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Setting the Pace 
 
      
 
    Jason didn’t understand. 
 
    He couldn’t remember. 
 
    Everything seemed so fuzzy, so distorted—disconnected. 
 
    Memories flashed along with the lights in front of him. 
 
    Bright. Dark. Bright. Dark. The illumination cut in and out, seemingly at random. This captive boy had no way of understanding the pattern. The air vibrated with music impossible for the human ear to detect. 
 
    Surrounded by blank walls, naked, his arms and legs spread, Jason fought to recapture some sense of time or place. With every moment, he tried so hard to collect his thoughts, only to have those images dashed against the onslaught of light and dark. 
 
    The strobe light stopped, and everything seemed like twilight. Jason glanced around, searching for some detail that might help him. But the wall in front of him was completely featureless. He turned his head to the left, and he found a matching black patch of building. It was the exact same to the right as well. 
 
    That’s when the music started. 
 
    It began with a piano, light notes hitting the air. 
 
    Ignoring it for the moment, Jason looked up at his wrists. They were bound by heavy, dark brown leather. Somehow, it reminded him of something an animal might wear. He looked down at his legs, and it was the exact same. 
 
    He decided to try to be smart. He rotated his wrists, hoping that the shackles would be so big and bulky that he would be able to slide his arm down. He worked at those bonds for several seconds. After just a little while, he could tell that he wasn’t going to be able to get free. 
 
    But because Jason was a stubborn boy, he kept working at it. 
 
    More than a minute went by, and he had to accept the truth. Exhaling through his teeth, he realized he wasn’t going to be able to get out that way. 
 
    In the meantime, the piano kept playing, those gentle sounds caressing the air. Under other circumstances, that music would have been incredibly relaxing. Even now, naked, with little goosebumps playing along his skin, Jason was almost tempted to bow his head down, to close his eyes, and to simply wait. 
 
    “I want to be a good pony.” 
 
    At once, Jason jerked his head up, and he looked around for the source of those words. He didn’t hear any doorway open, though it might have happened behind him. Freezing in place, Jason waited, holding his breath. He expected someone to say something else. 
 
    The seconds morphed into minutes, and the music kept playing. A violin joined the piano. Because he didn’t have anything else to do, Jason kept wiggling around, doing his best to think of something. 
 
    He had one other option, but he didn’t really want to take it. If he was completely honest with himself, he had to admit that it made him nervous. 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    Again, he froze. There was something really strange; those words sounded a lot like the voice in his head, like his own thoughts. In fact, Jason almost had a hard time telling the difference, like maybe those sentences weren’t really sounds at all. 
 
    Shaking his head, he told himself that was impossible. After all, he never thought about ponies. He wasn’t some girl in kindergarten, after all. 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner,” came that strange voice again. The more he thought about it, the more Jason realized that maybe those words weren’t really hitting the air at all. Maybe they actually were inside of his head, but that didn’t make sense. 
 
    Throughout his life, Jason had always been in control of the words that played through his brain. Sure, he might get a song occasionally stuck in his head, but he could always push those lyrics or melodies aside, at least for a little while. 
 
    He focused, thinking hard. He told himself a couple of mathematical equations. He went through one of his favorite movies, starting at the beginning and concentrating on every scene he could recall. 
 
    All the while, that music continued to play, dancing on the air. The piano picked up its speed. The violin played gently. 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    “What the hell’s going on here?” Jason asked, not sure if he was talking to someone in particular. 
 
    Clearly, he’d been kidnapped, so did that mean his captors had drugged him as well? Yes, probably. After all, the last thing he could remember was going into that bar. He ordered a drink. He couldn’t even recall having a sip from his beer. For all he knew, he just collapsed at the bar, and someone might have come by to collect him. Other people could’ve assumed he was getting dragged out by some of his friends. He could have been taken into some van, and no one would have noticed. 
 
    “Seriously, what the hell is going on here?” Jason asked again, finding his voice. He practically shouted those words into the room, but there still was no response. 
 
    None except for the music. 
 
    It kept playing, teasing him. And then he heard it again, like a ghost whispering inside of his brain, “I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    Jason shook his head. “What’s going on here? Look, whatever you’re trying to do, it’s not going to work.” He waited, hoping that there would be some sort of response, that someone would explain to him what the heck was going on. 
 
    “Talk to me!” As those words boomed from his chest, he yanked and twisted against the shackles holding him upright. He moved as far as he could, which only meant a few inches. Even so, he strained his muscles. Heat played along his skin, and his forehead soon became damp. He kept at it, trying to punch and kick his way free, all to no avail. Pretty soon, he slumped down, spent. 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    Those words registered inside of his head, but he closed his eyes. 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner. I want to serve her and obey her. I want to please her. I have to obey her because I’m a good pony.” 
 
    He shook his head from side to side. He tried to push those words away, yet they kept invading his consciousness, echoing inside of his head again and again. 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner. I want to wear a saddle. I want to pull her cart. If I’m a good boy, maybe she will feed me apples or sugar cubes. I want to lick them from the palm of her hand. I want to be a good boy for her. I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    Locking his teeth together, he growled, “No.” At the same time, he pulled again on the restraints, hoping that something might give or break. If he could only pop a single seam, that would at least tell him he had a chance. 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    Jason couldn’t resist those words. They played through his head, rewriting his personality. 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    Lights began to strobe in front of his face all over again, but he hardly noticed. Instead, he saw himself. His actual vision faded away, replaced by the images playing along his mind’s eye. Jason didn’t know how this technology worked, yet that didn’t really matter. 
 
    Inside of his head, he saw himself, only he was dressed differently, so differently. At work, he put on a suit with a tie. He wore dark loafers that shined. 
 
    But here, in his imagination, he had a bit in his mouth. He wore a bridle that looped around his face. His arms were restrained behind his back, and a leather harness encircled his chest. His heavy boots didn’t look like something a human would wear. No, they looked more like hooves… 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    “I want to be a good pony for my owner.” 
 
    The music played, and the lights darted in and out of the room. 
 
    Jason couldn’t relax; he couldn’t figure out what was going on. 
 
    The images wouldn’t go away. He saw himself pulling a cart. There was a girl in the cart, and she was holding a crop. Whenever he slowed down, she would snap it out, prompting him to go faster like a good pony. Jason didn’t even mind because he wanted to be a good pony for her. He wanted to obey her. 
 
    When she wanted to go one direction or the other, she’d simply pull on his reins.  
 
    It would feel good. He would obey his owner, and he would run and gallop and canter for her, just for her. 
 
    But when Jason tried to imagine his owner, he couldn’t pick out any specific details. She would be lovely, and he would do whatever she wanted, but he couldn’t explain why. Instead, there was simply that instinct that had been drilled deep into his mind. 
 
    He wanted to be a good pony for his owner. 
 
    And when he was done, she would take him back to the stables, and she would wash him down. The cold water would play along his face, and those rivulets would run down his neck. He would savor every moment, and if he had been extraordinarily good, maybe she would come up to him, and she would touch him. She would put her hand on his cock, and she would squeeze lightly. He would thrust his hips forward and back, grateful for every second of attention. He just wanted to be a good pony for her, and he wouldn’t be allowed to use his hands. 
 
    That’s because boy ponies like him needed to be frustrated. If he was frustrated, he would run harder. 
 
    If he was frustrated, he’d be able to please his owner. 
 
    As a good pony, he just wanted to please his owner. Nothing else could matter. Nothing else could be important. 
 
    The pleasure would explode through his body, and then he would slump downward. 
 
    If he was a really, really good pony, his owner might decide that he deserved a sugar cube. She might pluck one out of her pocket or her baggy, it would be right there on the palm of her hand. He would lean down, grateful, and he would lick at it. It would taste so sweet, especially because it came from his owner. 
 
    As a good pony, he just wanted to please his owner. 
 
    Once she was done with him, she would put him back into one of the stalls, and he would fall down onto a big pile of hay. It would feel so good, especially because he would be content with one simple fact: he had pleased his owner. 
 
    Those images played again and again. Those words kept drumming against his psyche. 
 
    Jason lost all track of time. He couldn’t tell if he had been there for minutes, hours, days, or longer. 
 
      
 
    At some point, they came for him. The lights were turned back on, bright and clean. He could see the smooth floor, and the clean walls. As he stared forward, he didn’t really register what was going on around him. That had to be part of the programming as well. That kept him docile while they put him in his gear. 
 
    Strangely enough, he even cooperated. Yes, when the bit was lifted up toward his lips, he opened his mouth. They pushed that heavy strip of leather deep into his mouth, and he bit down. The straps were pulled up and around the back of his head. Next, they placed the bridle on him. The blinders would make sure that he only saw what was right in front of him. 
 
    Next, they suited him up in his harness and his hoof boots. 
 
    They laced him up and buckled him in. Once everything was ready, someone tugged on his reins, and they pulled him down a long hallway. He could hear a voice, some woman talking. 
 
    “Our next item for bid is a young pony formerly known as Jason Colms. He has been thoroughly programmed, but he is untrained. If you are looking for a cute little colt to play with, he would be your ideal subject.” 
 
    Fresh light shot down on him. It was circular as he was led up onto some kind of platform. When he looked straight ahead, he could see the distorted faces of different women. With the light glaring down at him, he couldn’t make out any specific details, but they were there, watching him. 
 
    “Let’s start the bidding,” said the announcer. 
 
      
 
    Jason stood there, on display in front of all of those women. He didn’t really think about the numbers. He didn’t really think about anything at all. Eyes aimed forward, he couldn’t explain what was going on, yet he still remained relaxed. 
 
    If he had stopped and really tried to think about this, then he would probably have been able to come up with the obvious answer: this was an auction, he was on display, and one of these women intended to purchase him. Yes, he was for sale. 
 
    Somehow, he couldn’t put those ideas together, not until he heard one particular voice. 
 
    “Ten thousand.” 
 
    She sounded calm. She raised a paddle out somewhere in the audience, and she said those two words, and a shiver of dread cut down Jason’s spine. He didn’t think it was possible. 
 
    No, it couldn’t be. 
 
    In his mostly hypnotized state, Jason couldn’t get upset, but there was still that little niggling voice at the base of his mind that worried. The anxiety built, especially when that same one raised her paddle again a few seconds later. The bidding kept going up. 
 
    “Twenty-six,” she said. 
 
    Caitlin. 
 
    That name bubbled up into his head, and he could see her vulpine features. He remembered her from work, this girl who should have been incredibly beautiful. She had short, blonde hair that curved around her face. Her bright blue eyes always sparkled mischievously, and she knew exactly how to dress to show off the curves of her body without being unprofessional. 
 
    They started working at the same company at the same time, yet Caitlin quickly became a manager. She became his boss. 
 
    And he hated her. And she hated him. They could never get along. They disagreed about everything. She saw him as an arrogant upstart, some silly male who should have been able to keep his head down and simply obey her. He saw her as an arrogant bitch who needed to be taken down a couple of pegs. 
 
    In fact, she even tried to have him fired once, but he was still pretty popular with some of the senior managers. Her attempt failed, and that only made her dislike him that much more. 
 
    Another woman called out a different bid. 
 
    Caitlin (if it really was her) apparently lifted her paddle again, and she called out another number. 
 
    Jason couldn’t turn his head to either side. For some reason, it just felt like a fundamentally bad idea. Of course, he had no idea that he had been programmed to stand there, to keep his back straight and his head up. These women were going to buy him. One of them would literally own him by the end of the day, and he couldn’t even think about trying to flee. 
 
    But down, deep down in his psyche, Jason kept hoping it wasn’t the Caitlin. Not her. Anyone but her. 
 
    “Going once at forty-three,” called out the announcer. “Going twice. Sold!” 
 
    Jason didn’t get the chance to see exactly who put in the winning bid. 
 
      
 
    Dazed and disoriented by his recent hypnotic programming, Jason obeyed the handlers. One of the women pulled on his reins, and she escorted him off of the stage. It was time for another pony to be sold. His time in the spotlight was done, it seemed. 
 
    He didn’t mind. He didn’t feel any relief either. In fact, he remained entirely calm as the handler escorted him down a long hallway. She opened the door, and bright light washed over him. He blinked quickly, but the handler didn’t slow down, so neither did he. 
 
    He was taken outside, and his hooves crunched down into dry leaves. It actually felt pretty good, but then they were back inside of another building, only this one had dirt for a floor. 
 
    “I bet you are a hungry boy,” the handler said to him. 
 
    Jason didn’t try to respond. Even when she took the bit out of his mouth, he didn’t say anything. For some reason, he did feel the itch to rub his hoof down against the ground. The handler turned to him, and she was holding an apple. “Come on,” she said. “It’s okay.” 
 
    Jason leaned in, and he bit into the apple. It was juicy and wet. It tasted good. He chewed and he swallowed before leaning in for another bite. Some of the juices dribbled down his chin, but he couldn’t seem to make himself care. Then again, even if he had worried about it, there wasn’t anything he could do. His arms were thoroughly bound behind his back. In fact, they might as well have not existed at all. 
 
    With his attention firmly fixed on the apple in front of his face, Jason didn’t really pay much attention to the young woman who fed him. He bit through another chunk of apple, and he chewed and swallowed. The next moment, he realized that she was doing something to the top of his head. 
 
    She was brushing his hair. 
 
    Actually, it felt very good. He relaxed right there, standing and eating and letting everything happen to him. 
 
    Yes, he was making excellent progress as a human pony. 
 
      
 
    The handler finished feeding and brushing him. He was placed in a stall, where he waited. 
 
    Somehow, Jason didn’t become impatient. He simply stood there, relaxed and completely patient. Once in a while, he would lick some of the dried juice from his lips, but that was all. He didn’t worry about what was going on. In fact, as far as he could tell, this was completely normal. Ideas like ambition and success didn’t mean anything to him. It was as though those ideas and words had been simply deleted from his mind. 
 
    He simply wanted to be a good pony for his new owner. 
 
    Even then, Jason couldn’t really get excited. He kept waiting, wondering what was going to happen without any real passion. 
 
    But then the stable door opened, and he saw her. 
 
    Conflicting emotions surged through his chest. 
 
    At the surface of his mind, he saw this woman, and he immediately recognized her as his owner. He belonged to her, and he had to do anything and everything he could to please her. If she wanted him to run, then he would run as hard as he could! If she wanted him to stay still, then he would try to do that as well. The command didn’t matter. He had to please her! He had to obey her! 
 
    But underneath that instinctive obedience, he hated her. Or at least, he felt like he was supposed to hate her. 
 
    Caitlin. Her name pulsed behind his eyes, and there was this flicker of frustration, of anger. Despite those programmed commands, he still remembered what it was like when they first met. She had met his gaze, her eyes dark blue and imperious, and she just smirked, like he was some sort of joke. 
 
    From that moment forward, he always tried to be civil with her. He tried to be polite and to work with her. Jason always considered himself to be a skilled diplomat when it came to the workplace, only it never worked, not with her. 
 
    There was just something about Caitlin, the way she walked, the way she talked, and the way she seemed to dismiss anything and everything he said. Whenever they worked the same meetings, she would pretend that he barely said anything. Even if he came up with an idea that she liked, Caitlin would always reframe it, making it sound like the idea came from her or maybe someone else. It didn’t seem to matter, so long as Jason didn’t get the credit. 
 
    At one point, he had grabbed her by the arm, and he pulled her to the side. 
 
    Rather than get offended or say something about sexual harassment, she just looked down at his hand on her bicep like his fingers were a couple of bugs. “What is it?” 
 
    “What’s your problem with me?” 
 
    She looked right back at him once again, and Jason found himself shivering. In his head it was easy to dislike this girl. It was easy to think of her as just some snotty bitch. But really, she was cunning. More importantly, she was beautiful. Even if he didn’t like her, he always found himself admiring her legs, her ass, and her chest. Hell, he could stare at her blonde hair and watch as the light glimmered off of those straight strands. 
 
    “I don’t have a problem with you,” she said, smirking ever so slightly. Then she walked away. 
 
    That was it. She never gave him a reason. She never explained why she didn’t like him or why she had to undermine him at every step. 
 
      
 
    And there she was. 
 
    Caitlin. 
 
    Jason looked at her, and he retreated back a step, instinctively nervous with this woman. Yes, he desired to please her with every fiber of his body, but there was something else. Maybe it was the way she was looking at him, the same way a predator studies her prey. Or maybe he didn’t know how to deal with that surge of frustration deep within his psyche. 
 
    Caitlin walked up to her pony boy, and she snapped her fingers. 
 
    The programming kicked in, so he trotted forward. Obviously, he kept his hands held behind his back, each wrist locked in place by the heavy, leather harness that enveloped his torso. 
 
    “What do we have here?” Caitlin asked. 
 
    At this point, his bit had been replaced, so Jason didn’t get the opportunity to speak. He could certainly whinny or neigh…but actual, human speech had been denied to him. 
 
    Caitlin circled him, her eyes moving up and down the length of his body. At one point, she squatted down, and she pinched his legs. From there, she poked his waist. “Not bad,” she said. “But you know, I’m going to have to make sure you get some rather thorough workouts. By the time I’m done with you, I want you to be a lean, racing pony.” 
 
    Jason didn’t say anything. He lifted up one hoof, and he pushed it back down into the floor of his stall. 
 
    “Do you know what happens if you’re a very, very good pony for me?” 
 
    Jason didn’t respond. He stared forward, his eyes dull and distracted. Even if he tried to concentrate on this woman with everything he possessed, it still wasn’t really enough. The hypnotic programming had cut away his concentration. Now he looked out at the world from a simpler, animalistic perspective. 
 
    “Let me give you a taste,” she said. She came up to him, and she stroked his scrotum. Her fingertips played along his exposed, vulnerable genitals. She teased his balls, lightly grazing him. She watched as his nostrils flared. Tightening his teeth around the leather bit in his mouth, it was obvious that he wanted more. 
 
    For the moment, Caitlin decided to oblige. Her fingertips flickered and danced up along the length of his shaft. It only took a moment or two before his manhood turned hard. She enjoyed the solidity, the tumescence, of his cock. 
 
    “Such a virile pony. Maybe at some point, I’ll have to put you out to stud. Would you like that?” 
 
