A King’s Salute
His head pounded, barely able to recall why. His recollection from the night before was faint, but he could remember himself having a lonesome drink at a local all-dogs club. He rubbed his right handpaw against his temple, letting out a painful groan.
“Aargh...” 
His back, butt and balls were unusually cold, so he opened his eyes finally to check out what’s what, rubbing those as well and blinking sharply to restore vision. He examined himself and noted he was sitting on his bare bottom with his back leaning up against a glass wall. Looking around further, he discovered he had woken up inside what appeared to be a reinforced glass box of sorts. Each of the corners were made of reinforced metal, with glass panes all the way surrounding him, the floor and ceiling too, even. 
“What’ve you gotten yourself into this time, King Milton?”, he asked himself rhetorically.  
He transitioned from his sitting position onto his knees, crawling forward toward the pane ahead of him. He placed his paws against the glass and looked around the room his enclosure was in. 
It was a surprisingly brightly lit room with mostly concrete walls, leading King to believe he was in some sort of basement or cellar. Not much in the way of furniture, other than the regular stuff like a simple, brown dresser and some chairs stacked in a corner. There was a stairway almost straight ahead of his position, leading up to a dark, intimidating door, further cementing the belief he was in someone’s underground. 
He could hardly miss the blatant video recording equipment between him and the stairwell. 

“Are you guys seriously filming this!?”, he exclaimed, reactionarily covering his crotch with his paws; his life as a former human taking precedence over his decade as a Pembroke. He should be completely used to being naked all the time by now, but finding himself nude inside this tank with a camera filming him made him exceptionally self-conscious. 
“Okay, guys, you got me. I drank too much orange soda last night and probably made a fool of myself, very funny!”, King presumed as to the reason he was trapped inside this glass cage with a camera filming him. 
The cage was a bit of a tight fit, he found. It was large enough for him to stretch his thighs and torso upright with his knees on the ground, but not high enough for him to stand tall. Examining it closer, though, he could see hoses attached to the cage, and a padlock on the outside, keeping the lid shut. He raised his rear up and stretched out his arms, uncovering his crotch, and tried lifting it, but it barely even moved a quarter of an inch. He was truly locked inside.
“So, what, you’re just gonna keep me in here? What if I need to use the bathroom?”, King tried to convince the dogs on the other end of the footage. It wasn’t entirely fabrication, however, as he did feel a slight pressure at his backside, suggesting he would indeed need to go soon.
But there was no response. Not an inkling that whoever was on the other side had even noticed the corgi was awake inside the cage and talking to them. That would change soon, however, once King heard rumbling through the hoses connected to the tank. Moments later, water began pouring in!
The water filled the tank up quickly, leaving King little time to properly process what was about to happen. He turned back to the camera, a nervous smile on his face revealing his anxiety. 
“Alright, guys, you’ve had your fun now! Y-you’ve given me quite the scare, now please, let me out of here!”
The water level had reached the toes on his footpaws, but he didn’t register just how cold it was until it hit his butt and crotch, which made him jump! He clenched his cheeks together and lifted up his seat, which had been resting on his legs for the past minute and a half. 
“Okay, you can stop this now!”
Within only a minute more, the tank had almost entirely turned itself into a canine aquarium exhibit. The low temperature made his bottom shiver and shrank his junk, and despite that being a totally natural response, King felt a sense of lost pride from it all and shielded his genitalia again from the camera’s view with his left handpaw. 

“Guys, seriously! This has gone too far already! Let me out!”, he insisted with his chin tilted upward as the water level rose past his shoulders and surrounded his neck. With the few seconds he had left of fresh air, King breathed rapidly through open maw. “Hua-hooh, huah-hooh, guah-hooh!”
His hyperventilation ceased once he was forced to turn his muzzle vertical, lest he swallow water early. With only the tip of his snout poking out the water, he emptied his lungs and inhaled sharply, refilling them from the diaphragm and up to the top of his chest, packing as much air inside of him he could manage.
“SsssssssSSSSSSSNNNFFFFF--! Mmb!”
And with that, he was fully submerged. King closed his eyes and pulled a funny face as some of the water instantly rushed into his snout and stung his nose, making him exhale a couple small bursts of air on instinct to alleviate the sting. 
“Flrblffbfbl-fblrffblr!”
He let go of his junk again and put his left finger and thumb over his snout, pinching his nose to stop it from leaking any further. It eased the stinging feeling somewhat, though it still hurt, and would continue to do so until his nostrils acclimated. He opened his eyes and blinked, accustoming them to the cool water’s feel. He expected to not be able to see a thing, but was surprised to find his set of canine eyes being more perceptive than his former human ones. 
As he shifted his hips around, he felt a couple of loose bubbles tickle his taint and balls on their way up to the surface. It felt... Soothing. 

