“Dinner’s ready!”

 

Mikey’s ears shot up, excitement coursing through him as he hurriedly paused the game he was playing and sprang to his feet. The young collie’s tail was already wagging up a storm, he’d been looking forward to dinner as soon as that wonderful smell had wafted up to his room, the unmistakable scent of his dad’s signature meatloaf. He had no idea what made it so special, all he knew was that nobody made a better meatloaf than his dad. He nearly tripped going down the stairs, the only reason he didn’t being the soft carpeting that added some friction. He did trip as he tried accelerating on the hardwood floor, something his slippery socks did not agree with, but he quickly got to his feet again and continued following his nose towards the kitchen. His dad had just finished pouring water into their glasses, the ice cubes in the plastic pitcher clinking satisfyingly as he put the pitcher down on the table, the older collie turning towards the kitchen entrance with a smile on his face.

 

“Whoa, slow down there, champ! The meatloaf’s gonna get cold if I have to drive you to the hospital first”

 

Mikey beelined towards his seat, getting a headruffle from his dad in passing as he too went to sit down. In all his excitement over the meatloaf, Mikey had forgotten about something important. The dreaded thing that accompanied that sweet ambrosia of meat. There right on the plate, in excessive abundance in the young collie’s opinion, were several stalks of broccoli. He couldn’t help but frown and wrinkle his nose, the smell of the meatloaf just barely masking the one coming from those detestable greens. He quickly hid his distaste before his father could see it, however, the less attention brought to those things the better. For now, he would simply focus on devouring his favorite meal of all time, he’d worry about those yucky things in the future, maybe he’d even manage to sneak away before his dad noticed he hadn’t touched them. Eating with a grownup knife and fork was still a little tricky to him, but he was a big boy now so he managed, carefully lifting those slightly-heavy-to-him utensils, eager to dig in. His dad had given him one of the edge pieces of the loaf, his favorite, the eager boy using all his concentration to delicately pierce one corner with his fork, slicing it off with the knife, and bringing that first piece of meatloaf to his mouth. It was utter ecstasy. A masterful explosion of carefully crafted flavors spreading over his palate, a short glimpse of heaven. Such exquisite things were meant to be savored, but he was many years too young for such self-control, the initial bite being the only slow one as he went on to devour the rest of his meal.

 

It took barely any time at all for his share of meatloaf to be completely cleaned off the plate, Mikey eating with the gusto befitting a growing boy like himself. He almost had it in him to ask for seconds, but that was a surefire way for his dad to question him about his veggies, better to throw in the towel now before he arose any suspicion. He had just barely motioned to leave his seat when his father’s voice caused him to stop.

 

“Mikey”

 

His tone was stern, gentle without any hint of anger, but stern nonetheless. He left the rest of the statement unsaid, but Mikey was certain what it was, it might still be possible to feign ignorance however.

 

“Thanks for the dinner, daddy, it was delicious, I’ll just go upstairs and-“

 

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

 

Mikey had avoided looking his dad directly in the eyes, but he couldn’t help but do so now. The older collie’s golden eyes were unflinching behind his square glasses, the fight was over before it had even started. Mikey returned to his sitting position, but slumped down in resignation, knowing there was no way out of this, but without any desire to get it over with any time soon.

 

“But I don’t wanna…”

 

His words came out as barely more than a mumble, his dad’s sternly neutral expression holding for just a moment longer before a gentle smile appeared on his face.

 

“We’ve talked about this, bud. You gotta eat your veggies or else you’re gonna get sick, you know that”

 

Mikey huffed and looked away, his bottom lip pushed out in a textbook pout.

 

“…but they’re not tasty”

 

His dad sighed, getting quiet for a few seconds as he seemed to contemplate something.

 

“…would you eat your veggies if you got your sniffies while you did it?”

 

The silence in the kitchen was broken by the unmistakable sound of a fluffy little tail swiffing against the back of a chair. Still maintaining his grumpy façade, Mikey looked into his dad’s eyes again, the two of them staring at each other before the younger of the two gave a tiny nod. Mikey’s dad’s smile widened, the older collie putting away his cutlery before getting up from his chair. He walked around the table, placing himself directly beside his son, Mikey straightening up in his seat to be eye-level with his dad’s crotch. The older man took his time, he was in no rush, carefully unbuckling his belt, unhooking the top button of his slacks and lowering the zipper, before letting his pants fall to the floor. He didn’t make a move to remove his boxers, they both knew how this went, and he wouldn’t want to deprive Mikey of this part. The boy was staring at the black garment with open desire, wrapping his arms around his dad’s cushy rump to give the clothed bulge in front of him a loving side-hug, squeezing his cheek against the comforting warmth. He breathed in deeply, audibly, letting that familiar scent permeate his senses. It smelled like home, like safety, like nothing in the world could make him sad or hurt him. It smelled like dad. He felt a hand on top of his head, lovingly stroking his hair, both of them enjoying this solemn moment between father and son. After a while, Mikey managed to pull himself off of his father’s bulge, excited to get even closer. He put his hands on the waistband of the older man’s boxers, but another pair of hands held them up before he managed to pull them down.