    If Jason had been able to think clearly, he would have shaken his head. The bit and bridle may have rendered human speech impossible, but he was supposed to be a smart, young man. Under normal circumstances, he would have found a way to communicate. But these weren’t normal circumstances. No, he was just a pony, so he had to do whatever his owner desired. 
 
    She kept squeezing him, gently touching him and playing with him. 
 
    All the while, Caitlin studied his body. She gauged his breathing, she watched his skin darken with blush, and she resisted the urge to laugh at him. She kept working him up, turning him on until he was almost there. 
 
    Then she took her hand away, and she watched as he turned back around. He stamped his foot down. “Poor, frustrated boy. Don’t worry. If you do a very good job at your workout today, maybe I will finish you off. That’s something you can think about.” 
 
    And just like that, she took a hold of his reins, and she tugged, pulling her pony out of the stall, out of the stables, and into the harsh light. 
 
      
 
    Jason found himself on display once again. He stood in the middle of a grassy field, and his owner was right there. 
 
    With every step, there was that little tiny voice of the back of his mind telling him that he needed to resist her. It wasn’t supposed to be difficult. If only he could stop moving, then he would show her that he couldn’t be controlled. And yet, he slipped from one stride to the next, walking along behind his owner. 
 
    Once they reached at the center of the field, she turned back around. Her eyes wandered along the distance, something that Jason could no longer do, not with the blinders blocking out most of his vision. Instead, he remained focused on this one woman. That’s why he didn’t notice the crop in her hand. She brought it up, and then she touched the tip to his forehead, just above the ridge of his nose. 
 
    When he saw the leather crop, a shiver of nervousness ran down his spine, though he couldn’t explain why. If she used it to strike, it wouldn’t really hurt, would it? 
 
    “I bet you still think they are a person. Is that right?” 
 
    Jason looked back at her, his expression completely neutral. He was just an animal. He didn’t need to think. 
 
    “You want to be a person, don’t you? But you aren’t. Not anymore. You belong to me now. I’m going to have some fun training you and breaking you. By the time I’m done, you’ll always want to whatever I say.” 
 
    Jason inhaled, and he almost tried to speak, to tell her that he already had that desire deep within him. It had been placed there by the same women who kidnapped him and trapped him into this pony gear in the first place. 
 
    He couldn’t even lick his lips, so he waited, wondering exactly what his new owner would tell him to do. 
 
    She walked back behind him, and she smacked his naked ass with the crop. It left a hot red line along his skin. Jason flinched, his eyes watering, not that he could touch his fingertips to the unshed tears. 
 
    “Poor boy. You see, I don’t like disciplining you, but that’s exactly what I will do when you try to disobey. You have to understand that I’m your owner now. That’s right. You belong to me. You are my property. More than that, you’re going to be my pet. I’m going to train you, put you on display, and use you. That’s how this works.” 
 
    Caitlin waited, letting those words settle in. For his part, Jason didn’t say anything; he didn’t attempt to speak. He didn’t do anything at all. 
 
    His owner nodded her head, and she reached up to pet him. Her fingers slid through his hair. “You have such a soft mane,” she told him. Jason tilted his head to the side, grateful for that moment when she brushed her fingertips along the exposed portion of his cheek. Sure, the bridle and the blinders hid much of his face, but it still felt good. “You are such a good pony. Yes, you are. You are such a good boy. I don’t think I’m going to have to discipline you very much at all.” 
 
    Jason relaxed, turning his head, exposing more of his face. It felt so good. It felt so wonderful when his owner touched him like this. 
 
    At the same time, she reached down, and she stroked his tumescent shaft once again. She made sure that he was right there, on the verge of an orgasm. 
 
    Deep down, his animal instinct told him that he was about to climax. He was about to spread his load. 
 
    No. 
 
    Caitlin disappointed him once again, pulling her hand back. He exhaled through his mouth, breathing around the bit and through his teeth. 
 
    “Maybe later,” she said to him. Then she patted him on the head. “Right now, we need to work on your training.” 
 
    Torn between frustration and the desperate desire to please his owner, Jason stood there, a ready and willing pony. 
 
    She reached for the back of her belt, and she pulled out a simple rope. She tied it to his reins, and then she started to walk away. Caitlin stood just a short ways off, but there was plenty of room between them. “Walk,” she said to him. 
 
    He began to move forward. 
 
    If Jason had been able to think clearly, he would have found this utterly humiliating. She stood in the center of a circle, and he moved around her, walking as she held onto the rope. 
 
    “Faster,” she commanded, “Canter.” 
 
    Like a good pony, he sped up, moving from one foot to the other. The sun was warm against his mostly naked skin. He moved in that tight circle, eager to obey, eager to please his owner. 
 
    “Trot,” she ordered a few seconds later, issuing the command like he was a well-trained beast. 
 
    That’s exactly what he became. He moved faster, trotting along. He skipped from his right foot to the other, running in tight circles. He moved around her, and his lungs soon started to ache. At the same time, his skin became moist. 
 
    “Run,” she ordered. 
 
    Jason couldn’t swing his arms. Even so, he leaned his head down, and he ran, sprinting through that circle like a good pony. He ran hard, even after his mouth dried, his skin turned red, and his lungs burned for fresh oxygen. He kept going and going. 
 
    On some level, Jason knew that he should stop. If he had been able to think and make his own decisions, then he would have ceased right there. It would have been easy to simply come to a stop, to gulp it down fresh air, and to tell this woman to go to hell. He didn’t have to run! 
 
    Except he did. 
 
    Jason didn’t have any other choice in the matter. He kept running, sprinting hard. 
 
    “Walk,” she said. 
 
    As he ran over the grass, he had to cut little divots into the ground. Now his hooves slowed him, and Jason wished he could have brought his arm up. He wanted to cradle his side. The cramp dug into his flesh, but he kept his back straight like a good pony. 
 
    The walking felt good, so wonderful. 
 
    He may as well have been resting. He closed his eyes, and he followed the tug of the rope. He walked in circles for his owner until she called out the next command. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    At that order, he ceased moving. 
 
    Still gulping down fresh lungfuls of oxygen, he couldn’t simply breathe through his mouth. Instead, he panted through his nose and between his teeth. 
 
    Rather than walk him, Caitlin pulled on his ropes. 
 
    Head down, he walked toward her. 
 
    Caitlin loosened the bit in his mouth, pulling it away. Then she looked into his eyes, and she waited. He had no way of understanding this, but his owner wanted to see if he would try to speak or complain. Maybe he would try to say something about how he had rights, how she couldn’t do this to him. 
 
    Nothing along those lines left his mouth. 
 
    Because she was pleased with his silence, she reached down, and she stroked his genitals once again. Her fingertips played along his scrotum, and she gave his cock a squeeze. He moaned with ecstasy, perhaps hoping that he would finally get a taste of relief. 
 
    But no. She wanted him to be horny, to feel energized, but she wasn’t about to let him climax, not yet. 
 
    For a second, she smirked, thinking about how much fun it would be to keep him in a constant state of arousal. She could just leave him, always horny, and he would never get to climax. 
 
    Then again, that kind of treatment might literally drive him insane. She always marveled at just how fragile the male psyche could be. 
 
    She smirked, thinking about how easy it was for these men to be trained. Although Jason was her only pet pony, she knew that lots of men had been kidnapped and reprogrammed. 
 
    “Such a good boy. There we go. I think this is what you want,” she said, reaching into her pocket. She pulled out a sugar cube, and she held it up on the flat of her palm. 
 
    “Go ahead, boy. Lick.” 
 
    He bowed his torso forward, and he touched his lips to the sugar cube. A moment later, his tongue snuck out, and he started to touch the small, white block. 
 
    As he licked at the cube, Caitlin went ahead and petted him. She stroked him behind his ear and along the nape of his neck. She made sure that he could enjoy every second of this. “That’s right. This is where you belong. You belong to me, so you get your award. You did a good job running around for me. At this rate, maybe you will get a very special treat when I take you back in the stables. Would you like that?” 
 
    Obviously, Jason didn’t answer. But that was okay with her. His lips and tongue were otherwise engaged. 
 
    Watching him like this definitely turned her on. Although her skin was warm and flushed from all of the sunlight, she started thinking about what he could do with that mouth. 
 
    Back when Jason considered himself to be her competitor, Caitlin never liked him. She always thought he was rude, the kind of crass guy who couldn’t understand that just because he looked reasonably handsome, that didn’t mean women owed him anything. Besides, she knew how he treated the secretaries and receptionists. He didn’t have any respect for any of the women in the office. 
 
    “Maybe some of those girls would like to see you now. What do you think of that, pony?” 
 
    He didn’t even lift up his eyes to look at her. Oh no, this pony was definitely too distracted by the sugar cube to think of anything else. 
 
    After all, this cube felt so good. He loved the texture and the sweetness. After all of his running, he just wanted more and more. 
 
    So when the last vestiges of the sugar disappeared from her hand, he kept licking. 
 
    Caitlin giggled a couple of times, but when he realized there wasn’t any more sugar to be found, he leaned forward, and he nudged at her. He sniffed her hair, and his lips came together against some of those soft tresses. 
 
    “Back, boy,” Caitlin commanded. 
 
    Like a well-trained animal, he retreated back a couple of steps, though he gave her an irritated glance. Clearly, this pony wanted more, but Caitlin just shook her head. 
 
    “Walk,” she said. 
 
    As a human, he would have groaned with disappointment or embarrassment or frustration. As a pony, he knew what his owner wanted, and he intended to give it to her. He was a very giving animal; nothing could be more important than satisfying this girl, so he went back into the furloughed circle from before. 
 
    “Trot,” she commanded. 
 
    Jason kept his head leveled forward as he started to move. He practically hopped from one step to the next, and Caitlin smirked once again, savoring his insipid obedience. 
 
    She watched him move for several more minutes. His heart pumped, and he managed to keep his breathing relatively level. 
 
    “Just think, we’re going to do this every day. You know, other girls like to hire trainers. Not me. I want to get my hands dirty with you. I want to make sure that you really understand who you belong to.” 
 
    He kept at it, trotting along until she gave another command. 
 
    “Run.” 
 
    Without questioning his owner, Jason started to run forward, kicking his hooves down into the ground. He dashed in that circle, running as hard as his legs could carry him. He pumped, and she watched, wondering if maybe she should train him for dressage. 
 
    That might be amusing, she thought to herself. Then again, she wasn’t sure if she simply wanted to race him. 
 
    Keeping him stabled and fed would cost her quite a bit, but it was definitely worth it. 
 
    “Stop,” she ordered. 
 
    Jason slowed down, and then he stopped, his entire body aching. It probably felt like every inch of his skin hurt. He was certainly dirty and sweaty. Even so, she touched the top of his head, and she scratched him behind his ear once again. 
 
    “I think it’s time for someone to get something to eat,” she told him. 
 
    Like a playful equine, he leaned in, and he nuzzled the top of her head. 
 
    She giggled for a few seconds, and she jumped forward a step or two, but he chased after her. “Back,” she said. That’s when his programming kicked in. When she gave him a direct order, he obviously couldn’t disobey. 
 
    Head down, he actually looked contrite. She came back up to him, and she pushed his bit back into his mouth for the time being. “For that, you don’t get any more sugar.” 
 
    He looked back at her, studying her, but he didn’t try to speak. She pulled on his reins, guiding him back toward the stable. 
 
    It was late in the afternoon, and most of the other ponies had already been taken back to their stalls. They were probably chomping away happily at their horse food. For her part, Caitlin had something else in mind. 
 
    As they walked, she reached back and stroked the top of his head. “This probably seems really unfair to you, but that’s okay. Your opinion doesn’t matter. Actually, I wonder if you even have an opinion anymore. Somewhere deep behind your eyes, are you still Jason?” 
 
    He didn’t answer her. 
 
    Then again, she didn’t expect a response. 
 
    “It’s okay. It doesn’t really matter if you can still think for yourself. You do belong to me, and that’s all you really need to worry about. Once I get a name picked out for you, then it’ll really be official. Sure, the company has already taken care of all of the legal documents. As far as anyone in the government is concerned, you no longer exist. Your Social Security number, your citizenship status, all of it, has been deleted. You’re an animal now, so I think I’m going to have you branded. Yeah, that would be a good idea. What do you think? I could get you your new name, and maybe a heart shape right on your cute behind. Would that be good?” 
 
    He still didn’t answer her. 
 
    Caitlin brought him into the stables. All of the other handlers were gone, so she looked back at the hose in the corner. She pulled on his reins, deciding to give her pony a treat. 
 
    “Stay,” she commanded. She picked up the hose, she turned on the water pressure, and then she aimed it right at her boy. Jason didn’t flinch or try to turn his head away as she started near his knees. 
 
    The cool water felt so good against his reddened skin. She moved the water up, aiming it at his stomach, his chest, then his neck and his face. Sure, he closed his eyes, but he embraced of those sensations. 
 
    Once he was dripping wet, he looked back at his owner. 
 
    “I’m getting up here,” she said, pointing to the high chair across the stables. It would put her groin at his eye level. 
 
    When she took his reins, Jason didn’t complain. When she walked, he followed like an obedient pet. Once they got across the stables, she tied his reins to a hook built into the wall. Then she shimmied out of her jeans, and she pulled down her panties. 
 
    Before his programming, Jason would have probably called out some inappropriate remark. He probably would have teased her or taunted her. Now, he just waited. She pulled the bit from his mouth, and she lowered the blinders. Then she pulled herself up on the chair, and she spread her legs. 
 
    “This is going to feel good,” she said to him. 
 
    She tugged on his reins, pulling his face forward. 
 
    Perhaps a biological pony wouldn’t obey like this, but he had been programmed. Those hypnotic commands took over. 
 
    Somewhere in his head, maybe Jason tried rebel against this. Maybe he didn’t want to be used as some kind of human sex toy, but that didn’t matter. As far as anyone else was concerned, he belonged to her. 
 
    As far as Jason behaved, he really was a pet. So he leaned forward, and he flicked out his tongue, licking at her wet pussy. 
 
    She grabbed onto the arm rests, squeezing them until her knuckles turned white. 
 
    She knew that it was going to feel good when he serviced her, but Caitlin had no idea! If she had known it would feel like this, then she would have had his face between her legs right when they started. 
 
    After a few more seconds, she acclimated to those sensations racing through her body. She could feel that delicious, molten core of desire right below her belly. Yes, she thought. Yes, this was wonderful. This was more than wonderful. It was perfect. 
 
    As a blue-eyed, blond haired beauty, Caitlin had dated quite a few different guys. But even if they wanted her, they seldom had what it took to please her. Most of the time, they would balk at the notion of going down on her. 
 
    Not this pony, not her boy. He licked obediently, sliding his tongue up and down the length of her crevice. 
 
    He moved gently at first, almost tentatively, but then Caitlin pulled on his reins, tugging him. He sped up. “That’s right. You’re doing quite well,” she said. He couldn’t tell her, but those words of praise sent this hot burst of ecstasy through his head. He wanted to please her. Nothing else could be more important, so every positive phrase and word made him want to run around. 
 
    From that point forward, she placed her hands on the top of his head, and she set the rhythm for him. She set the pace. She savored every moment as his tongue moved up and down, up and down. He licked her with such enthusiasm! He serviced her until she knew she wouldn’t be able to take anymore. That’s when Caitlin grabbed onto his head, her grip tight against the strands of his hair. It hurt him, but he didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    If anything, he liked it. His tongue kept moving, swiping along her clitoris. 
 
    She threw her head back, and she cried out. 
 
    A few seconds later, she blushed, realizing that all of the other ponies could hear her. 
 
    “Let’s get you back in your stall,” she said as she pulled her pants back on. From there, she also made sure that his bit was securely back in place. She locked him in his stall after she stroked his cheek and patted him on the head. 
 
    It was only as she walked away that Caitlin realized she hadn’t actually given him an orgasm. Then she shrugged, deciding it didn’t matter. Maybe he could have one later. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 Adopting the Dog 
 
      
 
    Each morning, there is this moment, this distant hope. The memories all fall into place, yet they remain at the back of my mind, untouched. Before I open my eyes, I hope and silently plead with the universe. I keep thinking that it was all a bad dream, that none of it really happened. I try to tell myself that I couldn't possibly have deserved this sort of punishment, this fate. 
 
    But eventually, something compels me. Maybe it is simple boredom. Maybe the device around my neck starts to vibrate, indicating that one or both of the girls has decided to play with me. In any case, I become completely aware of my surroundings. 
 
    I might be in the living room, curled up on a small pile of blankets. Or maybe I wake up at the foot of their bed. Either way, I instinctively try to flex my arms and my legs, only to fail. 
 
    Almost immediately, I will feel the tension around my elbows, my wrists, and even my knuckles. The same sensations are mirrored in my knees and thighs. If I'm on my back, I will lift my head, brushing my chin against the base of my neck. Just as I feel the tension around my throat, there will be the sight of the shining black leather. 
 
    To be completely honest, I don't know what I'm supposed to call these things. They look like big, sleek sleeves. But these aren't flexible like what you would find on a shirt. Not only that, they come with a set of buckles. Enveloping my arms and legs, they make it impossible for me to extend my limbs. Like it or not, they make it so that I must awkwardly crawl around on my elbows and knees. 
 
    That's what happens today. 
 
    Just as I take in the sight of my bonds, the collar around my neck begins to vibrate. I can't tell exactly who wants me or where she is, yet that doesn't stop the adrenaline from shooting through me. 
 
    My eyes widen, my heart races, and I scramble to rollover. I have gotten better at it as I scurry across the floor. Fortunately for me, the bedroom doors are already open. I retreat into the hallway, and I peek my head up. 
 
    If she gets impatient, she will punish me. I flinch at the thought. It shouldn't be a big deal. These women shouldn't be able to do this to me, but "should" has no place here. They have the power, the authority, and they can do whatever they want with me. That is just a fact of my life. 
 
    Glancing upward, I see the pictures that adorn the hallway. Once upon a time, my image had been up there. Our wedding picture had been up there. Now those frames hold different memories that belong to half of the original couple. 
 
    Pushing that regret aside, I try to think about what I should do. If I go to the left, I can check what used to be my office. Now it belongs to Sophia. If I go right, I can scamper into the living room. From there, I could check the kitchen. 
 
