Chris sighed, and switched off the tv.

It was past midnight, and he was exhausted. He'd done his brother a favour, and babysat his kid, Charlie. The cub was fast asleep on the couch, by now. Chris watched his nephew sleeping for a while. He was dressed in little Paw Patrol pyjamas, a red t-shirt, and even matching briefs. The smiling face of a cartoon dalmation beamed up from the cub's groin. Chris huffed, and glanced up and down Charlie's body, before getting up out of his chair.

He scooped the little puppy up into his arms, and carried him over to the guest bedroom.

Charlie's arm hung down and swayed as he snored. He'd always been a very deep sleeper, and, unfortunately, a bedwetter too. Luckily, Chris had come prepared, and lined the bed with a mattress protector, just in case.

He placed the sleepy cub down onto the large bed in the guest room, and sat on the edge of the bed.

His eyes wandered from his peaceful, snoozing face, down to his bright red Marshall-branded underwear. They seemed to be a bit on the small size. They certainly didn't leave much to the imagination. There was a very visible bulge, and the faint shape of his soft cock bled through the little undies, distorting Marshall's face somewhat.

Chris grimaced, and his cheeks burned. He reached out, and began to stroke Charlie's head.

Charlie let out a sleepy little groan, his tail twitching somewhat as his uncle began to scratch his ears. Even asleep, Charlie was a cutie, and clearly appreciative of the attention.

He turned over a little bit, onto his back, his legs falling apart from one another somewhat, giving Chris an even better view. Even in the dark light, it was obvious that Marshall's white fur was somewhat yellowed. These must have been an older pair..

Chris bit his lip, and looked around the room. Even though he was the only other person there, he was a little nervous.

He leaned close to his nephew, pressing his nose to Charlie's groin, and took a deep, deep breath in.

The adult dalmatian's body shuddered as the scent hit him, and hit him hard.

There was a sweetness to it, a strange tang. The faint scent of his nephew's urine, of his sweat, of his musk.. It was all mixed into an intoxicating cocktail of hormones, and practically soaked into the fabric of Marshall's grinning face.

Chris felt his member engorge, and grow between his legs. His trousers tented as his thick, imposing cock twitched into life.

He took another deep breath, his heart beginning to beat quicker. He let out a soft, aroused growl, already addicted to the musky cub's scent.

He sat up, and looked around, walking over to the dresser in the room.

Pulling one of the drawers open, he rooted around in it, looking for something. “Not here,” he grunted, opening another, and pushing a few nick-nacks and things around. His eyes widened, and he pulled out what he was looking for.

It was a little leather leash.

He glanced back at the bed, and at the collar around Charlie's neck. Half of him couldn't believe what he was thinking of doing.. The other half of him, however, just wanted to cum there and then, still thinking about that heady scent.

Chris clipped the leash to his nephew's neck, and quickly pulled off his shirt, letting his trousers slip to the floor along with his boxers.

Carefully, he lifted Charlie's shirt, revealing his plush white fur. He stroked it slowly, gently, his fingers tracing idle circles into it. He bit his lip, and leaned in, kissing the cub's tummy.

Charlie just snored quietly, deeply asleep. He could sleep through a hurricane.. Or, at the very least, a perverted uncle.

The older dog cautiously pulled down his nephew's briefs. He stared at his soft little cock, and blushed brighter, before unhooking the underwear from his little feet.

Chris stared at the fabric in his hands. It was warm. It was even a little bit moist to the touch.. How long had he been wearing these?

There was no time to be wondering such things. His mind was swimming and clouded with arousal. He just did what any musk-lover would do in such a situation; he put the briefs on his face, his muzzle tucked into the groin, an endless supply of the cub's scent.

He took a deep breath, another dose of that addictive musk, the sweet, sour, bitter smell that just made his cock throb and twitch and drip. He groaned louder, but still Charlie slept.

Chris took his member in hand, and began to stroke his thick length. He moaned softly, staring at his sleeping nephew's cock, his sweet tummy, his adorable little nipples..

He paused, and squeezed below the head of his cock. “Easy now, Christopher,” he sighed. “Don't blow your load already..”

Charlie snored softly, and Chris reached down.

His large hand stroked at the cub's lower belly, teasing his skin with his claws.

The cub giggled in his sleep, writhing at the curious, ticklish sensation. He was so sensitive, it didn't take much to tickle him.

Chris' fingers stroked over to the side, tickling his nephew's hips.

The little pup bucked in his sleep, lifting his lower body into the air as he snoozed. His sweet little cock twitched gently as he thrusted. Chris just stared.

After a while, he used his thumb and his forefinger to hold the cub's flaccid cock, and gently, he began to stroke it.

The foreskin slid back, revealing the little head, and Chris just kept stroking, breathing in the intense musk. He was in too deep, now. There was no going back.

Charlie snored as his member began to react to the stimulation. Slowly, very slowly, it began to thicken, and stiffen.

Chris kept working at Charlie's cock, listening to the moans he let slip between snores. His semi-erect member was so small compared to his hand. It was so cute, and he knew just how it smelled. Chris' cock dripped precum as he jerked his nephew off.

Charlie moaned out, and returned to snoring, as his member slowly became fully erect. Chris licked his lips, and by extension, his nephew's underwear, too. It looked so perfect, and adorable..

He found himself unable to control himself, just stroking that little cock feverishly, determined to make the little puppy cum.

Charlie snored, his little hips beginning to roll and buck as his uncle stroked. He let out a sleepy moan, his little toes curling as he began to hump the air. Chris kept a firm grip on that cock, stroking the head for the most pleasure. He bit his lip, watching the unwitting cub start to fuck the air as he was molested.

“Mmmnhf..” Charlie mumbled, thrusting his hips even faster. He'd never been touched this way before, never felt pleasure like this before.. It was almost a shame he was asleep for it. Almost.

