
I was already hard as a rock when the bus pulled into the University District Stop. The one that had changed my life a year ago. When the doors opened, a young, energetic dalmatian boy rushed through the doors and immediately turned to see me. His ears perked up and his eyes widened before he made his way to where I was sitting.

“Mister!” he said, his voice still a bit high and innocent-sounding as he dashed around me to take the seat next to me, already vibrating with anticipation. 


The seat wasn’t big enough for two people, but Tucker was barely twelve and took up far less space than I did. That’s how we’d met in the first place, when the bus had been too full and he had nowhere to sit. I throbbed in my jeans and suppressed the urge to just grab the boy and start messing with him; people were still getting on, after all.

“How was soccer?” I asked, subtly reaching down and placing a paw on his leg and giving his thigh a squeeze. The partition in front of us meant only his ears would be visible, so no one could see what my paws were doing, and the other side of the bus was taken up by stairs that lead to the second level, meaning we had decent privacy.


Tucker started excitedly telling me all about soccer practice and the other kids at school and I listened while waiting for the doors to close and the bus to start back up again. It didn’t take long, and the dalmatian pup was leaning against me, one of his small paws rubbing down over my own thing while he talked.


He was a smart kid, though, and knew not to push things further until we were sure that there was no one watching. Summer nights were comfortable on the leeward side of the mountain, though, and the shadow it cast over the bus helped conceal us. The moment the last of the passengers had gotten seated and the bus pulled out, I felt his small paw on my bulge.


I growled low in my chest, knowing that no one could hear him over the growl of rubber on pavement. He shivered at my side, feeling the vibrations of my chest and his small muzzle turned to nuzzle against my chest, his spotted tail wagging excitedly against the seat.

Tucker was adorable. Barely twelve years old, young, messy black hair and sky-blue eyes. The way his face flushed when he came was always utterly sexy, too, and some day I’d see it while he was on his back in my bed. For the past couple of months, he’d been getting on the bus in his soccer uniform; silky blue shorts and a light blue jersey with the number 4 on the front in gold, which I loved to tease him was how big his dick was.


I wanted to lean down and rub my face over the front of his cute shorts, but that would be far too risky. I had to keep watch and look mostly disinterested or engrossed in something other than the dalmatian cub sitting between me and the wall. My dick ached against his paw, trapped behind two layers of fabric and good sense. 


Tucker squeezed my shaft, and he squirmed happily against me, taking in my scent and tugging on my paw, trying to dislodge it from his thigh. I knew exactly where he wanted me to move it, too, but it was hot feeling him beg like this. After the first time I jerked him off, he’d become a very eager puppy. He knew what he liked and had no problems asking for it from me when we could. Most days the kid had a boner before he even sat down next to me. I guess I do, too now.


“Please, Mister,” he whispered, his voice barely audible over the growl of the bus’s engine as we started climbing a path along the mountain. He had half-turned his body to face me and was trying to grind his bulge on my wrist, but I kept squeezing his thigh.

I smirked and looked around the interior of the bus to make sure no one was paying any attention before I turned and leaned down to nose his ears and growl. “Think you deserve it puppy?” I asked, quickly sitting back upright and pretending nothing was going on.


The dalmatian boy whined and my dick throbbed against his squeezing paw. God he was hot. Some of the boys I watched were shy and reserved, barely knowing what their dick was for. Tucker knew exactly what it was for. For me to squeeze and stroke and make him feel good.


He nodded quickly and pulled more urgently on my wrist, and I finally released his thigh. “Y-yeah! Please, please, please… I didn’t touch myself all week!”


My cock throbbed again, and I could feel pre soaking the fabric around the tip of my dick. Having a canine dick could be a pain sometimes. Hearing that little Tucker had been holding back and showing restraint was hot. We only got to see each other on Saturdays, and sometimes Wednesdays if I felt like making the trip just for him, which wasn’t all the time. The kid definitely preferred if I was the one to get him off.


“I suppose. And you said you scored those goals in practice…” I said, letting him guide my paw to where he wanted it. His stiff little rod pressed against my palm, and I closed my fingers around it, feeling it throb through his flimsy shorts and undies. He moaned and pressed his face against my arm, expressive as always and easy to rile up.