    My stomach rumbles at the thought of the kitchen. I know what is waiting there for me: breakfast. I should feel lucky in that regard. They never use food against me. Sure, they use food to tease me, but they never make me starve. 
 
    Because I don't know which way to go and because I don't know if either of them will become impatient with me, I lift my head, straightening my back. I inhale through my mouth, and I make a decision. I bark. Just like an obedient little dog, I go, "Woof! Woof-woof!" 
 
    "Come here, boy!" 
 
    Patricia. 
 
    Not only that, she is calling me from the living room. I scamper ahead. I don't want to give her an excuse, so it only takes me a couple of seconds to reach her feet. 
 
    She’s still in her pajamas, flannel pants and a white tank top. Even so, she looks lovely. She wears her long, wavy brown hair in loose tresses. They spill around her shoulders, almost reaching her breasts. On our wedding night, I had pulled her hair as I took her from behind. I smacked her ass. 
 
    That thought is enough to make my shaft twitch. Desperately, I do my best to bury those thoughts, those memories. It's never a good idea to think about what used to be. 
 
    "Hey, puppy," Patricia says to me. She smiles, and then she points to the spot on the floor. Immediately, I know exactly what she wants. 
 
    Patricia wouldn't use a real dog this way, but I'm not a real dog. I'm something less than a pet. 
 
    I crawl up to her feet, and I straighten my back. I rest my weight against the tips of my elbows and knees. 
 
    She lifts her feet, and Patricia rests her heels on the small of my back. She uses me like I'm a footstool. 
 
    "Such a good little doggie. Maybe later, I will let you have a treat. Would you like that?" 
 
    "Right away, I do what she expects. I bark for her. 
 
    "That's what I thought," she says. 
 
    Of course, I don't try to talk like a human. I've made that mistake on several occasions, and I know just how painful it can be. 
 
    Patricia watches TV. I'm pretty sure it's Saturday, not that I have an easy time keeping track of the calendar. Before this all happened, I relied on my cell phone. I would pull it out of my pocket to check the time, to check the date, to connect myself to the rest of the world. Sometimes that meant text messages. Oftentimes, it meant following other people online. 
 
    I haven't held a cell phone in quite some time. As a pet, I'm obviously not allowed to use any kind of device like that. 
 
    Once or twice, Patricia has teased me about the possibility. She says she likes the idea of putting a tablet computer in front of me. With my hands locked away in these infernal sleeves, I obviously wouldn't be able to use my fingertips. Instead, I would have to use my nose. 
 
    She hasn't tormented me like that, not yet. Will she at some point? Maybe. If she did, how would I respond? Would I lift up my nose with derision? What if I refuse to play along? 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    As those thoughts trickle through my head, I start to relax, and my back slumps. "Don't be a bad dog," Patricia says, turning those words into an offhand remark. 
 
    Instantly, my body tenses up. I know what's going to happen. It's an animal instinct now, a primal fear. But awareness doesn't save me. The shock collar locked around my neck immediately activates, and the two prongs pressed into the base of my throat deliver a painful jolt of electricity. I whimper just once, but then my back is straight, and I lift my head. 
 
    If Patricia notices my improved pose, she doesn't say anything about it. And why would she? I'm just her little pet boy. But it wasn't always like this. 
 
    Patricia watches TV for a few more minutes, and then the other girl appears from the hallway. Chances are good that she had been at work in the room that used to be my office. Now it belongs to her, just like everything else. 
 
    In spite of myself, I raise my head a little bit more, and I look past the couch when I hear Sophia's footsteps. 
 
    Her skin is a little bit darker than Patricia’s. Her hair is a little bit shorter as well. She has rounded cheeks, darker lips, and bright brown eyes. For a second, her gaze meets mine, and she just flashes me a knowing smirk. It's clear what she's thinking: she's thinking about how I used to be her rival, how I used to challenge her. 
 
    "Hey there, babe. How are you doing?" 
 
    "I'm good," Patricia says. She keeps her eyes on the screen for the most part. At one point, she glances over at her lover, and it's clear that she has nothing but affection and adoration for her. Sophia and Patricia. They are a glorious couple.  
 
    Although Sophia might be taller by a couple of inches, she and Patricia share the same body type. Of course, they have explored one another thoroughly. Occasionally, they leave me in the room for those dalliances. 
 
    How did it come to this? 
 
    The answer pops into my head, but I don't think about it. 
 
    "You want to play? I could use a nice taste of my girl," Sophia says, and she climbs up onto the couch. She crosses the distance between them, eventually settling down on Patricia's lap. 
 
    For her part, Patricia smiles, her cheeks flushed with arousal. But then she shakes her head. "Hey, I'm really sorry, but I have been trying to finish this documentary for a couple of weeks. Do you think we could fool around after?" It is a Saturday. They have all of the time in the world. 
 
    Even so, Sophia pouts out her bottom lip. "Are you sure you want to keep me waiting? I might get aggressive." With that promise, she snaps her teeth together. There is an audible click. Sophia has always been the more aggressive one, the girl who can unleash that primal, almost predatory instinct with ease. 
 
    If I'm honest with myself, it scares me. I've never said anything like that to Sophia, but I'm sure she knows anyway. That girl is frustratingly adept at guessing my thoughts, even when I'm no longer allowed to speak. 
 
    Because she doesn't like being denied, Sophia leans down, and she kisses Patricia, slowly, gently. 
 
    My former wife quickly pauses the TV. She bites down on her lower lip as Patricia pulls back. 
 
    "Please, I really need to do this. I've been putting it off for a long time. Wouldn't you like to play with the puppy first?" 
 
    That makes me lift my head. 
 
    The humiliation burns inside of me, especially because I'm not sure what I should want. Do I want to be used? I know that Sophia will just treat me like a human sex toy. Less than that. On the other hand, it's the closest thing I will get to any real stimulation. 
 
    "I guess I could be fun," Sophia says. "But after my first orgasm, I’m coming right back in here, and you had better be ready. Because if you're not, I'm going to take you by the hand and lead you into that bedroom whether you are ready or not." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," giggles Patricia. 
 
    Sophia immediately gets up, and she snaps her fingers. 
 
    I know that I'm supposed to follow after her, yet I can't do it quite yet. Patricia still hasn't moved her feet from my back. 
 
    She's already started the TV again, and thus sounds hit the air. 
 
    "Follow me, dog," Sophia calls out. 
 
    I attempt to look up at Patricia. The panic starts to well up inside of me. I wiggle my hips from side to side, hoping she will notice. She doesn't; she seems to be entirely entranced by the images playing out on the screen. 
 
    That's when I hear those dreaded words again, "Get in here, you bad boy." 
 
    Sophia barely raises her voice, but the sounds are still registered by the microphone built into my collar. Another, even more painful dose of electricity stabs into me. It turns my vision to white. Everything disappears in that haze of pain. 
 
    "Oh, sorry about that, boy," Patricia finally says, pulling her feet away. She doesn't really sound apologetic or sorry at all. And why would she? As far as my ex-wife is concerned, I deserve this. I'm supposed to be the dog. 
 
    Hoping to avoid another dose of punishment, I scurry back around the couch and down the hall. I rush into the master bedroom, and Sophia is already stripped from the waist down. She still has on her blouse, but her pants and panties have been removed. 
 
    "First, beg," she orders. 
 
    No, not this, not again. 
 
    Those thoughts stream through my head, but I don't try to speak. In fact, I don't even hesitate. It has taken a lot of training and practice, but I know how to do this trick for her. 
 
    By her command, I hold out my elbows, I straighten and my back, and then I force myself up onto the precarious balance on my knees. Once I am in position, I make this sound she wants to hear. 
 
    Like a good little puppy boy, I start to whimper. 
 
    "Look at me," orders Sophia. 
 
    Despite all of this time and experience, my chest still quivers with the sting of embarrassment. I should be able to do this. I should be able to handle this. At some point, the emotions should fade, right? I shouldn't experience the same sting every time. 
 
    But I do. 
 
    Especially when I am alone with this girl. 
 
    At first, Sophia barely pretends to notice me. Then she grins. I can see the delight twinkling at the corners of her eyes. Her dimples show as she smiles, and she looks innocent. No one would ever know that this woman would be so ruthless, that she would be so capable. 
 
    She probably goes out into the regular world, and people see her at the store or at the supermarket, and they assume she is just a girl, nothing special, nothing particularly unusual. They would never imagine that she keeps someone like me at home, collared, leashed, bound up in these leather sleeves that render my limbs useless. 
 
    But that is exactly what is happening right now. 
 
    "Stay," Sophia commands. Her voice is sleek and silky as she spreads her legs. She reaches down, and she gently starts to touch herself. She moves her fingertips down and up, down and up, setting a gentle, easy rhythm. 
 
    In the meantime, my back aches as I hold this position. My arms start to burn with the exertion. 
 
    Not only that, it's hard to maintain my balance, but I don't risk any mistakes. Even as my lower lip starts to tremble, I bite on the inside of my mouth, almost hard enough to draw blood. 
 
    "Look at me," Sophia orders as my gaze drifts downward. "That's right. I like seeing you this way. This is where you belong. You know that, right?" 
 
    I don't whimper, I don't bark, and I don't make any sound at all. 
 
    Sophia knows what I'm thinking. She knows how much I hate this spot, down on the floor and at her feet. Even so, I watch, and my eyes dip down toward her inner thighs. She has such perfectly smooth legs. She is toned; she works out. 
 
    She is the kind of girl who knows how to be hot without actually trying. 
 
    A few more seconds go by, and then she pulls her fingers from between her legs. She holds her two digits out for me to see. Her juices glisten along her digits. 
 
    "Lick me clean," orders Sophia. 
 
    I hate this girl for everything she has done to me. Because really, she is more responsible than anyone else. Sure, my ex-wife contributed to my new status in life, but it is really Sophia who made sure this happened, who ultimately condemned me to this life of canine obedience. 
 
    Despite the impotent rage, I lean forward as much as I can. At the last moment, Sophia takes her hand back before my tongue can touch her skin. I lose my balance, and I stumble forward. 
 
    "Oh, poor little puppy. Here, let's do something easy. Lick." 
 
    Then, without another word, she reaches down, and she grabs me by the back of my collar. Sophia forces me up, and she guides my face back between her inner thighs. 
 
    My cheeks brush over her soft, milky skin. 
 
    Then, like an obedient boy, I open my mouth, and I slide my lips along her opening. I move with quick, teasing little motions. This is what she likes. This is how she has trained to me. 
 
    After all, I'm not so naïve as to believe that my current spot between her legs protects me from hearing those two dreaded words. No, I can't let her call me a bad dog. I can't let her use the shock collar on me. Even now, the idea sends a thrill of terror down my spine. 
 
    More importantly, Sophia knows this. She knows that she can make it hurt. 
 
    A lot. 
 
    "I'm getting impatient," she tells me. 
 
    I slide my tongue between my lips, and I taste her for the first time today. Of course, both of the girls can use me whenever they want. Sometimes, that means I service them two, three, four or five times in a single afternoon. At other points, I can go entire weeks without being used. 
 
    But right now, I taste of the tangy flavor of her excitement. Not only that, I can feel the engorged swell of her clit. Her arousal is probably singing through her body right now. And why not? There's nothing more that this girl loves than seeing me on my knees, knowing that she can punish me however she sees fit. 
 
    I move my tongue down and up, down and up, down and up. 
 
    Just as I sense her frustration, I alternate. I go from left to right, left to right, left to right. My tongue gets tired, but I don't dare slow down. I understand what she wants, and I won't disappoint her. I can't. If I make a mistake, I will certainly be punished. 
 
    Several more seconds go by, and then she grabs onto my hair. She pulls, tugging my face closer. 
 
    "Faster. Faster. Faster!" 
 
    I do my best to oblige like a good little pet. Right now, I'm not being used like an animal. I'm being used like something else, like a toy, like a piece of property. Although I completely understand this, I can't ignore the same sting of humiliation. 
 
    It's not just position; it's also how she uses me. 
 
    "Yes!" 
 
    She clenches up. She presses her inner thighs against my cheeks, and I can only retreat when she finally lets go of my hair. I stumble back, landing first on my behind, then on my side but I lose my balance. 
 
    "I guess I don't have much choice. I had better join in," comes another voice. 
 
    On my side, I arch my back, and I stare past the threshold of this room. That's when I see Patricia, my ex-wife. 
 
    Slowly, she shimmies her hips from side to side as she pulls her sweatpants down. She lets them pool around her feet, and then she takes a step forward. 
 
    In spite of knowing better, I respond; my body responds. I can feel the arousal as it simmers within my body, hardening my cock.  
 
    Patricia glances down at me for just a second, and she smirks. I can tell that she is thinking about laughing at me. Maybe the fact that she wants to be the nice girl holds her off. Of course, she is accustomed to my status in this household, but that doesn't mean she enjoys my subjugation with the same gusto as her partner. 
 
    After she has taken off her sweatpants, she pulls out her tank top. She slides it off, and then I get to see her in her sports bra. 
 
    Bright pink, it clings to her curves. I drink in the sight of her cleavage, of her trimmed waist, of that little triangle of fabric right between her legs. 
 
    "Is he the only one who gets to do that?" Patricia asks. 
 
    At this point, she has all of her attention directed back at Sophia. The girl who stole my wife sits up. She spreads her legs, and she lifts her heels back up onto the bed. Unlike me, Patricia won't be forced to kneel in order to serve. 
 
    I started whimpering. I don't know why. What do I think will happen? What am I hoping for? 
 
    "You should probably get him out of here," Sophia says. 
 
    "Oh? You don't think he would like to watch today?" 
 
    These girls, when they are feeling particularly cruel, will let me watch. Or maybe they will kick me out. To be honest, I really don't know which one is worse. 
 
    "Maybe we should give him the chance to beg. What you think of that, boy? Would you like to beg?" Sophia asks me. She's more likely to address me as "boy" or "dog." That's because she always enjoys reminding me of my status in this house. Because I am male, I am subjugated. Because I don't have any choice, I am property. 
 
    "I'd like to see that," Patricia agrees. She steps past me, and then she climbs up onto the bed. She kneels between Sophia's legs. She reaches down, and she starts to touch her lover's puss. Meanwhile, Sophia turns her head, so I have both girls’ attention. They’re watching me, studying me, waiting and wondering exactly what I will do, how I will respond, what my choice will be. 
 
    Right now, it would be easy. I could turn around and crawl out of the room. I could go into the kitchen and drink from my bowl. Or maybe I should just crawl through the doggie door. I could go outside, close my eyes, and absorb the sunlight and pretend that I am still a real man with rights and decisions to make. 
 
    Sometimes I like to pretend. Sometimes I like to try to lose myself in that fantasy. 
 
    Instead, I stay right there. 
 
    Patricia watches, patient. Sophia doesn't mind. Maybe she knows exactly how hard this is for me. Or maybe she can afford to simply lay on the bed because she has Patricia there. My ex-wife continues to touch her, gently fingering her. If she notices the excess moisture, she doesn't say anything about it. 
 
    Then again, Patricia has always been willing to put up with a lot. 
 
    "If you do a really, really good job, maybe we'll even give you a treat. Would you like that?" Patricia asks. 
 
    Sophia looks back at her lover. Obviously, she isn't pleased with the idea of offering any other incentives. She probably liked seeing me struggle with the decision. 
 
    Either because I want to annoy Sophia or because I'm hoping that maybe Patricia really will give me a treat, I force myself back up onto my knees. My muscles ache from before. Sophia has already put me through my paces, but I resume that position. When I beg again, my voice gets even higher. I whimper, letting those desperate little sounds claw outward onto the air. 
 
    "That's always so much fun!" Patricia says, and she hops up and down. She claps her hands together with her excitement. 
 
    "Okay, enough of that," Sophia responds. 
 
    She's irritated that she isn't getting all of the attention. Too bad. For once, I have been able to win. Almost. I'm still a dog. I'm still on my knees. But at least I made her feel something; I made it seem like she couldn't win every single time. 
 
     Then Sophia shatters those delusions because she reaches up, and she slides her hand around the back of Patricia's neck. She pulls the dark-haired girl back down, and they start kissing. It's only because I'm already up on my knees that I can somewhat watch. They mold their bodies together, their hands moving along their breasts, caressing their waists, stroking their thighs, twisting their fingers together. They move all around, rolling and touching, grinding and kissing. 
 
    Sometimes, it is soft and gentle, just an expression of intimacy. At other points in these random little bursts, Sophia will practically pounce like a wild animal. She will grab Patricia by her wrists and hold her down. 
 
    Whenever that happens, both of the girls will moan with ecstasy. It will feel so good for them. They get to be in charge. They get the freedom of having anything and everything they want. 
 
    And me? 
 
    I'm still down on the floor, my back straight, desperately attempting to hold my position just so that I can watch a little while longer. 
 
    It's been a few minutes, but I can't hold out any longer. I start to whimper again. 
 
    I know I sound pathetic. I know I sound completely desperate. 
 
    The girls play with one another. They tease one another, working and stroking, playing and petting. All the while, I'm right here on my haunches, watching desperately, wondering if maybe, just maybe I will be permitted the release of an orgasm. 
 
    I watch their bodies mold together, and then they pull back. They're just taking a break. I've seen this before, yet I remain upright, my shaft stiffened. As they play about, I whimper again. 
 
    I’m begging. I’m begging like a good dog as I hope for a treat. The girls are busy with one another, but I have their attention, at least for the moment. Whimpering, louder and more pathetically, I can only hope that Sophia will be kind. Because really, it’s her decision. Patricia likes to think of herself as a strong-willed, independent woman, but she’ll do anything Sophia says. That’s why I’m in these restrictive sleeves. 
 
    “He looks so desperate!” Patricia calls out. She has her cheek against her knuckles, her body tilted to the side. Under other circumstances, she might look like some sexy harem girl. 
 
    “Yeah. But we don’t want to spoil him.” 
 
    “You sure about that?” Patricia asks. 
 
    “Don’t be a bad girl,” Sophia teases. Her girlfriend smiles while I flinch. Just hearing the first part of the command phrase needed to activate my collar is enough to shoot dread along my extremities. 
 
    “What are you going to do if I am?” 
 
