
Plink looked up at the “theater” he and his girlfriend were standing in front of. It called itself a 
theater, anyways, but if it was, it was the smallest one he’d ever seen. It wasn’t much bigger 
than any of the other little shops around. The entire storefront of this one, though, was covered 
in big black-and-white spirals, and it looked extremely gaudy and incredibly out of place in the 
quaint little shopping center that it was located in. 
 
Pulling the zipper up on his jacket to keep the cold out, Plink grabbed onto the hand of the pink 
cat standing next to him. What did she see in this dumb place, anyway? Shops like this had 
been popping up all over the city, but only recently did one finally appear close enough for Mawl 
to actually ask to go. And Plink, the great boyfriend that he is, knew that a voucher would be the 
perfect Christmas gift. Unfortunately, he really should have read what he was buying before he 
bought it. He had no idea he had bought a voucher for two, and of course once Mawl realized 
that, she was sure that it was for the two of them to go together.  
 
Truth be told, Plink really had no desire to come to this place. He was more than a little 
intimidated by it. Only vaguely did he know what went on inside; he just had stories from his 
classmates and friends to go on, but those were enough to scare him. Plink didn’t drink, didn’t 
do drugs; anything that affected his body without his permission made him really on edge, and 
the stories that he heard about this place sent a shiver down his spine. Mawl, of course, was 
about the exact opposite. She wasn’t normally into tripping out on weird stuff, but she was 
head-over-heels for this place, for some reason -  and he had to be a good boyfriend and go 
along with it, at this point. It would look really tacky to bail out or try and take the gift back, 
anyways. So he stood in line, patiently, quietly waiting with his girlfriend. He tried not to be 
nervous, but the fact that his tail was almost sticking between his legs didn’t leave his emotions 
very well hidden. 
 
Plink was bad at that in general, really. He wasn’t ever too hard to read, and Mawl secretly knew 
that this experience was causing her boyfriend a great deal of anxiety. Dogs were always so 
obvious! She just didn't let on one bit that she knew or cared. Finally, finally! She wasn’t exactly 
sure what was gonna go on, but from what she understood, she was gonna get her boyfriend to 
do some really dumb stuff, and he was gonna make her do some really dumb stuff, and for 
some reason the idea made her so excited that she felt like she was either going to explode or 
collapse in on herself and like the only thing keeping her around was that she couldn't decide 
which to do first. She wanted her dummy dog boyfriend to be happy, of course, but she'd been 
wanting to try one of these places out since she'd first heard of them, and she wasn't gonna let 
an opportunity to drag her boyfriend along pass her by. Plus, from what she'd heard, the anxiety 
was going to be a necessarily temporary thing. 
 
Mawl brushed Plink with her tail to get his attention back on her and off the clear dread. "Thank 
you so much, again!" Mawl's voice was much more shrill and high-pitched than any dog's voice, 
because cats have evolved annoyance on an anatomical level.  
 



Plink broke out of his stupor to look over at his girlfriend. Her always-chipper demeanor did 
manage to pull a smile out of the dog, if only a short-lived one. "Yeah, no problem. I mean, you 
did wanna go." He squeezed the cat's hand, and then she was off to the races again with the 
questions. 
 
"I wonder what they're gonna do in there. Have you heard anything? Everyone I've asked is just, 
like, really vague, but they all say it's suuuuuper  awesome when I ask 'em if it is. Do you know? 
Did they tell you when you bought the thing?" She vaguely remembered asking him the same 
thing about twenty times before, but she was too excited to keep herself from adding one more 
to the count. 
 
Plink gave her the same answer he had given her probably twenty times before. "I dunno, really. 
It's like a show, kinda? Like you watch a movie? But it's interactive, I think? I don't know. 
Everybody I talked to said it was pretty fun, but that they, uh, didn’t really remember..." From the 
sound of his voice, it was fairly obvious that Plink didn't believe everybody he talked to. 
 
It didn't take long at all before the two of them were next in line. Plink reached into his jacket and 
pulled out the slightly folded voucher, then handed it to the rabbit who was currently taking 
tickets. The rabbit happily accepted the coupon. “First timers, I assume?” 
 
Plink looked over at Mawl, and then back to the rabbit. “Y… Yeah. First time!” He tried to sound 
excited. He didn’t try very hard. 
 
“Well, I’m sure you two’ll have a great time! You’ll be in theater 11. Third door on the right-hand 
side. Enjoy!” Trying not to look much like he felt, Plink grabbed Mawl and made his way through 
the double doors. 
 