Suddenly, he barked, the sudden noise taking Chris by surprise. He dropped Charlie's cock, and watched, just to make sure he wasn't waking up.

Charlie fucked the air all on his own, his cock bouncing, throbbing, and twitching. His balls contracted and pumped, and he climaxed, still far too undeveloped to make a mess.

Chris stared, the sight alone making him moan, as he gripped his cock. He stroked as he watched his nephew climax, before he tugged on the leash.

Charlie's upper body was pulled up by the neck. He snored even still, not waking up. He really was a deep sleeper.

Chris gave the leash a tug, and Charlie ended up sat up, his head slumping forward as he snored.

The older male positioned himself, and placed his cock to his nephew's lips.

“Open up,” he whispered. It didn't seem to do much, but it didn't take long for the cub to yawn. His maw opened up wide, and Chris seized the opportunity, sliding his thick member into Charlie's little mouth.

Charlie slumped forward, unwittingly pushing the cock deeper into his throat. He huffed through his nose as Chris let out a shuddering moan. He was already so close..

He gripped his nephew's head, and began to move it, pleasuring himself with the boy's mouth. “Fuck,” he whispered, spewing precum into the cub's maw. Charlie was still deeply asleep.

It wouldn't take long for that tight, hot, wet cavity to drive Chris to the edge. He cried out, whimpering into the boy's underwear as he fucked his face, throwing his head back in ecstasy.

He moaned so, so loud, as he came. His cock bounced and twitched and throbbed, as a torrent of cum thundered it's way down Charlie's little throat. He just swallowed it all up, like a good little boy, as Chris moaned and gasped and yelped. He'd never cum so hard in his entire life, the scent and sensations driving him totally wild.

His orgasm finally subsided, and he was left in the afterglow, his twitching member lying idle in Charlie's hot maw.

He pulled out, watching his cum drip from the cub's open mouth, and turned to glance at the clock on the bedside table.

2:43 AM. He had time.

He gently turned Charlie onto his belly, and propped him onto his knees, staring at the boy's sweet, round  rump.

He groped his spotted cheeks, and teased the hole with a finger, as he whispered to his sleeping nephew.

“Good boy. It's time for round two.”
*
Chris leaned in close, and pressed his tongue against his sleeping nephew's tight hole.

Charlie squirmed slightly between snores, as his uncle moaned against that tight, tender pink flesh. His thick, rough tongue slid deeper into his boy's ass, invading him and tasting him.

The older dog groaned, his pup's hole pulsing and twitching, clenching around his tongue. He savoured the taste; the cub was clean, but that wonderful flavour, tasting that most intimate of places..

Chris pulled away, a string of saliva connecting his tongue to Charlie's rump. He panted heavily, and held his hand in front of him. He was trembling. Shivering in excitement.

He glanced back down at his nephew's ass, and gently lowered it back down. He put the soaked, used undies back onto the cub. It was perfect to stare at, to sniff.. To grind against

Charlie stopped his squirming, and continued to sleep peacefully.

Chris pressed the cub's cheeks together, and slid his cock between them. He moaned out, and bit his lip, beginning to slide his cock back and forth within the gap between his cub's rump. He was already starting to drip precum onto the boy's back, and soaking into his underwear.

“Fuck,” he whispered, tugging on Charlie's leash. “You're my boy, now, Charlie. You'll do anything uncle Chris says.. Even if it means touching my cock, or being kissed, or being fucked.. You'll do it, baby. You'll obey.” He grunted, speeding up as he fucked his cub's cheeks. Charlie snored, and let out a sleepy giggle as his ticklish, sensitive rump began to feel rubbed against and played with.

Chris pulled harder on the leash, lifting the cub's upper half. The cub snored as his uncle hotdogged him, and the adult moaned.

“Who's a good boy,” he growled softly. “Who's uncle Chris' good boy?”

“Mmmmnh,” Charlie responded between snores. Chris sighed, and slowed down his grinding. He didn't want to finish too soon.

The adult eased up on the leash, and Charlie fell forward onto the bed, still snoring. Man, he really was a deep sleeper..

Chris glanced at Charlie's socked paws, and hesitated. He licked his lip, and reached down, slowly tugging one of those socks off, releasing the soft, tender childpaw from within it.

He brought the sock to his face, and took a deep breath, enjoying the scent. It was similar to corn chips. He moaned as he exhaled, and returned his attention to his nephew's naked footpaw.

Every toe was so round, and soft. Each pawpad looked so perfect. Even his tiny soles looked incredible. He groaned, and leaned close, holding the ankle and taking another deep breath right from the source. Corn chips, sweat.. A  mild vinegar-like scent. 

Chris wiped his maw. He was drooling. He'd never tasted a paw before.

Cautiously, his tongue slipped out of his maw, and pressed itself against his kid nephew's solepad. Gently, he licked from bottom to top.

Holy fuck.
His cock throbbed and twitched eagerly as he began to lick hungrily, needily. The flavour, holy fuck, the taste of his feet.. That savoury, salty taste, the texture of his pads, those wonderful, intensely suckable toes..

His tongue dipped between the kid's digits. Oh, Christ, it was so much stronger between those fucking toes.

He couldn't stop himself. He just suckled on those toes, all of them at once fitting neatly into his maw, his tongue slobbering all over them, between them. He pounded his cock with his fist, the pleasure was too much. He couldn't stop himself, not now. It was too late.

He cried out, his moans muffled by the toes in his maw, as he came hard. His cock pumped and throbbed and bounced and spilled his mess, which dribbled and dripped down his length and pooled atop his balls. He cried out, cum soaking the sheets as it ran down his sac, just sitting there and cleaning the kid's foot. He shuddered, and moaned, just enjoying the afterglow as he licked and sucked on that wonderful paw.

