
Never before had Dylan felt quite the level of anxiety he did today, waiting in the vet's
office for what could be called the first day of the rest of his life. It was to the point he was
sweating, each moment ticking by like hours as he tried not to focus on all the negativity he’d
contemplated over the past few weeks and months. Everyone from his past life thought such was
a foolish endeavor, and had disowned him for making this choice. And all to get the attention of
a woman, no less! Dylan had convinced himself that was not the case, but there was no denying
how it looked from an outside perspective.

With each moment that passed, Dylan was acutely aware that his opportunity to back out
was ticking down with it. Not that he had a chance to really back out, with all the paperwork
signed and all his assets and autonomy removed, but it was mere moments away from being the
time his humanity would be removed as well, something that there was no going back from. And
he’d resolved himself to his fate and future, willing to try the rest of his life as a different species.
And it was what he really wanted, deep down. Right?

Still, it was impossible for him not to have cold feet this close to the minute he would be
injected and his body and life would be changed forever. The notion of physical transformation
was something that had secretly appealed to him, especially when he heard about it becoming a
reality. And his good friend Courtney, though not a romantic interest per se, was receptive to the
idea, even joking that she would take him on as a pet. It became more than a joke as Dylan
learned of the history of early heart disease in his family, something that he was privy to, and
given his run of fast food jobs, looming student dept, and general dislike of his family, the notion
of giving up what little he had to be an animal was becoming more and more appealing. it
became to the point that if he asked Courtney to take him in if he did, she said yes. Being ace,
she never wanted a partner, and having a dog to protect her, one with mostly human intelligence
was as appealing as anything she could imagine,

However, now that it was time and the two of them were alone in the waiting room,
Dylan found he had nothing to say. He’d wanted her to treat him like a dog as soon as he was
injected, something that made him uncomfortable now that it was time. It had been so hot in the
moment but now that he was getting ready to be changed forever….was it really what he
wanted?

“There there, boy, it won't be much longer now,” Courtney said, reaching out to rub his
head. It was something he'd come to love, and the gesture did relax him. Both in terms of the
waiting and his resolve to be a dog for the rest of his life. He truly loved being treated that way,
and such would be the rest of his life once the inject series was started. Something he truly
wanted.



Of course, he wasn't the only person doing it, taking the dive and turning into an animal
for the rest of their lives. Lots of people were like him, hundreds of thousands in debt with
dead-end jobs or nothing else to look forward to in their human lives. Disease was another factor,
the change not being able to cure DNA error illness without altering the entire genome by giving
someone an entirely new one, albeit one of a different species. Some just always wanted to be a
particular animal for whatever reason, even if the trip was a one-way process. The whole ordeal
checked several boxes for Dylan, something that made him sure it was his lot in life to be a dog.

Of course, he had been nervous at first, signing away his debt, his assets, and even his
autonomy. He was legally registered as Courtney's pet now, to be cared for by her and regarded
as a dog should he be encountered out of her care. But the more he looked into it, the more it
seemed like a life of luxury of sorts, with no responsibility or care other than to eat, sleep, play,
and receive attention from his best friend. All in all, a lazy life, albeit one that might be a little
shorter than his humanity. Then again, with disease, accidents, and a myriad of other potential
fatalities, life was never guaranteed. It was a trade-off, but one that he had not gone into
unwillingly.

Finally, the vet called them in, and the two of them took what would be Dylan's final act
as a full human. Though he had already signed a myriad of paperwork, there were still forms to
sign, receiving the vet of any liability for his decision or the consequences. He was also given an
assessment for physical and mental health, any intoxication, coercion, or any hesitation in his
decision. Save for his nervousness, Dylan passed and was given one final chance to back out
before he was injected. Dylan said yes.

With that, Courtney gave him a pet, rubbing behind his ears in a way that Dylan had
come to love. It was only to get better as his body changed and his skin became more sensitive to
contact. And as the needle went in and sealed his fate, Dylan knew that day was coming soon.
Admittedly, the contact made him a little aroused, something that he didn't admit overtly to
Courtney but something he was sure she knew. It was less an attraction to her and more of a pup
play kink that wouldn't work well in reality. At least as a human, as much as it would be his
reality to live that way while he was a dog.

