
“Pee yourself.”


Kyle’s eyes went wide as he glanced up from the display case at the jackal staring at him. “W-what?” the fox squeaked, his head tilting to one side, unsure he’d heard the man correctly.


Nessan just grinned and leaned forward on the counter. his necklace, a silver ankh on a chain, clattered against the glass display case as he lowered himself to the kit’s level. “Pee yourself, and I’ll let you have the game,” he said, letting one paw hang down over the case to tap against the glass.


Kyle’s cheeks went red as he looked from the grinning jackal to the game he’d been staring at. He’d just been looking and thinking of what to ask for for his birthday. He didn’t think he might be able to get a game, but… “P-pee my pants? Why?”


The jackal chuckled and glanced up at the entrance to the store, making sure they weren’t about to be interrupted. “What can I say? I think it’s fun. You want the game? You pee your pants.” He was grinning wide now, clearly enjoying making the young fox squirm. 

Nessan had solid, dark gray fur with silver designs tattoos along his arms and back. Black dreads were pulled into a ponytail and tied at the back of his neck. His t-shirt was purple with the words Aware-Wolf above a drawing of a wolf in lotus position.

The young fox, on the other hand, was in a simple pair of black gym shorts and a blue shirt that came down nearly to the hem those shorts. “I…” Kyle wasn’t even sure what to say. He’d accidentally wet himself once or twice before, but no one had ever asked him to do that on purpose. “I, um… I do w-want the game, but…”

Nessan was leaning on the case, a predatory grin on his muzzle as he waited for the kid to make up his mind. Kyle was in here enough to browse games or game guides every weekend, and any day it wasn’t raining during the summer, and Nessan ran the shop alone. “But…?” he prompted.


Kyle’s cheeks were red, and he pulled up the hem of his shirt to cover his nose, exposing his belly for a few seconds before pushing his shirt back down. He fidgeted from paw to paw, tail fluffed out and lashing around. “I… don’t… I don’t hafta pee!” he said, quickly turning around and dashing out of the shop, his whole body feeling funny.


Nessan just grinned, giving the kid a lazy peace sign. “Later, kid,” he said.


Later that night, Kyle lay in bed, his memory of the mall having been forgotten until now. He had to pee, and all he could think about was what Mr. Nessan had told him to do. “Pee yourself,” the jackal had said, and he’d looked all too happy about it. That remined him of his neighbor, and what happened during Halloween, and his little member throbbed between his legs.


He shoved a paw down between his legs and pressed on his thingy, squeezing his legs together and whining to himself. It had felt really good that time, even if it had been super embarrassing. He didn’t want to wet the bed, or pee his pants, but… Kyle thought of the game, though, and rolled to his other side, fighting the urge to pee himself now.

The young kit shivered as he pressed both paws against his member through his undies and oversized shirt. No, I’m not gonna, he thought and slowly crawled out of bed. His bladder panged and he held onto his mattress for a few seconds, taking deep, shuddering breaths to calm himself before he could move again.


Kyle kept one paw clamped down over the end of his stiffy, the other hugging his chest as he crept towards his bedroom door. Every foot felt like a mile and when he was reaching for the doorknob, his body trembled just a bit too much and he felt a sudden burst of warmth against his paw. He whined and stayed still for a few seconds, fighting to keep more from coming out, but another hot jet wetted his paw. 

Kyle clenched his eyes tight, a few tears running down his muzzle, but he pulled the door open and carefully stepped out into the hall. The air was a bit cooler, and he could feel the damp fur on his inner thighs more clearly. The bathroom was right across from his bedroom, and he ducked into it, closing the door.