The inside of the building was just as gaudy as the outside, if not more so. It was like a zebra 
threw up all over a tiny movie theater lobby. There were weird, trippy pictures hung up on the 
walls, frankly bizarre decorations in the form of large black and white spirals that hung from the 
ceiling, and a concession stand. It was enough to give him a bit of a headache just looking 
around. The place was kempt and neat, at least. He’d definitely been in grosser movie 
theaters... Only this wasn’t exactly a normal movie theater, was it? 
 
“Third on the left, right?” He took Mawl down the only obvious corridor, making his way to the 
large double doors underneath a bright number 11. He looked at the rest of the theaters around 
him. The doors all read, “Occupied, do not enter ” on the digital display to the right of the doors. 
He didn’t expect this place to be so high tech. He wasn’t sure what he should have been 
expecting at all, though. With a trembling hand, he opened the door for Mawl. “L-ladies first.” 
Mawl clearly didn't need to be told twice. She dashed past Plink into the room, reaching back to 
grab him and pull him along behind her. The door shut behind them, and there was a little whirr 
and a soft click. 
 



It was smaller than a normal theater, that was for sure. Instead of tiered rows of seats behind 
them, there was just one couch. It was a big couch, though - Mawl supposed people came in 
larger groups, sometimes. The seat cushions weren't much larger than normal movie theater 
seats, and without the armrests in between them, there was room to accommodate quite a few 
people who were willing to sit practically on top of one another. And then there, in front of the 
couch, there was the big screen that Mawl had been dreaming of for weeks. It was blank and 
large and imposing. 
 
Suddenly, the reality of how little she knew about this caught up with her, she was nervous. 
What exactly were they walking into? She knew that it was some  kind of group hypnosis 
session, and it was more fun than a therapist’s couch, but who was running the show? Could 
she trust them? She was sure enough that she could trust Plink not to hurt her while she was… 
Out? Under? Wherever. The people actually putting them under, though…  
 
She shook the worry out of her head. Everyone else she’d talked to seemed to be coming back 
home safe, and the idea of doing this with Plink made her inexplicably excited. Still, she 
shivered a little as she took a seat in the middle of the couch. "Well, come on, sit down!" She 
beamed up at Plink and patted the seat next to her. "The, er, show? Whatever, it's gonna be 
starting soon, probably!" 
 
Plink cleared his throat and looked away from her to the now-locked door. Fuck. He could 
instantly  feel his adrenaline pumping. His tail fwip ’d right down between his legs and he felt a 
little dizzy. Panic attacks were definitely not fun. This was supposed  to be fun! If it was 
supposed to be fun, why did he feel so absolutely terrified? At the very least, his moment of 
panic let him notice a little holder on the wall next to the door. It appeared to be full of some kind 
of sunglasses, and there was a little sign above the holder that read “One per person, please. ” 
He grabbed two pairs out of the holder and walked into the larger part of the theater. “Hey, 
Mawl, you, uh, missed these.” He handed her the other pair of glasses. “Maybe it’s a 3D 
movie?” Plink sat down, having to consciously adjust his tail to keep it from sticking up from 
between his legs. He glanced over at Mawl, looking for some kind of guidance here, even 
though she knew just about as much as he did as to what was going to happen. “Y-you know, I 
kinda think I need to u-use the restroom, and…” Just as the excuse was coming out of his 
mouth, the lights in the house dimmed. It seemed like the show was about to begin. 
 
The screen in front of them flickered on. It seemed like a very, very nice screen. The picture was 
more crisp than any screen Plink had seen in his life. The words “Welcome!” slowly scrolled 
down from the top of the screen, stopping about halfway. A little tune played in the background 
from the surround sound speakers as a little cartoon rabbit hopped into frame and waved down 
at Plink and Mawl. The welcoming text faded away, and it was shortly replaced with a new set of 
words. “Please assign each person in your party a number starting from one. When your 
number is shown, please take off your protective glasses and stare directly into the center of the 
screen.” The little cartoon rabbit put on a pair of sunglasses. “If your number is not on the 
screen, follow the instructions on the screen! Or, if you’re a veteran, feel free to come up with 



your own suggestions!” The rabbit gave a thumbs up, then hopped back off screen. “Remember 
to relax, enjoy yourself, and most importantly, have fun!” The words faded from the screen to be 
replaced by a timer counting down from 60. Plink scrambled to get his sunglasses on, dropping 
them on the floor at least twice before managing to stick them on his face. He looked over at 
Mawl. “W-wanna be number one?” 
 
