Antonio knew there was no way he could pass himself off as Cramer. Sure, he knew roughly how the forty-pound dog behaved (badly, mostly), but when Angela walked into the yard, Cramer would bark from the other side, and she [i]knew[/i] the Lorri’s didn’t have a dog. He had to swap with the original one, [i]now[/i].

But the Schnauzer was still growling from the other side of the weakened fence post. How could the teenager let the [i]real[/i] dog in, while also going through, and avoid being [b]bitten[/b]?

Maybe being bitten wasn’t so bad. Anything to get out of this predicament! Gritting his teeth, he pushed back through the fence, pushing the broken slat forward despite the flashing teeth on just the other side. Again, he was amazed at his mobility. Dogs are naturally quick, but Antonio experienced something far greater: wheelchair bound before, even [i]walking[/i] was almost beyond his reach. Now, when Cramer barked and snapped his jaws, the boy quickly pulled his head back and darted to the side, facing off against the similar-looking mutt.

What a difference a little gumption made! Cramer’s bullying ceased, standing off with his hackles raised and a low growl in his throat. Antonio just had to convince the damn dog to head back into his own yard. But how?

He’d seen it a dozen times before. The special ed teacher liked to bring in dogs as a therapy sort of thing with the other kids, and he’d always been distant about it. But he knew what to do: he dropped to his belly, paws splayed, tail up and wagging, and as quick as that was done, Cramer relaxed, his own tail starting to wag.

Antonio almost tensed up when the grey pooch walked up to him, but he made himself relax. Cramer was just sniffing, no threats. Still, the teenager watched the dog carefully, from the corner of his eye.

[i]Oh, right![/i] he realized too late. Of course the dog was going to sniff his butt. He tried to resist the urge to spin and run, knowing that would just antagonize the dog further. He tried his best to stay still as Cramer crammed his nose beneath the boy’s tail. Feeling the warmth start to approach from behind, Antonio couldn’t help but shiver in worry, lifting his tail as high as it could go…

He winced, but Cramer just took a polite sniff, warm air blanketing the boy’s tight tail hole. He made no effort to return the favor, but the job was done — Cramer wasn’t upset anymore. Antonio bounded over to the fence slat, hoping to lead the dog back to his yard, and sure enough, then the back door to the Nelson’s house opened, the dog’s ears perked up and he bounded through the fence slat straight into Angela’s arms.

Pushing the fence back into position, Antonio finally released his held breath.

He considered what to do now, but what choices did he have? He could try to alert his parents, but he couldn’t open the door to the house. They’d just hear the neighbor’s dog barking. He briefly considered trying to leap up and retrieve the potion from the cooler. If he drank it again, he might turn back!

But no, the best course of action was to wait. If he was still a dog in the morning, his parents would investigate, and he could convince them he wasn’t Cramer. If he turned back before then, everything would be fine. He just had to wait.

But there was no way in [b][i]hell[/i][/b] he was about to waste his newfound legs. His limit may have only been the small square lawn, but that was all the “sky” in the world to him! Antonio dashed around the yard, jumping and swirling, spinning and flipping, rolling and zooming, until his heart thundered and his chest heaved with exhaustion. He decided to nap out the rest of his time alone, padded up next to his wheelchair and curled up, sleepy. The posture came naturally to him, until he opened his eyes and realized that his snout was basically buried up against his ass.

[i]Gross![/i]

Then he noticed how close his nose was… to [b][i]another[/i][/b] body part.

[i]Oooh….Oh, man...I won’t [/i]ever [i]get this chance again. Let me…lemme just… [/i]

The first lick was like heaven, the musky scent of his cock filling his nostrils. Before he could even whimper out his pleasure, Antonio went ballistic, frantically licking at the first inch of his quivering, newly developed sleeve. The grey sheath stirred against his onslaught, coated in saliva before the strange, pink tip emerged. Antonio considered sucking, but his lips weren’t designed for that. Instead, he lapped eagerly at his crotch. No wonder dogs liked to do this! But while the dogs at school just licked a few times and were done, Antonio was getting hard. Or, rather, growing out. His shaft just felt… hard forever.