He turned the light on and looked down at dark, damp spot across his dolphin-print undies and whined. At least he hadn’t fully peed himself! The kit stepped gingerly over to the toilet, but paused, thinking back to Mr. Nessan. Pee yourself, he’d said. He could get a game that way…


Kyle looked down at the toilet, his bladder ready to burst and his legs bouncing up and down without his control. Maybe a bit of practice…? But not on the floor! Kyle was sucking in gasps of breath, a few tears still running down his cheeks, but he was now focused on making it into the tub. One leg up, one hot gush of fox pee into his wet undies, and he’d made it in, his other leg quickly pulling in after.


There was no “deciding” to let go at that point. Kyle stumbled back and fell onto his butt, wedged in sideways. He felt the dam break, and he choked back a whine as pee streamed through his clutching fingers and soaked his underwear. The fox just spasmed and hugged himself tight, whimpering in relief as he finally stopped trying to hold back. Fingers held lightly to his twitching member through his undies, hearing the hiss of his stream against the fabric.

It sprayed up against his belly and shirt, the faded blue fabric growing dark as it soaked up young fox pee. Kyle’s cheeks burned with shame at what he was doing, but he couldn’t deny that it at least felt good to have gone. It made his thingy hard and feel good, too, and he squeezed and touched it a few times, sending little shivers through his small frame as he emptied the last of his bladder out into his undies and over his stomach. 

Kyle was panting softly now, still trembling at how his member felt against his fingers. His paws were soaked in pee, as well as most of his… middle half? Being wedged into the tub sideways was getting uncomfortable, so he carefully turned sideways, putting his feetpaws towards the drain, and felt his pee run down his legs and paws. His shirt was also pretty damp more than halfway up his chest. Maybe it was more than his middle half…


Kyle stood up, the sound of pee dripping to the tub sounding loud in the quiet bathroom. Luckily, he knew from experience that the shower didn’t (usually) wake his parents. He couldn’t reach the shower head, so he ducked under it and turned it on, whimpering as some of the cold water hit him anyway.


When the water was heated up, he ducked into the stream, letting the water rinse all the pee off him before taking his wet clothes off. He could leave them in the tub until morning, and no one would find them. The fox looked down at his little uncut member, now soft, and tried squeezing it, but it didn’t feel the same. He gave up, used the smallest amount of shampoo he could get away with on his fur, and left the shower a few minutes later.

He crawled back into bed, thinking about the game store, the game, and what he could do to earn it. Maybe it wouldn’t be so hard.


Nessan was playing a game on his laptop when he heard the door chime and a small orange fox walked in. The jackal grinned and pretended to be looking the other way, ignoring the fox as he walked shyly up towards the counter.

Kyle’s paws fidgeted with the hem of his shirt, resisting the urge to pull it up over his nose to hide his face. He drank a lot of water before coming to the mall, but the two times he’d walked by the store, there had been other customers inside, so he’d been too scared to go in. Now he really had to go, and there was finally no one in the store, except that it was too scary now.


The fox shuffled up towards the counter, knees shaking a bit as he looked up at the jackal. “Um,” he said quietly, hoping the jackal would just look over at him.

Nessan could see the fox squirming out of the corner of his eye and fought to keep his ears from swiveling towards the fox. He continued tapping away at his laptop and pretending to look in a catalog he kept on the desk. His sheath swelled at the thought of making the kid squirm and a small smile played across his face.


Kyle’s ears flattened a bit, and he gripped his little member through his shirt and shorts and shuffled closer to the counter. “M-mister Nessan?” he asked, his voice shaking a bit. Part of him wanted to turn and run from the store again, but he knew he’d never make it far with how bad he had to pee.

The jackal’s ears swiveled towards the kid this time, and he finally decided to turn and look. Kyle was tugging on the hem of his shirt and shifting his weight from foot to foot. “Ah, hey Kyle, what’s up?” he asked, casually leaning against the counter and grinning down at the fox.