Mawl nodded so vigorously that her own glasses bounced off her nose and into Plink's lap. She 
was a little scared, too, but he was clearly more afraid than she was, so she put on a brave 
face. "I'll go first, yeah," she said, plucking the glasses off Plink's leg and adjusting them back 
into place on her face, dimming her vision again and looking very silly, because she was a cat in 
tinted glasses. She sat back into her seat and took hold of her boyfriend's hand, squeezing it 
tight. "It's gonna be fun," she said, to herself as much as to him. "It's gonna be great!" 
 
For the next twenty nine seconds, though, she was quiet, anxiously awaiting whatever came 
next. Three... Two... One. Zero.  The zero stuck there on the screen for a little while as the 
happy tune faded away. The speakers replaced it with a low, steady rumble of quiet sound. 
Suddenly, the zero seemed to fold in on itself and then blossom out into a black-and-white spiral 
that spread and spread until it touched every corner of the big screen. It was... Just a spiral. 
Nothing special. They had called them protective glasses... But what was there to fear? Mawl 
had been looking at “hypnosis” videos on the internet when she was researching this place - 
they interested her a bit more than “research” implies, but nevermind that - if just a spiral could 
really hypnotize her, Mawl would have been drooling her brains onto her keyboard every night 
watching this kinda stuff on YouTube. But it had never worked before; why should it work here? 
A voice spoke over the low, rumbling noise. "One." At the same time, a big number one faded 
into view on the screen and lingered there. Mawl took a deep breath, still squeezing her 
boyfriend's hand, and she whispered, "Here goes," then took her glasses off. 
 
Her hand that was holding the glasses dropped heavily into her lap almost at once. The spiral 
wasn't black-and-white at all; it was every color of the rainbow, pulsing out from the center of the 
screen in thick rings. She could feel it working on her like a drug; it was happening so fast that 
she wanted to bolt, but she couldn't move at all. The designers of these things hypnotized 
thousands of people a day with these theaters, and they'd gotten very efficient at it. Within 
seconds, the world just didn't make sense any more to Mawl. Nothing around her was really 
there. She just was, and that was it, and there was nothing to think about. "I'm..." she 
murmured, but the thought fell off abruptly. "Woah." 
 
She was hearing things in the sound, now, as if the spiral was acting like some sort of 
crypto-key that let her understand its messages. The messages were coming hard and fast. 
"Sleep and obey, " it told her. "Listen and sink, and obey and float and drift off you're going to be 
played with and you're going to obey and you're going to enjoy it and you're going to tell 
everyone else to come, and play with you again and you're sleepy drowsy heavy warm safe 
good sleepy sleepy sleepy- " 
 



Mawl's fingers, still intertwined with Plink's, dangled limply between his. She had fallen into her 
chair like a sack of potatoes almost as soon as she'd taken the glasses off, but she was still 
staring at the screen with rapt attention. Her breaths came slow and deep, her chest rising and 
falling noticeably with every one of them. 
 
The text on the screen changed again. "When participant one is ready, please say, 'Continue.' 
Please do not remove your glasses." 
 
Plink had watched her fall under the screen’s spell with a mix of horror and twisted curiosity. He 
hadn’t really known what to expect. Part of him thought that it was just going to be some big 
joke with him paying for tickets as the punchline, but the way that Mawl reacted as she took her 
glasses off, the way that she seemed to just stare off, the way that she was breathing; it all 
seemed very, very real. For a moment, Plink considered the idea that Mawl was playing a trick 
on him. But, if it was a trick, she was pretty damn devoted to it. A sort of strange 
uncomfortableness washed over the dog as he felt the cat’s hand fall limp in his own. He tried, 
really, really  tried not to freak out. It was okay, it was fine, this is fine. He repeated it over and 
over to himself. It took him a while to calm his nerves enough to actually follow the screen’s 
instructions. “Connnntinue?” Plink said uncertainly, still eyeing Mawl. She didn’t so much as 
blink in response. 
 
Some more words popped up on the screen. “Don’t worry, they can still hear you! In fact, why 
don’t you ask them some questions?” Some questions, huh? Plink thought about it. Well, at 
least this would be a way to find out if she was bullshitting him or not. 
 
“Mawl… Are youuuuu… Having fun?” It felt like a pretty shitty question, but it was hard to think 
of anything clever with his brain racing at a mile a minute. Mawl sat up straight as soon as her 
brain realized that something was being asked of it, looking suddenly attentive. When she 
spoke, though, her speech was somehow... off. It was her voice, but it was like a different 
person was using it. Someone quite less scatterbrained. "Yes." She answered his first question 
flatly. More.  "I'm having the best time of my life." The silent voice in the bass sound seemed to 
pick up on that phrase, and echoed it over and over at her. "...best time of your life best time of 
your life best time of your life best time of your life you’re a toy sleeping and playing and deeper 
and deeper- " 
 
Plink had to take her at her word that she was doing good. She didn’t really sound  like she was 
having a good time. It sorta freaked him out a bit. If he wasn’t staring right at her, he would have 
thought that they’d replaced her with some kind of freaky body-double. Plink looked at her 
suspiciously. “Do you feel okay?” 
 