"Nuh-uh, you gotta eat one first"

Mikey wanted nothing more than to protest, loudly, but he knew it’d be pointless. His dad was kind, but never budged on things like these. Reluctantly, while keeping his face as close to that wonderful warmth of his dad’s bulge as he could, Mikey reached out a hand to grab hold of his fork. With great disdain, he pierced the smallest stalk of yuckyness, slowly bringing it towards his mouth. To his dad’s credit, it wasn’t nearly as bad as it could’ve been. The broccoli had been pan-fried for only a short amount of time, meaning they were still crunchy instead of the mush they sometimes ended up as. They’d also been fried in liberal amounts of butter and even had a hint of garlic, all things that bumped these otherwise unsavory greens up to "edible". All the while his dad continued to stroke his head lovingly, encouraging him as he crunched away at his first stalk of broccoli. 

"That’s a good boy, I’m so proud of you"

Mikey could feel his heart leaping, his tail wagging even harder at hearing his dad praising him. He chewed quickly until he’d broken the foul broccoli down to a satisfactory size, swallowing right away to remove it from his mouth. He didn’t even bother washing it down with water, too preoccupied with claiming his prize for being such a good boy. His hands once again gripped hold of the hem of his father’s boxers, this time being allowed to pull them down without interruption. Mikey had seen his dad’s dick many times by this point, but the sight of it never seemed to feel any less special. 7 solid inches hung flaccidly over a pair of kiwi-sized balls, mahogany brown foreskin stretching all the way across the tip with just a slight overhang, the entire thing smooth and matte and soft-looking. Mikey carefully snaked a hand underneath what was to him a grand behemoth, leaning forward to push his cheek right up against his dad’s shaft to feel it directly against his body. The warmth was even more palpable, a soft throbbing emanating from within, just barely discernable. They had learned about this in school, how this was your "private place" and should only be shared with someone special to you. Mikey knew that he was special to his dad, and his dad to him, but it still felt good to know that his dad considered him special enough to share this with him.

He’d be content to stay like this for hours, but he knew there was something even better awaiting him. Leaning back again, Mikey gingerly grabbed hold of his dad’s cock, his small hands barely able to hold it steady. He pointed the wrinkled tip of foreskin towards his face, aided somewhat by the fact that his dad was getting a stiffie, Mikey swallowing instinctively as he started pulling his dad’s foreskin back. A wet, slick sound filled the air of the kitchen as the older collie’s matte pink glans came into view. He’d showered this morning, but it had been a long day at the office, the plump cockhead glistening with moisture as it slowly came into view. Mikey felt his heart beating in excitement, the young pup breathing with his mouth as he placed his snout directly against his dad’s slick glans, mentally preparing himself for what was about to happen.

With a long, audible inhale, Mikey breathed in every detail, every note, fragrance and scent of his dad’s cock. Deep and earthy musk mixed in with subtle hints of sourness, a rich umami that seemed to light up every inch of his olfactory senses, sending a warm wave of pleasure coursing through his body. It was the smell of a real man, almost too strong for a boy such as himself, but that just made it all the more appealing. More than appealing, in fact deeply satisfying on every level, physically pleasing yet also emotionally fulfilling, it just felt right, like he was meant to do this. After the first initial sniff, Mikey continued to huff the rich and complex funk of his dad’s cockhead, his eyes closed and his mind focused on this; his happy place.

He almost didn’t notice his dad shuffling slightly, it wasn’t until he heard the sound of cutlery clinking against ceramic when he pieced two and two together. Soon enough, he felt something give the side of his muzzle a gentle tap, and after a big bracing sniff of daddy cock, Mikey opened up his mouth to accept the offered stalk. 

"There’s a good boy, you’re doing such a good job"

The broccoli wasn’t even that bad now that got his sniffies at the same time. He barely had to hold on to his dad’s cock now, the impressive member stiff enough to stand upwards on its own volition, allowing him to relax his grip. It dully throbbed in his hands, really coming to life as he kept sniffing its musk. Mikey could only imagine how proud his dad was of him right now, the older collie had explained to him that grownup’s willies got all hard and stiff when someone made them really happy, so that had to mean that he was making his daddy very happy right now. He had practically forgotten all about the broccoli, already swallowing it as he awaited the next one, his dad happy to provide it for him.