    Sophia smiles back at her girl—the girl who used to be mine. At first, Sophia just raises her hands above her head. She stretches, her biceps flexing. And then she brings her hands back down toward her breasts. She cups them, and she starts to massage those mounds, all while Patricia looks on. 
 
    “I could always distract you…” promises Sophia, her voice alluring and filled with so many different promises. 
 
    Because I can’t afford to lose Patricia’s attention, I whimper again, louder this time! The palpable need vibrates in every pathetic note. 
 
    “Here you go, boy,” Patricia finally decides, grabbing one of the pillows and tossing it onto the floor. 
 
    This is it. 
 
    I’ll be allowed to stay in the room. This usually works for Sophia. She likes knowing that I can stay off to the side, quiet and out of the way. If I try to interfere, however, she will get very upset with me. I’d hear the phrase “Bad dog!” over and over again. The electricity would be excruciating. 
 
    I tried it once. 
 
    Just once. 
 
    But now there’s a pillow on the floor, so I drop back onto my elbows and knees. Relief surges through my hips and haunches. 
 
    At the same time, I push down, pressing my erection into the soft fabric. It feels so good! I rub myself against the pillow as I savor the easy give of the squishy material beneath me. 
 
    Up on the bed, Sophia pounces again. She kisses my ex, and their lips move to the same rhythm as their bodies. Legs spread, the fit together as they work their hips against one another. That pressure is enough to build the excitement in their bodies. The heat and passion is roiling together as they murmur and moan. 
 
    Every few seconds, I pick up on the sound of a whisper. Perhaps that’s another reason why I’m allowed to stay here. These girls want to feel naughty. They want to feel like they’re getting away with something. 
 
    Closing my eyes, I picture Patricia again. 
 
    Maybe this just adds another layer to my pathetic track record, but I can’t help myself. When I first saw her, I thought she was the most beautiful girl I had ever had the privilege of seeing. With her light brown hair, ready smile, and curved mouth, she exuded this energy that I found enthralling. 
 
    We met in a class; I sat next to her. It took me weeks to work up the nerve to ask her out. But then I did, and we started dating. 
 
    We didn’t fool around, not at first anyway. I was trying really hard to be a gentleman. Because of this, I would still get frustrated, especially at the end of the night when I would walk her back to her apartment door. We’d hold hands for a few seconds. She’d squeeze my palms, and I’d always marvel at how she seemed so much smaller than me. Sure, I only had a few inches on Patricia, but she was the kind of dainty girl who would’ve made an excellent damsel in distress in another life. 
 
    And then we would kiss. 
 
    She would lean in, shy, and our lips would touch. The first time we kissed, I didn’t do a very good job, so I grabbed her, my hands at her waist, and I tugged her closer. We molded our bodies together. I could feel her breasts, even her nipples as their hardened through the fabric of her blouse. 
 
    It was delicious, intoxicating. But it had to end. 
 
    And then I wandered back to my car, my heart pounding. 
 
    That night, I went back to my place. After a shower, I tried to go to sleep, but I was so hard. I kept thinking about Patricia and the possibilities she represented. I’d get to touch her again—I hoped. I’d get to run my fingers along her shoulders. I pictured her in her bra and panties, then naked. I imagined her down on her knees as she’d look up at me with those big, sparkling brown eyes and she’d lick her lips before sliding her tongue along my cock. Before too long, she’d start to suck me off. It would feel so good to tenderly run my fingers through her hair as I’d guide her mouth to my orgasm. 
 
    Oh yeah. 
 
    It felt so good, so hot to dream about her. 
 
    That’s how it feels now. 
 
    Even if it’s not my tongue against the side of her neck or along her nipples, down her thigh or between her legs, I can still imagine it all. As I close my eyes, I think about those first tentative kisses. 
 
    But up there, Sophia moves downward. She starts to lick Patricia’s slit, her tongue dancing along that crevice. She’s probably moving up and down, left and right, in neat little circles. She’s doing it all so perfectly. 
 
    I now know exactly how these women like to be serviced. If I make a mistake, they correct me. Usually with the shock collar. Before this all happened, I wasn’t a very good lover to Patricia. Selfish and greedy, I didn’t really know what I was doing. Worse, I know I wouldn’t have listened even if she had tried to explain it to me… 
 
    No, I can't let myself think about that sort of thing. I need to concentrate on the few seconds that I have. If they finish or if they stop, I know that one of the girls will inevitably decide to take the pillow away from me. Patricia might do it because she doesn't want me to mess it up. Sophia might make the decision because she just wants to torment me. She would be the kind of girl to offer me a strand of hope, only to yank it back at the last possible moment. 
 
    I position myself above the pillow, and I start to grind against it, thrusting my hips forward and back. At the same time, I start to pant. 
 
    Only a few feet away, Patricia and Sophia continue to make out. They stroke one another. Sophia pulls her hand back, and she smacks Patricia on the bottom. It probably doesn't hurt, not really, yet the clap echoes through the bedroom. 
 
    I think about that, and then a different image fills my head. 
 
    In this fantasy, Trisha is wearing just a little schoolgirl uniform. She would look so hot in that tartan, pleated skirt and the white blouse with a red tie dangling from her blouse’s collar. Oh yes, and I would be able to take her by the hand and lead her through the hallway. The other girls would see me, and they would step back, instantly aware that one of their own had done something wrong. 
 
    Patricia would try to talk to me. She would promise that she could be a good girl. She would've vowed that she would never make the same mistake again. The exact infraction really didn’t matter because then we would go into my office, and that's when I would tell her to shut and lock the door. I would sit down, and she would obey, slowly of course. While she would try to delay the inevitable for as long as possible, all she would really do is expand her punishment. 
 
    That's what I think about as I grind against the pillow, moving my hips forward and back. Each thrust brings me closer and closer to an orgasm. In the distance, I can hear the sounds of Sophia and Patricia as they make love, as their tongues then their fingertips play against one another's bodies. 
 
    Those sounds distract me from the fantasy. Inhaling through my teeth, I concentrate, fighting to get a hold of my imagination. I want this. I want to think about that beautiful girl spread across my lap. I would be hard as she would get down on her stomach, and I would pull back her skirt. 
 
    It's a lovely fantasy, but something else occurs to me. 
 
    Even in those images, the door would open, and Sophia would appear. Immediately, she would snap her fingers, and Patricia would scurry back. She would practically hide behind Sophia, and I would stand up, but the other girl would pull a collar from her pocket. She would loop it around my neck, and I would hear it click into place. I would feel the weight of a padlock near the nape of my neck. 
 
    "No. Sorry. You don't get to be a teacher anymore. You're going to be the school mascot. You are going to be a dog for us to play with," Sophia would promise. 
 
    No. No. No. 
 
    I try mightily to push those images aside. This is my fantasy, my imagination, so I should be king here. It's a lovely, silly thought. Sophia has been training me. She has gotten inside of my head, so I lose control. 
 
    She would strip me naked, she would touch me, and she would force me down onto my hands and knees. Just because she could, she would reach between my legs and take my shaft in her hand. 
 
    I would try to argue with her, to tell her that she couldn't do this to someone like me. As a member of the faculty, I should be in charge. I should be able to order her around. 
 
    That's not how it works though, not with a girl like Sophia, indomitable and unyielding. Her fingertips would play along my shaft. In reality, I'm grinding against the pillow, moving forward, savoring every little bit of friction. This is what I get for being a good puppy. This is what I get for being a good dog. 
 
    In my fantasy, I could hear her voice. "This is what you get for being our dog. This is what you get for accepting your fate. It's okay, boy. You were never smart enough to be a real man anyway. That's why you need that collar around your neck. That's why we shouldn't confuse you with clothing." 
 
    In my fantasy turned nightmare, I try to argue with her, to tell her that she can't get away with this, that she won't get away with it! 
 
    Every one of those remarks falls onto the air, only to dissipate into nothingness. Unfortunately for me, Sophia knows exactly who she is and what she can do. 
 
    In my fantasy, I start to climax, and as I do so, I acknowledge that this girl is in charge. At the same time, it happens in reality. I can feel my cock pulsate as the pleasure runs through my body. I don't know how long it's been since they've allowed me the privilege of release, but I empty my shaft. Soon, I'm on my stomach, just panting, my skin hot, my mouth dry. 
 
    Patricia screams out with ecstasy. The pleasure must be intense. I could never, ever make her sound so excited. 
 
    She whimpers, and a few seconds later, I hear Sophia begin to laugh. I keep my eyes closed. I don't want to see this. 
 
    And then the sounds drift away, and they lay back, content together. 
 
    Only a few minutes go by before Patricia kisses her girlfriend. They whisper to one another, and I can barely pick up on the sounds. Patricia whispers something sweet, something about how she really doesn't want to get up, but she has some work to do. 
 
    Sophia grabs her around her waist, yanking her back down into the bed. They roll around for a few seconds. Predictably, Sophia ends up on top. That is pretty much always what happens. 
 
    On some level, I know that I should evacuate. I should get out of here as soon as I can, but it feels good to stay on my stomach, to keep my head against the carpet as the girls flirt back and forth. I'm spent. That orgasm took a lot out of me. 
 
    "I really need to get to work," Patricia protests. At the same time, she kicks out with her feet, swinging her heels up past of the blankets, and out onto the air. The sheets and bedding flutter around, and she is still stuck down on her back. 
 
    "What will you give me if I let you up?" Sophia asks. 
 
    They do this all the time; they tease one another, flirting back and forth. Patricia is always on the losing end. Sophia is always the winner. 
 
    For my part, I can only watch, marveling at how they get along. Patricia and I never flirted like that. Fascinated and enthralled, I hold my place. I'm very still, and I don't make any sounds. Frankly, I don't want to draw attention to myself. 
 
    Besides, there is something deep inside of me that aches whenever I see them like this. They're having so much fun. They love being together. Once upon a time, I could have had something similar. But that is all gone now, so I try not to think about it even as I watch them and study them. 
 
    Finally, Patricia looks back up at Sophia. "I'm serious." There is that slight shift in her tone of voice. At this point, she isn't interested in arguing or playing. Either Sophia will let her up, or they will have a serious fight. 
 
    I recognized that tone of voice. I made the mistake of ignoring it on too many occasions. This time around, Sophia doesn't make that same error. She rolls off of her girlfriend, and she pouts out her lower lip. "Okay. Fine. Whatever," Sophia says, and it's clear that she wants to sound hurt, but she isn't quite succeeding. 
 
    "You know we have the rest of the weekend," Patricia answers as she gets back up. 
 
    That's when she starts to collect her clothing from the floor. She picks up her panties, her sweatpants, and her tank top. 
 
    As she gets dressed, putting on one garment after another, Patricia doesn't even look down at me. At this point, I might as well be a piece of furniture, just another object. 
 
    "Oh," she says, finally looking down at me. 
 
    Wait. What did I do? I scramble to think, to try to imagine some sort of mistake that I have made it, but nothing comes to mind. 
 
    That's when Patricia reaches down, and she grabs the pillow. She pulls hard, dragging it out from underneath me. 
 
    "What did you do?" 
 
    Patricia's voice takes on a different edge altogether now. I roll off to the side, and I get back up on my knees. Head bowed down, I'm not sure what I should do. I'm not sure what I should say either. My thoughts feel scrambled, like I'm not sure what to do, especially because I have her attention. 
 
    More often than not, these girls only like to tease me. They don't talk to me, not really. They don't ask questions. 
 
    Patricia holds the pillow up, and that's when I see the wet spot. She points at it. "What did you do?" 
 
    I inhale, thinking she wants a real answer, then I stop. I'm still wearing the shock collar. If I try to speak, I will be punished. 
 
    I look up at her, my eyes big and filled with fright. 
 
    "You messed up this pillow. This was one of my favorite pillows," Patricia says. 
 
    She quickly strips off of the pillowcase, and she looks back at the cushion underneath. There is still a damp spot there. "Oh, this is not good. This isn't good at all." She clicks her tongue as she evaluates the damage. 
 
    I start to whimper, mostly because this is my only strategy. 
 
    "It's okay," Sophia says. "You're an expert with this kind of thing. I'm sure you'll be able to get any of the stains out." 
 
    Her face flushes. Patricia growls, "That's not the point. This was something I really like. It shouldn't get messed up, especially by the freaking dog!" 
 
    There it is. When she talks about me, she speaks as though I can't really understand her. 
 
    For a second, I think about trying to stand up. In my mind, I have this image where I would somehow be able to break through the leather straps and get back up onto my feet. I would jab out one finger, and even if I just happened to be naked, I wouldn't care. It wouldn't make any difference because I would intimidate this girl and I would tell her that she gave me a pillow. I used it. That's all there is to it. It's not my fault. If she is mad, she should have paid better attention to what was going on. 
 
    Obviously, I don't do any of that. Even if I tried, I would probably just get back up onto my knees, lose my balance, and fall down at her feet. 
 
    "If you like, I can punish him." 
 
    "Yes. Please do that," Patricia says as she drops the pillow back onto the floor. Then she turns around and walks away in a huff. Her shoulders move up and down, and her hair bounces against that spot between her shoulder blades. 
 
    Turning around, I watch her go, only to feel that deep sinking in my gut. 
 
    Sophia gets dressed again, slowly. Then she stands above me. 
 
    "Someone is in trouble," she says to me. She reaches down, and she hooks her fingers under the back of my collar. Yanking, she pulls me up onto my knees, and then she pushes my elbows against the side of the mattress. 
 
    It's hard to stay in the spot, but I know that I'll be in even more trouble if I don't. 
 
    "I don't usually like to use a paddle on you, but if this is what it takes, then fine." 
 
    No! This isn't fair! They gave me the pillow. They knew what I was going to do with it. 
 
    Those protests can't be articulated, so I just whimper pathetically. Some part of me knows that I shouldn't make any sound at all. If I really want to protect my dignity, then I would need to stay silent, stoic. But after so much time as the family dog, it's impossible for me to do so. 
 
    And that's when I see it. For just a second, Sophia walks around me, and I catch a glimpse of her from the corner of my eye. A smirk. 
 
    She's having fun with this! For her, punishing me is a game. 
 
    But then she swings the paddle down against my buttocks, and I hear that clap. 
 
    I whimper pathetically. I whimper like a good little doggie, and she strikes again. The heat cascades along the curves of my ass. 
 
    "You should have known better," she tops, turning those words into a declaration that almost sounds genuine. 
 
    But that's not fair! How was I supposed to have known better? 
 
    She smacks my ass several more times, and she uses her free hand to grip the back of my collar. The heavy leather digs into my throat, making it harder for me to breathe. I'm torn between the pain and the struggle to fill my lungs. 
 
    Sophia knows me. She knows exactly how much I can take. And just as my eyes start to water in my vision starts to blur, she let's go. Immediately, I drop down onto my elbows and knees. 
 
    She lifts her foot up, and she looks like she is about to stomp me back down onto the carpet. It wouldn't take much force, especially now. 
 
    Instead, she places her bare foot right in front of my mouth. 
 
    "Lick. Show me that you are a contrite little dog." 
 
    Contrite? Really? 
 
    Reluctantly, I start to lick her toes. I run my tongue along her curves, and I lick gently, barely touching her at first. "You're going to have to do better than that unless you want another spanking. Is that what you want? Is that what you need? Are you such a dumb little doggie that you need additional punishment?" 
 
    My breath tightens in my lungs, and I know that I should try to fight back. Instead, I dip my head down a fractional inch lower, and I lick faster, sweeping my tongue along her foot. She giggles a couple of times. For her, this is just a game, another way for her to illustrate how much power she has over me. 
 
    "Not bad. Now we can get to the real correction." 
 
    At once, I jerk my head up, my eyes wide. One quick whimper vibrates from my chest, and that's when she crouches down. Sophia looks at me, her eyes shining with delight. "That's right. I still need to punish you. We still need to show you exactly what happens to bad little puppies." 
 
    She snaps the wet pillowcase from the bed. She drops it down in front of me, and then she grabs me by my hair. She forces my head down. 
 
    Although I try to resist, to keep my back and neck straight, the pressure is overwhelming. She has better leverage, and she forces her weight down into her palm, effectively bringing my face down into the pillowcase. The sugary sweet aroma fills my nostrils. Bile crawls up my throat, but she doesn't let me stop. She continues, literally rubbing my nose in it. 
 
    "This is how you train a dog. When he makes a mistake, you make sure he understands what he did wrong." 
 
    Once, twice, I tried to pull my head back, to lift my face up from the pillowcase. I growled like a wild animal, yet Sophia only laughed at me. She knows that I'm no threat, that I can't really do anything. I can only make a couple of amusing sounds. That is all. 
 
    When she finally let's go, she looks down at me. "Have you learned your lesson?" 
 
    This time, it is genuinely a question. 
 
    But what lesson am I supposed to have learned? 
 
    Even if I don't have the answer, I nod my head down and up like a good boy. That's when she pats me on the head, and she turns, and she walks away. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I study the lines of her body as she saunters out of the room. She's beautiful, I’m forced to admit. 
 
    With the flavor of my own ejaculate still on my lips, I crawl out of the room. I go back past of the living room and into the kitchen. That's where my dog bowl is waiting for me. When I find it, I bow my head down, and I gently lap at the tepid water. 
 
    As I do so, I can't help but think about what my life used to be like, the man I used to be. 
 
      
 
    Sophia showed up at my work one day. 
 
    Sure, I knew her name, but I had no idea what she looked like. To be honest, I never really thought about it. If I had been more interested, I could have gone online. Patricia posted pictures of them all the time. It would have been easy to figure out what this girl looked like, but I just figured they were friends. I didn't pay enough attention. 
 
    One of the secretaries came back to my cubicle, and she said that I had a visitor. Some girl named Sophia. The secretary asked if I would like to talk to her. 
 
    "Sure," I said. And that's when the other girl appeared. 
 
    She stood there at the entrance to my cubicle. Rotating in my chair, I looked back up at her. "What can I do for you?" I asked, more than a little confused. 
 
    To be honest, I first thought that she was going to try to sell me something. Instead, she crossed her arms over her chest, and she leaned against the side wall of my cubicle. 
 
    "I'm here to talk to you about Patricia." 
 
    "My wife?" 
 
    "The very same," she said, her eyes sparkling. "You've probably heard about me. I'm Sophia." 
 