He pulled himself away and gasped, immediately dipping his nose against that wet foot and breathing in. “Fuck, Charlie, baby,” he groaned, “why do you smell so fucking good?”

Charlie, of course, just snored, his little toes curling and splaying slowly.

Chris groaned, sniffing the heady scents from between the cub's toes, before he pulled himself away reluctantly. “C'mon, now, I can't just sniff his toes all night..” He grunted, and turned Charlie onto his back.

The cub snored peacefully, cum splattered around his muzzle from earlier. Chris tugged the leash, and pulled the cub into sitting up. He stared at his creamed face, before moving in close, and pressing his lips against the boy's.

He pressed his tongue against Charlie's lips. The sleeping puppy was so limp, his maw was easily entered, and Chris' tongue slid against his.

He kissed him relentlessly, hungrily. He moaned into his nephew's maw, the sounds of tongue against tongue sliding wetly against one another.. The taste of his nephew's kiss was mixing in with the salty flavour of his own cum, still there from earlier that evening. He groaned and moaned, squeezing the cub tightly as his tongue molested his mouth.

He shuddered, kissing him even more sloppily as his arousal continued to grow. His thick tongue slid around the cub's maw; wet, messy noises emanating from the encounter.

Chris could hardly contain himself anymore. He just wanted to fuck that little cub, but.. He couldn't risk it. It might wake him up. Sure, he was a really heavy sleeper, but it'd be hard to sleep through your tight, virgin ass being stretched out and used.

Instead, he lay the cub back down. Charlie snored softly, his muzzle soaking wet from the intense kissing.

The older male gazed at the boy's boxers. Marshall's face was damp with sweat, drool, and precum. It seemed like the cub was hard, his tiny cock twitching beneath the used fabric.

Chris lay atop Charlie, and began to kiss his little neck.

Charlie's head rolled to one side as he slept, letting out quiet whimpers and moans as his supple skin was licked, tease with that rough canine tongue, nibbled with those lovely teeth..

Chris grunted, and rubbed his thick, eager cock against the cub's damp underwear. It felt so warm, and wet, and he could definitely make out the shape and length of his nephew's erect cock. Compared to his own, it was absolutely minuscule, some three inches long, but my god, that just made him harder.

The head of his thick cock rubbed from the cub's balls to his tip, as he began to rock his hips slowly.

Charlie snored, but he was clearly feeling it. He moaned out, his tiny toes curling as that cock rubbed against his. Chris groaned, and bit harder into the cub's neck.

“A-aaaah, haaah..” Charlie mumbled out a moan, still sleeping incredibly deeply.

Chris' thrusts began to speed up. His cock was rubbing up against the boy's, his precum oozing onto the cub's underwear.

The cub's member twitched and throbbed against his, and the older canine felt every single movement. It was intense. He was moaning into the boy's fur as he felt his tiny cock throb and bounce.

The boy snored and moaned and whimpered and squirmed. It must be feeling so wonderful to him.. It was certainly feeling wonderful to Chris.

He groaned out, and moaned, huffing and whining as his hefty balls began to twitch and contract. He was close. He was so, so close. He just needed something to push him over the edge...

Charlie moaned breathily, and his entire little body shivered, shuddered and quaked.

Drool trickled from the corner of his mouth as he snored loudly, and, in his underwear, his cock bounced and bounced and twitched.

He had climaxed once more, all from his uncle frotting against him. His tiny balls pulsed as he orgasmed, his second one that evening, and his entire tiny body responded. He thrusted his hips, rubbing his own cock against Chris's, and he let out quiet moans between snores.

Chris stared, his eyes widening as he got a good, close up look and feel of his nephew's climax. It didn't take long for his own member to leak,

A dribble. A pour. A shot. His cum just gushed from his cock, further soaking into the cub's underwear, and leaving a thick, cloudy-white glob all over poor Marshall's face.

He could barely contain himself as he came, and came hard, rope after rope of his mess coating his nephew's body. He cried out, and grunted, his eyes shut tight as he climaxed intensely.

Cum soaked the boy's belly, his chest, and even splattered his face.

Charlie's eyelids fluttered somewhat, but he just grunted, and licked his muzzle clean in his sleep.

Chris pulled himself away, and panted heavily, catching his breath as best as he could. “Holy.. Holy shit,” he whimpered, staring at his cum-soaked nephew. “I can't believe I fucking did that.. Oh my fucking god..”
He turned around, and rubbed his face, before he hurried out of the door and down the stairs.

Chris turned off the water and stood, staring at the mirror as cold water dripped from his face. He was breathing shakily.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” He muttered. “I'm a fucking pervert.”

He leaned over the sink, and rubbed his face. His own nephew.. He could still smell the musk in his fur, still taste the boy on his lips..

He glanced down between his legs. He was already getting hard once more. “Fuck,” he groaned, trying in vain to tuck it away. That kid was really getting him worked up..

He glanced at the doorway. He could just go back to him.. Maybe even cuddle up with him..

Reluctantly, he made his way back to the bedroom.

Chris eased himself onto the bed beside Charlie, and lay on his back.

Idly, he reached over, and held the cub's hand. His thumb stroked against Charlie's paw, and he lay staring at the ceiling. He felt awkward. This whole thing was so fucked up, but he didn't want to stop playing with the boy..

He huffed, and turned to stare at the sleeping puppy. He was still totally coated in cum. Jeeze.. He'd have to clean him up.. But how was he going to do that without waking him? He could just wait for him to wake up, and pretend it was something else..

He groaned. He'd really dug a hole for himself, this time. No matter what he did, there'd be no easy way out of this mess. He'd molested his own nephew..

He gazed down at the dalmatian beside him. He was still snoring peacefully. He seemed calm, tranquil. He was so cute when he was sleeping. Scratch that – he was hot when he was sleeping.