With a quick shot, his human life as he knew it was over. He was petted on the head and
even given a treat like a dog at a vet visit would be. It was a little gummy, and meaty, but Dylan
liked it enough to know he would be getting them for the rest of his life. Courtney gave him
another head rub, and Dylan found himself wishing he had a tail to wag. He knew he would
within the next several days, the change taking only a little under a week to complete. Still,
Dyaln found he couldn't wait!



The moment the pair of them got home, Dylan was prompted to take his clothes off, not
needing them anymore because he was, save for the changes to come, a pet. Courtney didn't
seem to mind, at least as much as she let on. Normally such would bother her but she had long
since trained herself to see her best friend as a pet and not a human. Dylan was a little shy about
parading around with his junk out, but he would as a dog regardless, and he wouldn't be 'fixed',
as much as Courtney had agreed to it. So he figured it was time enough, knowing it would only
be a few days of awkwardness before his sex was changed into a more covert canine form. Still,
he was determined to use the toilet as long as he could, not quite ready to debase himself as a
dog fully until it was time.

It was not the only change they agreed to make, Courtney agreeing to feed and water him
from a bowl, even if he was eating 'human' food for the moment. It certainly helped the dynamic
of master and pet, something they had already role-played to the point it wasn't as awkward as
Dylan feared it would be. Of more interest was how long it would take him to notice some
changes, other than the full ache coming from his injected shoulder. Every itch, every pinprick,
and every prickle was deemed the start of his hair growth, and Dylan was elated to feel it coming
in. Yet, other than the persistent soreness over his arm, there was little to note he would really
about to turn into a dog. Surely, it would start at any minute, right?

It was around 8 that evening it happened. Dylan had laid down on his doggy bed,
something he'd slept on for many nights of the past few weeks and months. It had gotten to the
point he could no longer sleep in a human bed, more comfortable with the life of an animal. But
something scratching against the fabric made him reach up to the side to feel something soft. It
was spare and patchy, and he could still see the skin as it started to grow. But it was there. The
start of his fur coat!

That wasn't to be the only change he would notice in the first few hours. An ache in his
tailbone made him reach down to rub the spot, a noticeable nub making his elation rise. Of all the
changes, Dylan had wanted his tail most, desiring to feel its weight on his backside and to use it
to express what words would no longer do. Though he tried with every ounce of his will, he
couldn't seem to make it move the way he had hoped. But it was there. It was a start. And only
the beginning of what he would soon possess for the rest of his life.

The itching of hair growth was not limited to his arm, as much as he thought it was odd
not to be spreading over him outward in stages. The skin around the tail was being irritated by
the growth of more fur, covering his new growth and the skin around it. It was irritating, in a spot
where he couldn't reach without canine flexibility, and Dylan could only roll around on his bed,
whining a little with the irritation. He didn't want to ask Courtney, not wishing to use human
words again and not wanting to wake her up. So he was forced to suffer there, even though trying
to get to sleep was a chore.



Be it the excitement of the change or the newness of the changes, Dylan found sleep
difficult to come by. He kept reaching back to rub at his tail growth, encouraging more of it to
poke from behind him. The fur was finally growing in places he could manage to scratch, which
was at least some relief, though fleeting. He was sure a few times he could feel the tail moving of
its own accord, though, in his sleep-addled state, it could have easily been just a dream. Still,
despite fatigue over his excitement from the day's events, Dylan couldn’t quite reach the level of
rest he was hoping to achieve, the night passing slowly as he waited for the damn itching to
cease and to observe the culmination of the changes thus far.

Eventually, sleep did come for him, and he awoke some hours later, hardly aware of the
dreams that had teased over his mind. For the moment, Dyan thought his mental prowess was
enough to make the tail move, but he was hardly changed enough to allow such actions and was
thus forced to resign himself to have to wait. Such was maddening, but having waited as long as
he had, there was no use in worrying when it would come soon enough. He would have to be
taken in later that day regardless to make sure the first changes took hold. That, and receiving his
next injection series, was something necessary now that the process was started.

Though any changes at this point were likely to be minimal and superficial, that did not
stop Dylan from wanting to look them over. The first thing that came to his awareness was the
growth of thickened nails, something that looked a little out of place on his form though hardly
as long as the blunt canine nails he would soon possess. He did have to be a little more careful
with the exploration of his body, but they were relatively blunt for the moment, leaving Dylan to
explore himself rather freely.