Kyle’s cheeks went pink, and he stared up at the older jackal, tail tucking close to his legs in embarrassment. He fidgeted on the spot and looked down at his paws shyly, then through the glass to the game. “Um, do… do you want…”

Nessan waited for the fox to finish, but the last few words came out unintelligible, and he figured he’d put the kid out of his misery. “Ohh, you wanna pee your pants for that game, hm?” Nessan spread his arms and leaned forward against the counter until his necklace was almost touching the glass, one eyebrow raised.

Kyle let out a soft whine and looked down at his paws, fidgeting again before squeezing his shaft through his shorts. It was too embarrassing to say it out loud, so he just closed his eyes and nodded rapidly, bouncing on his paws. 


The jackal’s grin turned up the corners of his muzzle, and he drummed his fingers along the glass case. “No need to look so embarrassed. Not like you’d be the first one,” he teased, lifting the bar-style door and stepping out from behind the counter.

Kyle watched, a little confused, as the jackal walked to the door leading to the mall where he closed and locked it. It was only when the jackal started walking back towards Kyle that the fox felt a little trapped, though not having any extra witnesses to what might happen was nice. “Not the first?” he asked.

Nessan chuckled and walked back past Kyle, ruffling his hair again as he did and stepping back behind the counter. “Nah, kids need games and don’t have money. Let keep your undies and that can be downpayment on another game, how about that?” he asked, opening the door to the back office and beckoning with a paw.


Things were moving really fast, and Kyle’s paws clutched at his bits, the urgency rising. “Um, um… I guess? I… but—hah—I don’t know if I c-can…” the fox whined, looking doubtfully at the path the jackal wanted him to take.

Nessan raised an eyebrow and stepped back to the counter, grinning down at the fox. “Oh? Have to go that bad, hm?” The jackal asked, looking down at the flustered, shaking fox. Before the kid could respond, he stepped forward and picked him up, ignoring the sudden cries of alarm and protest.

“W-wait!! No! Hnngh,” Kyle kept one paw clamped down hard over his stiff little member, the other arm thrown hastily around the jackal’s neck to support himself as he was suddenly carried behind the counter. His bladder ached and he squeezed his legs together, shaking and trying his best not to pee on the man. “Nonono, gonna pee, gonna pee, helppp,” he whined, rubbing his muzzle against the man’s chest and huffing quickly.


Nessan snorted. “Yeah, kid, that’s the point,” he teased, patting Kyle’s back as he carried the kit into the back room. It wasn’t very large, and only had a desk, computer, safe, and a few random boxes. He closed the office door and plopped the fox back onto his feet, keeping his paws on the kit’s shoulders. “You doing okay?”

“G-guh,” Kyle managed to blurt out, both paws now back to his crotch. He trembled and looked up at the jackal, cheeks red, and just nodded slowly. “I-I really hafta peeeee,” he whined quietly.

“Then go. What’s stopping you?” Nessan teased, grabbing his desk chair and rolling it over to flop down on it. Today’s shirt was dark blue and had the silhouette of large, fangy shark jaws on it. 


Kyle shot the jackal a look that said what do you think? and then squeezed his eyes shut, trying his best to keep his undies dry. Which was dumb, he knew why he was here. He let out a pitiful whine and just shuffled around, looking around the office for anything to distract him. “But the carpet?” he whispered, as if that might change the jackal’s mind.


“Cleaned it before. Don’t worry. Are you embarrassed?” Nessan asked, rolling the chair closer and making Kyle take a step back, his back almost against the door. The fox nodded and Nessan reached out to rub his thumb over the kit’s cheek. “Good,” he said.


Kyle was so shocked to hear that that he stopped shaking, his eyes going wide. “Wh-what? Hnng—hah—nnf,” Kyle spasmed as a hot burst of pee shot out into his undies and he doubled over with a grunt.


“What’s wrong with being embarrassed? Only bad if people are being mean,” Nessan asked, his sheath stirring between his legs. The jackal could see the damp spot around the kid’s paw where the light blue shorts turned dark. 