Chris felt his cock bloat up once more, and groaned. Well, he was already fucked, whatever happened..

Chris tugged the cub's leash. Charlie's body was pulled up, until he was seated on the bed. Naturally, he was slumped forward, fast asleep.

The older male gave him another tug, and whispered. “Stand up, Charlie.”

Charlie was pulled off the bed. His legs were weak, and he let out a whine, but he eventually found his balance, leaning against his uncle as he snored.

Chris turned around, and pushed the boy to the wall. He pinned him against it with one hand, and rubbed his stiff cock against his soft, cum-stained belly. His cheeks were burning, but he had no intention of hesitating.

He turned the cub around, and rubbed his cock against the back of the boy's underwear once more. He grunted, his cock resting between the boy's cheeks. “I'm not gonna hold back,” he whispered, yanking the underwear to the side.

Chris spread the boy's cheeks, and rubbed that tight, pink pucker with his thumb.

Charlie shivered a little, a sleepy groan emanating as he snoozed.

His uncle just stood back, aiming the tip of his cock with the boy's anus, before thrusting forward. Even the head of his member stretched his nephew out, his virgin rump so incredibly tight..

Charlie tensed up, his rump clenching around his uncle's cock. He let out a whimpered whine as he snored. “O-owie..” He cried softly, as Chris moaned loudly. His hole was so fucking tight, and so warm..

The adult threw all caution to the wind. He threw his head back and panted animalistically as he rutted his nephew.

Charlie's snores began to be mixed with whimpers, whines, and yelps. Chris' hefty, massive balls smacked against the cub's rump audibly. He cried out and bit his lip, precum spurting into the cub's tight, pink hole.

“Holy fuck,” he panted. “You feel fucking amazing, you little slut..”

Tears were rolling down Charlie's cheeks, crying at the rough, stinging pain within him as he was fucked against the wall. Each thrust, each deep pounding, elicited a yelp, a whine, a sob from the little cub.

Chris groaned. He was already so close.. He leaned in, and whispered once more.

“I'm gonna pump you so fucking full of my cum, you're gonna be able to taste it.”

Charlie whimpered, and turned around to face his uncle. “U-uncle Chris..?”

Chris's eyes widened. Seemed like even a sleeper as heavy as Charlie couldn't snooze through a pounding as brutal as this one.

He stammered, suddenly losing his confidence. He tried to explain, but all he could do was..

Moan, loudly, as he climaxed hard, staring right into Charlie's eyes as burning hot cum pumped deep into the cub's tight ass. “H-hooooly shit, oh fuck, oh no,” the older male cried out, Charlie's face expressing the pain, mild discomfort, and confusion at being awoken in such a strange position, in such an intense pain.

“I-I can explain, baby! I can.. Ahh, fuck.. Explain!..” Chris groaned, cum still gushing into the cub's rump.

Charlie sniffled, and looked up at his uncle with a grumpy glare.

Oh, boy. This was going to be a hell of a talk.

*

There was silence, for a while.

Charlie glared at Chris, and Chris stared back, frozen in fear. He racked his brain. He had to think of something. He couldn't let the kid know he'd been fucking him the whole time..

“Uhm, well, see, the thing is..” Chris stammered. He was still inside of his nephew.. Was that impolite? Should he pull out?

He stifled an anxious cough, and opened his mouth once more. “You're just.. Having a bad dream!”

Charlie cocked his head. “This is a dream?”

Chris nodded. “Sure! Why would-- why would your own uncle put his peepee in your butt? What reason would I have to do that to you, kiddo?”

Charlie paused, and thought for a moment. “I mean.. I-I guess that IS pretty silly! Why would unca Chris put his peepee in me?”

Chris sighed, and nodded. “E-exactly! I would never do that to my darling nephew, would I?” He ruffled Charlie's head, and the cub giggled.

“Hehe, I get it now! It's jus' a bad dream!”

Chris grinned, and laughed with relief. “That's right!! Just a bad dream! So, let me just get out of you and put you back to bed.”

Charlie nodded. “Sure thing!”

With a grunt, Chris pulled out. The cub yelped in pain; his poor little rump had been stretched out pretty badly, and it stung too. “A-aah!! It hurts!”

Chris blushed a bit. “O-of course it hurts! This is a bad dream, remember? Not a nice dream.”

Charlie whined a bit, tears welling in the corners of his eyes. “O-oh yeah, h-hehe, I guess it is a bad dream..”

Chris pulled back as his member fell out of the boy. Cum gushed from his gaping hole, and splashed to the floor. Charlie shuddered and stared. “T-there's all goo and slime in me..!”

“That's just more of the bad dream, sweetie!” Chris gently picked the cub up, and cradled him in his arms. The little dalmatian boy sniffled, and clung to his uncle.

Chris turned, and gently placed Charlie down in the bed. He pulled the covers up around the boy, and leaned down, kissing his forehead. “There there, sweetie, it's ok. Just close your eyes, and go to sleep.”

“I-it still hurts,” the cub sniffled.

“I know, honey. I know. It'll all be alright in the morning. I promise.”

He sat by the side of the bed, gently stroking the cub's head. Charlie simpered and whined for a while, but it didn't take long for his eyes to slowly close, and for him to drift off into deep sleep once more.

Once he knew his nephew was fast asleep, Chris stood up, and walked into the hallway outside of the cub's bedroom door. He leaned against the wall and slid down, sitting in the hall and rubbing his temples.

“Jesus fuckin' Christ,” he muttered to himself. “Never again.”

He couldn't risk the repercussions of this kind of thing. He just couldn't. If Charlie knew what he was doing.. What he'd done..
It didn't bear thinking about. He was never going to play with him like that ever again. That, Chris decided, was a promise.
Charlie awoke the next morning to the smell of fresh, hot bacon. 

