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“Good Boy”

The chuffing noise was agitating in his ears, the flecks of slobber splattering against one cheek even more so. His knees hurt but he was growing accustomed to the ache. He spent almost all his time on them these days. He knelt before the food bowl next to an identical one that belonged to what used to be HIS dog, Rupert who ate noisily beside him. He resigned himself to lower his face back into his own food bowl and lap up the wet muck that passed for his meals the past six months.

Rupert having finished his own food, nudged the bowl with his nose, and when he found there was no more to be had a growl bubbled in his throat. James looked over from his slop to notice the growl was directed at him. With a rumbling snap of his jaws, Rupert got louder as he moved towards James. Terrified of the large Rottweiler James backed quickly away and Rupert growled at him a final time before leaning his head down to noisily consume what was left of James’s food.

Behind James, a cold and remorseless laugh sounded. “It’s funny to see you in your most true form, submissive even to MY dog.” The woman’s voice put a special emphasis on the word “my”. It made an already frustrated James angrier. Rupert had been HIS dog, Maria hadn’t even wanted the Rottweiler in the first place. He kept his tongue however, six months of the shock collar around his throat had trained him to be silent, and several painful experiences with the one around his balls had taught him not to try anything physical either.

Maria, the woman he had once considered his wife now bent down and ruffled his hair with her hand as if fondly musing up a pet’s fur. “Such a good boy these days.”

James made a whimpering sound but his former wife now owner simply laughed at his misery. “I told you James that you should have started treating me better, but you didn’t. You just kept going out and partying, coming home drunk and wanting sex.” She stood up tall, towering over him. “Now it’s me getting all the sex though, isn’t it? You’re just a pet, an amusement for me, and a reminder of my superiority.”

It was at that moment as he crouched at her feet, enduring her berating tirade of his former behavior that the front door to Maria’s house opened loudly and was soon followed by heavy footfalls of large work boots. This caused James to whimper again but Maria to squeal with girlish delight. She left the kitchen in a dash leaving her two dogs behind her and James could hear his former wife’s now vibrant and happy voice. “Honey, you're finally home. It’s so good to see you.” 

Even from the kitchen James could hear the wet noises of two people kissing and then the sound of a playful thud of hand on flesh as James’s once best friend, Brock smacked Maria on the ass and her corresponding yelp tinged with sexual excitement.

Brock had a deep laugh that sounded through the whole house. “Get on your knees slut, I’ve got a little welcoming home present for ya.” James winced and flinched as he heard the distinctive noise of a zipper being pulled down in the otherwise quiet house. They were quickly followed by the distinct sounds of wet sucking noises only moments later.

James retracted in on himself unable to stop listening to every faceted detail of sound that was his deepest shame, glad only that he at least was being spared the torture of being made to watch. As if hearing the thoughts inside his head Brock called out thunderously over the sounds of Maria eagerly sucking off his impressive cock. 

“Dogs! Where the hell are ya you worthless animals. Don’t you know you’re supposed to meet your Master at the door when he comes home after work? Rupert! Rufus! Get your lazy tails in here.”

Like a rocket, Rupert leapt to his feet and ran happily into the hallway to greet Brock. Knowing what was expected of him with a groan James went crawling after Rupert, trying to move as quickly as possible without ever getting up off all fours. He had made that mistake once before and Maria had used the remote for BOTH shock collars simultaneously, and repeatedly.

Reluctantly James came scrambling around the corner into the hallway, Rufus having easily beaten him there and pulled up short at the scene. Brock had his wife down on her knees pinned against the wall, his cock shoved deep into Maria’s throat. With one of his giant meaty hands, he pinned her arm above her head to the wall, and with the other, he was petting Rupert who was nuzzling at Brock's thigh fondly. Maria was concentrated entirely on Brock’s large member and had her one free hand fondling Brock’s balls even as he throat fucked her. James had never seen her so willingly choking on a cock like that and so eagerly engaged in a blowjob. She hated giving blowjobs, or so he had always thought. She never wanted to blow him and the few times she had she had barely put forth any effort and certainly no enthusiasm.

It was all too much for James, his best friend was face fucking his wife and she was showing every sign of loving it. They were doing it in the house he worked so hard for, all the overtime in order to afford it for Maria and himself. It had been six months of this, six months of these displays of power over him, six months of eating food from the floor, sleeping at the foot of their bed, of being made to pee outside. Six months of not being able to speak and of being repetitively shocked for small or even made up infractions. Six months of not being able to have sex or even masturbate and to top it all off his damn dog held a higher position in this household than he did.

He raced forward and leapt up at Brock, thudding against his massive thigh as he tried to stand up and move forward at the same time. “Hey!!” Bellowed Brock as he was jostled by the impact. Rupert growled, Maria, gagged, and James felt himself being smacked hard by the back of Brock's hand. “Bad dog!”

