Derrick was fucking disgusting, and he knew it.
The black pig always reeked of BO… because he never stopped sweating… because he was so fuckin obese. His armpits and crotch and ass were so thick and hairy that they seemed to trap the stink of his strong musk and cock juice in them even when he had a shower. But then again, he was such a lazy piece of shit that he’d regularly go a week without washing. Why bother, anyway? It’s not like he was trying to impress anyone. All the people who used to care about him had drifted out of his life as he became consumed with the pleasure of his little cock and fat balls.
He’d been a freak his entire life -- entirely inept at forming connections with regular people, so ugly that other furs struggled to look him in the eyes, and so comfortable in his own filth that anyone who got even a brief insight into his sick life bolted the other way. But he didn’t have much interest in other people in the first place. Because he had child porn instead.
All he cared about was finding increasingly messed up and darker material of children being raped. In the moments he was forced to be away from his computer, all the fat black pig wanted -- needed -- was to get back back home so he could log on, tug out his cock, and beat it to some crying cubs. As much as he loved it, it was also an escape from his generally fucking miserable reality -- a compulsion, and an addiction, where he was always chasing something more, something darker, and something worse. 
It was through the years of endless masturbation to kiddie porn, sitting at his computer chair soaked in his own sweat and sperm and stink, that Derrick found his true purpose. Though he was deeply, deeply unhappy with his life, child porn was where he found his pleasure. In retrospect, this was always going to happen.
The day he kidnapped a child for himself, everything changed.
From then on, he felt lighter, taller, prouder. He could clop down the street with his head held high and a grin across his chubby face, not giving a fuck what anyone thought of him, because he knew what he had waiting at home. He used to loathe himself for his weakness and cowardice, but now… 
Derrick felt like a god. 
The puppy was called Tyler. For all the time they’d spent together, Derrick had never had much interest in talking to the kid at all, and he knew little more than the fucktoy’s name. He had zero interest in where the cub came from, or what kind of kid he was, or what he wanted to be, because Derrick had given the young life a new purpose now. And the only thing it involved was pleasuring the pedo pig’s penis. Like every other cub on earth, Tyler was only useful as a sex toy. And Derrick didn’t need to know anything about his little whore in order to use him for that. 
Every morning he’d wake up in his stinking bed, on top of never-washed sheets stained with his sweat, piss, and cum, and instantly get a raging boner because his cock and balls were smushed against a nine year old dalmatian boy’s face. He slept in tight musky briefs with the cub’s head trapped against his crotch, after all, the little boy’s body strapped around one of the pig’s fat thighs. 
So all he needed to do to get off in the morning was roll over a little to cram his throbbing cock between Tyler’s sweet, soft young lips, grinding his hips around and groaning until he busted a load inside the cub’s mouth. And if he rolled on top of the puppy to seal his mouth, he wouldn’t even need to get up to take his long morning piss. He could just fill the young boy’s tummy instead. 
He’d work out three or four thick loads each morning in this way, pumping his personal fucktoy full of pig semen and piss, before rolling out of bed and jumping into his work uniform, his cock still dripping with urine or cum. He’d leave his little whore tied up in the bathroom with a bowl of food, like a pet dog, and leave for work. And that’s where Tyler would sleep -- on the bathroom tiles during the day. It was, apparently, difficult for the little kid to get much rest with his face smushed against Derrick’s hot, sweaty, stinking junk all night.
During his work shifts, the pig fantasised about what he was going to do to the cub when he got home, and he would get lost in his head, leaking cock snot into musky briefs -- damp underwear that he’d use to trap the cub’s head against his cock again that night.
Then when he got home, he’d strip down to his underwear and retrieve his child toy from the bathroom, cramming his precum-sloppy cock inside the boy’s lips within seconds of seeing him, and frantically facefucking him against the bathroom wall, letting out all his pent-up lust from the day, grunting and panting and groaning, “Ughhh… fuckin bitch… fuckin cunt… fuckin getting raped… fuck yeaaaahhhh!”
Then he’d cum down the boy’s throat so hard that his legs would often give way and he’d end up lying on the floor, hands grasping the little boy’s skull as he fucked it onto his spurting cock during a minute-long orgasm.
His nights were a simple bliss. He would stuff his face with snacks, gulp down beer after beer, watching TV or scouring the dark web for CP with Tyler’s face buried in his crotch… and he would cum, and cum, and piss, and cum, all night.
Even before he kidnapped the kid, he used to not care about living in filth, but… now… 
Oh, he was bad. Shockingly disgusting. And he grew to love it.
Being a fucking huge hulking pig, he would cum a lot, and piss even more, so the tiny cub would often struggle to take it all down, especially when his mouth was numb and aching from sucking cock for hours on end. Spooge and piss would often spray out of his mouth and down his soft, sweet body, soaking into his fur, the carpet, and the chair or couch Derrick was sitting on. It meant that the black pig’s house reeked of his musk and piss and cum all the time. And fuck, he loved breathing it, smelling it, and sitting in it. It was so fucking dirty, and it felt so good.
He didn’t even bother taking the puppy to the bathroom when the kid needed to piss from the sheer volume of pig urine and semen he was guzzling. When the little toy whimpered that he needed to pee, and begged his captor to let him use the bathroom, Derrick would just toss a towel down on the floor and keep on fucking the cub’s muzzle until the kid’s bladder eventually gave way and he would piss all over himself, whining and trembling as his little cock helplessly sprayed urine everywhere.