He sniffed the air and slowly opened his eyes. He looked exhausted, as though he hadn't slept a wink the entire evening, but he was sure he had.

He sat up, and yelped out loud. His bottom felt.. Weird. Painful, and sore. He sniffled and gently rubbed his rump, before slipping out of the bed, and wandering downstairs slowly.

Chris was in the kitchen, standing at the stove, and cooking a delicious breakfast. There was bacon and eggs, toast and butter, waffles and syrup, orange juice, grilled tomatoes..

The adult looked up from the cooker-top, and smiled at his nephew. “Oh, Charlie, there you are! Good morning sleepyhead! I'm cooking you breakfast this morning~”

Charlie waved a little sheepishly, and rubbed his head. “Uhm..” He looked down at himself. He was wearing his t-shirt and undies again.. But his groin felt moist and soaked. No.. It was his underwear. Marshall's grinning face was wet. “I think I wet the bed, unca' Chris,” he whined. Chris smiled sweetly.

“That's quite alright. I put down a mattress protector, remember? Just in case. I'd be happy to put your jammies in the washer before you leave for school, and you can come pick em up again tonight.”

Charlie nodded. “Thank you, unca' Chris.” He sat down on one of the wooden chairs in the kitchen, and then took a sharp breath through gritted teeth. “A-ah..”

“Something wrong, Charlie?” Chris looked at him with concern in his eyes.

“It's embarrassing,” the cub whined. “M-my butt hurts..”

“Oh dear,” Chris turned to face the cooking, to hide his burning cheeks. “Maybe you just.. Maybe you got stung in the night, by a bee?”

“By a.. A bee? On my butt?”

“Well, I do tend to keep the windows open. Hot summer months, and all.” Chris stared at the pan, not daring to look Charlie in the eyes.

“Yeah, uh.. I guess so.”

Chris served up a heaping plateful of food, and sat it down in front of his nephew. Charlie stared, his eyes widening. “T-there's so much food!!”

“Yeah, well, you must be hungry! You were having nightmares all night. Nightmares make a boy very hungry, you know.”

He sat beside the cub as Charlie began to eat. Chris stroked the boy's head. He gently fondled his floppy, black ears. His hands wandered down to the cub's back, too, and began to stroke and caress him. Chris's eyes widened as he felt his nephew, his warmth, his form, his soft fur..

Charlie just wagged his tail as his uncle petted him gently. A whole big breakfast AND pets? What a great morning! It wasn't even his birthday!
After breakfast was finished, and Charlie was dressed up in his day-clothes, Chris scooped up the t-shirt and underwear, and smiled at his nephew. “These'll be all clean by the time you get back tonight, sweetie.”

“Thanks again, unca Chris.” Charlie smiled and wagged his tail. “And, thanks for letting me stay after school this week! Mommy and daddy have lotsa meetings to go to..”

“They're busy bees!” Chris grinned.

“Like the one that stung my butt!” Charlie exclaimed with a grin. Chris laughed, a twinge of angst in his chuckle.

“Let's keep that between us, hey, champ? Must be embarrassing being stung on the bum by a bumblebee.”

“O-oh, yeah, I won't tell anyone!” Charlie grinned and blushed. As the two smiled at each other, they heard a car horn beeping outside.

“Now, you head off to school, kiddo. Your parents are waiting.” Chris smiled.

“I'll see you after school, unca' Chris!” Charlie hopped on over and gave his uncle a big hug.

Chris began to blush brightly. His little face, it was so close to his cock..

Before he could get too excited, Charlie wandered over to the front door, waved goodbye, and walked out to his mother's car.

Chris stood in the hall, holding Charlie's moist, precum and sweat-soaked undies in his hands.

He closed the front door, and brought the pair to his muzzle once more, taking another deep breath of that intoxicating musk.
It was growing later in the afternoon. 4:38. Chris sat in his chair, and bounced his leg. He was antsy. Charlie was supposed to be here by now. Had he told his parents? His teachers? Other students? Were the cops going to pay him a visit? His head spun. He never should have done it. He never should have fucked--

His ears pricked up as the doorbell rang. Butterflies buzzed in his stomach, and at the same time, it sank. He felt sick. He stood up, and cautiously walked to the front door.

He opened it, and glanced outside.

It was Charlie, smiling up at him. “Unca' Chris!”

“Charlie! Come on in, kiddo!” He smiled, and stepped aside, letting his nephew enter.

God. He was so beautiful. Such wonderful eyes, such soft fur, and such an incredible, curvy body..

He groaned, and tried to hide his erection, as he followed his nephew indoors. “How does pizza sound for dinner, kid?”
“Great!” Charlie yipped. Chris chuckled, and began to ruffle the cub's head again.
It was late. The scraps of pizza crust had all gone cold, the soda bottle was empty, and the kid's channels had all stopped running. It was nearly bedtime, but Charlie was still rather awake.

“Not tired yet, Charlie?” Chris smiled.

“Nuh-uh!” The cub grinned. “I don't even wanna sleep!”

Chris chuckled. “C'mere, kiddo.” He lay down on the couch, and opened his arms.

Charlie wandered over, laying down on his uncle, and wagging his little tail eagerly as he was held.

The adult smiled, and began to caress and tease the cub's back, and his hips. Charlie squirmed and giggled. “H-hey! I'm ticklish there!~”

“Sorry hun,” Chris grinned, his hands stroking down the cub's back, teasing his cheeks..

Charlie squirmed a little bit as Chris gently squeezed and kneaded Charlie's buttocks. “I-I'm still all sore there, unca' Chris.. Could you stop?”

Chris smiled. “I'm sorry dear.. Although, I do have some cream. Maybe that could help the stinging?”

“D-do you think it could?”

“Oh, I'm certain it could.”

Charlie blushed brightly, before nodding. “W-well, ok.. I don't like hurting very much..”