The next thing of note was the patch of fur that had started over his back, coarse and
black as much as he was able to tell in the mirror. It was a little disconcerting to rub it on his own
frame, though the sensation was rather pleasant, especially around the base of his new tail, a
sensual spot for his new species. Hell, it was almost a little arousing, though Dylan wasn’t
inclined to touch himself. At least, not yet. That was something dogs could do to themselves,
right? It was something he hadn’t discussed with Courtney, of course, or something that he was
willing to admit to anyone. But certainly, something he wanted to try the moment he was alone
and changed enough to do so!

With that, Dylan went to use the bathroom, something he was inclined to do in human
fashion while he still possessed the ability. It would be more than a little alarming should he be
spotted doing his business outside while mostly human. People did change into animals with
enough commonality that it wouldn’t alarm too many people, though they would do a double
take at the sight of him mid-changed. And as much as he was able, Dylan was determined to
enjoy the changes on his own, only showing these early stages to Courtney.



A look in the mirror as he washed up revealed canine teeth that were a little longer than
his human counterparts. He was turning into a larger breed, a German Shepard, something that
he had admired and something that fit the bill as Courtney’s companion and protector. He had
always loved dogs, and though pure breeds were known for things like hip problems later in life,
then DNA injected in him should allow him to have the best possible health in his new life. He
would be about three or so in canine years, fully an adult in the prime of his life. It would likely
be a shorter one, but not something that he wanted to think too much on, given what the next ten
years or so had in store for him.

Walking out into the kitchen, Courtney had breakfast ready for him, still cooked
hamburger with a few veggies. Something that both his human and changing anatomy could
stomach. She promised such dishes for him as he changed, though they were also in agreement
that dry dog kibble, of a higher quality brand, was on the menu as well. Not that he could
stomach such yet but all in good time. Like the day before, Courtney treated him like the canine
he wanted to be, petting him on the head and calling him a good boy. Though Dylan still lacked
the tail to wag, it would be his soon enough, once more serum had been injected into him and he
was allowed to change further into the canine form of his dreams.

With that, Courtney went to work for the day, promising to pick him up in the afternoon
for his appointment. Dylan felt a pang of disappointment at that, being left alone in the house as
he was. She trusted him, of course, even though he was not fully canine, he was still registered as
her dog. And he would not be kept outside or anything of the sort, even while fully changed. But
being in here presented a problem, one that quickly became evident. As part of their pup play,
Dylan would act like the dog he wanted to be while in Courtney’s presence. And there were other
things he did, like sleeping on the dog bed or eating from a dish with his mouth. But he never
really allowed himself the whole day to be a dog alone and…do what? Sleep? Dogs certainly
slept more than humans, but there was really nothing for him to do while he waited there for her
to come back to him. Surely, he could turn on her TV or play one of his favorite video games
he’d donated to her. But then, what was the point? He wouldn’t have the ability to do so much
longer, and there was no point teasing that possibility when he’d already resolved himself not to
give in to human temptations. Then, what was he to do?

The notions of arousal came back to the forefront of his thoughts, how much it turned
him on to be changing. There really was no reason for him to not to jerk off, one activity he
could enjoy well into his stint as a dog. So then, while he was alone, why not do so? It was still
human for the moment, and he would need to use his hands without canine flexibility. But that
was semantics in the end, and with as horny as he was, it would be far less embarrassing to do so
now than to wait for Courtney to come home and to catch him in the act, so to speak.



Careful of his sharper nails, Dylan started to stroke himself off, a little turned on by doing
so naked and by the changes that had come over him already. There was no urgency in the act,
and Dylan was tempted to take things slow, wanting to really enjoy himself. Though his canine
form came with much promise, there was something in the act of playing with himself in a more
conventual human way that sat well with him. He wouldn’t be able to touch himself like this
once the changes were done, and that carried with it some regret. He didn’t want to think of this
as the last time he would be able to do so from a human perspective, but rather a prelude to the
increased pleasures that would come from a canine form. It would feel amazing to suck himself
off, Dylan was sure, and he wanted to play with that experience as soon as he was flexible
enough!

Still, even thoughts of what was to come were enough to bring his arousal to its apex, and
Dylan felt, even with relatively few strokes, he was able to get off. There was some precedent to
enjoy himself and take things slow, as it were. But then again, animals didn’t bother to prolong
their pleasure, right? There was something powerfully arousing in the primal aspect of it all, to
let it happen as it would, and Dylan whined, wondering what he might sound like as a full
canine. Even the realization it might be the last time for him wasn’t enough to stem his arousal,
and Dylan let himself go, cumming all over his hand a groin as he panted in post-orgasmic bliss.