"I feel wonderful," she said immediately to the second question. More.  "I love the way this feels." 
Good. 
 



Man, these questions were lame, Plink thought. He was sure these weren’t the types of 
questions that they expected him to ask. He thought for a while. If she really was out… Well, 
she certainly looked the part, at least. “Mawl…” His voice got a little quieter. Didn’t make much 
sense, since they were in a locked room alone, but he still felt awkward asking it. “Do you think 
it’d be weird if I wanted to dress up in your clothes and underwear, sometimes?” It was a 
question that had been on his mind for a while. He felt like a complete idiot for asking, and his 
bright red face showed that - showed it to nobody watching for it, at least. Judging by her 
answer at the very least he could know if she was really hypnotized. But he really just expected 
her to snap out of it and break up with him right then and there. What girl would want to see a 
boy dress up in their panties? 
 
Plink’s third question took some more processing power, but still, the answer came after a few 
seconds.. "I want you to dress up in my clothes." More.  "I want to fuck while you wear my 
clothes." Good.  With no more questions to answer, she sat mechanically back into the cushion, 
and only then did her muscles go less rigid. Her eyes had not left the screen the whole time. 
 
Plink definitely was not  expecting the answer he’d been given. He thought that maybe she’d just 
say yes, maybe that it was weird, or maybe she’d drop the act and want to have a long 
conversation about their relationship. None of that happened, though. She was fine with it. She 
was more  than fine with it; she wanted to fuck him while he was doing it! It felt like a tremendous 
pressure was lifted from the dog’s chest. His tail unfurled from behind him and he relaxed into 
his seat more. His heart was still pounding, and this place still sorta gave him the creeps, but at 
the very least he felt happy. An uncomfortable sort of happiness, but happy. 
 
It seemed that the time for questions had ended, as the words on the screen faded out to be 
replaced with new ones. “We bet you learned a lot, didn’t you! And we bet it was fun! Now why 
don’t you tell them to do something? They’ll listen, we promise!” Well, the words weren’t totally 
wrong. Plink actually did have at least a little bit of fun. And, despite the cat’s strange demeanor, 
he assumed that she was having fun, too. He was banking on her honesty, anyhow, and she’d 
said she was. There was something in the back of Plink’s mind, though. Something that nagged 
him. When he asked her the questions, he felt… Powerful. Sort of like an interrogator, or 
something. It was a pretty foreign feeling for the mild-mannered dog, and he didn’t quite 
understand it fully; but somewhere in the back of his dumb dog brain, he liked it. 
 
Since the first part went well, he figured, might as well keep playing along, right? Tell her to do 
something, it said. “Mawl, can you, um…” He was drawing blanks again. He said the first thing 
that came to his mind. “Uh… Mawl, can you, uh… Bark like a dog?” 
 
It was more of a question then a command. Mawl sat up stiff and rigid again. "Yes," she 
answered mechanically. 
 
Plink felt like he wasn’t really getting into the spirit of the instructions. He tried again. “Bark like a 
dog, and…” He thought about it. He thought about what she had answered before. The door 



was locked. There were no windows, only one exit; he didn’t see any signs about being filmed, 
and he was pretty sure you have to tell people when you’re filming them. “Bark like a dog, and 
pinch your nipples.”  
 
Mawl was just about to sink back into her seat when an instruction came. An order. “sleep and 
obey dream of obedience you can't resist you're dreaming you're obeying- ” 
 
"Rrrrrrrraf!" For the first time since she'd taken the glasses off, she felt something. Something 
very good. She barked again - she tried a different one, this time, "Yyyyip!" - and her insides 
went warm and squishy. Another command she could obey came. "Arf! Arrrrrrrrrruff!" Her hands 
flew up under her shirt and started tugging at her nipples. She didn't feel any pain - something 
made her body squirm, but the pain just simply didn't reach her brain - she just felt that vague, 
overwhelming good . "Yap! Yap! Yyyyyyif!" She was still sitting up at attention as she played. Her 
back was arched, shoulders pressing into the cushion, but she still stared straight ahead 
through it all. "Arf!" 
 