Once the initial discomfort of being submerged had subsided, King looked forward, a bit dumbfounded and confused. What was going on? Why was he in here, and why would his friends treat him like this? 
“Mmnb...”
He leaned his right handpaws against the glass and puffed out his cheeks gently behind his pinching fingers, starting to worry about his breath-holding capabilities. Back when he was human, he could hold it underwater for roughly three minutes with high effort. Would his times be any different at all now that he’s a corgi?
He held onto his breath firmly inside his cheeks and lungs, only letting out the occasional burst of air from his lips. “Blp. Blrbp. Blrblp”.
He looked off to one side of the room, checking once more for sign of life or... anything at this point, really. But that's when he felt it; that same feeling he felt before: A pressure building in his rear. 
King was already butt-ass naked inside a water-filled tank, holding in his breath, with his sheath and balls on clear display dangling from his nether region. No way would he allow himself to be degraded further by farting out a giant barrage of bubbles from his ass into the water, which would surely not go unnoticed. 
With a slightly strained expression and his eyes closed, King clenched his ass cheeks hard and focused his mind on refraining from letting his butt gas go, though the pressure was ever-growing. 
Knowing he wouldn't be able to hold it in forever--both his breath and his flatulence--King turned to the camera with a pleading gaze. 
"Eblnbloublghblb!!", he erupted after about three seconds of staring, knowing he would waste a lot of air talking underwater like that. Still, he deemed it worth a shot to let his captors know they had gone too far. 
“Iblbl cabln’tbl blrbeablthble-mmnb!!”
He actually expected a response this time, but his bubbly display was met with nothing more than silence—and a decrease in air. But surely his friends wouldn't allow him to actually drown! Right..?
He looked up toward the ceiling, unintentionally blowing bubbles from his nose. He could see them all gather among the air he had already let go of, forming a small upside-down puddle of exhaled breath. 

“Bfloorbl-fblrblp..!”
But what if this wasn't his friends, what if it was somebody else entirely, having dognapped King for their own sick, twisted pleasure!
"MMbblrbl-mmnb!!"
The thought rummaged through his mind. What if he had been mistaken all this time, and that his friends have no idea what is happening to him? 
«Will I actually drown in here? No, it can’t...», he gulped.
But it could, and he was. He held his breath securely, trying utmost not to panic at the thought of actual drowning. «Remain calm, King. Count your heartbeats. One, two, three, four... Zen, stay zen...»
He tried thinking calming thoughts, replaying memories happy memories from his time as a dog. His first encounter with Fox, his first introduction to Bailey, when she said yes to his proposal, his wedding, and so forth. 
King’s meditation seemed to help for a short while, slowing down his heartrate and pushing back his first contraction by at least half a minute. Inevitably, though, it had to come eventually. 
"Umb-blooblrblurbl-blrbl..!"
His first convulsion came outta nowhere and took King by surprise, leading to him involuntarily blurting out a mouthful of air. His cheeks deflated some after releasing its contents, but he was quick to re-inflate them again, as he felt another hurl coming on. Except this time, he was prepared for it and managed to keep the air within his bulging cheeks. 
«Just hold on, King! Keep resisting! You can do it!!»
Terrified of the thought of drowning, King once more turned to the camera with pleading eyes, both handpaws pressed against the tank. He was tempted to speak up once more, but considering how much air he had already spent, he wisely chose not to bubble-talk and savour his breath. 
“Mmnnb! ...Mmb? Mmmnb-mmn!!”
«Shit! Oh shit!»