Strangely, the scent of his cum carried with it some nuance Dylan was not prepared for,
and, experimentally, he reached down with a finger to scoop up a glob, tasting it before he was
aware of what he was doing. It was not an act he’d regularly partake in, but the taste was fine, all
things considered. He laughed a little at that, realizing it was something he would have to get
used to regardless since sucking himself off would be the only way to receive release once he
was a full canine. The flavor was a bit strong and musky, but Dylan found he didn’t mind it as
much as he might have thought, and allowed it to sit on his tongue as he went to the washroom to
clean himself off while he still possessed the ability.

With that out of the way, there was little for him to do to continue his day, as much as that
seemed to bother him. He was a little hungry after several hours, but the reminder he would be a
dog and soon unable to get his own food was enough to keep him from preparing anything. It
sucked to have to wait, but it was all part of the form and the life he was to take on, after all.
There was a part of him that didn’t like the lack of autonomy that came with being a canine, but
in the end, he figured he would get used to it, needing more sleep as a dog than humans did.
Right?

Human things like video games and TV, while at his still-human fingertips, were avoided
as well, Dylan was not sure it was wise to partake in them, even as a nostalgic pass time of sorts
while he still could. It made him a little sad to realize he would no longer be able to partake in
such pastimes, but that was something he’d resolved himself to once he’d taken that final hurdle



and allowed himself to be injected with canine transformation serum. Besides, once he’d
changed more, the temptation to enjoy such media would be beneath him, something that his
hybrid mind would have no interest in regardless and something that he would not miss with his
canine inscitns honed on new and exciting things. So he abstained, for now, trying to sleep the
day away as a dog would but to little avail. Without anything else to occupy his mind, Dylan
resolved himself to it, as saddened as it was for him.

There were, thankfully, a few changes he soon discovered to help him get over the hurdle
of pure boredom. For one, the nails on his fingers and toes were thicker, though hardly shaper
than their primate crescents. They sat a little heavier on his digits as he tried to wriggle them, and
it was almost pleasant to feel their weight, a sign of things to come. Their presence prompted
Dyan to try exploring other facets of his body, and he was delighted to discover the nubby
growth of tail behind could twitch slightly, something he could soon wag and something he
wanted to do eagerly as soon as he gained the ability to do so.

It seemed that his mouth, while relatively dry, was a little bloated as well, and even
efforts to drink from his bowl weren’t enough to remove the sensation. It was as though the
muscle within had swollen slightly, though the bones and other structures hadn’t quite kept up.
Dylan looked in the mirror, the reflection seeming more like he’d been stung by some insect, and
his mouth was swollen as a result. Though, he had to admit, with more space between his nose
and mouth, his sense of smell was increased to the point he was aware of more scents in the
bathroom than he had been prior, prompting him to sniff around and wonder what it might be
like once the rest of his nasal changes took root.

Much too late for his preference, Courtney came home, and Dylan couldn’t help but be at
the door to greet her in the canine manner he was soon to adopt. He tried to sit on his ass, though
he wasn’t in a position to do so as the dog he wanted to be. Hell, he didn’t even have a tail
capable of wagging, though he tried to move the thing as best he could, in the hopes that he
would eventually own a real one. All would come in time, he reasoned. Still, there was
something awkward being in the beginning of change, naked rather than he was durning the role
play he was used to with Courtney. Still, he settled with grinning up at her, opting not to fake a
bark until he was capable of the real thing. His human voice was forfeit, after all, and trying to
use it now would be pointless and wasted.

Like the dog he was soon to be, Dylan let himself be fed, someone cooked chicken
breasts with a few veggies, something both his forms could stomach. It wasn't bad, all things
considered, though he somehow found the relatively bland food more appealing than he was
expecting. Could his taste buds have changed so much already? At least eating without hands
wasn't too much trouble, something he had practiced in the weeks leading up to his injection. It
was a little embarrassing, though like everything else in being a mostly human, naked man acting



like a dog, something he forced himself to get used to until he looked more like the dog he
longed to be in body.

