and he whimpered just as he had been trained. He did it perfectly! 
 
    “Good,” I said. “Now, I want you to know that if you try to touch yourself without permission, I’ll shock you for an hour.” 
 
    His eyes got huge, like little brown discs as he processed what that might mean. 
 
    If a second could feel like an eternity, what would an hour be to his fragile psyche? 
 
    Cameron gulped and didn’t move as I reached down and unlocked his chastity cage. The moment I pulled the metal off of his genitals, his shaft hardened. His proud erection pointed forward, and I decided to tease him. 
 
    “Such a big dog,” I taunted him as my fingers brushed along the underside of his scrotum, over his balls, and from the base of his member all the way to the tip. By now, his opening had dampened. 
 
    “You’re not going to try to touch yourself now, are you?” 
 
    With a frantic eagerness, he swung his head from side to side fast enough to make the rest of his body follow. 
 
    “Good,” I said. “Crawl onto the bed, lick your owner, and I’ll be with you in a moment.” 
 
    Just as he crawled by, I leaned down and told him, “I’m going to love having sex with you, Cameron.” 
 
    He froze for a moment before remembering my command. 
 
    The boy climbed up onto the bed, dipped his head down, and started licking her. 
 
    Because I could, I enjoyed the sight for the next few seconds or maybe full minutes. Oh yes, having this male braced with his face down definitely pleased me. I could feel the excitement pulsing through my body. 
 
    Turning away, I skipped to the closet. I pulled off my dress and stripped down to my bra. I even took off my panties as I pulled on the leather harness. Then I picked out my favorite two-headed dildo. 
 
    I slipped it down into the opening, pulled the straps tight, and pressed my hand of the dildo against my damp opening. I thought I might need some foreplay or something, but no. Seeing Cameron on his hands and knees as he serviced my girlfriend made me nice and receptive. 
 
    “Hey, Cameron,” Katie said. She tugged on his hair and pulled his moist lips away from her slit. 
 
    He glanced over his shoulder, blinked once, processed what he was seeing, and froze. 
 
    “Come here, boy,” I said, slapping my thigh. “I’ve got something else for you to lick.” 
 
    I think phallus pointed out, a bright reminder of my authority over him. 
 
    Cameron remained there, unable to decide. I arched an eyebrow and asked, “Do I need to put you back your chastity cage? Because you know, if I do, I might just decide to never, ever let you out. You could stay all locked up forever. What do you think of that? I mean, the key is so small—I could lose it so easily…” 
 
    He barked like an eager little puppy as he scurried forward. 
 
    That’s when I grabbed him by his hair again, only now I pulled his face toward my dildo. 
 
    “Suck like an eager little puppy slut,” I ordered. 
 
    This may have been out of character, but I didn’t care, not when I got to watch that look of deep shame pass across his face while his lips tightened around the toy. 
 
    The embarrassment made his cheeks glow a bright shade of red, and he closed his eyes as he started to suck. He bobbed his head forward and back. I pushed forward with my hips, nearly choking him. 
 
    Too bad. 
 
    I rammed him hard and fast for a few seconds before tugging his face away. 
 
    “Go back to Katie, boy,” I ordered. 
 
    At once, he scurried back to the girl he loved, dipped his head back between her legs, and eagerly focused on licking her. 
 
    Soon enough, my pretty little blonde started panting again. Within seconds, she was grabbing onto the sheets, clutching them as she tensed up. 
 
    “Slow down,” I commanded because I wanted to take my time with him, especially when I looked down at my fake, damp, glistening shaft. 
 
    I came up behind him, put my hands on his hips, and that’s when he tensed. He pulled his face away from her slit and stopped. 
 
    “If you fight, you get punished,” I said simply. 
 
    The puppy whimpered, but then I pushed forward, and I loved the friction of his body as I slid my dildo between his butt cheeks. I penetrated him, sliding in as I took what I wanted. 
 
    My shaft was slick with his saliva as I pressed down, little by little, inch by inch, and he had no choice but to take it. 
 
    Our pet boy tried to bark, to whimper. He wants to cry out; that much was obvious, but he couldn’t succeed. 
 
    I pushed my weight down, focusing on him. 
 
    Then I buried the shaft entirely. I drew back, and he whimpered again. Finally, I placed one hand on the back of his skull and shoved his face down toward her opening. 
 
    The dog started licking without being told. 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. “You like being a horny little puppy, don’t you? And when you’re a very, very good boy, you might get this kind of reward.” 
 
    I pulled back, thrust forward, and made him enjoy it. 
 
    That part was easy. 
 
    “You might think you hate this. Maybe you think you’re supposed to be a man, so you should be on top or whatever,” I teased. My breathing came faster, but I still found breath for these words because he needed to hear them, “You don’t hate this. You love it. You want more. You want to get fucked like this all the time!” 
 
    He must have thought I had gone crazy, but I grabbed his shaft with my other hand. I wrapped my fingers around his member, and I could feel the firmness right there in the palm of my hand. 
 
    “You’re a horny dog,” I told the pet. “You’re a dumb, horny dog, and I’m going to make you enjoy this.” 
 
    As he kept licking, he whimpered as I sensed the vibrations run through his body because he didn’t want to believe anything I said. 
 
    Yet deep down, he must’ve known I was telling the truth. I was in charge because I was a woman. Katie and I owned him. 
 
    “You’re our pet dog!” I called out, thrusting down, only to pull back and pump into him over and over. With every thrust, I brought him closer. 
 
    Tightening and crying out, Katie came so hard! She whimpered—she screamed out! I listened to those heavenly sounds, closed my eyes, and rubbed his shaft just enough to make sure his member started to pulsate. He came hard, right down against to the sheets. I pumped him with my strap-on, all to make sure he knew precisely what was happening. 
 
    Maybe I should have teased him. 
 
    Maybe I should have been cruel. 
 
    But no, I think he learned his lesson. Besides, I was too busy crying out, screaming at the top of my lungs while my orgasm raced through my body. 
 
    I glanced down, saw the contented expression on Katie’s face, and we both knew we’d made the correct decision. 
 
    “Stay at the foot of the bed,” I ordered, breathless. 
 
    Finished with this boy, I pulled off my harness, threw it to the floor, and dropped onto the bed. 
 
    Our boy seemed confused for a few seconds, but then he curled up into a little ball there at the edge while I grabbed Katie and pulled her close. 
 
    I had my girlfriend, we had our pet, and we’d succeeded. After today, this boy would never, ever try to escape again. 
 
      
 
    Cameron 
 
    …They had each other, and I was their pet because they succeeded. After today, I would never, ever try to escape again… 
 
      
 
    The End 
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