Plink rubbed his eyes, careful not to jostle the glasses. So this stuff was really, really, really real, 
for real. Really real. Nobody, not even Mawl, would just do… That; not unless there was 
something really powerful going on. And he guessed that that screen was just about as powerful 
as they came if it was enough to make Mawl turn into a nipple-pinching dog with just one 
sentence. Again, Plink felt a weird surge of happiness, from that same semi-dark place in the 
corner of his mind. He could finally say it, he was having fun! He laughed openly and considered 
taking a picture of Mawl to show her later, but he figured that having a picture or video like that 
on his phone could potentially be a relationship-ender, down the line. 
 
“Oh man, Mawl, you’re such a good girl!” He giggled like a dummy and pat her on the head as 
she twisted her nipples. Plink could feel the fact that he was leaking through his underpants and 
tried to ignore it. It occurred to him that there was a high probability that, just maybe, the cat, 
though in some sort of a trance, might actually still remember what Plink was making her do and 
say when she woke up. Well, fuck. Plink hoped that she wouldn’t be too mad, if so; maybe she’d 
even appreciate him getting into this thing! She certainly seemed to be getting into it, barking 
and twisting in her seat like a horny puppy. 
 
Plink almost felt sad as the words started to fade from the screen. He could suddenly think of so 
many more things to have her do! It seemed like the time for that was over, though. New 
instructions jumped onto the screen. “How fun! What a good choice! Now why don’t you give 
them something to remember this time by? Try telling them something like the following: ‘When 
you hear me ___, you will ___. ’ Don’t worry, it won’t last forever! The effect will wear off In 24 
hours. If you would like the trigger to be removed earlier, please speak with an associate at the 
concession kiosk.” 
 
Hm. Now that Plink was in the zone, and much less worried, he could really come up with a 
funny one, for this. He thought, and thought, and finally… “Mawl, when you hear me snap, you 



won’t be able to stop yourself from rubbing my paws!” Yeah, that was a great idea! Silly enough 
to hopefully get a giggle from both of them, and he always liked a good foot rub.  
 
He waited for a few seconds, unsure if he was supposed to do it now or not, but soon enough 
more instructions appeared. “Alright! We hope you enjoyed the ride! Please read the following 
sentence aloud: ‘INSERT PARTICIPANT NAME HERE, you’re free.’ There will now be a short 
intermission. Participant 2, see you in a couple of minutes!” 
 
Plink felt a little sorry that he hadn’t used his time more wisely. He’d expected a little longer than 
that, considering what he paid! But, he guessed this technology must be pretty expensive. Was 
he already considering picking up another ticket? He shook his head as that dread started to 
creep its way back into his brain. That’s right, he still had his turn. He sighed. “Mawl, you’re 
free.” Plink glanced around really quickly, and snapped his fingers right after he spoke the 
words. 
 
As he did, Mawl scrambled back into her own scrambled brains, and they slowly started to 
congeal back into place. Where was she? Theater... Boyfriend... And then, the spiral had turned 
into colors and she'd needed to rub his feet so much that... She blinked, and things seemed a 
lot clearer, and she remembered something important. She fumbled to put her glasses back on. 
Her jeans were soaked, and her nipples... The memories hit her like a ton of bricks. "Oh." She 
looked from the screen to Plink, furrowing her brow. She looked angry, for a second, but then 
she smiled. Whatever she was feeling, it wasn't anger - though there was something in there 
that made the smile waver. She was suppressing something, and only barely. "O-oh, so that's 
how you wanna play, huh?" It was a loving, mischievous sort of malice in her eyes, at least. "I 
was wondering when you were gonna ask, by the way," she teased, "mister pink hoodie." 
 
Plink would have turned whiter if it had been possible. Fuck. Dirty fuck. Shit. Goddammit. He 
could have SWORN that this shit gave you amnesia afterwards. That’s how it always was in the 
cartoons. How could the cartoons lie to him! “H-ha, well, uh… Yyyyyeah…” Plink coughed. “Well 
I mean, uh… Yyyya see…” 
 
The words on the screen changed again. This time, it just said "2." Mawl put her hands on 
Plink's nearer thigh as he stammered. She leaned in and smooched him on the face, then got 
up in his ear to whisper, "Your turn, babe." Then, putting her reflexes to good use for a change, 
she deftly reached up and ripped the glasses off her boyfriend's face. 
 
Plink opened his eyes. He didn’t remember closing them, but he opened them anyway. He 
looked around. He was in a nice open field. He didn’t remember how he got here, but soon, he 
didn’t care. The grass was tall, almost taller than he was. The sun was shining, there were birds 
chirping. There was just enough of a breeze, but not too much. He smiled. It was such a lovely 
day outside. He was naked. That was weird, and then it wasn’t. He started to walk around. 
 