Using the toilet in lieu of the outside, Courtney was, sadly, not up for playing with him,
and with that, Dylan resigned himself with going to bed for the night. In truth, he wanted to rest
for a few hours and see where that took the changes. Getting into his doggie bed, the sensation of
his ears heating up prompted him to reach up and touch them, realizing they were not quite in the
human state he was expecting. Such was exciting, though he didn't bother to get up and check in
the mirror yet, figuring there was little for him to see. It was better for him to sleep, elated at the
realization he would wake up and experience the next bit of changes.

Sleep did come for him rather quickly, perhaps something about his circadian rhythms
that had shifted, or a general fatigue from the changes in general. A few times, itching over his
chest was enough for him to rouse and scratch, and Dylan was sure he touched a patch of skin
that was far more sensitive than perhaps it should have been. It was almost akin to touching one
of his nipples, making Dylan think he was in the process of growing more pairs. But as tired as
he had become, Dylan soon found himself falling asleep once more, ready to awaken to the next
day of the rest of his canine life.

To his dismay, Dylan awoke rather early that morning, long before Courtney's alarm went
off. Rather than waking her like a dog might, he took the time to use the bathroom, still a little
embarrassed about having to do so in a hybrid state. It was far preferable to doing it outside, and
something he decided to relish while he could. Still, the sharpness in his nails was certainly
noticed when he went to wipe, and the realization reminded him about some of the less palatable
aspects of being a dog. Would he have to lick his ass clean when he’d fully changed? Or,
hopefully, would he even care?

Going back to lie down and wait for his new master to wake up, Dylan recalled what they
had to do today. There would be a few more trips to the vet in store, needing another series of
injections to progress the changes beyond the superficial. He couldn’t fit in a crate yet, though,
with his human intelligence, his temperament would allow for him to go in with just a leash and
collar. It was a little daunting to think about the changes to his muscles, something that might
leave him pained and sore for the next few days. All part of the change in the end, he figured,
and worth it for the life he held in such high regard.

After a tasty breakfast, Courtney put on his leash to take him to the vet, and Dylan got in
the back, a little nervous about being seen naked. He still had to wear a collar and leash even
though he wasn’t on all fours yet, but it would at least reduce the embarrassment of being seen in
such a compromising state. Not that such would matter when he was a dog. Hell, he probably
wouldn’t even remember any times he was shamed for his decision, much less care if he did so.



He was not the only person to have done so, but it was not so common a thing that he wouldn’t
gather a few stares.

Thankfully, no one was around outside to see him as they went into the vet, Dylan trying
to hurry though not tugging on his leash too much. At least within the vet’s office, there was no
one to judge him, the vet still treated him as a dog from having other patients in his
circumstances. As much as he figured it would make him comfortable, Dylan felt rather
annoyed, being ignored only to be scratched behind the ears once or twice, something that didn’t
register well with him yet. Surely, it too would pass with his mind occupied with either canine
distractions or a single-minded desire to be good for his master. But for now, it was neither here
nor there, making him wish to get it over it. Maybe they could treat him like a human, at least for
a little longer. But then again, what would be the point when all was said and done?

The vet’s soothing words were welcome when it was time to get the shot, and Dylan
stood still and obedient as the needle went in. It would be determinantal to his health should he
miss a dose, the process already active in his system and impossible to reverse at this point. And
Dylan found himself longing for the change to at least to make him more physically a dog, to
dismiss that cognitive dissonance that was ailing him today. This change would start with the
musculature structures, though there was still many soft tissue changes to come. There was no
way the pain could entirely be numbed, but Dylan hoped it would at least be quick and relatively
painless in the long run. For now, all it did was tingle a but as the two of them moved back to the
car to go home.

As they did, Courtney reached into her pocket and offered him a treat she had gotten from
the vet, and Dylan sniffed it for a moment, realizing it was one for dogs. Not sure if he was ready
for that, Dylan regarded it with hesitation, Courtney at least allowing him the time to think it
over. Bracing himself, Dylan took the treat with his tongue and bit into it, finding the flavor a
little more offensive than he was hoping. Still, he swallowed it, trying not to cough as Courtney
reached out to rub his ears, something that this time made him feel better. He was used to her
touch, after all, even if his outer ears lacked canine sensitivity, and he was thankful it was with
her he would be living for the rest of his life as a dog. There was no chance he would regret this
decision, and even if he did, there was no going back…

The first thing he did upon having some privacy was to look in the mirror to see what the
latest onset of changes was doing to him. Likely not much, given the lack of time passes and the
subtleness of the changes in general. But even a small change in his hair was noticeable, brown
hair starting to shorten and alter in consistency towards Shepherd fur. A grim crossed his face at
that, realizing he would never have to comb his hair anymore, leaving it be as a dog's was. Not
that he could have the hands to do so anyway, but the lack of grooming activities was a welcome
facet of being a dog. It was something he was not willing to entertain while still human and



role-playing his future but was now a truth since he'd taken the next step and been injected to
change.