Whilst petitioning for his survival, not only did he feel a huge pressure in his chest and throat to exhale, but he also had an immense pressure building up in his butt still. In response to this, King’s thighs interacted to try and hide his tightly-clenched ass cheeks, praying that his rear-end shenanigans went on unnoticed. 
“MMNNG!!”
«Please, please, please!» King closed his eyes and begged his butt to ease its compulsion. Any other time, he would simply let his intestines have its will and let the fart free, but with argus eyes watching his every move, his sense of pride and integrity prevented him from doing so.
«I can’t let out such a big fart in front of whoever’s watching me – there’s no way it would go unnoticed underwater!»
“Grrllrrrmmg!”, his belly growled loudly, dissatisfied with King’s insistence on keeping the methane imprisoned. He hoped deeply that his rumbling wasn’t as loud to the camera as it was to himself, for if it was, his internal battle would be made much clearer. 
“Mmn-mmnb! Bluorblrblpf!”, bubbles discharged from his lips.  
Feeling the pressure from both ends, King pinched his nose shut to prevent a convulsion from making him cough up precious air, and he once again turned his gaze to the recording device. King’s ears pointed down toward the floor, revealing his dread, whilst his innocent eyes looked the cutest and scaredest they had ever been. 
He removed the fingers from his nose and, through puffed cheeks, a frown made itself clear. Using that same hand, the corgi hammered on the glass and made another audible plea for his life. 

“Hblerbelrblp!! Pbleablse! I’blm dblroblwniblngbl-blrbl--mmn!!”, he blurted out through his bloated cheeks, his voice muffled by the liquid surrounding him. 

He waited in anguish for five, maybe six seconds with half-puffed cheeks for something to happen, for him to be liberated. When nothing happened, he parted his lips a second time and continued his high-pitched yelping:
“Soblmeblodbly hbleblrblp mbleblebleblbl!!” 
His lungs depleted promptly for each bubble he wasted, deflating his chest whilst his stomach got sucked in as a convulsion hit him – hard.
The bubbly begging followed by the painful contraction of his diaphragm was enough for King to forget his other pressing matter: Keeping those butt-cheeks clenched. The corgi relaxed his rear muscles just enough for him to accidentally release the massive fart built-up inside. 
“PFFPBLPBPPFRBLRPT-PFFPBLRT!!”
The fart propelled out from his crack in the shape of two giant clouds following each other in rapid succession, with smaller bubbles trailing after them. The blaring toot vibrated his butt and clapped his cheeks for the duration of it. Some of the bubbles tickled his tail on their way up for the surface, where they joined his previously exhaled breaths and formed a slightly larger “air” pocket. 
King’s face froze in terror, shocked and in disbelief of the act he just performed. His expression that of a slightly open mouth with wide-open eyes, ears slanted down, and a few trickles of air popping from his facial orifices, brushing against his muzzle’s fur on their way up. 
«D-did I really just... Fart? I-in front of the camera... Oh dog, how humiliating!»
The release of all that built-up gas felt almost arousing, contributing to even more embarrassment on the corgi’s part, his cheeks lighting up like a Yule tree from the absolute humiliation he was going through. Not only was he holding his breath and trying not to drown, but he also let go of his biggest fart ever, all whilst being recorded!? 
King felt indignant as Hell, yet swallowed some of his pride and dared look into the camera’s lens, his visage still lit up. The look he presented was a mixture of trepidity, anger, and resentment for what they had him endure.
The thought of being on his knees underwater, naked and holding his breath, and having farted in front of who-knows-how-many was getting to him, but his focus was swiftly snapped back to the more important matter at hand once another hard convulsion set in. 