There were lots of lovely things around him. He found a pond with some fish swimming. There 
were a couple of frogs hopping around. He found a big, beautiful tree and sat under it for a 
while. It was a peace unlike any other he had ever experienced. In a word, it was paradise. 
 
Back on the couch, it hit Plink just as hard as it had hit Mawl. He sat limp in his seat, eyes glued 
on the screen, drool running out of the corner of his mouth. He had a dopey smile on his face. 
His tail was wagging. His boner was nearly  poking a hole in his jeans. Mawl was on her knees in 
front of him, hands working furiously at his feet, a determined look on her face.  
 
Mawl had, for all her confidence, had something clawing at her insides the whole time she’d 
been talking to Plink. When she saw him drop like a stone, she’d let out a little moan, then flew 
down off the couch to kneel at her boyfriend's paws. Oh, god that post-hypnotic trigger was 
strong . She'd nearly broken out in cold sweats trying to keep her hands off his paws, but it 
wouldn't have done to try to tease him about what he'd done while she was rubbing his feet. 
Now, though, she could indulge. She gave them a squeeze, and all the tension inside dissolved 
in an instant.  It felt so good that a sigh broke out of her. She ran her hands over his paws, their 
pads, their fur, his ankles, squeezing on his toes until her brain was satisfied with calling it a 
whole "rub." Whew.  She got back up on the couch, straightened her hair, and looked at the 
screen through her glasses. 
 
"When participant two is ready, please say, 'Continue.' Please do not remove your glasses." 
 
Mawl took one quick look at Plink’s drooling face, then cleared her throat. "Ahem. Continue." 
The screen switched its instructions over to the same questioning phase it had presented Plink 
with. "Okaaaay, Pliiiiink ." Her voice was back to its usual pitch. She wasn’t gonna waste any 
more of the precious little time she had for payback, here. "Are you dreaming, Plink? Have you 
ever had a wet dream about other boys, before?" She spoke with a soothing, inviting tone, and 
she palmed softly at his package. 
 
Plink thought about the word puzzle that he was just given. Luckily, it seemed that the deeper 
functions of his brain could handle what the forefront could not, simply ejecting an answer right 
out of his mouth without him even having to think about it. How handy! “Yyyyyyeah.” He was 
slurring. “I have dreams about… Getting fucked… Pppppreeeeetty often…” Man, his brain sure 
was good at telling the truth. 
 
"Do you wanna do stuff with another guy sometime, like, for real?" Mawl fucking loved the 
thought, but it didn't seem like the kind of thing she should bring up, and Plink had never 
mentioned it. If ever she'd had an excuse to try to make him admit to it, though, this was the 
time. 
 
“I want to do stuff with another guy with you and I want him to treat both of us like girls.” What a 
helpful brain! Thanks, brain. “I cum on my own face and pretend it’s somebody else.” Okay now, 
brain, that wasn’t even really part of the question. Every time he answered though, something 



prodded him, somehow, something that wanted him to say more. Finished spitting out the full 
answer though, Plink’s mouth was left just slightly ajar. He was still drooling. And the Plink at the 
meadow was having an absolute blast chasing a rabbit in circles around the base of a tree! 
 
Mawl felt the short fur on her scalp stand on end and tingle. "Yessss," she said, involuntarily. 
"And tell me, babe - how'd you like having control of me? How'd you like me - and whatever, 
uhm, whatever guys you dream about - taking control of you? Do you want us to make you 
dress up in panties and socks and make you jerk off and tell us things like, like..." She realized 
she was humping her hand through her jeans, and stopped. "Do you wanna be a good girl, 
Plink?" She cooed it into his ear, but there was a terribly worrying sort of grin on her face. Good 
thing Plink wasn't looking for it. 
 
Plink‘s answer jettisoned out of his skull without wasting even a moment. “At first it was scary 
but by the end I liked it. It felt kinda weird but also it made me really horny. I was going to make 
you do more stuff but I ran out of time.” Mawl squealed with delight and put her hands on her 
dumb horny boyfriend’s shoulders. “I’d really like it if you made me dress up in girl clothes. I like 
jerking off for people. I haven’t ever done it but I think I’d like it. I stole a pair of your panties and 
I wear them every once in awhile.” Plink’s expression seemed to soften even more with every 
word as his goofy smile grew. “I wanna be a good girl.” 
 
The other, dreaming Plink blinked, and suddenly the meadow was gone. He didn’t question it. 
He was standing on a stage now. He was wearing a dress. He did a dance for his audience and 
they cheered. He bent over and showed his fans his asshole and they cheered even louder. His 
cock popped out of his panties and drooled pre all over the stage. Mawl was there on stage too. 
She was his director. Plink loved Mawl, and he loved being her actor. She was the best director. 
Plink was so, so happy. Happy to do anything for Mawl. He continued dancing. 
 