    "Her friend," I said, still doing my best to figure out what was going on here. 
 
    "That's right. And she has a little problem. You see, I just came from lunch with her, and we had a very interesting conversation. We talked all about how you don't take her seriously, how you don't take your relationship seriously. Right now, she's pretty much decided to leave you. You have one chance and one chance only." 
 
    "Leave me? What are you talking about?" Yes, I had been working a lot of hours, and no, I didn't spend a lot of time with her, but I figured that Patricia would wait for me. These long-term projects couldn't last forever, could they? 
 
    "I'm talking about the conversations Patricia and I have had. You see, we've been talking about the real nature of intimacy, and Patricia has come to the conclusion that you just aren't good enough for her. You don't give her what she needs." 
 
    Finally, I refused to listen to any more of this. I pushed my chair back, and I stood up. 
 
    "Sit down. Now." 
 
    This girl was probably younger than me. She looked like a college student. Even so, there was something about her leather boots, her formfitting jeans, and her black jacket. If she wanted to, she probably could have plastered on a cute smile and looked incredibly young. Instead, this girl revealed at just how dangerous she could be. 
 
    My throat tightened, and I didn't know exactly what to do, what I was supposed to say. In any case, my knees buckled, and I sat down, just as she had ordered. The sensation seemed odd, almost disconnected, like I didn't really know what was going on. Then again, I didn't. 
 
    "That's better," Sophia said. She certainly sounded pleased with herself. 
 
    "What do you want? What are you doing here?" I asked. 
 
    Sophia lifted one hand, and she tapped her pointer finger against her cheek. "I already told you, silly boy." 
 
    Silly boy. No one had ever addressed me like that before. It was strange, hearing this girl talk to me with such disdain and disregard. Then again, I was a man in modern, American society. The default was always to acknowledge and listen to the man in the room. Even if I wasn't the most aggressive or successful guy, I always knew that I would get at least a modicum of respect. 
 
    Sophia, apparently, did not follow the same rules. 
 
    When she took a step forward, entering my cubicle, I instinctively rolled my chair back. " 
 
    "Like I said before, Patricia and I have been talking. She wants to see you, and she wants to give you a choice. That's all you need to know. That's all you need to think about. Now ask me when we are going to talk again." 
 
    My brows tightened, and I wanted to kick her out of my cubicle. I wanted to tell her that I was going to call security, and she would be escorted from the building. 
 
    Instead, I inhaled, I hesitated, and I finally did exactly what she wanted. "When?" 
 
    Sophia giggled. She sounded more like a child at that point, a child with a new toy. 
 
    "Tonight. Here's everything you need to know." She reached into her jacket pocket, and she took out a folded slip of paper. She tossed it onto my desk. 
 
    I reached out for, and I picked it up, looking down at the neatly written letters and numbers. When I glanced up again, I saw that Sophia had already left. 
 
      
 
    Obviously, I tried to call Patricia. Once Sophia was gone, I pulled out my phone, and I brought up Patricia's number. I hit the send button, and I waited, listening to the ring tone. Patricia pretty much always picked up. Even when she was at work, she didn't mind taking personal calls. 
 
    After a few seconds, I heard her prerecorded voice, "Hey! I can't get my phone right now, but leave me a message, and I will call you right back. I promise!" 
 
    "Uh, hey Patricia. It's me. I just had a really weird conversation with your friend, Sophia. Anyway, I think we should talk. Call me back when you can." I set my phone down, and I left it right next to my computer mouse. 
 
    From there, I went back to work, my eyes constantly drifting back to the small device on my desk. Again and again, I thought that Patricia would call me back within the next few seconds, the next few minutes. But those minutes turned into two hours. 
 
    I texted her several times, wondering where she was. At the same time, I told her that I was worried about her. Something happen? 
 
    When I expressed concerns, when I sounded genuinely frightened in my text, she responded immediately. I'm fine. We will talk tonight. Just don't be late. 
 
    Pressing my lips together, that told me something important. Patricia had gotten every single one of my texts as well is my call, but she deliberately chose not to respond. Because she was a nice person, she wouldn't let me worry, but that was all. 
 
    Or more specifically, she wouldn't let me worry about her physical well-being. Obviously, something was up. But what? What was going on? 
 
    I tapped my fingertips against the desk. 
 
    Then it was time to go. 
 
    I pulled up a little slip of paper again, and I thought about going straight home. Technically, I didn't really need to. I could have gone straight to the restaurant where they wished to meet. 
 
    They. 
 
    What the hell was going on? 
 
    I decided to stop by the house for a few minutes. If I got lucky, Patricia would be there, and we could have a real discussion without Sophia there. Who was this outsider? Who was this intruder? She didn't have anything to say about my relationship with my wife. 
 
    And yet, when I got home, the house was empty. I quickly showered, put on some clean clothes, and I thought. I thought long and hard about my wife. 
 
    Strangely enough, I couldn't help but think about that one sitcom, the one where a paleontologist loses his first wife to a lesbian lover. Was something like that happening? No. Obviously not. Patricia and I fool around all the time, at least once a month. Yes, it would've been nice to have some more intimacy, but I never got the impression that she really cared. 
 
    And me? I had my libido, certainly, but I also had so much work. I kept taking on more and more hours. I could see that the supervisors were thinking about promoting me. After all, I was the guy they could always go to, the guy they could call upon at the last minute to cover for other people. As far as I was concerned, this made me valuable. 
 
    I told myself that I didn't need to be nervous. I told myself that I would deal with this, one way or the other. At the same time, I could feel this little itch the irritation at the back of my brain. Maybe I would lose my temper tonight. Maybe I would show Patricia that she couldn't play this kind of game with me. 
 
    I drove. I parked, and then I went into the restaurant. I found a Sophia and Patricia sitting at a four-person table. They sat next to one another, and Sophia had her right arm resting on the tabletop. Patricia held her phone in her left. 
 
    I couldn't see it at the time, but they were probably holding hands. 
 
    As I approached the table, I didn't know what to make of the scene in front of me. Obviously, as I had driven over, I considered the different possibilities. Some seemed more logical: Patricia wanted to fight with me, and she needed the moral support of her friend. It seemed immature but possible. It reminded me of something you would expect to happen in middle school. Or maybe this was some kind of surprise party? It seemed equally bizarre, but the idea still occurred to me. 
 
    "Have a seat," Sophia said. She nodded to one of the seats across the table. 
 
    Reluctantly and obediently, I pulled out a chair. I sat down, and I kept my back straight as I waited for some sort of explanation. 
 
    Neither girl seemed willing to start. 
 
    Finally, impatience got the best of me, and then an edge cut in my voice. "What am I doing here?" 
 
    That seemed to do it. Patricia narrowed her eyes, and she straightened her back. "We need to talk." 
 
    "I gathered as much," I answered, my voice dry and cutting. 
 
    "I'm not happy." 
 
    This time around, I didn't know what to say. She only said three words, but they froze me in place. 
 
    Once she got them out, Patricia swallowed, and then she leaned forward. She still had both of her hands underneath the table. 
 
    "I'm not happy," she repeated. "I don't think I’ve been happy for a long time. I still love you, and I want to have you in my life, but things need to change." 
 
    "What sort of change?" 
 
    "She's not done. Don't be rude," Sophia ordered. 
 
    I glared back at her, only to bite back a retort. While it would be easy to get angry, I suspected that Sophia would be able to handle me easily. Instead, I had to keep my wits. 
 
    Sitting there quietly, I waited, and Patricia took another deep, shy breath. "Okay, so Sophia and I have been talking. This is going to be hard on you, I understand that, but it's really important that you listen to me. First, I do love you, but I don't think that we can have a sexual relationship anymore." 
 
    "Why not?" I asked. 
 
    Again, I thought of how she had never really been satisfied, how she had never really engaged when it came to physical intimacy. Yes, we could flirt in public, and people would see us, but there was never that intense passion. 
 
    "Because I have feelings for someone else." 
 
    "Who?" 
 
    "Me," Sophia declared. 
 
    I stared back at these two girls. My wife and her friend. My wife and her lover? 
 
    That thought sent a shiver running through my body. Other guys might have immediately started thinking of threesomes or something. Not me. I sat there, and I looked down at my hands. 
 
    "So you want to break up?" 
 
    "No!" Patricia squeaked. 
 
    "Then what? What do you want?" I asked. 
 
    "We have a proposal for you. If you can't stay here and have a civilized dinner with us, then we can discuss it when we go home." 
 
    "When we go back to my home?" I asked. 
 
    Sophia didn't smile at me, yet the corners of her eyes wrinkled, like she was suppressing a laugh. "Something like that," she said. 
 
      
 
    We ordered, we ate, and I paid for dinner. Little did I know, that would be the last time I pulled out a credit card. It would be the last time I worried about my wallet or pretty much anything else outside of pleasing my owners. 
 
    After I signed the check, the two girls got up, and they promised to meet me at home. I watched them leave, and that's when I noticed it for the first time. They were holding hands. Fear tightened my insides, making it hard to think, almost hard to breathe. 
 
    "There's a glass of wine on the counter. Go fetch," Sophia ordered. 
 
    Patricia glanced back at her girlfriend, not that I could acknowledge the new title at the time. My wife seemed very nervous. There was that little flush on her cheeks, and she occasionally bit down into her lower lip. She only did this when she didn't think I was looking. 
 
    "Why don't you just tell me what's going on?" 
 
    "Because like I said before, this is your one and only chance. If you still want to be a part of Patricia's life, and you're going to be an obedient boy and do as you're told." 
 
    I opened my mouth, inhaling once again, and I could already formulate a dozen different demands. But when I looked back at Patricia, I waited for some sign of shock or anger on my behalf. 
 
    There was nothing. 
 
    She had her eyes on me, and there wasn't even that hint of trepidation. She looked at me, and she waited, like she was simply wondering what I would do. 
 
    When I didn't move at first, Patricia shook her head. She seemed almost sad as she said, "Sophia and I've been talking a lot about you lately. We think we have come up with a compromise, but it only works if you play along. Can you do that? Can you cooperate for me?" 
 
    A threat pulsated on the air: if I didn't do this, then she would leave me. 
 
    The calculations should have been simple, but I soon found myself moving. To be completely honest, I can't remember making any concrete decision. It wasn't a choice. I simply started to move, making my way back through the house and into the kitchen. There, on the counter, I found one glass of wine.  
 
     Little bubbles clung to the side of the glass. 
 
    I picked it up by the stem and made my way back into the living room. 
 
    I stood before these girls again, I didn't know what I was supposed to say, nor did I know what I was supposed to do. This time around, Sophia seemed to enjoy my hesitation. She waited, her eyes aimed right at me. "Go ahead. Have a sip." 
 
    "What kind of game is this?" Were they trying to get me drunk or something? 
 
    At the time, that was really all I could imagine. I had no idea what these girls were capable of. 
 
    "Look, we aren’t going to tell you anything until you start drinking. So go ahead. Take a sip," Sophia told me. Somehow, that girl knew how to turn every comment into a taunt. 
 
    Exhaling through my nose, I brought the glass up to my lips, and I did as she asked. I took a sip of the wine. The kick of alcohol played along my taste buds; the bubbles hit the roof of my mouth. I swallowed it down, and the girls started to tell me what would happen. 
 
    "I do really care about you, but I don't think our current relationship works," Patricia said, her words seeming almost rehearsed. "I still want to take care of you. I want to make sure that you're happy, but we need to try something different." 
 
    "Different?" I asked. 
 
    "Yes," Sophia said. "Different." Her voice practically vibrated with nothing but disdain. "It's going to be hard for you. It won't be anything you're used to, but that's okay. I'm sure it'll be good for you. That's why Patricia is so comfortable with this idea." 
 
    "What idea?" 
 
    "Take another sip," ordered Sophia. 
 
    I looked down at the wine. 
 
    I did as she asked. 
 
    Patricia continued to talk. "I want to be with her. I care about her, but I want you around as well." 
 
    "I don't think that's possible," I said. 
 
    "If you feel really feel that way, you should go right now. Seriously. Just leave." Sophia even had the gall to lift up her hand and wave me out. Her fingers fluttered, and it took all of my self-control not to say something I would probably regret. After all, when Patricia saw that gesture, she didn't seem shocked or offended in the slightest. If anything, she just shook her head, like she didn't know what to do with Sophia's bad behavior, but she would indulge it nonetheless. 
 
    "I'm not giving up." 
 
    "Actually, you will," Sophia said. She seemed to become even more confident as she leaned forward, resting her elbows on the tips of her knees. "In fact, this is going to be your last chance. If you want to keep a hold of your pathetic little life, then you should go right now. You'll have to move out, you'll have to get an apartment or something, and I'm sure that's going to suck, but at least you will still feel like a real man." 
 
    "Right." I wanted to scoff, to tell her that I would never lose my masculinity or strength to some girl like her. In fact, I felt the temptation to simply stand up, to revel in the power conferred by my height. 
 
    "Take another sip," commanded Sophia. 
 
     "Patricia, can’t we just talk about this? Alone." 
 
    Hardening her lips into an angry pout, Patricia didn't answer me right away. Instead, she stared back at me, and I could tell that she was getting irritated. Even so, I held my ground. I wasn't going to be intimidated by either of them. "Take another sip," she ordered, just as Sophia had done. 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I took another sip. I had imbibed about half of the drink already. 
 
    "Last chance," taunted Sophia. 
 
    "I'm not going anywhere." 
 
    That's when I felt it. The room seemed to wobble around me. 
 
    Even though I despised showing weakness to either of these young ladies, I closed my eyes and rubbed my palm up against my forehead. That seemed to grant me some modicum of equilibrium, at least until I opened my eyes again. 
 
    It should have been obvious, but I looked down at the glass, almost like I was seeing it for the first time. 
 
    "You didn't," I said, my tone blank. 
 
    "We did!" Patricia chirped. She actually hopped up and down in her spot on the couch, like this was fun, maybe the punch line to some great joke. "I didn't think you were really going to go along with that, but I guess Sophia was right about you after all." 
 
    "Right about me?" I tried to force out fresh words onto the air. 
 
    I stumbled around, unable to maintain my balance. 
 
    Sophia jumped up onto her feet, and she grabbed the glass of wine from my grip. 
 
    Time seemed to slow down for me, yet this girl moved around with ease. She set the wine down, and then she came back up to me. I did my best to stay upright, on my feet. I had to windmill my arms. At least, that's what I think I did. Everything was so distorted, and the girls were laughing. 
 
    Then Sophia put her hand against my chest, and she pushed. Before I knew was happening, I fell back down, hitting the carpet hard. 
 
    Although I tried to get back up, I just couldn't manage it. Pushing my arms and legs down, I worked hard to try to get up. "Patricia, Patricia, you can't let her do this to me," I called out, my voice slurring through those words. 
 
    Patricia did rise to her feet, and she walked over. Tilting her head to the side, she gazed down at me like I was something silly, something pathetic. "It's okay. We will get you all set up, and then we can tell you exactly what's going to happen." 
 
    "Honey, can you go get the bag?" 
 
    "Sure thing!" Patricia answered as she turned around fast enough to make her hair bounce against her shoulders. She dashed away from the living room, and she disappeared down the hall. 
 
    Left alone with Sophia, I could only look up at her. 
 
    "Don't worry. You made your choice." 
 
    "What choice?" I asked. 
 
    Before Sophia decided to answer, Patricia skipped back into the room, and she dropped a duffel bag right next to me. 
 
    That's when both girls got down on their knees. They grabbed me, sitting me upright. They stripped me of my shirt, my pants, my shoes, my socks, all the way down to my underwear. I didn't even get that one garment. Patricia grabbed onto the elastic, and she pulled. She slipped me out of my boxers. 
 
    Sophia grabbed my outfit, and she carried it all over to the garbage bin in the kitchen. She dropped everything off. 
 
    "No," I tried to say. 
 
    If the girls understood me, they didn't give any indication of it. 
 
    They soon had me naked, and I figured they were just going to tease me or something. Even so, I kept trying to struggle, but I lost every drop of strength I once possessed. Seriously, either girl could just to grab me and hold me down or flick one of my limbs to force them into the carpet. 
 
    They felt like superheroes compared to me. 
 
    "That sedative really did the trick," Patricia said, her voice filled with awe. She was certainly impressed. 
 
    "What did I tell you?" Sophia giggled, and that's when she unzipped the duffel bag. 
 
    I turned my head to the side, and I could only watch as they pulled something out. 
 
    I tried to ask a question, but it was Sophia who spoke next. "It might be hard for you to talk, and it's definitely hard for you to move, but we both know you can understand me. This is what we are going to use to train you. You see, this is a bark collar. It is designed for boys just like you." 
 
    A bark collar? What the hell? 
 
    The phrase sounded vaguely familiar, though I had never owned a dog. Maybe I saw it on TV? Maybe I watched a commercial at some point? 
 
    "This is only going to be hard for you if you struggle," Patricia told me, sounding so sincere and worried about me. "Just do as you're told, and we won't have to punish you. It'll be as simple as that!" 
 
    Sophia kneeled down beside me. "Or fight. Whatever." She giggled again, and Patricia flashed her a slightly irritated look. But she wasn't truly offended, not really. After all, they talked about this. 
 
    Later on, it would dawn on me that Patricia really enjoyed this idea; otherwise, she never would have gone along with it. 
 
    They looped the collar around my neck, they buckled it, and then I heard a click. "There we go. Now you can't get out of it.” Sophie was just teasing me, but they let go of my hands, and I had to try. “But you're free to try if you want." 
 
    The sound of the click sent a pulse of dread running through my body. Although I didn't understand exactly, I knew that it was important, especially since the two girls stepped away. 
 
    "First, you need to understand that there is a command phrase. Would you like to guess what it is?" Sophia asked me. 
 
    "You're being mean," Patricia said, swatting the other girl against her shoulder. Sophia didn't react. She kept her eyes aimed down at me, like I was some pitiful little creature. 
 
    Just then, I started to speak. 
 
    The collar zapped me. 
 
    This hot, searing agony exploded through my body. It started at the base of my throat, and it flashed all along my body. I could feel it in my arms, my legs, my hands, my shoulders, my neck, everywhere. 
 