“BLORBLBL—Mmnb!”, he emitted.
He puffed out his cheeks wide again and placed a paw on his chest, sensing his heart palpitate madly inside, stressed from having so little oxygen left to work with. The ache was almost unbearable; he needed to breathe NOW. His stomach sucked itself in and his chest heaved every time his diaphragm tried to force him to breathe, his ribcage even slightly visible through his fur.
“Mmbr-! Blrbl!”
Looking around in mad panic both left and right, scouring the concrete environment in utter despair, King still didn’t see a salvation. Eventually, he shifted his gaze upward and spotted the silvery, upside-down puddle on the tank’s ceiling again, and the thought hit him: «What if I breathe in what I’ve already exhaled?»
He knew it wouldn’t last him for long, but it would be better than nothing. It would at least tell his diaphragm to shut up for a second. Maybe long enough for someone to rescue him! Oh, such a naïve corgi.
He lifted up his right knee with his foot planted flat on the floor and were only a moment away from lifting himself upward when he remembered that at least about half of the “air” in the air pocket consisted of bubbles from his own butt.
«No, I can’t breathe that in! It won’t fulfill anything and it will be even more humiliating than farting in the first place. I can’t breathe in my own fart!! The stench alone...»
He kept convincing himself not to resurface, but with every convulsion that hit him and bubble that betrayed him, he lost more and more control over himself. Eventually, he could no longer act on free will, but on instinct. He stood up within the tank enough to poke his snout past the waterline, blew out the water inside his sinuses, closed his eyes, and immediately began sucking in the contents of the pocket, his handpaws planted flat against the top for support. 
“Ssnnniiiiiff!!”

He refilled his belly and chest with stale air and fart bubbles until there wasn’t enough left to suck in safely. The pocket was nearly all gone—now residing inside of him instead—with only a few minute pockets here and there still trapped on the ceiling. 
He opened up his eyes and pushed himself back down onto his knees, still facing in the camera’s direction. Water once more rushed into his nose and so he pinched, although he realized it would appear for the camera he was pinching for an entirely different reason.
«Ugh, they’ll think I’m pinching because of the fart!»
To preserve what remained of his dignity, he bravely let go of his nose to avoid the humiliation. 
“Blorblrbl-blrbl...brbl...”

It did mean he lost a little bit of air, but for the sake of what was left of his pride, it was well worth it. His cheeks inflated again, and he could taste the gases on his tongue. Yuck!

“Mmn, mmnbg-mm!”
King banged with his closed fists against the glass again, conveying to his best efforts how much he desperately needed to be freed, lest he drowns. Though, that’s precisely what they are after, isn’t it?
For some reason, the corgi felt blood flushing down toward his member, causing it to grow and twitch. He looked down on it with confusion and disgust and, almost instinctively, covered his crotch with both his paws.
“Mmblorbl-blbl—mmn!?”

«What the Hell! A-am I getting turned on by this!?»
He could feel his sheath growing to its full-sized length, and could feel his heart palpitating faster in order to keep it that way. This was the last thing he needed.
«»No, stop it, heart! You’re just wasting valuable air!»
As if having farted and then re-breathed said fart wasn’t embarrassing enough, now he was also brandishing a stiffy! He closed his eyes and tried his best to ignore it; to think of something un-arousing so he could calm himself down and let his pride slacken.

King closed his eyes and vigorously tried thinking thoughts consisting of things or events he deemed disgusting: Kibble; sniffing butts, or worse: having his own butt sniffed; doing his “business” outdoors; and lastly, he thought of spending extended amounts of time together with Pete and Bino. 
«It’s working! I can feel it softening! Keep going, don’t stop now! Think unappealing things!»

The half-mast corgi kept on coughing up stuff that turned him off: How much he misses the taste of chocolate, Duchess’ sexual advances, his former human life before he became a dog and befriended Fox. Fox...
«Oomf, Fox...~»
A surge of blood promptly re-inflated his white cock, twitching and leaking to the thought of his crush. The temptation to grip this rigid and stroke it was immense, and in an attempt to at least stop its uncontrollable twitching and leakage, he grabbed and held onto it firmly with his right paw. 
“Mmnblrbl...~”
His mind had by far wandered in a different direction, disappearing into a state of mind he could not stop. He started thinking of his friend, Fox, whom he’d always had a minor crush on. 
Moreover, now that Fox had come out as openly gay given his intimate relationship with Mungo, King’s mind strayed further into the idea of he and him together. 
Sure, he had Bailey and the pups and loves them to no end, but he imagined how his life would have turned out had he had the courage to ask Fox out all those years ago...
Without consciously noticing, King failed to control himself and began toying with his joystick by tugging on it softly up and down whilst he thought of Fox’s firm ass and musky junk.