Mawl hugged his limp body so tight that she peeled his back off the seat - but not enough to 
peel his eyes from the screen, and purred into his face. "Good girl!" She stroked his hair and 
scratched him behind the ear, right where he liked it. Plink’s foot bumped against the ground as 
his ear was scritched. Even in a trance, he couldn’t help but move his foot when his favorite spot 
got scratched. 
 
The screen signaled then that it was time for the next phase. The "tell them to do something" bit. 
Mawl had to struggle to remember what he'd had her do - the memory was already fading, for 
some reason, but it was still there. She remembered barking and... Her nipples being pinched. 
Had she been pinching them, or had he? She felt like she could picture both, equally clearly. 
Regardless, she stroked Plink's chest until she found his nipples, then gave them a light tug 
through the jacket he wore. It hadn't woken her up, that was for sure, so she felt pretty safe in 
doing it. He didn’t react - he really was out . 
 
Mawl had gotten a pretty good idea of what to do with him. If he was gonna make her play with 
herself - unprompted, no less! - she was gonna have some fun playing with him. More 



importantly, playing with what she’d just learned about him. "Okay, Plink," she began, "come sit 
in my lap. When you do, you're gonna realize that we're both naked, and that I've got the 
biggest cock you've ever dreamed of taking, and it's gonna fit right up in your butt and make you 
feel soooo super good. C'mon, dummy, come bounce on it!" 
 
Plink’s eyes widened as he took in each word. His brain started to fill in the images that Mawl 
had given him. He silently got up, not taking his eyes off the screen, of course, and plopped 
down into the cat’s lap. As soon as his butt hit his girlfriend’s lap, his entire body twitched, as if a 
switch had just been flipped. Mawl winced with a little oof  when he sat down a little too hard, but 
he wasn't too heavy to support. She could even bounce her thigh to encourage him to "ride" her. 
His eyes were as large as dinner saucers, and suddenly he was panting and whimpering. He 
spread his legs out wide, rocking his butt against Mawl’s lap. He moaned softly, then a little 
louder, as he slowly brought his rear up, and then down. He started off slowly, but quickly 
picked up speed, soon bouncing up and down on Mawl’s lap. Panting, shaking, moaning. It 
really was as if he was getting fucked. Pleasure spread throughout every part of his body as he 
fucked himself on Mawl’s imaginary cock. 
 
In his trance-induced dream, Plink moaned loudly as Mawl grabbed his tail, fucking him in the 
ass in front of the audience. They kept on cheering. Mawl was fucking Plink’s supple butt doggy 
style in front of everybody, and he was loving it. His cock spurted hot drops of precum all over 
the stage. Mawl slapped his ass a few times while her giant cock pushed against his prostate. 
Plink was babbling to himself. “I’m a slutty girl, I love cock, Mawl’s the greatest, I-I’m a slutty girl, 
I love cock, Mawl’s the gr-greatest, I’m a slutty girl, I love cock, Mawl’s the greatest, Mawl’s cock 
is the best, I’m a slutty girl…” 
 
She was loving every bit of this. "Haha! Oh my god, now, here-" with another oof,  she shoved 
him out of the way of her pocket and pulled her phone out and flipped it over into camera mode. 
"Take a video of yourself doing this!" She grabbed his hand and forced the phone into it, camera 
pointed back at them. Well, if she was gonna do this, why not go all-out? "Smile at it and tell the 
camera you're bouncing on cock like a good girl, and- and, make that dumb slutty hentai peace 
sign! Ehehe!" 
 
She was grinding her own thighs together beneath his butt as she helped his thumb find and 
push the record button. Plink fumbled with the phone a bit. It was hard to work it while still 
focusing on riding the non-existent dick he was currently servicing, but with Mawl’s help he 
managed to start recording. He put on a big smile and started talking to the camera. The 
reflection of the screen was in Plink’s eyes as he recorded himself. “I’m… Nngh… I’m riding a 
cock like a… Nnnnngh… Like a good girl! I’m… Riding… G-good… G-good girl… Nnnnngh…” 
Plink held up a peace sign. His face contorted a bit and he started bouncing a bit slower. 
“Fffffffffuuuuuuuuuuck…” He panted into the camera as a fresh load of spunk started to seep 
through his underwear. His entire body shook, but he didn’t stop bouncing on Mawl’s lap. He 
came hard into his underpants, and in a few seconds the room smelt faintly of jizz. 
 