    The pain made it impossible to think, impossible to breathe. 
 
    For an instant that seemed to stretch on forever, the world became this fuzzy ball of pain. Then it stopped, and I was panting, still down on my ass. 
 
    Immediately, I understood that it was the collar. 
 
    Although I didn't try to speak, I lifted my hands up, and I fumbled for the buckle. Almost immediately, I could feel the strip of leather underneath my fingertips along with the clasp. But then there was something else, a small, heavy square of metal. 
 
    I tried to get the collar off, to work the buckle. While my fingers fumbled around, I couldn't get any real purchase. I pulled on one part, only to feel it stick against something else. 
 
    Sophia crouched down, and she looked at me with big, almost sympathetic eyes. "Sorry, puppy. It doesn't work that way." 
 
    Puppy? 
 
    "Sophia, you gave away the surprise!" Patricia chided. 
 
    To be honest, I barely listened to those two girls. I kept working my fingers against of the buckle, thinking that I would be able to figure it out. I assumed that I was only failing because I couldn't see exactly how this thing worked. Given enough time, I would figure it out. 
 
    That's what I believed. I was wrong. So, so wrong. 
 
    But the girls kept watching, especially Sophia. While Patricia held her hand over her mouth, like she was trying to stifle some giggles, the other girl studied me, almost like she was trying to figure something out. 
 
    Eventually, Sophia leaned back, and she rested her hands against the carpet. 
 
    Finally, I pulled my attention away from the small, metal square. Instead, I looked back at her. 
 
    I opened my mouth, and I knew exactly what I wanted to say. "Sophia, let me out of this thing right now. Take it off of me, or they're going to be consequences!" Those words would have boomed from deep inside my chest, and these girls would have really started to understand that they couldn't mess with me. No matter what they thought or believed, I wasn't going to let them get away with this. 
 
    Before I could even finish saying her name, the collar activated again. It delivered another painful jolt of electricity straight into the base of my neck. That energy flashed all along my nervous system, lighting up the pain receptors throughout my skin. It felt like every inch of my body was lit on fire, though only for a second. That didn't matter. It was  enough. More than enough. 
 
    "You probably shouldn't try to say anything," Patricia said to me. 
 
    Once the pain cleared, I glared at her, hard. Before this all happened, she would occasionally ask me a stupid question, and I would just stare her down. More often than not, Patricia would back off. 
 
    In our relationship, it was always an unspoken truth that I was smarter than her. She needed to respect me; she needed to listen to me. 
 
    Only this time around, Patricia just watched. She met my stare equally, and then I looked down. 
 
    The girls giggled again. They sounded like children having fun with a pet puppy. 
 
    I lifted my chin, and I was about to say something else, only to stop. 
 
    "I think he's learning," said Sophia. 
 
    "He's a smart boy," Patricia replied. 
 
    For my part, I wanted to just get up and leave. If I went into the garage, I could probably find a sharp blade and cut the collar off. Although the idea of having something like that you're my throat didn't really appeal to me, anything would be worth getting this off. 
 
    Because I couldn't speak to these girls, I decided to take matters into my own hands. I got up, and I started to walk away. 
 
    "Stop right there," Patricia ordered. 
 
    This time, it was my turn to smirk. Yeah, right. I wasn't going to listen to her. Maybe these girls thought this was a joke or something, but there would be consequences. I would show them what I could do. 
 
    I marshaled of my anger, and I kept going, walking despite the sedative running through my body. The room wobbled around me, and I had to take one careful step after another. This slowed me down, but then it was Sophia who talked again. "If you don't stop right now, they're going to be consequences." 
 
    It was funny. Inside of my head, I used almost as exact same words. 
 
    In any case, I wasn't about to listen to her. I kept walking, and that's when Patricia called out the command phrase. "Bad dog!" 
 
    The collar activated. 
 
    Another pulse of electricity flashed through my body, lighting up those same nerve endings. Hot pain shattered every bit of concentration I possessed. The world turned to an agonizing, sharp white. It only lasted a couple of seconds, but it felt so much longer. 
 
    That's when I got my eyes open again, and I found Sophia standing above me. 
 
    Patricia was next to her, and she was holding something behind her back. I couldn't see what. 
 
    Tilting her head to the side again, Sophia smirked down at me. "There's something you need to understand. Whenever we use that command phrase, you will get a painful shock. This way, we are going to be able to train you. So, from now on, you want to be a good dog. You don't want to be a bad dog." 
 
    The pain zapped through me. 
 
    "Every time you are a bad dog, you will be treated like a bad dog. You don't want to be a bad dog. You want to be a good dog. Only a bad dog disobeys his owners." 
 
    One, two, three, four more times, she used that phrase, triggering the device locked around my neck. I twitched, I flinched, and I tried to call out. By the second burst of pain, I was begging these girls, but they didn't show me any sign of mercy. 
 
    It's possible Patricia looked upset. 
 
    I couldn't tell. I kept my eyes closed. Even when I tried to open them, my vision was blurred by those unshed tears that I refused to cry because I didn't want these girls to understand exactly how much this hurt. 
 
    Yes, that was the only tiny, miniscule shred of dignity I managed to hold onto. 
 
    "Now you understand, don't you?" Patricia towered above me. I was down on my back, in the middle of the hallway. "Unless you want me to say those magic words again, you're going to crawl back to the living room like a good dog." 
 
    Dog? 
 
    What was she talking about? 
 
    It didn't make any difference to me because I climbed back up onto my hands and knees. And that's when I started to crawl for the first time. Under their watchful gaze, I kept my head bowed down as I started to move. In all honesty, I couldn't take another shock. The pain was too much. 
 
    It felt like an explosion, like a supernova within my body. 
 
    And then I was in front of the couch again, and the girls followed me. 
 
    I sat up on my haunches, and that's when Sophia walked over to me. She put her shoe against my shoulder, and she nudged me down onto my back. I glared at her, thinking that she might back off. She didn't. She was utterly convinced her that she had every right to do this, that I couldn't stop her. And she was right. 
 
    I fell down onto my back, my head still swimming through the disorientation. 
 
    "Let's get him rigged up," Patricia announced. 
 
    For a little while, I kept my eyes closed, like none of this mattered. 
 
    Then the girls bent my right leg. 
 
    At first, I didn't think this was a big deal. They were probably just playing with me, like this was some sort of game. They wanted me to be a toy? Fine. Whatever. 
 
    I had no idea what they were doing. 
 
    After a few more seconds, perhaps a minute, I felt the snug leather. They brought something down around my knee. They continued to pull it down until was near my thigh and ankle. They forced my leg to bend a little bit more. They didn't hurt me. They were very careful about that, but the curiosity finally got the best of me, and I opened both of my eyes. 
 
    That's when I saw it, the first sleeve. To be completely honest, I didn't understand what was happening. They set up another couple of buckles, but no locks, not this time. 
 
    "What?" I started to ask, only to stop when the next wave of electricity slammed into me. Arching my back, I called out. I probably shouted with the agony, but the girls kept working. A few seconds later, they got to put the next sleeve over my other leg. 
 
    Then they grabbed my elbows. 
 
    I wanted to ask what was going on. I needed to talk to them, but I could barely get my eyes open. My eyelids fluttered down and up. 
 
    Still, I couldn't communicate with them. Each time I looked over at  Patricia, I hoped that she would feel something for me: sympathy, love, mercy. Anything! 
 
    But she kept her eyes directed down at the sleeves. Then they were done, and they stepped back. 
 
    "Perfect," Sophia said. "Unless you want to hear those two words again, you are going to crawl around for us." 
 
    Because I had already crawled once, I refused. I simply straightened my back, I lifted my head, and I stared forward. This time around, I didn't attempt to say anything, nor did I try to get their attention. I could do this. I can hold out for a little while longer. That's what I told myself. 
 
    "Don't be a bad dog!" Patricia called out. 
 
    She wagged her finger at me, not that I cared. Instead, I focused on the rush of electrified pain that blasted through me all over again. It knocked me onto my side. 
 
    When my vision cleared again, I found myself on my back, staring up at the ceiling. 
 
    Sophia grabbed my hair, and she pulled my head to the side. "Do as you're owner says. Crawl." 
 
    Then she looked over at Patricia, and the two girls nodded back and forth. Maybe they were feeling some sense of dignity or concern. But they had one another. They could egg each other on. 
 
    Seconds later, I pushed myself back up onto my elbows and knees. It took some doing. I wasn't used to ambulating around like this. But eventually, I got up right, and then I started to crawl. 
 
    It felt strange, working myself with my biceps. I crawled forward. I went in a little circle. All the while, the girls watched. At one point, Patricia actually clapped her hands together. "Very good!" 
 
    "This is just the start," promised Sophia. “For right now, he should probably spend some time in your cage." 
 
    I opened my mouth, and I started to say something, only to freeze. The collar didn't pick up on those tiny vibrations in my throat, so I didn't get another dose of pain. 
 
    Patricia skipped back over to the duffel bag. She took something out. At first, it just looked like a black strip of rope to me. Then I really studied it, especially as it hung down from her grip. 
 
    "This is how are going to make sure you don't run off when you aren't in your cage," Sophia explained. She took the leash, and then she attached it to the back of my neck. It clipped onto the collar, and from there, Sophia simply started to walk. 
 
    I watched her go until I felt the tension in the leash. 
 
    "Do I need to say something else to you?" Sophia asked me. 
 
    I gulped. My entire body tensed up with fear. Not only that, I could no longer stare back at her. Instead, I bowed my head down. Dread filled me up, especially because I figured she would punish me no matter what I did at that point. She wanted to assert her control. She wanted to remind me of her authority. 
 
    Or so I believed. 
 
    Instead, Sophia waited patiently. 
 
    My resolve crumbled, and I started to crawl. I worked my way forward on my elbows and knees. I followed this girl down the hallway and toward one of the guest bedrooms. She opened the door for me, and I blinked, shocked. 
 
    The room looked much bigger than I expected. 
 
    The last time I had been back there, it was filled with some extra furniture, a desk we didn't need, and an assortment of boxes. Basically, it was where we dumped most of our junk. But all that had been taken out. 
 
    And there was a couple of pads on the floor along with one big, black cage. 
 
    Sophia practically skipped over to it, and she opened the gate. "Get in," she ordered. 
 
    I stared at her, refusing. 
 
    Then she opened her mouth, and I didn't give her the chance to finish. I crawled forward, practically scampering ahead. Before I knew it, I was inside of the cage, and she shut it with a loud clang. 
 
    She secured the latch, she turned around, and she walked away. Sophia only stopped when she got to the doorway. She glanced back at me. "Don't worry. I'll be back later to start your training." 
 
      
 
    Once she closed the door and left, I told myself that I was going to get out of here. It was supposed to be easy. 
 
    The cage didn't even have a lock on it! 
 
    But as I soon discovered, getting out from behind those metal bars would be virtually impossible. First off, my arms and legs were rendered completely useless by these frustrating sleeves. My hands were trapped under those layers of stiff leather. I couldn't even open my fists. Worse, they were aimed up toward the ceiling. 
 
    I spent several minutes, maybe even as much as an hour, trying to get out of the sleeves. I kept thinking that if I could just wiggle my arms or legs in precisely the correct way, I would be able to loosen those straps. It didn't work. 
 
    From there, I went over to the gate, and I tried to stick my elbow out. I kept thinking that there would be some way for me to loosen the latch. If I could get to a phone, then maybe I could call for help. Sure, I would probably have to do something embarrassing like use my nose to write a text message, but it would be better than staying stuck in here. 
 
    Because I didn't have anything better to do, I kept trying. I made one attempt after another, jiggling the gate, nudging my shoulder against of the bars, anything. I looked down at the bottom of the cage. There was nothing but rubber padding for me. 
 
    I checked the top of the cage as well. I kept searching out some kind of weakness, something I could use. I kept telling myself that Sophia and Patricia couldn't really do this to me. They couldn't actually put me in a dog cage, nor could they keep me trapped here. I was a man. A smart man. I would figure this out! 
 
    I didn't. 
 
    Eventually, my shoulders slumped as the disappointment roiled through me. I dropped down onto my side, and I closed my eyes. 
 
    All the while, I told myself that I was just resting, that I was trying to think of some good solution. 
 
    If nothing else, I wanted to talk to Patricia. I wanted to discuss this with her because I really believed that she couldn't do this to me. 
 
    But again and again, I came to one conclusion. The collar rendered any kind of human speech completely, totally, utterly impossible. 
 
    At one point, I tried to experiment with it. I started to whisper, only to stop when the pain shot through me. 
 
    I whimpered, and then I waited, freezing up. I wondered if Patricia or Sophia would come for me. 
 
    Neither girl did. 
 
    After a while, I fell asleep. When I woke up, I was still trapped in that cage. For an instant or two, I had hoped that this was all just some sort of bad dream, nothing but a nightmare. But it was the reality of my life. 
 
    Eventually, I had to try something else. 
 
    I was getting hungry. My stomach rumbled, and I stared back at the door, hoping Sophia or Patricia would come back in here. Actually, I wanted it to be Patricia. I didn't think that she really had the strength of will to do this to me. Maybe if I just looked pathetic enough, desperate enough, frightened enough, she would crack. She has always had a soft heart. 
 
    Time kept ticking against me, and then I couldn't take it anymore. 
 
    Although it was dark, I lifted my head up, and I tried something. I began to whimper. 
 
    At first, the sound seemed so alien to me. It had been quiet inside of that spare room for a while. 
 
    Now I was making noise. 
 
    Nothing happened. I had to try again. I whimpered, louder. 
 
    Still, nothing. 
 
    Each second proved it to be another temptation. It would have been easy to fill my lungs and to call out to either of the girls. I could have demanded that Sophia come in here to talk to me. After all, since she had taken control of the house, I should have been negotiating with her. Or maybe I could have tried to call Patricia. Some part of me still couldn't accept the notion that she would accept this. If that was the case, then I would be able to play upon her sympathies. 
 
    And yet, I could still easily remember the sharp pain, the burn of electricity as it sizzled through my body. As near as I could tell, it didn't do any serious or permanent damage. Despite this, I couldn't take the risk. 
 
    It just hurt too much. 
 
    Which left me with only one alternative. 
 
    I whimpered. I whimpered, raising my voice as loud as I could. At the same time, I kept my head down, and I hoped fervently that it would be Patricia who came back in here. 
 
    The door opened, and I resisted the urge to look up. Instead, I kept my head down even as I heard footsteps. Then, from the top of my vision, I could see those red pumps. 
 
    Slowly, I lifted my gaze, and there she was, wearing tight denims and a black, button up blouse. She looked cute, almost like a hostess at some fine restaurant. 
 
    But it wasn't Patricia. 
 
    Sophia bent forward, resting her hands on her knees. She looked a lot like any other girl who intended to talk down to a child or an actual dog. 
 
    "How are you doing, boy?" She sounded cheerful, like she wanted to get me excited. 
 
    I whimpered again. 
 
    "What's wrong? What's wrong, boy?" 
 
    I was hungry. I was hungry, tired, and I needed out of the cage. My arms and legs ached from a lack of exertion. 
 
    "Are you a hungry little doggy? Is that what's wrong with you?" 
 
    I didn't respond. I didn't make any sounds, nor did I move my body. 
 
    "If you aren't hungry, that must mean you want to spend more time in your cage." 
 
    Sophia started to turn away, my eyes widened, and I realized something. This was my only chance! If Sophia left me alone in here, then I had no idea how long I would have to wait again. Hours? Days? 
 
    I whimpered again, letting those pitiful little sounds ripple out onto the air. 
 
    Sophia stopped before she made it all the way to the door. Then she turned around. "Is the dog hungry?" 
 
    I hated myself for it, but I gave in to her. I let this girl demonstrate her power over me. As I gulped, I bowed my head down and up again. I nodded. 
 
    "Oh, then you must want something to eat. But you know, if I take you out for a meal, you're going to need to be trained as well. What you think of that, dog? You want to be trained?" 
 
    First she called me boy. Now she called me dog. 
 
    More than anything, I wished that I could strike out. But there was nothing for me to do. Not only were my arms and legs bound up in those confining sleeves, but the bars of the cage were solid metal. Even if I had been able to use my arms or legs, my hands or my grip, there was no way I would have been able to do anything but stare at her. 
 
    "Do you want to be trained?" Sophia asked me again. 
 
    Because I knew she would leave if I didn't respond in one way or another, I dipped my head back down. 
 
    "Okay," she said, loosening the latch. She opened the gate, and then she stepped away. 
 
    I crawled forward. 
 
    "Let's get you something to eat. Don't worry, Patricia has set something up in the kitchen for you." 
 
    Patricia. 
 
    The sound of her name gave me hope. If she prepared a meal for me, that would probably be fairly decent. 
 
    At the same time, I crawled behind Sophia as she guided me through the house. While I moved, I focused on one theory. I told myself that I only needed to eat and cooperate because I had to keep my strength. If I tried to hold out, then my body would deteriorate. But if I eat something, I might see an opportunity, and I might be able to take advantage of it. 
 
    I was so freaking naïve. 
 
    Sophia tugged on my leash. She had never taken it off of me, so is easy for her to snatch it back up. And once she did, she had control over my movements once again. Then again, all she had to do was speak two words, and then I would be incapacitated. The leash was just a symbol of her authority over me. 
 
    Pretty soon, we made our way into the kitchen, and Patricia was chopping up some vegetables. Apparently, they were going to eat dinner together soon. 
 
    For my part, I looked up at her. I whimpered just once, but Sophia tugged on my leash, and I took the unspoken hint. She didn't want me to say anything. 
 
    Patricia’s new girlfriend cleared her throat. "There's something I want to show you." 
 
    "What is it?" Patricia asked, clearly intrigued. She turned away from the counter, and she looked down at me. When she smiled, I saw that same old glee. It reminded me a lot of how she used to look at me when we first got together. That was before I focused all of my efforts on work, before we grew apart. But now, she grinned again with that same vivacious zest. 
 
    "He's hungry." That's all Sophia said, and then she pulled on the leash, guiding me over to the far wall. 
 
    For the most part, I either kept my head down, or I looked back at Patricia. But now, something else caught my attention. 
 