Chris smiled, picking the cub up and placing him face-down on the couch. He walked off into the bathroom, and returned with a tub of topical cream.

“This may be a bit awkward, but it'll help you feel better. I promise.” He smiled, before gently pulling the cub's pants down.

Charlie blushed brightly, and closed his eyes tight as his underwear followed.

Chris gently spread the cub's cheeks, and stared at his tight, red pucker. Just last night, he was balls deep inside this wonderful cub's ass..

He shook his head, and huffed, before taking some of the cream onto his fingers. He gently began to rub it onto the cub's tight ring.

Charlie gasped and his ass visibly puckered. “It's so cold..!! A-aaa!!”

“I know baby, I know, I'm so sorry! It'll be over soon, I promise. Can you be a big boy and just..”

Chris paused.

“..Just let it happen?”

Charlie whimpered and nodded. “J-just let it happen, o-okay..”

Chris' cheeks were burning bright red. He continued applying the cream, listening to Charlie's little whimpers and whines.

His finger slid inside of his nephew's rectum, and he felt him tighten around it with an uncomfortable cry.

His cock throbbed.
Chris held the cub in his arms, and set him down naked onto the spare bed.

“Y-you're sure they're not dry yet?” Charlie whimpered. “I'm all nakey..”

“I'm sure, baby boy. I'm so sorry. You'll have to sleep naked tonight.” Chris gently stroked the cub's head. Charlie sniffled, and nodded. “Okay, unca' Chris..”

“Have you been having fun staying over?” Chris smiled. Charlie nodded, but he still seemed a tad uncomfortable. Understandable, Chris thought to himself. He had been tormenting him a tad.

He sat on the edge of the bed, gently stroking the cub's head. He hummed a soft lullabye, and smiled, watching the boy slowly drift off once more. Within ten minutes, he was fast asleep, and snoring peacefully.

Chris sighed, and stared at the unconscious cub. He could do it again. Fuck him, all night, use him, molest him..

But he wouldn't. He couldn't. He could get caught. Unless..

He stared at the sleeping cub. The one way he could get away with it. He could just make him believe it was all normal.

He could just condition him into accepting it all.
The next morning at breakfast, Chris watched Charlie eat.

The cub glanced up at his uncle, and smiled. “Uhm, is everything ok, unca' Chris?”

“Yes, sweetie. Just fine.” He smiled. “Hey, uh, I was wondering. What exactly was your bad dream all about?”

Charlie blushed brightly. “Uhm, I dunno.. I think.. It was me, all pushed up against the wall.”

“Against the wall?”

“Mhm.. And, uhm, you were hurting me, your.. Your peepee was inside of my butt..”

“It was?” Chris cocked his head. The cub nodded.

“And then it exploded slime inside of me, and it felt.. All weird. It hurt so bad..”

“Hmm.” Chris pondered for a moment. “Was it something like this?”

He pulled something up from under the table, and placed it down. It was a magazine. 'KNOTTY GUYS'.

Charlie stared and his cheeks began to burn bright red. There was a naked wolf man on the front cover, with a hard-hat on his groin. “W-what's that, uncle Chris?..”

Chris silently opened the magazine to a certain page. One guy was laying on a bed, and another was fucking him, pounding his ass. Cum was dripping from the bottom's rump. The two seemed to be moaning in ecstasy.

“Was it something like this?” Chris asked again. He began to stroke the cub's leg.

Charlie squirmed in his seat. He seemed uncomfortable. “Uhm.. Y-yeah, it was just like that..”

“And you said it was a bad dream?”

Charlie nodded again. “I hated it.”

“But, look at their faces.” Chris pointed at the pages. They were clearly orgasming, but they were certainly very happy about it. “They look so happy. Don't you think so?”

Charlie blushed brighter. “I.. I guess so..”

“It didn't make you feel happy?”

“No..” Charlie sniffled.

“That's just because you didn't know, though, isn't it? If you knew it was a good thing in your dream, it would have been a very happy dream!”

Charlie huffed, and looked away. “..I guess..”

“I'll tell you what, Charlie, sweetheart. Tonight, after school, we can try something.. More gentle. Something like..” Chris flipped to another bookmarked page. “This.”

Two guys were on the page. One was stood, and one was kneeling. The man on his knees was sucking the other's cock. “Does that look painful?”

Charlie stared, and whined. “N-no.. But it's gross, his.. His peepee is in his mouth..”

“And why is that gross?”

“That's.. Where toilet stuff comes from..!” Charlie whined.

“Well, what if we cleaned our peepees first? Trust me, it feels wonderful. You don't want to be left out, do you? You want to feel good, right?”

Charlie blushed, and whined. He looked sad. “No, I don't wanna be left out..”

Chris smiled. “Just make sure you don't tell anyone. Ok? This is something people do in private. It's embarrassing to talk about. Like the bee stinging your butt.”

Charlie whimpered, but he nodded reluctantly. “Okay..”

Chris smiled, and kissed his cheek. “Good boy.”

He continued to grope his nephew's thigh.
That evening, the doorbell rang once more. Chris opened it up, and smiled down at his nephew.

Charlie blushed bright red, grinding his foot into the floor. “H-hello, uncle Chris.”

“Hey sweetie, come on in! We're gonna have so much fun, aren't we?”

Charlie looked away, and reluctantly wandered into the house. Chris smiled, and closed the door behind him.

He led Charlie to the kitchen, and smiled. “So! You want to try out that stuff with your Uncle, huh?”

Charlie stayed quiet, and stared at his feet.

Chris smiled, and stroked the cub's head. He felt Charlie flinch, and grimaced. “Hm. You're nervous?”

“N.. No..” Charlie stammered.

“Then, what is it?” Chris knelt down in front of the cub.

“..I don't wanna..”