At the same time, Plink’s orgasm rocketed across the stage, drenching the wood in thick, ivory 
ropes. The audience applauded him as he orgasmed all over the place. “Good girls cum from 
cocks, good girls don’t need to touch themselves to cum, Mawl can make me cum by herself, 
Mawl’s cock is the best, Mawl’s cock can make me cum hard, Mawl can fuck me so good, 
Mawl’s cock is amazing, I’m a good girl…” 
 
Back on the couch, Mawl giggled as she took the phone back from him and turned the recording 
off. "Aww, I was gonna tell  you to do that, dummy! Now, get offa me, sit back down in your seat, 
stare at the screen, and, um..." She glanced at the screen, and saw that it was starting to fade 
to the next - and what she guessed would be the final - phase. "Aaaaaaand lay down and put 
your feet in my lap," she spat out quickly, hoping she'd spoken clear enough for him to get the 
idea. She wasn’t quite sure why she asked him to do that. Maybe that trigger from earlier was 
still in her head. 
 
Plink did as he was told and laid back down curled up on the couch next to his girlfriend, his 
paws stacked on her thighs. Normally, having a fresh load of cum in his pants would have been 
uncomfortable, but luckily he had the luxury to not care, at that moment. 
 
Plink blinked, again, and when he opened his eyes this time he was underwater. Or something 
of the sort, at least. It felt like he was underwater. He was floating; his arms and legs moved 
around as though they were pushing through liquid. But he could breathe. He was relaxed. He 
sighed and started drifting around aimlessly without a care in the world. He thought about Mawl, 
he wished she was there with him, and she was. He held her hand and gave her a kiss as they 
gently floated. 
 
Mawl looked at the paws in her lap. She'd always been more interested in sticking her feet on 
him, but rubbing his... Maybe it was just the hypnosis, but it had been fun, too. She idly stroked 
the fur on top of his right foot as she watched the screen change. Just as before, again - it 
seemed to be a pretty routine arrangement, here - give him a trigger. Again, Mawl had a plan. 
"Now, Plink, whenever I squeeze your  feet... You're gonna turn into a good girl, like you just 
were for the camera, okay? You're gonna be a good girl who loves having her feet touched and 
especially  loves telling everyone that she's a good girl who loves it when people play with her 
feet, like you're… Liiike you’re just a toy ." Mawl shivered a little and slurred the last few words. 
Something about thinking about someone being played with like a toy made her go warm and 
squishy again. She liked people being toys and... She'd liked being a toy, too. Toy . 
 
The screen flashed, drawing her attention. "All participants have had their turn. We hope you've 
all had fun! It is almost time to exit the ride. To ensure an orderly exit, all participants who are 
still awake, please remove your glasses and stare at the screen one more time. Say 'Continue' 
when you are deeply entranced. Please have a wonderful day. Come back soon!" 
 
It seemed like a strange request - why did she need to go under again, she wondered - but the 
thought of resisting the screen died in her head before it was even fully formed, for some 



reason. Well, it wasn’t like it had been unpleasant last time, anyways. She whipped off her 
glasses, blinked once... And then the drool was back on her chin in no time at all. Mawl 
slouched over Plink's feet, still inattentively stroking them. After a moment, her voice, sounding 
sharper and clearer than her cloudy eyes looked, came to her throat. "Continue." 
 
... 
 
When Mawl woke back up, they were standing outside the theater, out in the cold air again. She 
blinked and whipped her head left and right. Plink was there with her. She was certain they'd 
gone in... Yes, and they'd had a lot of fun! Even Plink had liked it, she knew, but it must have 
knocked her pretty loopy. She couldn't clearly remember what had happened there, except... 
Ah, the questions she'd asked and their answers, that part came back, and her grin went from 
cheekbone to cheekbone. And the trigger! She thought about what she'd told him. It seemed like 
a pretty weird one to come up with, in hindsight. How was she gonna inconspicuously rub his 
feet? Had her boyfriend given her a trigger like that? Had he asked her the same kinds of 
questions? She screwed up her face in concentration, but dropped the issue when she found 
herself getting nowhere with her own memory banks. 
 
Instead of worrying about that, she turned to Plink and threw her arms around him. "That was, 
like, the best Christmas present, ever! You're the best boyfriend ever ," she purred into his chest. 
Plink was still having a little trouble re-adjusting to reality, it seemed, and couldn’t do much more 
than return her hug. "C'mon, let's go home." Mawl got up in his ear, and whispered, "I wanna 
see you in those panties you stole." Plink’s eyes went as wide as they were when he’d been 
stuck staring at the screen. 