    My insides clenched, and two words echoed behind my eyes. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Part of me really wanted to look away, to simply pretend that I didn't understand what these girls intended for me. And yet, I couldn't. I stared straight ahead, taking in the sight of those two, plastic bowls set on the floor. 
 
    Dog bowls. 
 
    There is no other way to describe those feeding dishes. In one, dried pellets waited for me. In the other, there was water. 
 
    "Go eat, dog," Sophia commanded from behind me. Somehow, I couldn't look away from those bowls. 
 
    Humiliation sizzled through me, almost as powerful as the electricity. 
 
    I don't know why I did it, but I started to crawl forward. 
 
    Distantly, I recognized the sound of Patricia giggling happily. 
 
    "He's going to do it!" She clapped her hands together, definitely behaving like an excited little girl. 
 
    I came over to the first bowl, the one with the dried to dog food, and I leaned my head down. I sniffed a just once. It smelled terrible! 
 
    Trying to eat that felt a lot like trying to chew through Styrofoam. 
 
    "Go ahead, boy. This is what you're going to be eating from now on. Well, unless you want to beg for table scraps." 
 
    "That reminds me," Patricia said, snapping her fingers. Dinner is almost ready." 
 
    I really didn't know what to do. I looked back at Sophia, then Patricia, but neither one seemed at all sympathetic. 
 
    "I know you're hungry, dog. Go ahead. Eat." 
 
    Sophia wasn't going to mess around with me for much longer. I could tell that I was trying her patience. Even so, could I really do this? Could I eat out of the dog bowl? 
 
    No. 
 
    That answer didn't roar through me with any kind of defiance. On the contrary, I came to this decision slowly. 
 
    But when I did, I closed my eyes, I turned around, and I refused to budge. 
 
    At least, that's what I thought. 
 
    "Don't be a bad dog. If you're a bad dog, we won't feed you." 
 
    Electricity zaps through me, once. Twice. The hot pain overwhelmed me, and I dropped down, my chin actually touching the kitchen floor. 
 
    My eyes watered, and I looked up piteously at Patricia. We made eye contact, and I waited for some sign that her conscience would get the best of her. But no. She just leaned forward, her hands on her knees. She assumed almost the exact same position Sophia had done while I had been in the cage. "She's right, you know. You have to be a good dog. If you don't want to be punished, then you have to behave yourself." 
 
    She made it sound easy, obvious. 
 
    I growled. 
 
    "Bad dog! Don't rile your owner. Patricia and I have you, and you are our property now. That's just how it's going to be." 
 
    This time, I shook my head seriously from side to side. They were making it sound like I had agreed to this! That wasn't fair. I never wanted to be a dog. I never wanted to go into those leather sleeves. 
 
    "Bad dog!" Another burst of electricity zapped through my body, and I whimpered. Those sounds gravitated from the base of my throat. 
 
    "Stop that. Stop trying to fight." That's when Patricia sat down next to me. She was positioned on her knees, and she could sit upright, which meant that she seemed much taller than me. 
 
    She stroked my chin. "I know this is difficult, and that's okay. It's going to be hard for you. You need some time to adjust. I understand. You weren't a very smart husband, so it makes sense that you won't be a very smart dog." She grinned for a second, especially as the blush cascaded over my cheeks. This was Patricia. She wasn't supposed to talk to me this way. 
 
    But after she finished stroking my chin, she reached up. She ran her fingers through my hair. Then she took a solid grip, and she started to guide me back toward the bowl. Only a few seconds later, she forced my head down. 
 
    With my face only a few inches away from the dry dog food, I knew I had to do it. Electricity had burned away most of my strength. 
 
    So when I started to move my jaw, taking the bits of dog food into my mouth, it seemed easy, almost instinctive. I started to eat. I pulled it up into my mouth, I ground the food between my teeth, and I swallowed it down. All the while, Patricia held my head. 
 
    Gather the food, chew it, swallow it. 
 
    Gather the food. Chew it. Swallow it. 
 
    Gather the food. Chew it. Swallow it. I did this over and over, all while she held the back of my head. If I went too slowly, she would pull on my hair, delivering a nasty little jolt of pain straight into my scalp. 
 
    But eventually, it started to feel like I was no longer quite so hungry. 
 
    That should have been a relief. Instead, it only added to my humiliation because I knew that these girls could make me eat freaking dog food! They could make me eat from a bowl on the floor! 
 
    To make matters worse, Sophia watched. 
 
    Not only that, at some point, Patricia let go of me, and she stood back. Even so, I didn't notice! That's right, I kept eating. I chewed and swallowed. All of my attention was fixated on the bowl in front of me, so I didn't realize the pain had disappeared from my scalp. 
 
    Finally, I stopped, and I turned around quickly, looking up at the girls. They laughed at me! The sounds of their giggles filled the kitchen, and that's when Sophia decided to kiss her new girlfriend. 
 
    While I could only watch from the floor, she grabbed Patricia by her hand, and the two girls started to kiss in front of me. 
 
    As hard as I tried to, I couldn't look away. Something compelled me to watch them. It may have been curiosity or some perverse sense of frustration. 
 
    They made out right there, and Patricia started to moan. Their lips continued to mold themselves together. Sophia reached it down and squeezed Patricia's ass. At the same time, Patricia had her hands against Sophia's waist, at least at first. Then her fingertip started to drift upward. She fondled the other girl’s breasts, and I could see her nipples poke out against her shirt. 
 
    My breath quivered in my throat, and I still couldn't look away. Not only that, I could feel the arousal begin to spread through me. 
 
    The two girls looked down at me. 
 
    I expected them to punish me or something, to tell me to look away. Instead, they just snickered again. I didn't understand the game. I didn't understand what they wanted from me. 
 
    But apparently, they enjoyed having me as an audience, knowing that I couldn't do anything. 
 
    Because it was the only kind of resistance I could think of, I bowed my head down. Thirsty, I went over to another bowl, and I tried to sip some of it up. That didn't really work. I lapped up the water instead, sliding my tongue along the surface. That seemed to be easier. 
 
    "Let's get dinner," Patricia said. They stopped their kissing, and they went to eat. For my part, I just stayed there in the kitchen, wondering what I should do. 
 
    Several minutes went by, and I could hear the clinking of glasses, silverware, and plates. I didn't know exactly what they were eating, but it smelled delicious. Roast beef? Maybe steaks? 
 
    My stomach grumbled again. Sure, the dog food would keep me from starving, but it didn't taste good, and it definitely couldn't satisfy. 
 
    I thought of what Patricia had said, about me making table scraps. 
 
    Never. 
 
    Instead, I lapped up some more water, and I stayed in the kitchen, out of sight. I was no longer in a cage, so this should have been advantageous. I kept trying to think of different plans, strategies that I might use. I imagined different scenarios where I would be able to steal a phone or get a pair of scissors to cut my way out of the leather confinement. 
 
    I told myself I would be strong; I told myself that I wouldn't succumb to these girls. Eventually, they would make a mistake, and I would be there to seize whatever advantage I could. At this point, I still believed that Patricia would be weak. 
 
    One way or another, she would make a mistake. 
 
    And yet, I could smell the meat. 
 
    Patricia had always been an excellent cook. She probably made them a pair of steaks to celebrate. After all, they had just adopted a puppy, me. 
 
    I hated this thought, and I fought against it, but my mouth watered with the prospect of real food. 
 
    Before I knew what I was doing, I crawled into the dining room. Both girls giggled at one another. They were having so much fun playing their silly little games. At the moment, they were poking one another with the tips of their feet. 
 
    "It looks like someone wants to join us," Sophia exclaimed. 
 
    I didn't say anything; I couldn't. 
 
    Patricia turned around, and she smiled down at me. She held her fork in one hand, and skewered on the tip, there was a chunk of steak right there. It looked so juicy, so perfectly tender. 
 
    Right away, the woman who had been my wife realized what I wanted. She looked over at it. "It looks nice, don't you think?" 
 
    That's when she lowered the fork down. 
 
    It was only a couple of feet away. 
 
    Could I do it? Could I crawl over there like a dog hoping for some scraps? 
 
    Yes. I could. 
 
    I tried not to think about my own behavior. I tried not to contemplate exactly what it might mean or portend. And yet, I moved. I crawled along in my elbows and knees, making my way closer and closer to the meat on that fork. And when I got close enough, I closed my eyes, I lifted my head, and I tried to bite down into it. 
 
    Instead, I only caught air with my teeth. 
 
    Both girls chortled again. They were laughing at me! 
 
    I opened my eyes, and I looked up the Patricia. Confusion played along my features. I froze my brows, waiting. Why had she done that? 
 
    In fact, she waited until I could see her before Patricia popped that little piece of meat back into her mouth. She chewed it slowly, savoring it. 
 
    Then she looked down at me. "What's wrong, puppy? Did you think that was for you?" 
 
    Both girls laughed again. 
 
    Patricia continued, "I know you're not that silly." She winked. "Little dogs only get special treats when they beg for them." 
 
    No. No way. She didn't really expect me to beg like a dog, did she? 
 
    She did. 
 
    I didn't want to do it. Something inside of me hardened. It turned brittle. 
 
    Both girls continued to eat. They sawed off little chunks of their steaks. All the while, I could only sit there and watch, desperately eager for a taste. Sure, the dry dog food satisfied me enough to keep me from feeling really hungry, yet every inch of my body yearned for real, human food. 
 
    Was I willing to beg for it? Was I willing to whimper and maybe hold up my elbows like they were paws? 
 
    I needed to believe that I had standards, that I wouldn't break. 
 
    And yet, the girls kept eating. Not only that, Patricia would smile down at me, and I could tell that she was enjoying this, that she loved her newfound power over me. When I was just her husband, she could ask and cajole, beg or plead, but it was always up to me. More often than not, I would tell her I would take on some chore or something, only to disregard it later on. 
 
    That wasn't an option for me, not anymore. 
 
    Even if the sleeves prevented me from doing any helpful tasks, that didn't matter. She had demoted me, turning me into a dog. As her dog, my only task was to look cute, adorable, pathetic. Apparently, I didn't have any choice in the matter. 
 
    "Beg." 
 
    I exhaled through my teeth, realizing something. 
 
    "Beg," ordered Sophia. Her eyes hardened as well. I could hear it in her tone of voice; she wouldn't broke any disagreement or hesitation. In fact, she was becoming impatient with me. 
 
    My heart started to beat a little bit more quickly. I had been with them for less than a day as their pet, but I quickly started to understand exactly what every intonation meant. 
 
    Gulping back, I started to whimper. I hated myself for it, but I didn't see any other alternative. What else could I have done? It wasn't like I could fight back! 
 
    I whimpered piteously. 
 
    "No," Sophia said. "That's not how you do it. Get up on your knees and beg like a good little dog. Hold out your arms. Pretend that you’re people for us." 
 
    I narrowed my eyes, and I could feel that flurry of anger within me. 
 
    But the girls laughed. Rather than stoking my rage, those beautiful sounds made me shrivel up. 
 
    Within seconds, I climbed up onto the tips of my knees. Maintaining my balance proved to be extremely difficult, and I nearly fell down two or three times. Simultaneously, I raised up my elbows. And then I looked back at them. I swallowed again, and doing so reminded me of the tension around my throat, the collar that made it so easy for these girls to own me. 
 
    I whimpered. I whimpered again and again, and Patricia turned back to her plate. She cut off a piece of meat, and she lifted the fork up in front of my mouth. I closed my eyes again. That was a mistake. 
 
    Although I couldn't see her, she used one finger to flick the little sliver of steak down onto the floor. It landed with a wet plop that I barely heard. But then I opened my eyes, and I looked at the empty fork, and then I looked down. There, I saw it. 
 
    "Dogs don't mind eating off the floor," Patricia told me. She nodded her head down and up. This time around, she didn't seem particularly cruel; rather, she was just trying to teach me something. 
 
    I hated her patronizing tone of voice. I hated the fact that I soon found myself bending my neck. I fell back onto my limbs, and then I bent my head down. Soon, I picked up that piece of meat between my teeth. 
 
    The girls clapped, like I had achieved something. 
 
    "Do it again," Patricia sang out, clapping her hands together just once. She held her fingertips against her knuckles as she smiled down at me. I loved her smile so much, but I hated the way she was teasing me. 
 
    This wasn't fair. She wasn't supposed to be able to act like this. 
 
    "Do it again! Do it again!" 
 
    At first, I refused to respond. Then I decided to take a stand, figuratively at least. 
 
    I got up on my elbows and knees, I raised my head, I met her gaze, and then I shook my head from side to side. 
 
    The smile fell away from her features all at once. She narrowed her eyes at me, and she would have looked adorable except for the fact that she had every chance to torment me. Which she did. 
 
    "Bad dog!" 
 
    All at once, my world turned to sharp pain. The agony shot through my body. 
 
    "Do it again," Sophia told me. "If you don't, she will have to call you a bad dog again." 
 
    The collar registered those two words for the second time in as many minutes. It launched another barrage of electricity. It soared through my body, lighting up the pain receptors over virtually every inch of my skin. I hissed through my teeth. 
 
    Even after the pain disappeared, echoes lingered. I hated the sharp, unyielding sting. It felt like getting stabbed through every inch of my body. 
 
    "Do it again," Patricia ordered. 
 
    This was my chance. 
 
    Perhaps if I could just hold out long enough, if I could make them shock me over and over again, I would show these girls that they weren't really able to control me. It was a nice idea, but my insides clenched up the prospect. Like it or not, I just didn't have the internal strength necessary to endure that kind of pain. 
 
    So I got back up on my knees. I wobbled. Exhausted after the punishments, I could barely stay upright. But I somehow managed. 
 
    And Patricia picked up another piece of steak with the tip of her fork. She plucked it from those prongs with her fingertips. Then she reached to down slowly. She placed it on the tip of my nose. 
 
    "Whimper. Beg." 
 
    I didn't want to do it. I tried to fight, but I just couldn't stand the idea of getting punished again. 
 
    So I begged. I whimpered like a good little doggie. I made the sounds over and over for them. It felt like a miniaturized eternity, but then the girls were applauding me once more. 
 
    Patricia grabbed the piece of steak, and then she tossed it up into the air. "Catch it in your mouth!" 
 
    I actually tried it to do this. 
 
    It bounced off the corner of my mouth and hit the floor. The idea of eating off of the tiles once again filled me with disgust and self-loathing. Even so, I wanted to taste real food again. One bite just wasn't enough. 
 
    So the girls got to watch as I crawled over there again. 
 
    "I think that's enough," Sophia said. She walked over, she grabbed me by my collar, and she guided me back toward the room with my cage. 
 
    When I realized where were going, I tried to slow down. I whimpered. 
 
    To make matters worse, when we finally got to that spare bedroom, I braced myself up on the tips of my knees again. I begged desperately hoping she wouldn't actually force me behind those iron bars again. 
 
    Sophia wouldn't listen. 
 
    "Get in their right now," she said. And she could have stopped in there, but then she added those next to two words. "Bad dog!" 
 
    The electricity hit me hard. I started moving before I even felt the sting as it cut into my body. My eyes watered, I whimpered, and this time it wasn't any sort of affectation. I wasn't doing it to please or amuse her. Instead, I made those sounds because they were instinctive and automatic, forced from me by the sharp pain. 
 
    I crawled into the cage, and she closed it with another clang. 
 
    After that, Sophia turned off the light, and she left me alone. 
 
    I got down on my side, and I fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    They played with me. They toyed with me. They used me. 
 
    After a few days, Sophia came back into the room one morning. By this point, I was already awake for the simple reason that I caught up on my sleep. As a dog, I spent a lot of time napping. 
 
    In some ways, it felt good. 
 
    She started by answering a couple of questions. Although I wasn't allowed to actually ask of them, she knew what I had been wondering about. 
 
    Sophia leaned forward, and she smiled down at me. "Dog, I bet you have been thinking about work. Don't worry. Your wife called in and quit for you. Apparently, they hardly noticed. Then again, it does make sense. You really aren't much more than a dog. Why would they care about you?" 
 
    I swallowed. I glared. I tried not to feel the sting of shame when she said those words, but I already knew that she wasn't simply lying to me. Oh no. She really meant those comments, and they were probably honest. After all, I worked for an evil corporation. It made sense that they would be willing to use me and kick me out the moment I no longer added to their bottom line. 
 
    "Don't worry. It's okay. You're going to be better off this way. You get to be our dog, and this is exactly how we are going to keep you. As our dog. You're going to be our pet, and we are going to take really good care of you. All you have to do is behave. You can do that." 
 
    My nostrils flared, and I itched to talk back to her, but I held my tongue. "Now we just need to work on training you." Sophia unlocked the gate to my cage, she grabbed my leash as she so often did. Then she pulled. 
 
    Obediently, I followed her out into the living room. But we didn't stop there. Oh no. 
 
    Sophia, my captor, opened the sliding glass door. I planted my elbows and knees against the carpet, hoping and praying that I was wrong. 
 
    I wasn't. 
 
    Sophia tugged. 
 
      
 
     Realizing she wouldn't tolerate my hesitation, I started to crawl forward. I made my way out into the fresh air. A cold morning atmosphere hit me. I inhaled. 
 
    Exhaling, my breath puffed out in a little gray cloud. 
 
    I raised my head, and I stared back at Sophia, wondering what she had planned. 
 
    "Up until this point, you've done a pretty good job behaving like our dog. But I think you can do better. Like when Patricia comes home, I want to see you greet her at the door. I want to see you holding her slippers in your mouth. And most importantly, if she wants to play with you, you're going to be able to do it. Isn't that right?" 
 
    Play with me? What would that even mean? 
 
    I gulped, nervous. 
 
    Despite the tension inside of me, I tried not to let her see. I tried to hold on to some veneer of stoicism, like I could be treated as a dog day after day without losing that core sense of who I really am. 
 
    I couldn't, and she knew it. 
 
    Sophia reached into her pocket, and she pulled out a tennis ball. Not only that, she walked over to me, and she loosened the leash. She pulled it away, and she rolled it up along her fingertips. Finally, she tossed of the ball into the air. She caught it. 
 
    "What do dogs love to do most? They love to play fetch!" 
 
    Just like that, this girl tossed of the ball across the yard. 
 
    "Fetch!" 
 
    Her voice echoed out onto the air, and I wondered if anyone would hear this. 
 