It was not all great, he soon realized, not able to brush his teeth anymore, either. The taste
of his breath and the flavor of the treat was still on his breath, and even if Dylan wanted to brush
his teeth, he'd thrown out his toothbrush as a sign of removing his humanity. It was something he
had to get used to, but not something that appealed to him the more he thought about it. Surely,
as a dog, he wouldn’t care about a dirty mouth, right?

Another quick glance at his naked flesh brought his memory back to the lumps on his
chest, and he reached down, seeing the reddened lumps of what would have been mistaken as
insect bites had he not known he would soon develop canine nipples. There was only one extra
pair for now, though he was well aware they would not be the only new additions to his chest.
And there was an obvious covering of fur around them, making him long to scratch at them.
Dylan resisted the urge for now, not wanting to turn himself on over something that left him a
little confused. They were sensitive, for sure, but they were not something he could easily play
with with his eventual canine paws. It left Dylan wondering what the point was in even teasing
them, even if it would feel go. Fuck, the whole point in turning into a dog was so he wouldn’t
have to think about shit like this so much!

In the end, there was little point in holding back, and with some eagerness, he started
rubbing his new pair of nipples, careful of his pointed claws as he did so. They were rather
pleasant, not much more than his human pair, in truth, though there was some novelty in
possessing them, even that his cock was starting to come to erection. He wanted to touch
himself, though it was rather pleasant to feel the indirect sensation of teasing his nipples. They
were tiny shocks, though rapid enough they continued to build, making him whine out in bliss
and thankful Courtney had left for work for the afternoon.

Yet, a sudden ache running through his hands was enough to bring him pause, as though
they were stiffening a little. Dylan wasn’t sure what had caused it, staring at his fingers for a few
moments in confusion and worried. Going back to touching his nipples once more, the ache of
stiffness was still present, enough that he was more than a little alarmed. Did that mean the
muscle changes were coming, and that he was going to start to lose his hands? So soon into the
change? He knew it would have to happen eventually, but…there was so much of his
transformation he wanted to experience with his hands yet, damnit!

With that, Dylan sat down hard on the toilet, not sure how to feel about the whole thing.
Sure, he was to lose most of his autonomy being a dog, and he thought he had prepared for that.
But there was no denying that even in his roleplay sessions, his hands were still there to get him
out of an awkward situation. But to lose them entirely before the rest of his human body was



almost too much for him to think about, making all of his dreams and excitement for the changes
moot. Fuck, why had he decided to go through with this whole thing in the first place?!

Tears were running down his face at this point, not only for the foolish choice he made
but realized in the end it was the best choice for him. There was nothing to look forward to in his
human life, that was true. And roleplaying a dog was the first thing that had given him any sense
of purpose. But his owner wasn’t even home half the time, always off working, and there was
little for him to do with his day while waiting. Sure, it would be fine enough when he was a dog
and content to sleep, but for now…

Hell, even if he was worried about losing his hands and his lack of anything to do, there
wasn’t really much he would need them for, not really. He’d already decided to deny himself TV
and video games, figuring there was no point when they wouldn’t hold interest for his canine
instincts. All there was to do was to sleep, something he would not find solace in, or to check his
changes, ones that were coming so gradually he was sure to miss them happening in real time.

In the end, Dylan figured there was nothing better to do than to move back to his bed and
wait until evening, as painfully slow as that would likely be. Yet, he was not there for more than
half an hour when a tingling in his cock drew his attention downward. It was a low, static hum
over his penis that may have been the catalyst for its eventual changes. That one notion gave him
a semblance of excitement, the idea of having a canine penis and feeling what it was like high on
the list of things he figured he would enjoy as a dog. He had an idea of what it would look like,
of course, but having it on his own person was a powerfully attractive notion to the point he
couldn’t help but reach down to try to touch it. It was no more sensitive than normal, he found,
though figured there was little point not to touch himself, even if there was little arousal over his
current state of things. Boredom was a powerful motivator, after all, and mental images of canine
cock were enough for him to get into the mood.