“Y-yeah, I did! Rrf, m-made one against Sh-shannon, and one against Dakota,” he mumbled, pressing his hips firmly against my paw and grinding himself eagerly into my fist. 

“Ooh, very impressive. All those spots make you go fast, don’t they?” Shannon was an adorable lion cub who was quite a good player, and one I had a few years back in class. I saw him at the games when I went and fantasized about him. I didn’t know who Dakota was, though.


Tucker puffed out his chest proudly, eyes half-closed as he dry-humped my paw. “Spots are way faster,” he said, both his paws gripping my paw and wrist while he sat nestled at my side.


When I asked him, “than what?” the first time he said it he just rolled his eyes and told me, “than not having spots,” and it’s hard to argue with kids’ logic. “Exactly. Though, I still think you’d look good with some stripes. Maybe a couple of white ones over your face or back,” I teased.

Tucker wasn’t quite knowledgeable enough to get the double-entendre, so he just puffed his cheeks out indignantly and shook his head. “Never!!” he growled cutely and pressed his face against my arm, huffing needily and pulling on my paw. “Come onnn…”


I didn’t tease him any further than that and carefully extricated my arm from his grip so I could better reposition. I glanced around to be safe, then watched as I pushed down the front of his shorts so that they slid half-way down his thighs to reveal his adorable underwear: dark blue with cartoon fire hydrants. There was a noticeable, damp bulge in the front and I squeezed it with a couple fingers, watching the damp spot spread as he pressed up into my paw. This wasn’t going to take long at all.


“Fuck, I love your underwear, kid…” I growled down at him, only letting myself look for a few seconds at a time. 

He giggled and huffed happily, letting me touch and explore him, though he couldn’t help the occasional, eager lift of his hips to grind against my paw. “I know. Mom tried to throw them out, but I snuck them back,” he told me, and I ached to free my dick.


I pushed my fingers between the folds of his underwear and fished his dick out, marveling at the humanoid, uncut head. Pre oozed down over it, and I peeled his foreskin back with my fingers, watching another bead roll out against my thumb. He was panting and trying to sit still as I slowly jerked him off with two fingers.


Tucker gripped my arm tightly with one paw, the other holding his shorts to keep them from falling. His spotted muzzle was pressed against my arm, and I could feel a bit of drool as he panted and made soft noises in an attempt to stay quiet. One day he’d be at my place, and he could make all the sound he wanted, and I looked forward to hearing him.


I could get him off with these slow, gentle strokes. Tucker was a sensitive puppy and stroking his foreskin back and forth for a couple minutes would send him over the edge with adorable, needy whines. Today, though, he was so leaky that I knew what he’d enjoy.

When we passed through a deeper shadow of the mountain, I leaned my head down to kiss his floppy, spotted ears and growl into one. “Be a good boy and hump my paw,” I said, and I felt him shiver against me before nodding eagerly. Tucker wasn’t the only one who knew what he liked.


I kept my eyes forward as I wrapped my paw around his shaft and gave a squeeze, smearing his pre along his preteen shaft. He angled his hips towards me and shifted his grip on my arm before I felt him push his shaky hips into my palm. My grip skinned his foreskin back, my palm slick with his pre and teasing over his exposed head. He took the sleeve of my shirt in his teeth and bit down, huffing cutely as the pleasure made his body shiver.


Tucker’s body was trembling as he pulled back, my fingers pulling his foreskin back up over his head as he settled back against the seat. That one thrust would have been enough to send him over the first time I played with his dick, but he hadn’t been old enough to cum then. 


“Good boy,” I growled, low enough that I wasn’t even sure he heard me. He let out a whimper and nuzzled against my arm, though, so I guess my praise had been heard. I counted his thrusts to see how far he’d come in the short time I’d known him.


His second thrust against my grip had him pulsing and dripping and he ground against my fist as if trying to get deeper, though his small shaft barely poked free of the end of my grip. When he relaxed against the bench, his hips jerked involuntarily and he humped forward a third time, tugging hard on my wrist with both paws, his shorts sliding down and off his legs. 

Three thrusts. He didn’t pull back, so almost three thrusts? I don’t know if 200% increase is really anything to brag about, but it was cute and made my cock drool needily in my jeans.