James tried to make a noise of rage but there was instant feedback from the shock collar around his neck and it was followed moments later by the one wrapped tightly around his balls. His vision blurred, and he collapsed.

It wasn’t but ten minutes later that James found himself crammed inside a too-small dog cage, the metal pressing painfully against his knees. The cage was tucked in between one of the couches and the living room wall. He couldn’t see Brock and Maria in the kitchen, but he could hear their voices. They were having a purposefully loud conversation, no doubt so that he had to hear the torment of their discussion over him as if he was an actual dog that had misbehaved.

“He is just high-spirited Brock, I don’t think he truly meant anything by it.” Maria’s placating voice sounded.

“Maria, I don’t like the idea of you alone with such a dangerous animal,” Brock responded, his voice gruff and broad like the rest of him.

Maria gave a light and airy laugh full of fondness for Brock. “Brock he isn’t dangerous he just isn’t trained that well.” James’s balls recoiled a bit at that, he knew Maria would punish him severely with what she called “Obedience Training” for his transgression. It was however Brock’s next words that made his balls truly retract and a cold shiver slide down his spine.

“Maybe we should have him neutered Maria, that might mellow him out a bit.”

The blood drained from James’s face with horror that only intensified when he heard his wife make an almost orgasmic sounding school girl laugh. “Oh, Brock that’s cruel of you.” 

There was the sound of clothes rustling a bit and then Brock's gruff voice. “Yeah but the idea clearly has you wet.” Maria giggled in response. “Oh, Brock take me now, fuck me good.” There were more sounds of movement from the kitchen and then Maria’s protesting voice. “No, I can’t wait to get upstairs, fuck me on the Couch.”

James groaned and moments later Brock and Maria came into the living room a whirl of clothes coming off right in front of his eyes. Brock roughly pushed Maria, now naked onto all fours onto the opposite couch facing James’s cage before saddling up behind her. Maria arched her ass up into the air, one hand between her legs rubbing her wet clit as Brock began to penetrate her doggy style. She began moaning, an unadulterated noise of passion, and even gave a playful and mocking “Arrrhoooo noise” as Brock pounded her, he threw back his head and joined her with a laugh letting out his own much deeper and louder “Arrrhooooooooo” noise drowning out her and her moans. As he lowered his head back, he glanced over at James huddled in the cold metal cage, forced to watch his best friend and wife fuck mockingly in front of him. He gave James an over-exaggerated wink and held up his hand in the international okay sign. Then grabbed ahold of Maria’s thigh with a slap and really began vigorously giving it to her.

James couldn’t take his eyes off the scene and despite his utter humiliation and frustration as he watched them fuck, he couldn’t help but feel aroused. It had just been too damn long since he had been allowed to cum. Even watching his best friend fuck his wife causes his less than average-sized cock to shamefully stiffen. He finally put his head down and covered his eyes with his paws…. his hands, damn it his hands, not his paws he thought furiously to himself. It was no use though he still had to hear them fucking like animals. It was only after three of his wife’s orgasms before they quit and fell asleep leaving James to his degrading quiet in the cramped cage.

James awoke painfully stiff to the sound of his dog cage being opened, the door in front of him unlatched by his wife’s expensively painted nails, no doubt with money from his former bank account. “Get up Rufus it’s time to come out.”

He shuddered at the dog name she had given him the night she had taken his freedoms away and reduced him to his station as the family’s pet. He achingly and awkwardly clambered out of the cage and as soon as he was all the way out his wife’s hand gently swatted the end of his nose. “Sit.” She commanded him, and he reluctantly sat back onto his haunches just like a dog would.

Maria paced silently back and forth in front of him like a disapproving authority figure for a moment before saying anything. The dread of what would come next from her mouth buried itself deep in James’s stomach and he began to hyperventilate as he thought about what Brock had suggested last night that had led to his and Maria’s energetic fucking on the couch.

“Relax,” Maria commanded him. “I’m not going to let him neuter you boy.” She said seeming to interpret James’s heavy breathing and thoughts. “Though Brock is very angry with you and if you misbehave like that Ever again, I’ll let him take those useless little berries between your legs.”

James whimpered and recoiled as she spoke, but her voice cracked like a whip. “You will remain sitting at attention Rufus!” Her command had the desired effect as it often did on him and he hesitantly straightened back up.

“Good,” Maria said with a curt nod. “Now, listen very closely. I have an arrangement that will work out perfectly for the both of us.” James whimpered again, the last time she had said that he had ended up living his life as a dog. 