Kyle was a bit too desperate, not to mention young, to really think much of the older jackal’s words. The man was only a couple feet from him and Kyle had just peed in his undies a bit, his paw pads damp. “Nngh, I c-can’t hold it,” he whimpered, bouncing a bit more and tucking his chin down against his chest.


Nessan huffed and leaned back in his chair. A button, a zipper, and he was tugging his swollen sheath out into the open. Several inches of slick, black, tapered flesh jutted up from his gray pouch, and with a quick roll of his paw, his hefty sac flopped out. Pre drooled down his shaft, and he preened when he saw the kid’s eyes go wide at his display. “Don’t mind me, just do your thing, kid.”


Kyle stared at the jackal’s cock, so much bigger and different than his own, and he bounced in place, huffing in air and trying to hold it. Too many things were going on, and the kit couldn’t keep his mind focused on not peeing! Kyle tore his eyes away from the jackals privates and clenched them shut, paws pressed firmly over his crotch. Another hot burst of pee against his paws and he cried out, shaking.

Nessan huffed to himself, cock throbbing and swelling from his sheath as he watched the kid practically melt down in front of him. He could feel his knot starting to stretch his sheath out and pulled the fuzzy pouch down, exposing himself fully to the small fox. “If it makes you feel better, I’ve got a change of clothes for ya,” he offered, trying not to chuckle at the fox boy’s expense.

Kyle didn’t even really process what the jackal said. He was fighting a losing battle that he’d expressly come here to surrender in the first place but was now too scared to do so. He felt full to bursting, and not even the promise of a new game was enough to put him at ease. There was only one way he was going to get relief, and it was against his will.


Another hot jet of fox pee, then another, then a trembling whine. Kyle’s knees were pressed together, and he could feel the hot stream of urine running down his inner thighs and over his knees. It was too late. He just sobbed once and gave in, more hot pee gushing out into his paws, his little member aching as he squeezed and tugged on it through his wet clothing.


Tears ran down Kyle’s muzzle, but he didn’t mind. It felt so good to not feel so full anymore, even if he knew he could never show his face in the game store again. He could hear it pattering on the short carpet below with increasing frequency as his pee-soaked clothing began to drip as well. 

Nessan was idly stroking himself, smearing pre around his ebon shaft as he watched Kyle wet himself right there in his little office. He’s never had a boy unintentionally wet himself before, since they’d usually done so willingly. He just huffed and watched, saving this memory for later. Not that the show was over. 


Kyle’s stream hissed to a stop, and he shuddered and sucked in a breath, fighting down the urge to cry. Now that he felt better from peeing, a little bit of the shame had gone. Until he opened his eyes and remembered that Mr. Nessan was still there. And exposed.


“Hey, Kyle,” Nessan said, cutting off the boy’s thoughts before they could start spinning up. "You good?”


Kyle blinked a few times, cheeks red, but he nodded. “D-do I get that game?” he asked shyly.


“Sure do, but I’ll let you pick something else out if you let me do something else,” Nessan said, shifting forward on his chair and standing up. He let his pants fall to the floor and then kicked them aside, careful not to get them in the large damp spot that was soaked into the carpet.


The fox felt a little numb after having wet himself in front of a, well, Nessan wasn’t a stranger. Still, he’d come this far, and part of him thought maybe Nessan wanted to make him feel good like his neighbor did. “S-sure?” he asked, paws still pressed to the front of his soaked shorts.


“Pull out your undies and shorts, yeaaaaah, like that, good. Wow, cute dick, kid,” Nessan said, watching Kyle’s cheeks go red as the jackal made the kid expose himself. He aimed his shaft down towards the fox’s underwear, bending his knees a bit and let out a sigh. A hot arc of golden urine splashed right across the kit’s uncut dick, soaking into the fur around his crotch, his balls, and underwear.