Tucker’s orgasm crashed over him as he held my paw tight against his crotch, small, tiny humps against my fist as he grit his teeth. I felt his cock throb hard in my grip and just barely aimed it in time. Despite being dry a year ago, he was a star shooter now, if there ever was one, and despite my efforts, his first shot hit me right under my chin and neck, leaving the sweet, tangy scent of the dalmatian boy’s seed strong in my senses.


He pulled his hips back and curled tighter against me, and I felt his cum gush out into my palm soaking my paw and fingers and getting it all over his undies. He humped upwards and I managed to direct his dick back at his jersey, mostly. Cum hit him in the face twice as he ground his hips against my fist, the head of his uncut dick poking free of my fingers. The rest of his load emptied out over his jersey, liberally coating the gold number 4 there with his underage spunk. It was watery and sweet to the taste, and some day I’d get to feel him shooting on my tongue instead of having to lick it from my paw. 

He had a dopey, pleased expression on his face, eyes half-lidded and rolled back. The white fur around his muzzle was flushed red and he looked like he was on the kind of drugs only the dentist ever seems to give you. He whined and trembled against my side as he gave a few weak humps, the last bits of his cum dribbling down over those cartoon fire hydrants.

I gave him a few minutes to just sit there and lay against me, catching his breath. Jerking off a twelve-year old dalmatian boy doesn’t take very long, and we had minutes before the next stop, and ours wasn’t for another two. I wiped my paw off on his jersey and he giggled sleepily, not protesting. It just made his shirt look a bit damp, which was normal for a kid who’d been out practicing in the sun. 


Luckily for him, his shorts hadn’t slid around too much so he was able to grab them and slide them back on before we got to our stop, but not after I took his underwear. If his mom didn’t want him to have them any longer, I could find a use for them. We didn’t say anything else after getting mostly cleaned up, and he just hugged my arm and snugged to my side while we rode.


We were the only two off at this stop, and he bounded forward to land next to his dad when we got off the bus. The older dalmatian ruffled his kid’s hair and scrunched up his face as he stared down at his kid. 


“You know you can shower after practice, right? Short fur can still get matted,” he teased, giving me a knowing grin that was all about being a kid, and nothing to do with anything we’d done. It made my heart pound all the same.


I just laughed and shook my head, picking up on the conversation as we started down the street. Tucker wasn’t the only one who lived in my neighborhood, and I knew some of the parents from Parent-Teacher nights at school. “Yeah, if only we could make them shower,” I said, grinning back. I was a gym teacher, so I could say that.

David just laughed and started asking his son about soccer as we walked. We weren’t really a group of three except by happenstance, and they often talked without my involvement, except your typical polite hellos and goodbyes.


We got to their street, and I was saying goodbye when David pointed at the sleeve of my shirt and laughed. “Dang, what got you there?”


I glanced down at the sleeve of my shirt and saw a few holes where Tucker had chewed through my shirt while cumming. Couldn’t blame the kid. “Oh, friend’s dog was being playful. Didn’t realize!” I said, laughing it off.


David laughed and shook his head. “Tucker used to chew on the neck of his shirts when he’d play games. Get so focused on the intense bits that he’d just bite through them.”


“Daaaad,” the boy whined, pulling on his dad’s arm. His face was red with embarrassment, and I didn’t know if it was from the anecdote, or because he was responsible for these holes.


“Good thing he doesn’t do that anymore,” I said, grinning down at Tucker and giving him a wink. 


The older dalmatian chuckled and patted his son’s ears. “Yeah, was annoying to keep replacing shirts. Though if he keeps forgetting underwear at practice, I’m not going buy him any more,” he teased.


“Daaad!!”


My sheath thickened as I thought about the fire hydrant underwear tucked into my pocket, damp with the kid’s cum and I just let out a nervous laugh. “Serves him right, then,” I said, not really knowing what to say. 


David, ever oblivious, just laughed at his son’s wails of embarrassment and finally started off down the street. “Take care. See you next Saturday, if not sooner!”

“See you then!” I called back. “Bye, Tucker.” 


See you sooner, I thought with an inward grin. 