    It was early. Most of our neighbors were probably off at work. And even if someone did see this, it wasn't like I could complain or insist I didn't want to participate. Sophia could talk; I couldn't. That alone meant she could offer up any explanation she wanted. 
 
    "Do I need to say it?" 
 
    She asked that teasing, taunting little question. It didn't have to affect me, only it did. 
 
    Bowing my head forward, I started to crawl. It felt strange. I made my way out onto the damp lawn, and some of the taller blades of crash brushed along my stomach and shaft. They were cold, but I found the tennis ball, I bent down, and I picked it up with my teeth. 
 
    From there, I couldn't decide what to do. 
 
    I had it because the threat of punishment forced me to play along. But now that I had the ball in my mouth, I didn’t want to bring it back to her. Torn by indecision, I held my spot until Sophia called out to me again. 
 
    “Here, boy! C’mere boy!” 
 
    Hot breath puffed out through my nostrils. No, I didn’t want to play her game or let her win, not again. 
 
    Did I have any choice? 
 
    “Here, boy! C’mon, dog, you can do it!” 
 
    I growled, a low threatening sound that Sophia couldn’t even hear. Even so, it made me feel a little bit better. Inside their sleeves, my fingers pushed down into my palms. I tugged and pushed against those restraints. 
 
    They hardly budged. 
 
    “Here, boy! Get over here now, You don’t want me to punish you…” Her voice started out cheerful, only to trail off into the low, dangerous promise of what might happen. Then she spoke again, only this time, her tone shifted again. “C’mon, puppy. We both know you’re going to break. We both know you’re going to do whatever I want because you don’t have any choice. You’re just not strong enough!” 
 
    She teased me—there was nothing I could do. 
 
    Worse, she was right. 
 
    I couldn’t hold out. Sure, I could defy her once or twice for a few seconds, perhaps a couple of minutes if I really battled to hold my ground. But in the end, she needed little more than a breath of air to get me to obey. 
 
    So I turned around, and I crawled back to her feet. 
 
    When Sophia held out her hand for the ball, I dropped that fuzzy, green sphere into her hand. 
 
    “That’s right! Now do it faster!” 
 
    She threw the ball. Just to make sure I wouldn’t forget the lesson, she punished me. While I had my back to her, Sophia called out, “Bad dog!” Any neighbor who happened to be outside would’ve heard. That stranger would’ve picked up on my pathetic bleating too. 
 
    For just a second, my mind’s eye flashed over to memories of my neighbors. To the right, there was a single guy. He didn’t say much. But to the left, there was this hot woman. She was a little bit older. She always wore tight dresses and snug denim. She had a daughter too, a girl who was probably in college. What would they say if they saw me like this? Would they like it? 
 
    No, I couldn’t let myself worry about those phantom fears. 
 
    Especially because Sophia wanted to train me for speed. 
 
    Crawling and fetching wasn’t enough. 
 
    She kept making me go faster and faster. 
 
    I dashed around the yard. She threw the ball different distances. Sometimes it bounced down in the middle of the back lawn. At other points, she threw it off toward one of the planter boxes, under a tree, or into the bushes. 
 
    I was grateful she didn’t pull out a stop watch. 
 
    Then she did something much worse. 
 
    Sophia started to count. 
 
    “You get fifteen seconds,” she first announced. I had to listen to the countdown. “Fifteen…fourteen…thirteen…” as I rushed across the grass. 
 
    This was what she meant by training. At first, I just had to get the ball. Now she threw it faster. I got less time. Crawling along on my elbows and knees was hard. Pretty soon, my face was damp with sweat as the heat played along my cheeks. 
 
    I got to the ball. Only a few seconds left. 
 
    Snatching it up in my teeth, I didn’t get a very good grip. It slid free and bounced. 
 
    The panic hit me. It had caught me off guard, making it difficult to think. If I had been calm and resolved, I would have been able to just bend back forward and grab it again. Instead, the adrenaline pulsated through my body, making everything faster and more frustrating. 
 
    "You're running out of time," Sophia said between merciless counts. 
 
    I bent down again, and I grabbed the ball. She was almost down to zero. As the worry culminated within my frame, I spun around, and I dashed back toward her. Sophia held out her hand. "Zero," she announced with a triumphant smirk just before the tennis ball landed in the palm of her hand. 
 
    Panting, I gulped to down fresh air, desperately trying to refill my lungs. Everything hurt. It felt as though I had been scurrying around the backyard for hours. In reality, it had probably been less than one. Even so, the muscles throughout my body groaned with fatigue and strain. 
 
    How much more this could I take? 
 
    Truly, I didn't know. 
 
    And yet, Sophia had something in mind. 
 
    "Stay here, dog." 
 
    She headed back through the sliding glass door, going into the house. 
 
    Head bowed down, I tried to think if this was her mistake, if I could somehow use this to my advantage. But no, I already knew that I couldn't get out of the backyard. 
 
    Only simple latches held the gates closed, but you had to stand up to be able to reach them. Currently, getting back onto my feet was out of my reach, both literally and figuratively. 
 
    So I just rested, waiting. 
 
    It wasn't long before Sophia came back. When I heard her footsteps, my insides clenched. I knew that this wasn't going to be good. 
 
    And I was right. 
 
    "Head up, dog." 
 
    Sophia had something rolled up in her hand. At first, I didn't even recognize it. 
 
    Then I saw the badly printed picture and the text. 
 
    Although I didn't understand why she had it, I could put a name to the item in her hand. 
 
    It was a newspaper. 
 
    Sure, I had seen them at the airport and a couple of magazine stands. But really, who reads a newspaper anymore? I knew that Patricia and I never subscribed to one. Which meant that Sophia went out specifically to buy this. 
 
    "You know that collar you're wearing?" Sophia asked, as though I could ever forget the infernal device that made me obey her every command. "It is a top-of-the-line model. Not only is it extremely energy efficient for the kind of pain and delivers, but it can also be programmed to respond to certain circumstances. You know that already, don't you?" 
 
    I did. 
 
    Those two words came to mind, and I flinched. She didn't say anything, and she didn't make the collar deliver another blast of hot electricity, yet my reaction came instinctively. I was scared of her; I was scared of what she could do to me. 
 
    More and more, my fantasies of withdrawing into some stoic acceptance seemed almost ludicrous. 
 
    "Here's something else," she said. 
 
    She strode right up to me. At the last second, I attempted to pull away, to escape. But then she had already raised the rolled up newspaper, and she swung it down. It struck my face. That part didn't really hurt, but the sound of swishing paper triggered the collar. It recognized the sound, and it knew what to do. 
 
    Another dose of electricity exploded through my body, knocking me onto my side. 
 
    Everything turned to white, hazy pain. And then it stopped. 
 
    Even so, I twitched. I was down my back. Standing above me, Sophia tossed of the ball up into the air, only so she could catch it again. "We aren't done." 
 
    That was how I spent the day with her. She trained me, working me up. She forced me to run back and forth until I could barely crawl. On that night, when she finally let me go back into my cage, I was grateful. 
 
      
 
    There have been lots of days just like that one, running around, scurrying to and fro while she throws the ball. I fetch it, and sometimes she counts out for me. Sometimes she just likes to see me move. Patricia has "trained" me as well, but there is something else she prefers to use me for. 
 
    Sophia may have seduced her, but there are some things that these girls can't do on their own. 
 
    Maybe that's why they keep me around. 
 
    When it first happened, I had no idea what to expect. 
 
    The door opened, and it was sometime late in the day. As a doggie kept in a kennel, I had no idea where Sophia was. Standing in the doorway, Patricia leaned forward, and she smiled at me. She waved with one hand. 
 
    "Hey there, puppy. You want to come out?" 
 
    Although I didn't want to actually cooperate or play the role of her pet, especially when I was supposed to be her husband, I nonetheless climbed back up onto my elbows and knees. I nodded my head languidly down and up. 
 
    "Come on. You're going to have to do better than that if you really want me to think you want out." She addressed me with the high-pitched excitement of a girl talking down to an animal. 
 
    But unlike an animal, I was expected to really understand what she wanted and perform for her. Yes, perform. I was a pet, and she expected me to act like one. 
 
    I did. 
 
    I got up, and I held out my elbows. I pouted out my bottom lip, and I started to whimper. I probably looked desperately pathetic, which was precisely what she craved. Patricia skipped forward, and she slid her hand through the bars of my cage. She patted me on the head. She petted me, running her fingers along the top of my scalp. It felt good. Seconds later, I tilted my head to the side, making it easier for her to touch me. 
 
    "There's my good boy." 
 
    Patricia bit down on her lower lip as she watched me. "You know, I do miss you as my husband." 
 
    Although I tensed up and excitement welled within me, I didn't react. I kept my eyes closed, and I actually leaned forward a little bit, as though I was more interested in the petting than what she had just confessed. 
 
    Obviously, I couldn't say anything, not as a collared dog. But maybe Patricia was having misgivings? Maybe she was seriously thinking about what this might mean for her. 
 
    Then my hopes soared even higher because she opened the gate. 
 
    Without waiting for permission, I crawled forward. 
 
    Patricia giggled as I nuzzled her leg. At the same time, I whimpered some more. "I've a very special treat for you," she said. That wasn't what I really wanted to hear. I wanted her to look down at me, to make eye contact, to realize how much I hated all of this. I didn't want to be her canine pet. 
 
    But that was precisely how she treated me as she grabbed my leash and tugged, just as Sophia would have done. She guided me back out into the hallway. I figured she wanted to see me. Or worse, perhaps she had decided to play some more games of fetch with me. But no. Patricia instead guided me back into the bedroom. She hopped up onto the mattress, and then she patted the spot right next to her. "Up, boy." 
 
    I looked at the bed. It seemed so much taller. 
 
    I rushed forward, and I pushed myself up onto my knees. Then I used what little leverage I had with my elbows to drag myself forward. Patricia helped, putting her hand on my buttocks. Then she pulled, and I finally  tumbled onto my back. 
 
    Spreading my legs, I just gasped for a few seconds. 
 
    What was I doing here? I didn't really get the chance to think about it, not before Patricia reached between my legs. "There's my happy boy," she said. 
 
    She stroked my cock. With only the sleeves on my arms and legs, I was effectively naked in front of these women all the time. For the most part, I hadn't really thought about it. The humiliation, the frustration, and the desire to escape had distracted me. 
 
    But now my libido roared back for attention. The second she stroked the base of my shaft, barely an instant of physical contact, I hardened instantly. 
 
    Patricia giggled. "Very nice," she said. "You know, I really do like the way Sophia makes love to me, but I've been hoping for something a little bit different. What you think, puppy? Should I have some fun with my doggie? Should I give you a special treat?" 
 
    This wasn't what I had imagined. It wasn't what I really desired. More than anything, I wanted my freedom, but the prospect of getting to feel her overrode every other plan. 
 
    Besides, I told myself that I couldn't do anything anyway. 
 
    Until I could get the collar off, I wouldn't be able to speak. 
 
    "You like this? Do you like this, little doggie?" 
 
    She kept calling me her dog. I wanted to tell her that she was wrong, that I could go back to being her husband. To be honest, I would have promised anything. I would have vowed to be a better man, to make her happy, to always make her my first priority. Those thoughts ran through my head, for a little while at least. But some more time went by, and the arousal continued to build within me. It ground out all those other thoughts, all other ideas and tactics. 
 
    She stroked me, petting my scrotum, the base of my shaft, the tip of my erection. Gentle caresses moved her fingertips along my member, and I started whimpering again. But this time it wasn't caused by pain. 
 
    "You want to make me nice and wet? You want to show me what you can do with that cute little dog tongue of yours?" 
 
    I barked. I yelped like an excited little puppy, and she didn't have to tell me to do it. 
 
    Patricia immediately recognized the sound; she giggled, she clapped the flats of her hands together, and then she sat up. 
 
    My former wife allowed me to watch as she pulled off her jeans. She shimmied out of them, revealing her satin, pink panties. 
 
    Those didn't last long. Patricia grabbed the sides of the elastic waistband, and she pulled them down the length of her thighs, past her knees, down to her shins. She pulled her panties off, and then she bunched them up into a little ball. "First, you need to get used to your owner’s scent." 
 
    I didn't understand what she meant, but Patricia held up the panties under my nose. 
 
    Obediently, I inhaled, and that's when I caught the familiar aroma of her arousal. 
 
    As her husband, I had pretty much never gone down on her. The idea of servicing a woman seemed both gross and demeaning. Yes, I would expect her to give me blow jobs, but that was because I truly believed in the double standard. 
 
    I worked hard; I deserved all of her affection. 
 
    But now, she could make me do whatever she wanted. 
 
    That's why she came forward, and she straddled my face. She brought her slit down against my lips, and I really had no choice. I started to lick when she gave me a command. "That's right," she said as I touched her pussy with the tip of my tongue, gliding it along her opening. "Show me what you can do with that puppy tongue. Puppies love to lick, don't they? That's right. Be a good little dog for me. Be a good little puppy. There we go. Good. I like that," 
 
    Seconds later, I pushed up, effectively penetrating her. I could feel her swollen clitoris. 
 
    Bowing her head forward, she let her hair spill down her shoulders. I closed my eyes, and I tried to think of something beyond the arousal already simmering through my body. 
 
    Sophia trained me by punishing me. Patricia trained me by showing me what I could have, this delicious treat. Like a puppy desperate for a cookie, I eagerly licked her slit. I worshiped her, moving my tongue forward and back, in circles, up and down, anything that I thought might please her. 
 
    She moaned. 
 
    Seconds later, she cried out. 
 
    Then she pulled her slit away from me. She sat beside me, and she looked to down at me. 
 
    "Would you like me to ride you, puppy?" 
 
    Without even hesitating, I eagerly bobbed my head down and up. Yes! I desperately, desperately wanted her to ride me! 
 
    "Okay, puppy. I'm going to give you something very special," she said, positioning herself between my legs. If she wanted to, she could mount me at any moment. It would feel so good, and I would love every second of it. I ached to feel the heat of her body, the tension of her form against mine. 
 
    But then the front door opened. We both heard it, and Sophia called out, "Hey, babe! I'm home!" 
 
    Patricia looked to down at me, and her lips hardened. She seemed disappointed, but only for a second. "I guess I don't get to ride you," she said. 
 
    That's when Sophia appeared in the doorway. "What are you doing with the dog?" 
 
    "Just having some fun," answered Patricia. "But now that your home, I'd rather play with you." 
 
    "You better," answered the other girl. She crossed the room, she climbed onto the bed, and they started kissing. 
 
    For my part, I knew that I wasn't going to be welcome here, so I slid back down onto the floor. 
 
    Part of me wanted to retreat, to leave. But where was I going to go? 
 
    I started whimpering pathetically as they kissed. 
 
    "Oh, he really wants some relief," Patricia said, breaking off the kiss. 
 
    "There," Sophia replied. 
 
    "That's not a bad idea," Patricia answered. "Go ahead, doggie." She grabbed one of the older pillows from the side of the bed, one that she no longer used. Then she threw it down onto the floor. 
 
    The two girls held hands. They stroked one another, but they kept their attention on me. 
 
    Was I seriously supposed to hump that cushion like a dog? 
 
    Yes. That was precisely what they expected. 
 
    "If we kick you out, you don't get a pillow. In fact, you won't get anything but some more time in your kennel," Sophia taunted. 
 
    That was enough. After all the attention that I had received from Patricia, I needed this. My body burned for a climax, so I bent forward. I started to grind against the pillow. I rode my cock against it. 
 
    In the meantime, the girls started kissing again. They fondled one another. They fingered each other. They enjoyed those multiple orgasms as I humiliated myself on the floor. 
 
    Frustration welled up inside of me. It was hard doing this without my hands, without her help. But Patricia was busy now. She didn't have any time for the family dog. 
 
    I didn't make a sound as I felt my shaft start to spurt a couple of minutes later. Eventually, something clicked within me. I didn't think about my old life. 
 
    I came hard, my shaft pulsating as I blew my load. And when I finished, I fell over onto my side. Panting through the exhaustion, I closed my eyes as I listened to the distant sound of Sophia and Patricia. They made love with one another. They enjoyed their freedom and their authority. 
 
    Eventually, one of them took me back to my cage. 
 
      
 
    Now, I'm in trouble. 
 
    I messed up the pillow, and Patricia's still upset with me. That was one of the better pillows. It wasn't some discarded cushion they didn't care about. Tonight, they'll have to go out to some big box store to pick up a new one. 
 
    Patricia glared down at me. 
 
    "Are you sorry for what you did?" 
 
    Head bowed down, I whimper. I nod my head with quick, frightened little movements. 
 
    "I'm going to give you the chance to apologize. Say the wrong thing, and I will take you to a friend to get you neutered. Understand?" 
 
    I don't. Even so, I nod again. 
 
    Patricia reached back toward the side of my collar, and she pressed a button. 
 
    "You can talk like a person, but the collar is still active. Misbehave, and I will punish you." Back straight, she crossed her arms over her chest. Anger radiated from her petite frame. 
 
    I can hardly believe it. Swallowing, I know I don't have much time. But I do have a choice. Right now, I can try to talk to her, to convince her to let me go. Maybe I would succeed. 
 
    Just as that thought flashes behind my eyes, I dismiss it. Patricia won't listen to me. She doesn't see me as the man she married, not anymore. I'm her dog. Worse, that's exactly how I feel. Without a job, a house, or a wife, I'm less than who I used to be. 
 
    I'm her dog. I'm the family dog now. They found me, and they adopted me. 
 
    Swallowing, I look up at her, my eyes shining. "Patricia, I'm sorry that I missed up your pillow. Please, I won’t to do again. I just got so excited, and I made a mistake, and I... " At this point, I closed my eyes because I don't know what to say. But then I hear the button again. She just turned the collar back on. 
 
    I stop myself the last possible second, so I don't get shocked again. I should be grateful for that, but I feel this fresh loss of freedom like a sharp stab to my side.  
 
    Lifting my head, I look back at the girl who used to be my wife. 
 
    She gets down on her knees, she strokes my cheek, and she smiles. "It's okay, puppy. You're just a dumb animal!" And with that, she forgives me before she takes me back to my cage, where I belong. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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