
I waved goodbye one more time to David before closing the door. Behind me I could hear the shuffling of clothes behind me. I locked the door, my sheath already swelling as I turned to see Tucker standing behind me, pants and underwear already kicked off, his half-head little member bouncing around as he tried to get his arms through his shirt. God, he was such an eager puppy.


“I’m stuck!” he yipped, tail wagging around excitedly. 


“Here, hold still,” I chuckled, stepping closer to the dalmatian puppy and catching one of his flailing arms. He stilled and I was able to bend his arms and slip him through his shirt, leaving the boy naked in front of me.


This was the first time I’d ever gotten him alone at my place, with his dad needing someone to watch him for the weekend. I’d been more than happy to get him to myself, and clearly young Tucker was, too. He beamed up at me, bright blue eyes wide and intent. Eager. Ready. 

“What’s up, kid?” I asked, smirking down at him. He was hard as a nail already, and I could see a bead of pre forming at the tip. I told him that if he was going to stay at my place for the weekend, he had to be a good boy and not touch himself all week. 


“Please, mister? Can you do it?” he asked, rocking his hips forward so that his dick bobbed in front of him, another little drop of pre running down over his hooded head.


I huffed and ruffled the kid’s hair. He leaned into my paw, and I used my other paw to reach down and give his entire package a squeeze. “You don’t wanna try the thing I was telling you about?” I growled, leaning down to nose the kid’s ears.


Tucker whined and both his spotted paws gripped my wrist, holding it close to his crotch as he pressed his dick into my grip. “Mmf… I do… but is it really better than this?” he asked.


It was adorable that he thought nothing could feel better than my paw stroking his cock, but he was still learning, and we had all weekend. “Trust me, kid, you’re gonna love this.”


He yipped as I scooped him up in my arms and carried him into the living room where I could drop him on the couch. Now that we weren’t being sneaky in public, I could finally do something I’d always wanted. I stripped my shirt off and dropped it on the floor before undoing my jeans. Tucker’s eyes were fixed to my crotch as I pushed them down, my own canine member flopping out in front of me.



“Whoa…” he whispered, and I felt a moment of pride before he reached up and squeezed down on my knot. He’d felt me up on the bus plenty of times, but that had always been through clothing, necessitated by our need to remain discreet. His dick was a lot easier to hide than my own.

I growled as my knot pulsed and grew a bit from his attention, and I let him explore and stroke me. He wasn’t the best, but that somehow made his paws feel better. Inexperienced, but willing and eager. I wasn’t huge, but I dwarfed his, and his spotted paw couldn’t entirely wrap around my shaft at its thickest. “Some day, this is going in you…” I huffed out as his fingers trailed up my cock and teased my dripping tip.


His face flushed and he licked his lips, though I couldn’t tell what he was thinking. “Wh-why not uh… this weekend?” he asked, looking up to meet my eyes.


I just grinned and gave him a wink. “Maybe. We’ll see how stretchy you are. Now, wanna feel good?”


His eyes sparkled and he nodded happily, paws releasing my cock as he lay out on the couch, tail thumping against the fake leather. “Yeah! Yeah!” Tucker’s little shaft bounced above his smooth tummy and a couple lines of pre connected from his leaky tip to his stomach. He certainly was a wet puppy.


I pulled him along the couch until he was at one end, then crawled onto the rest of the cushions with my head between his legs. He looked down his chest at me with big, puppy eyes, his paws crossed over his chest to hug himself. There was a bit of pink around his face from nerves and shyness, but mostly he looked like a boy about to open a bunch of presents.


I thought about trying to drag things out, but we had all weekend, and this kid had boundless energy. I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and pushed down, his foreskin sliding back easily as my tongue cradled the underside of his shaft. Tucker gasped and both his paws shot to my ears, grabbing hold.

If I’d been with someone my own age, that kind of grabbing and tugging at my ears would have hurt, and I’d probably have told them off. With Tucker, it just felt hot. I growled softly around his little dick as he pulled on my ears while humping up to meet my face. I stayed still and he held himself hilted in my maw, huffing a bit and pulsing against my tongue. Apparently, it felt good.


"Wh-whoa, this feels... hngh… mister… it feels really good,” he whined, tail thwapping against the cushion as he ground himself against the end of my maw.