“Mmn... Ooblrblb-mmnblrbl...~”
Unable to soothe his mind due to this fantasizing of Fox’s naughty bits, King’s phallus refused to abide by his original wishes and, due to his unconscious play, became even more excited. 

“Umph... Mmb... Umfblbr-mmbr...”

His thoughts were now solely occupied by his crush, his handsome, adorable crush. His voice, and how comforting it is to hear, and how much he desired to hear it again. His physique, and the way his tail curled and would sway from side to side as he walked...and how much he desired to be on the receiving end of his captivating dick. 

He snapped back to reality once he felt his member jolt, followed by a contraction. He opened his eyes and looked down to the rod caught in his grip and he realized he had been pawing off!
«Dammit, no! You can’t fucking masturbate right now! You... I, I c-can’t...»

He let go of his throbbing boner and gulped, experiencing feelings of shame and indignity. However, upon further speculation and nigh-irresistible arousal, considering it would likely be his last fap ever anyway, King decided to simply give in. Screw his integrity! He could do with the distraction...
King turned his body around so he wasn’t facing the camera, because there was no way he would give them the satisfaction. They’d need to settle for the backside view. He felt mighty conflicted about what he was about to do, because even though they wouldn’t be able to see it directly, they would indubitably be able to tell what he was doing. 
«I can’t believe I’m about to do this... Dog, it’s so awkward, but... I might as well, right..?»
He closed his eyes and grabbed onto his balls with his left hand and gripped his extended shaft with his right, ready to paw off, starting the yanking off slow but speeding up quickly. With each stroke, his dick throbbed and twitched in his hand and it felt like nothing he had ever felt. 
The enticement was enough to almost make him completely forget about his predicament, if only for a small moment. 
“Mmmn! Mmblrbl... Mmnb! Mmnb-nng! Blorblrbl-mmnb..!”
He couldn’t help but blurt out breath after breath from the occasional stroke in conjunction with his contractions, alternating between blowing out the nose and through his puffed cheeks, sporadically both at the same time if the stroke felt particularly good. 
His pelvis moved up and down and forward and back in small shifts, and his black butt cheeks bounced in tandem from all the friction happening up front. 
He was imagining himself outside in his backyard; that he was masturbating at the bottom of the pool, hence his airlessness. He pictured himself all alone with all the time in the world to just let himself get lost in the moment, thinking of kissing and caressing his best friend.
«Oh, Fox... Your chest is just so alluring! I love the way it feels when I stroke my fingers through your fur, sensing your pecs and heartbeat...»
«How can an ass be this tight and firm, yet also bouncy and soft to the touch? You amaze me, dog~»
He felt his balls were ready to spurt, but he didn’t want it to end so soon! In addition, woefully, he also felt another pressure building up in his rear again. He clenched his butt cheeks tightly together to block his tailhole like last time, although he knew this course of action wouldn’t go unnoticed this time around with his bum in clear view of the recorder’s lens. 
«Not again! It was awkward enough the first time around! Why am I so damn gassy? Gross!»
This urgent quandary did yield some dividends. He got his wish regarding premature ejaculation, but at what cost? Would it be worth it to let rip another fart for the audience simply for a gratifying climax? He highly doubted he’d be able to contain the fart until it was all over regardless. He would surely let it slip by accident once the juices started to flow.
Screw it. 
He eased the tension in his rear and let the gas trapped inside roam free, propelling it out between his cheeks toward the ceiling in decreasingly-sized bursts. 
“PFFTBFLbfbltfblp-fbltfbl! Fffbtplurfbltfblp--bffbltfblp!”
At the same time he gassed from behind, with a few more tugs to his pride, his erection forcefully spilled its juices from the front. He proceeded to stroke into the afterglow, and he watched as his seed spewed out from his tip with each forward pull. His cum floated around the tank as expected, some of it sticking to the tank’s walls, although most of it settled onto the floor or remained in motion around the water. 
Although he would have never admitted to it, pawing had never felt as good as this. It was likely his most pleasurable pawing session ever, so at least he would go out having experienced one last act of self-love, he figured. 
Naturally, he was incapable of containing the stale air inside his lungs for much longer once his climax had been reached. With the release of his sperm, he also relinquished a lot of air kept inside of him in one large, gut-wrenching moan split into bursts of three. 
“Mmbloorblrbl—mmnb-blrbloorblorbl—blorblrbl-mmnr!”
«Oh, fuck!!»
The moment the enthralling feeling of ejaculation had subsided, in concord with his bubbly moan, King’s diaphragm convulsed and he accidentally swallowed a few drops of water down his throat through his nose. Thankfully, not enough to send him into a coughing fit—just yet. 
Since his nostrils had by far acclimated themselves to being submerged, the water that siphoned through it paled in comparison to the excruciating pain in his chest and abdomen. Oh, how he longed for the delectable taste of fresh air.