Derrick, of course, would rape the cub’s ass hard all over the house several times a day, screaming and groping and beating his chest in raw pleasure as he exploded inside the kid’s guts. Sometimes, if the kid had a full bladder, and if Derrick fucked him hard enough, Tyler would lose control and start pissing everywhere while the pig rammed his ass. But Derrick never stopped and never cared. Within a couple of weeks, there wasn’t a single piece of furniture in his house that hadn’t been pissed on by the cub as he had his tiny body viciously rammed by the fat pig, and the piss raped out of him.
The weekends were particularly bad.
The only thing Derrick wanted to do was rape Tyler. So, one day, that’s literally all he did -- he didn’t even get out of bed once. With a pile of snacks and leftovers and beer on his bedside table, the obese pig could just lie there in his own funk and filth and enjoy himself as he used the dalmatian boy in every way possible. 
First, he fucked the boy’s face by lying on his back and thrusting his hips up and down. With the cub’s head trapped inside the material of his underwear, he could just hump away, using both of his hands to rub and squeeze his fat piggy tits, groaning loudly to himself, “Fuckin little cockslut… uggggh… guhhhhh… so nice on my pedo dick… faceraping little bitch… little cunt… mmmmngh…”
While Tyler was still gulping down the pig’s spooge, Derrick’s dick softened enough for him to relieve himself inside the boy’s mouth as well, though much of his piss sprayed out of the boy’s lips and soaked the underwear around his face. That was the dalmatian cub’s problem, though, as he then had to lie there, breathing in stinking ball funk and air filtered through urine-soaked material for the next half an hour as the pig chugged a beer and shovelled food into his mouth, grunting and snorting happily.
He fucked Tyler’s mouth again, this time rolling on top of him and pinning him against the bed as he grinded his hips against the kid’s face until he emptied his balls again, before freeing the cub from his underwear for the first time that day. He wasn’t sure the puppy would see that as an improvement, because Derrick hugged him inside an arm while he watched TV from his bed. Much to Tyler’s misery, he pinned the cub’s face inside a reeking armpit, and while the puppy sobbed and squirmed to try to get free from the powerful manly stench of his pit, Derrick grinned to himself, groping the boy’s sweet ass and slipping a fat finger inside his tight ring.
He rode the boy’s face for a while, too, suffocating the cub in his saggy hairy nut sack on and off, before burying the sweet little muzzle deep inside his fat ass cheeks to probe his asshole while he beated his penis -- though he slid back and buried his cock inside the gasping boy’s mouth right before he blew his load.
Tyler spent most of the day with his face down in Derrick’s crotch, and as the pig filled his tummy many times over with different kinds of liquid, eventually the kid lost control over his aching bladder and pissed the bed, leaving a big dark patch in the sheets.
Derrick smushed the boy’s face into that wet puddle as he raped the dalmatian’s sweet tight asshole, his sweaty fat rolls entirely enveloping the cub’s tiny body and jiggling back and forth as he smacked his hips against Tyler’s round cheeks. He always loved anal, not just for the heavenly tight anus squeezing his cock, but because that’s when Tyler cried and screamed -- the most beautiful noise Derrick had ever heard. It was enough to make him blow load after load after load inside the kid over hours -- pausing only to catch his breath and regain his energy, but never pulling out of that sweet ring. While the kid wailed from getting raped, Derrick just squealed and moaned with pleasure, “Get raped, bitch… fuck yeah… fuck yeah! Fuckin whore cunt! Fuckin rapin you with my dick! Sweet little kidnapped boy… I fuckin own you. I’m fuckin slamming you! Gonna fill you up with my load! Yeahhhhh… MNNGUHHHHH!”
His night was much of the same, except he forced the dalmatian boy to watch hours and hours of other sweet young things getting raped in videos from the dark web by huge furs with way-too-big schlongs -- all the time, either molesting, faceraping, or assfucking the young cub in his bed.
Derrick viewed the young fur as a sex toy, and not as a person, so he rarely replied when his bitch spoke to him. It had been days since Tyler had bothered talking, but this night he surprised the pig by trying again.
“P...please… let me g-go home…” he whimpered unsteadily, sniffling back tears, looking at the pig with soft round pleading eyes. “I w-won’t tell anyone a-anything”.
Derrick smiled to himself. And this night, just like every other night…
He didn’t even bother to reply.
The pig strapped the crying kid to his thigh, even as the puppy’s distressed pleas grew louder, and forced the cub’s head inside the pair of musky briefs he was wearing before rolling over onto his side, happily smacking his lips as he prepared for a restful sleep after a long day of sex and pleasure and hedonism.
The truth, of course, was that he needed this cute young sex toy in his life. He’d grown tired and bored of CP, and needed something more intense to satisfy his relentless sex drive. The young cub could cry about it all he wanted -- Derrick planned on using and abusing him for sexual relief long into the future.
As well, after getting so much pleasure from the dark web for so long, the obese pig was looking forward to finally giving something back -- helping sick fuckers like himself get off to kids being raped, inspiring pervs around the world to satisfy their needs by claiming young fucktoys for themselves, and opening their eyes to the truth.
Cubs existed for masculine adult men, like himself, to use for sexual gratification -- and no other reason.
What he was doing was right. This was how it was meant to be -- how the world was meant to work. Tyler was fulfilling his purpose, and Derrick was living out his destiny as the filthy pedo kid-raper he’d always dreamt of being.
It was only gonna get filthier, nastier, and darker from here. Derrick never been happier, and he had no intention of stopping anytime soon. He was gonna use his cute young toy for all he was worth, raping the light out of his sweet young soul until Tyler came to view himself the same way Derrick saw him. 
A ball-huffing, piss-gulping, dick-milking, cum-drinking, fucktoy.
And nothing else.
