As Samantha towered over him, Hunter prepared himself for the next potential dare, hoping that Samantha would be lenient. However, as he caught a glimpse of the wicked grin on the tiger’s face, he knew that it would probably be anything but normal. But just as the tiger cub went to open her mouth to take her turn, Toby interrupted. “Hey!” he said in between heavy breaths, his body still recovering from the intense sensation that it had just experienced. Samantha’s head immediately swiveled towards the fox, giving him an angry glare. Apparently Toby didn’t seem to care about Samantha’s dissatisfaction as he spoke up again, “You lost your turn, Samantha! I didn’t tell you to stop,” Toby said smugly, a big smile on his face as he called out the other cub.

Samantha’s glare quickly faded at the sudden realization, soon letting out a sigh of annoyance. “Fine, I guess you’re right. Take your turn,” the tiger cub said in an exasperated tone. As soon as Samantha confirmed Toby’s claim, the fox’s face lit up as he took his turn. “Alright, Samantha, I dare you to tug the doggies wee-wee for the next five minutes. And when the time is up you have to use your diaper.” Almost immediately, Samantha’s hand balled into a fist, her arm visibly shaking as she tensed up. Noticing this, Hunter let out a small snicker as he heard the dare, especially finding the ending funny. Although Hunter’s snicker quickly became a low whine as she now instead glared at him. “Fine,” she said with an agitated tone, “But I am going to take my next turn during this.” Samantha waited a brief moment as if in anticipation of Toby refusing her rule manipulation, but the fox didn’t seem to care. And within a few moments the tiger spoke up again, “Okay doggie, get on your arm and knees and let’s get this over with,” she said as she let out another sigh, while tossing her slick sock out of view.

Hunter immediately complied, rolling himself over and balancing himself on his arms and knees, blushing as his shaft swung around, still throbbing. He was too embarrassed to admit it, but the wolf was looking forward to this, as he assured himself that this would finally get him off and he would be able to think straight again. And he hoped even more that if Samantha got annoyed enough, she might just call the whole game off. However, any forward thinking that he had was swiftly ended as he felt the tiger’s small hand grip his cock, his shaft twitching in response immediately, which caused him to blush as he heard the tiger let out a stifled laugh.

The next few moments were a bit awkward as nothing really happened, however, soon Hunter felt the tiger’s paw glide down his shaft, causing the wolf to bite his lip as he held back a moan. Despite hoping for the game to end soon, Hunter suddenly wished it would last forever as he lost himself in the pleasure of the moment. Although then he began to worry a bit as he felt the paw leave his shaft, soon feeling it placed at the base of dick once more as he felt the paw begin to travel down again. It was then that he realized that the tiger was going to take it as slow as possible, causing the wolf to whine pitifully. Although Hunter’s whine was cut short as the hand once more slide down his shaft, the hand disappearing once it reached the tip, only to be felt again at the base. It definitely wasn’t the pace that he had wanted, but Hunter could hardly keep himself from moaning loudly with each slow tug.

After about a minute or so, Samantha finally spoke up, seemingly ready to take her turn now that the babysitter turned plaything had turned to putty in her hands once more, a sick sense of satisfaction washing over the cub as she saw droplets of pre dripping from the needy wolf’s tip. “Truth,” she said sweetly as her hand traveled down the doggy’s shaft again. “Do you prefer males or females more?” the cub asked inquisitively. “Both!” Hunter gasped out, his mind panicking as he couldn’t seem to stop himself from saying it. The wolf wasn’t sure why the cub was asking this, but he barely had the capacity to worry about it as the hand continued to slowly rub down his leaking shaft. Almost at once, both Toby and Samantha challenged this claim. “Liar!” they said in unison. “You can’t like both; you’re only allowed to pick one!” Toby challenged. “Yes you can,” Hunter tried to argue, but his claims were cut short as Samantha stuck a few of her tiny fingers into the wolf’s well lubed anus. “He’s right you know, and I guess since you won’t tell us the truth, we’ll have to extract the truth from you.”

For once, both of the cubs seemed to be in agreement as Toby rapidly nodded his head.

Not liking the direction this was going Hunter tried to scuttle away from the par of cubs. However, he didn’t make it very far as Samantha briefly began to rapidly stroke the poor wolf’s shaft, quickly turning his movement to get away into a frantic humping of the cub’s hand. As Hunter was left desperately trying to hump into the tiger’s hand, whimpering in humiliation, the cubs began to talk amongst themselves. “But how can we prove which he prefers?” Toby asked curiously, a question that even Samantha wasn’t entirely sure how to answer at first. However, a few seconds later Samantha’s eyes lit up, an idea apparently coming to mind. “Well obviously if the puppy shoots his milk while I stroke him, he prefers girls, right?” the tiger said matter-of-factly as she lessened her grip around the needy wolf’s shaft, which was shortly followed by a whine as Hunter felt the friction against his erection diminish significantly. Toby seemed to agree with this assumption as he nodded his head. Still frantically humping against what felt like just the hairs of the tiger’s hand, Hunter could only moan as he overhead the cub’s discussing what they were going to do to him. He definitely didn’t approve of what was happening, but whenever he tried to speak up, Samantha managed to silence him with a well-timed squeeze of his shaft. Each time eliciting another drop of pre to fall onto the carpet, which now had a large damp spot on it from all the precum that had been milked from the wolf’s shaft.
With the cubs finally coming to a decision of how to solve this dilemma Toby ran off into another room to do whatever it was he planned to do. However, in the mean time Samantha continued to gently work Hunter’s shaft, causing the poor wolf to twitch and moan as each stroke seemed to get lighter and lighter as time went on. Seemingly convinced that the fox wasn’t coming back, Samantha started whispering in Hunter’s ear. “Such a naughty puppy,” she teased, punctuating her words with a particularly tight stroke, causing the wolf to moan. “Continuing to let a little cub stroke your wee-wee. But you want to be a good boy, don’t you?” the tiger asked innocently, her grin out of Hunter’s vision as she continued to whisper into the wolf’s ear. Hunter immediately shook his head in agreement, whining, hoping that she was about to throw him a bone. This affirmation was apparently what Samantha was looking for as she continued; “Well good puppies don’t make messes in the house, right?” Hunter nodded his head in agreement. “Well then you better not cum inside the house, or else I’ll have to punish the naughty doggy.” And with that the tiger cub got a good grip on Hunter’s shaft and quickly began stroking it in earnest. Any self control that Hunter thought he might have had swiftly melted away as he rapidly devolved into a moaning wreck. It only took a few brief moments before Hunter felt himself reaching his limit as he felt himself approaching his long awaited climax. However, despite how close he felt he was, he couldn’t seem to go over the edge. Although it soon made sense to him as a thought entered his mind, “He was a good dog, and good dogs aren’t allowed to make messes inside.”

This continued for a good two minutes until suddenly all sensation disappeared from Hunter’s shaft, his mind practically going into shock from the sudden removal of sensation. Hunter instantly turned his head to face Samantha, who now had a slight frown on her face. The wolf himself wasn’t quite sure why until the smell finally hit his nose. The five minutes were up, and in accordance with the dare, Samantha had soiled her diaper, and didn’t look too pleased. And at the same time Toby could be heard returning from the back room.