He turned around in panic and shame to face the camera one last time and whimpered aloud, pathetically, with his sullied handpaws on the glass:
“Mmnng! NNngg-mmb!! MMNNGGlrgl!!!”
«Air, I need air! I need to breathe!!»
His lament went unanswered, as expected, and he could swear he felt his heart jump up to his throat. It was pulsating like never before, distressingly striving to provide oxygen to King’s bloodstream. His diaphragm refused to relax even for a second, heaving in and out—much as it could with what little air he had left to work with—multiple times per second. 

“Mmn-mmn-mmn-mmnb! Bblrbl!! Mmb-mmn-mmn-mmnb!”
«I’m drowning! I’m drowning!!»
The penurious corgi could hardly even puff out his cheeks, only managing to bulge them out ever so slightly before sucking them in again in rapid fashion – so much so his fangs were almost visible through them. 
“Blurbl-blrbl! Mnn-mmnb! Blrbl-blbl... blrbl-mmn!”
With each puff out, stale air was expelled from his nose and mouth in concert with his spasming belly, all of it haring for the surface in small streams of silvery spheres.
“Blorblbl! ... Blrblrb! ... Blorblrbl! ...Blorblurbl-mmn!”
His eyes kept blinking and straining with each agonizing heave, his vision blurred so much he could hardly tell where he was even facing. “Not that it matters”, his mind told him.
King removed a paw from the glass and onto his chest, feeling himself growing tired; weak. Water kept sneaking its way through his nose every other drag, relocating the torment from chest-cramps to asphyxiation via choking. Most of the aching had actually stopped, surprisingly, but his torture was not over yet. It was merely replaced by extreme discomfort and drowsiness. 
The amount of CO2 in the hapless corgi’s system was way above recommended dose, not to mention his O2 saturation being far below what one needs to survive, to the extremes he was starting to lose feeling in his extremities as his body stopped supplying them with oxygenated blood, focusing solely on keeping his heart beating and his brain alive. 
His eyes felt heavy now too, barely able to keep them open. Likewise with his lips, which he could no longer keep shut. 
“Huaraargl-gurgll--!!”
The water gushed down his throat soon as they separated, most of it going down into his stomach, but small amounts also entered his lungs. This triggered him to wake again, his eyes shooting open, pupils minute, and he gripped his throat with all the force he could muster. 

“Gykh!! Grgurgll! Glrgll-gurglm! Gurglgb—ugghrbl!!”

The drowning dog kept sputtering; writhing and coughing up water only to immediately recycle it back in. Rinse and repeat a few times and King quickly returned to his former state before the energy boost.
“Gulp, gurgle...grgll...”, he hiccupped as he took on water. 
He let go of the grip he had on his throat since he was no longer able to control his limbs. The hypoxia had made them numb, like that crawling-ants feeling you get if you sleep too long with your arm under your pillow. He had by far lost his critical thinking at this point too, mostly hallucinating now about his triumphant egress, barely able to cling onto a single thought for more than a second: 
«Escape... Breathe... Air... ...Air...Yes, good»
King’s absolute final thoughts went along the lines of “wait, am I... dead?” as he barely felt his heart beating even once. Clearly, he wasn’t yet, but extremely close. 
Whilst still on his knees, the drowned dog’s now-limp body tilted forward, his face smeared one side against the glass, chest pressed up against it with his arms hanging by the shoulders with idle paw-stubs. His toes were fully relaxed and separated, and his spent sheath and nuts dangled gently from his pelvis.

One final, puny bubble vacated his left nostril before King’s mind finally shut off, taking the world away from him and becoming dark. His worst nightmare had become a reality...
The End. 