The pains and aches in his fingers were still present in small doses, though at least his
masturbatory acts weren’t impacted enough for him to want to stop. And, given there was little
reason for him to hold back, Dylan stroked himself off quickly, feeling his testicles tense and his
modest cock spill his load over his bed. It was too quick for him to think of getting a tissue or
such, and the scent, while more potent to him, was likely not to be unnoticed either. It gave him
little pleasure, not being in the mood so much. But more than that was the embarrassment of
doing such, and he got up, trying to clean his bed with tissues and sprays as best he could. One of
the few remaining things he would let himself do in human fashion, but it was a moot point in
the end, he figured, saved for licking it up himself, something he would eventually not mind
doing so much.



At least the release was enough to fatigue him a little, and Dylan found himself able to
sleep, broken as it was. The tingling in his cock persisted, but there was a part of him that figured
it was best to wait to check after allowing it to change, if that was the next thing to alter. And, as
down as he felt this afternoon, there was something exciting about the change to his maleness,
the notion of being able to go down on himself whenever he wanted to was powerfully
appealing. Even though it was getting dark by this point, Dylan was able to look down at his
penis, a little disappointed by the initial impression. It was noticeably smaller, unfortunate
though not entirely unexpected. The head was a little redder, too, and more pointed. And was his
foreskin always that deep? Maybe on its way to becoming a sheath?

The notion of his penis altering was enough to bring him to arousal once more, despite it
only having been a couple hours since he'd nutted. And given he was alone here now, there was
no reason for him not to jerk off as much as he wanted. This time, he did have the foresight to
grab a tissue, and he went to town, enjoying the slight alterations to the sensation that signaled
his penis would be a canine’s as well.

Yet, within a few moments of falling over the end, the sound of the front door opening
made him stop, though not fast enough for Courtney to walk in, smile on her face that turned into
a look of disgust. Dylan found himself flush with shame at that, something he should be allowed
to do with no one batting an eye if he was a dog. But the way she looked at him…surely, she still
considered him a dog, and was likely just shocked from witnessing a sexual act with her disgust
over such things. That didn’t make the sting of it any worse. Dylan stopped, looking away from
her face in shame and hoping that his cock would soon go down and that she might forget his
shame soon.

At least she was quick to forgive him, moving over to pet him behind the ears and
making him relax a little. Dylan felt his tongue panting a little in reflex, something he was used
to doing to try to mimic the dog he longed to be. He couldn’t be sure, but it seemed his tongue
was a little longer, and it felt good to pant, like it was cooling him down. To his delight, the
sensation of his ears being scratched was more pleasant, too, as though the skin was more
sensitive. Perhaps it was simply the notion of being treated more like a dog, but in the moment, it
did make him feel better about things.

“Hey boy, did you need to go outside?” Courtney asked then, and Dylan found himself
actually pondering the question. He didn’t really have to use the bathroom, and when he did, he
certainly could just go to the toilet for now. But it was a chance to act more like a dog, and he
realized that, while not an urgent need, he could go if he tried.

So, with that, he moved to the door, hunched over since a four-legged stance was out of
the question. It was after dark, at least, and he wouldn’t be seen by anyone, so he could do his



business in peace. Part of him wondered if he should sniff around for a good spot, but his
olfactory abilities hadn’t taken a significant jump and there was nothing in particular for him to
discover. So, making his way to the side of the house, Dylan pondered things for a moment
before raising his leg, cock bobbing as he relaxed his bladder and let go. The stream went wild,
and some of it got on his leg, though Dylan forced himself to finish in canine fashion. It was a
little gross, he knew, but thankfully he could just go inside and clean himself. For now, at least.
As a dog, he would have to lick himself clean if he made a mess, but with the position of his
penis, raising his leg would be the right angle to piss with, right? Another facet of canine life that
made him reflect on his decision, and leave him hoping that doing such would not be as
distasteful as viewed by human standards.