Mikey completely lost track of time as he kept his nose pressed up against his father’s glans, which is why he was surprised when he suddenly found himself without anything more to chew. Had his dad stopped for some reason? The confused pup opened his eyes and looked up, seeing his dad looking down on him with a rather amused expression.

"Look at your plate, bud"

He did, shocked to find that his plate had been entirely evacuated, not a trace of broccoli left to be found. Surprise made way for pure joy, Mikey beaming up at his dad with a rush of pride blossoming forth in his chest.

"I did it! I ate ‘em all, daddy!"

His dad smiled warmly at him, the older collie bending down to give his son a heartfelt kiss on the lips, which the younger happily reciprocated. After parting lips, the two of them locked eyes with each other, staying like that until the older of the two spotted something out of the corner of his eye.

"Looks like that made someone really happy"

Mikey followed his father’s gaze, looking downwards until he saw it, an unmistakable tent in his shorts. He couldn’t help but blush, feeling a bit bashful over the fact that he’d gotten a stiffie too, without even noticing at that. The two of them looked back at each other, the love Mikey felt for his father reflected back at him in the older man’s eyes.
“Mikey, are you ok with me touching your private place?”

The question was a formality, they both knew what his answer would be, but Mikey knew it was polite to ask first. He nodded eagerly, which was all his dad needed before he went ahead to undress him. Lowering his shorts and superhero-themed undies revealed Mikey’s rock hard stiffie, the modest shaft bouncing up and oscillating like a doorstopper as it jumped back into place after being caught in his underwear briefly. Unlike his dad’s dick, which felt so majestic, almost graceful in its size and heft, his own dick was so kidlike. It wasn’t just the size, it was the fact that it got so stiff that it didn’t really throb, it just kinda vibrated in place, so overeager and desperate. His dad didn’t seem to mind, the older collie taking the small shaft between thumb and forefinger and carefully pulling the foreskin back, imitating his son’s previous actions as he pressed his snout against the small glans and breathed in deeply. Mikey giggled and squirmed in his seat, his dad’s nose and his warm breath tickling him, but in a way that felt really good.
“Stop it daddy, that tickles, mine doesn’t even smell that good!”

The older dog looked up at him, a wry smile on his face.

“I think it smells plenty good, in fact-“

He bent forward slightly, planting a quick peck on his son’s glans.

“…it even tastes good”

Mikey shuddered at the physical contact to his dick, that felt good. Really good in fact. He looked down at his dad, who seemed to mull something over.

“…Y’know, I think you’ve been so good today, you deserve an extra special reward”

He didn’t even get to ask what this reward would be, his words caught in his throat as a gasp took over him instead. His dad had placed his lips over his willie again, but this time kept them there, sucking on it like it was a lollipop. Mikey could feel his entire body tensing and straining, desperately holding on to his dad’s head as the most sensitive point on his body was lovingly caressed and played with. He couldn’t help but let out a squeak as he felt something warm, wet and dexterous brush across his sensitive glans, his dad no doubt using his tongue to play with his willie.
“Daddy…d-daddy, nnff…”

It was pleasure nearly on the verge of overstimulation, it was awakening something, getting him closer to…he wasn’t quite sure what, but it felt really important. It almost felt like…

“D-daddy, I think I’m gonna…p-pee…”

Instead of stopping, the older collie began to vigorously tongue the underside of his glans, which only made the feeling stronger. Mikey whimpered and whined, feeling that blindingly intense sensation centered on his glans grow exponentially, his little sack tightening and his butthole clenching.

“Aaahh…AAH…I-“

He grabbed hold of his dad’s head with all four limbs, crying out as he felt his little dick spasming and throbbing wildly, an overwhelming pleasure coursing through him as it all went down. He was afraid that he was gonna pee into his dad’s mouth, but somehow nothing seemed to come out, it kinda felt a little like peeing, but much, much better. His dad never stopped licking for a single second, intent on prolonging this intense and wild pleasure for as long as he could, only slowing down as Mikey’s dick stopped twitching, and as the boy loosened his death grip that he had had through his first ever orgasm. Mikey was breathing as if he’d just ran a mile, his entire body awash with pleasurable tingles, especially in his dick. It was the best thing he’d ever experienced, better than dad’s meatloaf, maybe even better than the smell of his dick. He felt a spasm as the older collie’s lips slid off his now incredibly sensitive glans, his dad straightening up to give him another loving kiss.
“Love you, Mikey”

Mikey reached out to hug his dad, his heart still fluttering from the post-orgasm glow.

“Love you too, dad”

He felt his dad’s strong, reliable arms wrap around him and pick him up, raising him up to eye level.

“How about we head to the couch and find ourselves a movie to watch, that sound good, bud?”

“Yeah!”

Mikey’s tail wagged excitedly, feeling like this day couldn’t get any better, especially since he got to experience it with his dad.