Chris frowned. “You don't want to?”
“No, I don't.. I didn't like the dream.. I didn't like the pictures..! I don't want to do it!” He was starting to cry.

Chris sighed, and nodded. “It's ok. It's fine, sweetie. You don't have to do it. I promise.”

“You promise?” Charlie sniffled. His uncle nodded again.

“Would you like a drink? We have soda, we have juice..”

Charlie sniffled, and rubbed a tear off his cheek, nodding. “Juice, please..”

“Sure thing, kiddo. You go and sit on the couch. I'll bring it over to you.”

Charlie wandered over to the living room, as Chris began to pour the cub a drink. He paused momentarily, before slipping something else into it.
He brought the glass over to his nephew, and sat on the recliner beside the couch. Charlie drank the juice pretty quickly. It seemed like he needed something to drink. Maybe he'd been crying more than just right now.

“That's better, isn't it?” Chris smiled. Charlie shuddered a bit.

“Are you angry at me?”

“Angry at you, kiddo? What for?”

“For saying no..” Charlie sniffled. 

Chris smiled. “I'm not angry at all. I promise.”

Charlie huffed, finishing off his glass of juice, as Chris turned the television on.

They sat there in silence for a while, watching colourful, noisy cartoons. Chris kept a watchful eye over Charlie the entire time. It didn't take too long for the pill to take effect.

“How are you doing there, kiddo?” He asked.

“Fine, unca Chrissss.” Charlie blinked. His speech was slurred. “Wh-- whah?..” He grunted. His eyes were getting heavy. “U-unca' Chrisss, wha'sss hap'ning?..”

“Hmm? Oh, you mean how you're talking all funny? Maybe feeling tired, maybe your arms and legs feel really numb, and heavy?”

Charlie started to panic. He tried to lift his arms, to kick out his legs.. But he just couldn't. “U-unca... Wha'sss hap'ning to meee?..”

Chris smiled. “I drugged you, sweetie. It's called a roofie. It makes you feel allll sleepy and weak and heavy, and it lets me do whatever I want to you.”

“W-- drugsss?” Charlie started to whine sleepily. “Buh.. Buh drugsss isss bad..!”

Chris walked over to the cub, and began to stroke his head. “Poor, silly little puppy..”

He leaned down, and scooped the cub up in his arms. Charlie whined.

“N-noooo, ssstop..!” He whimpered, but he was finding it so hard to move himself. He was so limp, and so heavy.

Chris chuckled. “You're in no position to make commands, boy.”

Charlie whimpered and cried in his uncle's arms, as Chris took him upstairs to his own bedroom.
Chris lay the limp cub down on the bed. Charlie looked up at his uncle with half-closed eyes. He was panting heavily. “W-whuh are you g'nna dooo?..”

Chris smiled. “Oh, darling.. My sweet little angel.” He began to take off his clothes; he pulled off his shirt and threw it to the floor. He kicked off his pants, and stood there in his undies. He wasn't even trying to hide his thick erection, now. He lay on the bed, over his nephew, and leaned in close to his ear. “First,” he whispered, “I'm going to take off all of your clothes.”

Charlie whimpered, trying to struggle, but he was just too limp, too weak to do anything.

“Then, I'm going to make you sniff your dirty, wet undies.”

“I.. Thought you washed them..” He sniffled.

“I guess I must have lied, sweetheart.” He smiled, and took off his boxer shorts. Underneath them, being stretched and tented, not hiding his thick cock, and stained with precum, were the cub's undies. “I've been wearing these since I took them from you. I've jacked off in them. I've soaked them in cum.”

“W-wh.. Wha's jackin' off? Wha's come?..” Charlie sniffled and whined. He was so, so confused. He was scared, too.

“Shhh.. Too many spoilers, sweetheart.” He smiled.

He moved upwards, and pressed the tip of his cock to Charlie's face. Charlie could smell it all; his own musk, his uncle's, the cum, the sweat.. It was a sweet, intoxicating mix. 

He squirmed sleepily, and tried his best to struggle, but he couldn't. He couldn't even lift his arms.

The scent was so powerful.. It didn't even smell bad. In fact, he almost wanted to sniff more and more.

“Open your mouth.”
“U-unca Chrisss... Pleassse ssstop..” He whimpered. The cub was far too weak to stop the older male from just forcing his member into the boy's mouth, however.

Chris forced his member inside, and the boy's jaw just gave way, opening to fit it inside. It was still covered (just about) by the cub's underwear. They were sullied with sweat and cum and pre and piss, and Chris smiled as he felt the cub's warm maw embrace his cock.

“Suck.” He demanded, beginning to buck his hips; fucking the little boy's muzzle.

Charlie was in no position to argue. He did as he was told, licking and suckling the fabric. It tasted salty and bitter and sweet and awful and sick and wonderful, all at once. He was confused and scared and his head was swimming with fear and need and the smell and the scent and the musk and the wonderful musk and he wanted to sniff it more and more and forever but he didn't want this and he wanted to fight and he needed to escape..

The poor boy was totally confused. He was absolutely terrified as he tasted the mix of his sweat and piss and pre, and his uncle's messes and musk. It was intense, and Chris was clearly enjoying himself.

He moaned loudly, throwing his head back as he fucked the little cub's face even faster. He panted, his hips rolling, as precum began to bead up and blob through the fabric, immediately licked up by the cub. It was so bitter and salty. It tasted vile to him, and he wanted to stop. He wanted water, he wanted to get away and stop doing all this, but his weak arms and legs could do nothing to stop his uncle.

“Suck harder,” Chris growled. Terrified, the cub did exactly that, closing his mouth around his uncle's member, and suckling with all his drugged-up might..

Chris howled with pleasure, and yelped out. He came, shuddering and moaning as his cum thundered out of his cock, firing through the fabric as though it wasn't even there, and filling his nephew's mouth. Charlie shuddered, and stopped suckling, but Chris snarled down at him.