He didn’t have a big dick yet, so it was mostly like talking around a finger. “Better than my paw?” I asked, sounding only slightly muffled.


Tucker nodded quickly, then paused and shrugged. I didn’t see any of this with his paws holding my head to his crotch, but he helpfully added. “M-maybe? Hah! Huff, it feels really tingly and good.”


I grinned around his shaft and sealed my lips around him, one paw moving up to cup his balls while the other trailed up to pet his belly. He was making happy, whimpering noises as he tried to hump my maw. His cock rocked back and forth against my tongue, drooling pre that I greedily swallowed down.


“Gonna cum,” he whispered, finally releasing his death grip on my ears so he could more easily hump my face. “Gonna cum, gonna cum,” he said again, chanting to himself.


I had expected to do more of the work, but if Tucker wanted to be a good dalmatian puppy and hump my face, then I could lay there and enjoy it. The boy loved to latch onto my arm, and now, apparently, my head. I snaked my paw from his balls down between my own legs and began stroking and squeezing my own shaft. Usually, I had to wait until I was home before jerking off while just thinking about Tucker. Today I had him here.

Tucker was still muttering to himself as he struggled to maintain a good rhythm. His hips were shaking with the telltale signs of orgasm, and he’d leg go of my ears to hold onto my head. His back arched and his body squirmed under me as he humped and huffed. “Y-yeah, rrf. M-mister… gonna… I’m close… gonna cum!” he whined happily, tongue lolling from his mouth.


I growled happily and bobbed as best I could, counter to his thrusts. My tongue was lapping over his leaky head, lips teasing his foreskin back and forth. Pre drooled from around my lips, but I swallowed most of it. I’d already had to stop jerking myself a few times in the short time since starting, already dangerously close to the edge, and I wanted this puppy cumming on my tongue before I got off.


Tucker humped feverishly at my face, teeth clenched as he made cute, whiny puppy noises before huffing and using both paws to pull my head against his crotch. “Cumming! Hngh, mister!! I’m gonna… huff, rrf, gonna…” His head thrashed from side to side, and he even made a cute little growl before I felt him start twitching hard.


Cum gushed out over my tongue and I moaned out, unable to hold back. He unloaded into my muzzle, paws tugging on the back of my head as he tried to hump deeper, he just didn’t have the length for that. My own cum sprayed against the couch and my stomach and I choked back a growl so I could focus my attention on the dalmatian boy.


Tucker was whining constantly, unashamed and unrestrained now that we had privacy. I felt his cock bounce and twitch against my tongue, preteen puppy cum spraying against the roof of my maw, the back of my throat, and across my tongue. I swallowed, then again, then finally just accepted that some was going to run from my muzzle as he continued shooting and humping. The boy unloading in my maw shot less than I did, but it certainly didn’t feel like it when trying to swallow him down.

My paw squeezed down on my knot and my cock flexed against my grip, cum making a mess of the couch that wasn’t too terrible to clean up, thankfully. It felt so nice to have gotten off with Tucker around, much less with his dick in my maw, and he was still huffing and grinding up against my tongue as the last dregs of cum oozed from his head.

Carefully, I reached up and pulled his paws from the back of my head. Without anything to hold onto, he just shuddered and went limp on the couch, cock slipping from my muzzle with a bit more cum. Tucker’s paws were pulled up close to his chest and he had a dopey, pleased look on his face. “Wow… that was so good. Can you do that again?” he asked, eyes half-lidded and unfocused as he enjoyed the afterglow.


I licked my lips, the fur around my chin and face matted with his cum. I felt pretty good, having just came myself, but part of me envied how breathless and eager he seemed to have felt something so simple. I grinned and took his cock back into my maw, teasing his foreskin back with my lips. He cried out, too oversensitive still, and pushed my head away before laughing. 


“Okay! Okay! Maybe in a few minutes?” he asked hopefully.


I carefully rolled off the couch, avoiding most of the mess I’d made. I stood up and stretched my arms up before letting them fall to my side. My cock bobbed in front of me and Tucker’s eyes followed it like a dog with a treat. “Maybe. Was it better than paws?”


Tucker squirmed around where he lay, one paw moving down to squeeze his own small shaft that had yet to go down. “I dunno… I just wanna like both, though!”

“Whatever you want, kid,” I said, reaching down to ruffle Tucker’s hair with my clean paw.