Every time he curled his tongue around his glistening cock, he groaned and pumped his hips, until he was literally humping his own face. Any thought of disgust or embarrassment was driven from his mind by the sheer pleasure of sucking your own cock. He could barely even touch himself as an ataxic, and masturbating was hard enough work that it wasn’t even worth it. But [i]this[/i] was something else. Soon, he was panting, his tail thumping against the porch floor.

As eager as he was, he wasn’t ready to [i]swallow[/i], so when he got close, he stuck to running his wide, wet tongue along the base of his cock, and soon enough, he was shooting boiling hot, fresh cum all across his face and belly. His eyes rolled up in his head as his little body trembled from the pleasant exertion.

[i]Well[/i], he thought as he drifted off, [i]at least if I get stuck this way, I’ll have a good hobby...[/i]

When he awoke in the morning, he was lying on the ground, naked, and furless. He didn’t know how long he’d been out, and honestly, he almost didn’t believe the events from the day before. But how else could he explain where he’d ended up?

His parents helped him back into his chair and clothed him, but he got [i]no[/i] end of concern from them. He just wanted them to stop worrying so he could think. They did leave him alone the next evening, and Antonio sat on his back porch yet again, the almost full potion sitting on the cooler beside him.

It [i]had[/i] happened, right? It wasn’t just a dream? Was he sleepwalking? That couldn’t have happened… not with his palsy, right? But Antonio racked his brain, thinking about the occasions, few and far between, where he was able to take a few brief steps — usually with some assistance. Hmm… maybe it’s not entirely impossible… but how had he become naked? He can barely take his clothes off when he [i]tries[/i]. He briefly considered telling his parents. Sure, they might think he was crazy, but when the potion worked...

No, better to get proof [i]before[/i] telling anyone. He had his cellphone. Nothing more concrete than video! It would be a simple matter to prop it up, record it, and get all the evidence he’d need. He set it on the thigh-level cooler, with its stand almost vertical, so it could capture everything.

But did he [i]want[/i] to tell anyone? Antonio had something special that, except for whoever else had bought this batch of water tonic, only [i]he[/i] had. Why did anyone else have to know about it? It could be his secret. Between the dark trees, he swore he saw a buck, the powerful animal staying just out of sight of the house’s bright lights. He closed his eyes, thinking.

[i]The last time I drank this water… I turned into… into Cramer. That was when I[/i] looked [i]at him![/i] Focusing his eyes a little stronger, Antonio noticed an irrefutable confirmation: the curious flick of a large cervine ear. The noble flighty creature was still staring at him, muscles trembling in cautious preparation to run. His eyes widened as his heart started to race: [i]If I drink more of that nasty magic juice… look at that buck before it runs off, and if I get to turn[/i] into [i]him… I could be freer than I’ve ever been in my fucking[/i] [u]life[/u]! [i]I could go wherever I wanted —[/i] [b]do[/b] [i]whatever I wanted! I could…[/i] [b][i]be[/i][/b]… [i]what I’ve always wanted.[/i]

He reached for the bottle, but just at that moment, he heard his neighbor’s back door open, and their dog run out. Angela’s voice called, "Go ahead, Cramer; get outside! G’boooy!"

He heard Angela pause, but also, the typical din of a house in movement; he surmised that she was holding the door open, listening to someone inside. A thought he guessed correctly when she called, "I’m just going to leave him out for now, I’ll bring him in before my exercise!" in exactly the tone any teenager used to yell at their mother.

Angela liked to stay fit. She kept her body toned and muscular for cheerleading and that took work. Antonio sighed, imagining the girl in tight, revealing exercise clothes running a treadmill, her large breasts bouncing up and down with each step. Something he’d never see, because she viewed him as a [u]small child[/u].

[i]Well, fuck that[/i]. [i]I could get the opportunity I never had. Or, should I just… play it safe?[/i]

The large deer who deduced Antonio as no longer a threat, was grazing the leaves and grass in the short distance, looking down while still in eyesight. Angela’s [i]Tramp-[/i]esque Cramer was in the yard next door, cocking his leg up and squirting carelessly on his owner’s flowers.

Antonio had a choice to make.

And he didn’t have much time to make it.