Kyle gasped when he saw the older jackal start peeing but was too shocked to say or do anything. He just stood there, thumbs hooked in the waistband of his underwear and shorts, pulling them out for the older man who was now peeing his pants!! Kyle just stared on, confused, embarrassed, and feeling oddly aroused, though he didn’t know the word yet.


Nessan hadn’t planned on doing this with the kid. Most of the others probably wouldn’t have let him, but something about the small fox told him he might be able to get away with it. He growled softly to himself as he hosed down the kids front half with pee, even catching the boy’s shirt with it and making the kit whine. “Huff, yeah, don’t tell me it doesn’t feel good, does it? Wait, are you hard?”


Kyle wouldn’t admit that it did feel a little good, but the man’s next question confused him. He looked up at the jackal’s face, followed his gaze down to his own penis and saw it stiff and twitching, which it did sometimes, especially after wetting himself like this. “Hard?” he asked, a little confused. 


Nessan grinned and shook off the last few drops of pee off onto the floor, not at all bothered by the mess he’d have to clean later. “Yeah, means you liked it, heheh. Perv,” he teased good naturedly, ruffling the boy’s hair.


Kyle’s face flushed, but he didn’t recoil at the touch. “Liked… liked it? Like… can you make it feel good and stuff?” he asked, sounding almost hopeful.


Nessan paused, his smile vanishing at that. “Wait, what? Feel good?” he asked, wondering now just how much he might get to do with the fox boy.

The fox squirmed and looked down, starting to clam up since he obviously was wrong. “N-nothing, just um…” he stared down at his twitching shaft and was about to pull his underwear back over it when a dark, gray paw suddenly wrapped around his shaft, making him gasp.


“You want me to make you feel good, kid? Is that it?” Nessan practically purred, his other paw stroking himself and spreading pre along his shaft. The small fox’s member throbbed against his fingers, and he stroked the boy’s foreskin back and forth. “Like this?”


Kyle’s toes curled as he felt his sensitive bits get played with, fingers stroking him in a way he hadn’t quite been able to emulate. “Uh huh,” he mumbled quietly, one paw clutching the neckline of his shirt while the other held onto the jackal’s arm. It felt really good, way better than the simple touches he’d had before, and it nearly made his brain fuzz.


Nessan was jerking himself quickly as he teased the boy’s small spike, huffing and panting feverishly. “Yeah? Feel good? Do you shoot or does it just tingle?”


The fox didn’t really understand the question. Of course it tingled! He whined as that tingly feeling overwhelmed him and he hunched forward against the jackal’s paw, his little member bobbing dryly between those fingers. 


The jackal groaned as he felt the boy’s dick spasming and twitching. His own throbbed hard and he leaned close to bite down on Kyle’s neck, just enough to hold him still while rope after rope of cum shot from the end of his cock and hit the door behind Kyle with several hard spurts.


Kyle’s head was swimming as the jackal’s fingers jerked him over the edge, each blank fire making his small balls contract hard against his frame. It felt so good that he didn’t even notice Nessan’s much messier orgasm between his legs, even if his feetpaws and tail caught an errant strand or two. The bite to his neck barely even phased him and he just closed his eyes and leaned against the older man, feeling worn out from having peed himself and then drycumming like that.

Nessan let go of the boy’s shaft, then his own. He carefully stepped backwards and then let all his weight fall into chair behind him. His dick jutted him from his crotch, drooling pre down across its shiny, black surface and knot. “Damn, kid. Don’t worry. I won’t ask you to do that too often, if you don’t want. Only if you want a game, or scratch that itch,” he teased, throwing Kyle a wink. He didn’t want to scare the kid off too quick.

Games? Kyle thought, then remembered he’d come here for a reason! He’d earned himself the game he wanted after all, and with the extra things he’d done, and would do, he could potentially get more things! Being peed on wasn’t so bad, either. Kyle’s tail wagged a bit, and though he still felt damp and icky he gave the jackal a shy smile. “Okay, Mr. Nessan.”