“Hush!” She commanded in a stern tone. “You obviously need more Obedience Training though it seems my methods are only so effective.” Maria paused to let that sink in before continuing. “Fortunately, I have an acquaintance, Lady Margret the very one in fact that suggested I modify your behavior by making you my dog.” She smiled down at him and it was an evil vulpine thing. “You see she runs this little event every year or so, a Dog competition if you will. I’m going to enter you in this year’s event, and you are going to perform for me flawlessly.” She held up a finger at him and repeated herself. “Flawlessly”

“This will prove to Brock that you are well trained and not a danger in need of being, snipped.” She made a little scissors motion with her fingers at him as she dragged the last word out, letting it reverberate in his mind. 

James’s brain was reeling. She couldn’t be serious, she was going to enter him in a dog show? Surely even she wouldn’t want to humiliate him that strenuously and publicly. One glance at her cold eyes though told him she did. At that moment he realized this was not some game she was playing with him. He was always and irrevocably just going to be a dog to her. His face fell in revelation and despair. The look of pleasure Maria derived from it standing above him seemed simply orgasmic.

She leaned down to pet his head fondly. “Oh, don’t worry dear pet, it’s not All bad. You see if you do well in the competition you get a little treat.”

He looked up at her again, uncertain as to if he was being tricked but still daring to hope.

“You see Lady Margaret is very, eccentric let’s say and she keeps a whole kennel full of dogs just like you. She likes to keep the best hounds and to that end, at the end of the tournament she chooses the best male and female dogs and allows them to breed.”

James’s mind fuzzed and almost blanked as he was told this. Maria smiled and nudged his cock with her foot, the first touch his dick had experienced from her since she made him a mutt. It instantly and embarrassingly responded causing her to giggle at the pathetic-ness. “You will get to Use this pitiful thing if only the one time.” She cupped his chin, forcing him to keep her eyes as she gently touched her toe to his balls. “Wouldn’t you like that? You could finally mount a Bitch.”

James’s heart hammered in his chest, the bizarre reality of the conversation he was having with his owner…former wife was just too much, but the chance to cum? The chance to cum in a female pushed the surreal nature of the situation from his mind and he nodded his head only half realizing he was agreeing to this humiliation. What other choice was there though he wondered. 

Maria giggled again and retracted her foot. “Good Boy,” she said, patting him on the head. Now let’s start training you.

A few weeks later and James found himself being led by a leash out of the car and naked save for his collar onto the grass. They were in a large field with a mansion of truly epic proportions in the near distance. James looked around forgetting his embarrassment for just a moment as he marveled at how big the place was. There were several cars parked in neat rows along the grass and lots of finely dressed people walking about. Several of them wear leading other Dogs like him along behind them on leashes. Everyone simply carried on like this was a normal experience here at Lady Margaret’s estate. Maria tugged on James’s collar and gave him a warning look as she walked behind Brock who couldn’t stop laughing to himself.

Maria approached a registration booth while Brock went to get the pair something to drink. “I’m here to check-in.” She said to the female attendant. “Name and the name of your dog?” the attendant asked. The table was just high enough that James couldn't really get a good look at her from his position on the ground next to it.

“My name is Maria Alvarez.” She said being sure to use her maiden name. “And my dog’s name is Rufus.” She said with a pleasant smile. The attendant stood up to survey James on the ground before her. “Sex?” she asked, turning to look at Maria who stifled a giggle.

Sex, what the hell? James thought, clearly, she could see he was a male, his dick wasn’t that small.

“Male,” Maria responded, still tittering. The attendant nodded curtly and sat back down. There were some scribbling noises from the table above James before the attendant said in a neutral, almost bored tone. “Take him to the kennels. They are on the west side of the event ground. Start time is in two hours.”

Maria thanked the attendant and rejoined Brock who had a champagne flute for her, they made their way to the kennels with James trailing along behind. Once they arrived at the kennels Maria turned him over to one of the handlers and the pair left laughing and talking.

The handler ushered James into one of the cages which were filled with various other dogs just like him. There must have been at least twenty or more of them. As James looked around he couldn’t see a single one that was female. Confused, he concluded that they must be kept in a separate area. He spent the next two hours languishing in the cage as people came and went seeing to the dogs. The sounds and smells drifting from outside the kennel were ones of happiness and enjoyment. He longed for that freedom but knew it was a thing of the past. This was his place now, he tried to content himself with the fact if he won he would at least get to cum in someone. He took a secret pleasure in the fact it would be another woman other than his wife. It wasn’t much but maybe if he won he could in some small way get back at her for fucking his best friend.

Finally, after a seeming eternity of waiting Maria came into the kennel alone. She, like the other owners, had begun to file in and get their dogs ready to lead out onto the show grounds. She let him out of the kennel cage and removed the pair of shock collars with a stern and quiet warning. “You must look presentable and be naturally obedient when we get out on the field.” She said.