Moving back to the house and passing Courtney, hoping she didn’t notice, Dylan moved
to the bathroom and got cleaned up, before coming out for dinner. It was still the same bland
chicken and veggies, though Dylan was happy that he didn’t need to eat dog food yet, before his
taste buds had altered. And, besides, Courtney had promised to cook for him as much as she was
able, Dylan thankfully eating better than most dogs. And, after dinner, he was able to sit by her
on the couch as she watched TV and played on her laptop, feeling relaxed and content even more
than he had in his roleplay with her before. Soon, it would be perfectly natural for him to do
such, just like her true canine companion.

Eventually, Courtney moved to head to bed, and Dylan followed, getting on her bed and
preparing to sleep at her feet. It was something he had always wanted to do, and found himself
hoping she might be amicable to the idea. Yet, Courtney was quick to tell him “No, not yet
buddy, sorry,” almost swiping at him to leave. Dylan felt a little dejected, though not as much as
he figured he would. It was a gamble, he knew, and something he was sure would come
eventually.

Sleep came easy, despite his earlier nap. His body was starting to get a little sore, though
not enough to impact his rest. Dylan was thankful for that, knowing the next round of changes
would be painful, as much as they wouldn’t be able to numb it. Still, thoughts of what it would
be like to be a dog were ever-present in his mind to the point they seemed to show up in his
dreams, as well. There was something very compelling about the idea of chasing, running after
sticks and balls and squirrels, without a care in the world. There was something almost
comforting about the images, though the few times he awoke each night, the ideas that he could
be so far gone mentally that canine actions would be appealing. Then against, that was the point,
right? He was, hopefully going to be happy in the new life he had chosen for himself, regardless
of any regrets he had now. And yet…

Waking up long before Courtney once more, Dylan made his way to the bathroom,
realizing that any trip could be his last as a human. Trying not to think about that reality too



much, Dylan was soon distracted by the pain in his joints, as though they were stiff and a little
unresponsive. Not really sure what shape they were in, Dylan moved forward as carefully as he
could, not wanting to wake up his master and bring awareness to his bathroom habits. She would
have to take care of them for him, going forward, but that would be something his canine self
would hardly be concerned with. At least, Dylan hoped so.

Turning on the light, Dylan went to relieve himself, careful about his claws as he finished
up. That stiffness in his fingers was ever present as well, though for now, at least, didn’t seem to
have gotten any worse. In fact, it was hard for him to really tell what had happened to him in the
interim during sleep. It was likely mostly internal, given the intensity of the aches and his trouble
walking even to the bathroom. Though that was not the case as soon as Dylan went to sit down,
glimpsed his cock, a gasp escaping his lips as he did so. There was a warmth around it, and given
his relaxed state and need to piss, Dylan was privy to the sight of his penis coming out of an
actual sheath, one that seemed to have merged with the skin of his groin and hitching it up
slightly. It was smaller, as well, and a little more reddened and pointed as it slid from its new
home. Not all the changed to a human cock but well on its way, and a little more than arousing, if
he was being honest with himself.

Still, he had to piss, and the state of his cock presented a problem. He could go outside, of
course, but then he still had to take a shit as well, and that was not something he was ready for.
Positioning his cock downward was impossible without tugging his cock out kinking it so he
couldn’t piss. And he didn’t want to make a mess, either. In the end, he decided to go in the
bathtub, turning the water enough to wash it away as he stood on his hands and knees and let
himself go. Some of it did get on his arms, but it was better than his failed attempt to lift his leg
last time, and this time he had the water to access to clean himself. At least it didn’t seem to
wake up his master, as much as she would have cared about such. And it was better than sitting
on the toilet and pissing upward like his cock was in a position to do.

Finishing his dump, it was obvious to Dylan this would be the last time for him to use the
bathroom, already a rather precarious affair. He was a little worried about how that would work
going forward, especially given the speed of the change thus far. It prompted him to take a closer
look at himself in the mirror, and though it wasn’t obvious at first, the fur over his back had
spread upward, and even around his hips and the thing sticking out of his back. His tail nub
wasn’t any longer, a sense of disappointment but something that would come to pass sooner or
later regardless. And reaching up to tease his ears, their tips were nice and pointed, not much
better at picking up sound but well on their way to their eventual canine alterations.

Sighing, Dylan made his way back to bed, having spent more time in the bathroom than
he was hoping for. It was almost time for Courtney to get up, and she did so, thankfully an early
riser even on days she didn’t have to work. Something key for a dog owner, and not something



he wanted to have to wake her up for, at least not before he was canine enough that it was cute.
Not having autonomy while still looking mostly human had its demerits, indeed.

***