“Fucking swallow it!” He cried out, mid-climax. Reluctantly, Charlie did exactly that, the hot salty liquid oozing slowly down his throat, and filling the boy's tummy.

Chris came down from that incredible high, and pulled his thick cock out of Charlie's mouth. Charlie panted hard, catching his breath, looking up at his uncle with fearful, sleepy eyes. Chris grunted and went to his drawer once more.

Returning with that collar, he slipped it onto his cub, and attached a leash. “You belong to me.”

Charlie panted, staring up at his uncle sleepily.

“Say it.”

“B- b'long t'you..” He whimpered sleepily. The drugs were still in full effect.

“You're mine, to fuck whenever I want.”

“M- M'yours, to.. Fuhck whene-- wh-- whenev..”

Chris grinned. “All the time, sweetie. Say all the time.”

“All'a tie..” He sniffled. Chris smiled.

“Good boy.” He sighed, before pulling the cub's clothes off.

The cub “struggled” as best as he could, but there was no use. He was so limp and heavy.. His limbs were useless. He was very soon naked, and Chris smiled. “Better?”

“N-nuh... Nuh-uhh..” He sniffled. Chris chuckled. “Don't worry. I can change your mind.”

He removed the Marshall undies, sticky and hot with cum and saliva, and placed them onto the cub's muzzle, strapped onto his head.

“W-waiiit, noooo..!” Charlie whined, but before long, all he could smell was the musk. That wonderful, awful, intoxicating musk.

Chris smiled, and watched as the cub's sheath twitched. “It smells nice, huh?”

“N-nooo..” Charlie whined. Chris shrugged.

“Maybe not nice, per se, but your body? Ooh, baby boy.. Your body loves it. Needs it.” He watched the cub's lipstick-red cock begin to erect between his legs. “See? Your peepee's getting all hard.”

“L-lemme.. Go.. Please..”

Chris moved down, staring at the cock close-up as it slipped free, and throbbed, standing proud and tall. “You're beautiful. Even your little cock is just.. Beautiful.”

Charlie whined, forced to sniff that musk. His mind was getting all fogged up. He stared at his cock. It was so hard, so big.. “Wha-- wha'sss it for..?”

“I'll show you,” Chris smirked, before taking one long lick, from balls to tip.

Charlie cried out and arched his back, tensing up as best as a roofied little cub could. His cock trembled and throbbed. “Wow, you're so sensitive! Good. I like them sensitive.”

With that, he opened wide, and took the cub's cock into his hot wet maw. Charlie gasped and cried out sleepily, his uncle sucking hard, his head bobbing up and down, tasting the entirety of that tiny little length, savouring the--

The cub cried out loudly, and his entire body seized and shook and shuddered. He climaxed, hard, and his little member throbbed and twitched in his uncle's mouth, his little balls contracting and pumping. He was still just a bit too young to make messes.. Yet.

Chris blinked, and took the boy's orgasming cock out of his maw. “Wow, that was so fast! You came already! And didn't it feel so good?”

Charlie panted and gasped, his tiny toes curling. “G.. Good..”

Chris smiled. “You want more.”

“I want.. More..”

“You need more.”

“Need more..”

“That was called cumming. You like cumming?”

“I love cumming..” The cub mumbled. Chris grinned.

“You'll always cum with me. But it has to be our secret. You can tell nobody, but in return, I will make you cum and cum and cum and cum..”

“Yes...” The cub nodded slowly. “Yes, please, yes..”

Chris smiled. “Good boy.”

He sat on the bed, and picked the boy up, lowering the cub's rump onto his cock. He made Charlie face him the entire time.

Charlie shuddered and tensed up as his uncle's cock invaded his body again. “W-wait.. No.. My dream..”

“It wasn't a dream, you dumb little cocksleeve.” Chris whispered, licking the boy's cheek. “Now, let me fuck you, or I will tell everyone how much of a cockloving slut you are.”

“Nooo.. Don't tell..” He sniffled.

“Then let me fuck you.” Chris demanded. Charlie whimpered, but eventually nodded.

Chris lifted him up, and dropped him down hard, shunting his cock into the boy using gravity. Charlie cried out, and gasped, his tears staining the cummy undies strapped to his muzzle.

Chris moaned as that tight little ass was lifted and lowered onto his shaft. “Fuck yes.. Oh, fuck yeah.. So fucking tight..”

“Huuuurts..” Charlie whined. “It huuuurts...!”

Chris grinned, and licked the boy's neck. He was sweating a lot. “You'll get used to it. You'll be stretched out so much, so loose.. You'll just feel pleasure.” He grinned, baring his teeth. “In time.”

He rested the cub on his knot. Charlie yelped, and Chris grinned. “Ready for the knot?”

“N-nooo, noooo..” Charlie whined. He slapped at his uncle's chest, but it didn't do any good. He was too weak to stop him.

With one powerful push, that knot stretched the boy out, popped inside of him. Charlie cried out, his cock spasming as he came again, and his uncle cried loudly as his cum began to fire into the cub, bulging the dalmatian's tummy as he was filled up totally.

The two came hard together, panting heavily, crying and moaning and groaning and sobbing.

As the afterglow arrived, Chris lay down, leaving Charlie on his belly, resting the boy's head on his chest.

“You tell nobody.”

“N- nobody, nobody, I promissse..”

“I will fuck you whenever I want and you will not complain.”

The cub whimpered, and nodded. “I-I'm.. Cocklov'n.. Ssslave?.”

Chris nodded, and smiled. “That's right. You're my cockloving slave.” He lay there, holding the cub tight. “And I love you with all my heart.”

The little boy sniffled. He clung to his uncle tight. “Thank you..” He sobbed, sniffing the musk and holding him close.
Chris wrapped an arm around the cub, and they both began to fall asleep.