“If you fuck this up or disobey me remember the consequences.” She said making a snipping motion with her fingers. “If you do your best you may even get your rocks off at the end of the day. Understood?!”

James nodded his head and she ruffled his hair then led him out onto the event grounds. There were several people, at least a hundred or more by James’s judgment surrounding the small event field behind a short fence. A judge’s booth stood off to one side and all the owners lined up in front of it with their dogs. Maria told him to hold perfectly still as they had practiced as one of the judges stood up, presumably Lady Margaret, and gave the opening speech, welcoming everyone to her home and event, instructing them all to enjoy the entertainment.

James tuned most of the speech out and looked ahead of him at the other dogs as best he could without moving his head. All he could see from behind was balls, not one of the dogs in front of him was female. He assumed they must be standing in a different part of the line and was disappointed he couldn’t at least ogle a naked female ass.

A small revolver went off startling James, but Maria subtly hissed for him to pay attention and be still. The games began, and James spent the next several hours watching people lead their human dogs through obstacle courses, performing tricks, and obeying commands. In each series of events, all the males would compete then be led off the field back into the kennels before the females were led out onto the field to complete the same event.

The events weren’t hard but incredibly humiliating as he was forced to demonstrate how to roll over, how to sit, how to fetch, how to play dead, and how to run an obstacle course. The embarrassment turned him entirely red more than once as Maria put him through his paces with firm commands in front of such a large crowd who all applauded with courtesy as he and the other dogs performed. The whole time he tried to blank out the experience as it was happening, continuingly telling himself if he could just get through it he could finally fuck and get back at his wife. So, he did his utmost to perform perfectly and tried to swallow his pride and play to the crowd.

Finally, it came time for the judges to make their decision with Lady Margaret presiding over the judgments. When his name was called as first place for the male dogs his heart leapt at the chance for sex, but the feeling was followed quickly on its heels with the absolute and total embarrassment of his degradation. Maria happily led him up onto the winner’s platform to show him off. After a few minutes of cheers, announcements, and praise he was led off and into a small room back behind the judges' table. 

Maria paused at the entrance to put his collar back on and pat his head. “I’m really proud of you Rufus, such a good boy.” She said her voice sweet and encouraging yet somehow scornful as well. She then turned and led him into a cold stone room with several well-dressed people crammed into it. James’s sense of trepidation increased at the presence of so many people so closely scrutinizing him and witnessing his shame. Inside at the exact center of the cold stone room was a large metal table and James’s was made by Maria to hop up on it. The table was cold on his skin and the room was lit so that all the light was shown on the table, leaving the observers in subtle shadows. He shivered, and his skin crawled as Maria hooked the other end of his leash to a link on the side of the table.

Several minutes went by and the observers chatted quietly to themselves, derisively yet lightly laughing at the display before them their comments politely scornful. James began to panic, and he searched the room to fiend Maria intently watching him with an almost hungry look of anticipation. She was pressed hard up against Brock, her ass occasionally shifting sexually against his crotch. One of his big muscled arms draped over her, holding her possessively to him. 

Then the bitch was led in. A woman led another dog into the room and James was disappointed to see she wasn’t that attractive, she was almost completely flat-chested and perhaps a little overweight. Her hair was long and flat with little volume to it covering her face. His disappointment turned to shock however when she was led up onto the table in front of him, to his surprise the bitch wasn’t a bitch at all. Balls dangled down between her legs and her cock was locked beneath a steel cage that completely covered it from view. The observers laughed and hollered their amusement as the bitch was latched into place in front of James, her asshole inches from his nose.

Lady Margaret’s voice sounded from just inside the door. “Ladies and Gentleman, the breeding of this year’s winning dogs will now commence. Another round of laughter sounded from the room at this announcement. Maria called out to James, her voice taunting and cruel with Brock laughing his ass off behind her. “Go on Rufus! Fuck her good, this is the only Pussy you’ll ever get!” With that comment came another round of laughter from the pressing crowd and the cameras started going off clicking and flashing causing James to blink stupidly.

He resisted, horrified. No, no he couldn’t do this, no matter how bad he wanted to cum. He couldn’t, he wouldn’t. He made to back away from the feminized man in front of him, but Maria’s voice made him freeze in place. “If you get off that fucking table, I’m taking you straight to the vet to be snipped.” There was a pause and silence amongst the crowd so that Maria’s now soft voice could easily be heard by everyone. “So, it’s your choice, Rufus, either use it or Lose it.”

James swallowed hard knowing he had no choice he slowly moved forward and began to mount the bitch in front of him, as his cock began to enter her ass, she shuddered beneath him, he closed his eyes with a shudder as he penetrated her, and the crowd laughed. The cameras began to click and flash again and Maria, his once wife shouted out to him. “Good Boy!!”

The End
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