Uncle Mikey was [i]plenty[/i] frustrated.  He’d grabbed paper towels drenched in cold water to clean up as much of the blood as he could, but there was still a stain in the fabric of the car, and he just knew that that was going to cost them when the rental company found out.  It’d be her sister’s money at least, since they were paying for his trip (and his hands).

It definitely sucked being the only adult with hands.  He’d had to drive the whole [i]sixteen[/i] hours, both ways to his parents’ house, and now he was tasked with getting Zora to a Target to get the right type of heat pad.  And after a week of following his sister around with no places to sneak off to remind Elaine just how good they were together.

His niece (well, [i]daughter[/i]) was quiet, probably embarrassed, wearing her makeshift diaper so she wouldn’t cause [i]another [/i]stain.  Well, Zora being in heat did help explain why she and Westin had sixty-nined!  That had been quite the shocker for the middle-aged Bloodhound.  He’d never pictured the slightly chubby ten-year-old girl as anything more than a somewhat annoying kid, until he saw her riding her brother’s muzzle, his cum splattered on her face.

[i]Like father like son[/i], he couldn’t help but smirk.  At least Elaine had spoken to Zora at length about why she wasn’t supposed to be stroking off her brother, so Mikey didn’t feel the need to reiterate it on the way to Target.  “It’s okay.  It’s a natural part of growing up.”

Zora just said, “Yeah.”  There wasn’t feeling in her voice.

“You okay?” he asked, turning left just before the light started to change.

“Yeah…”

Mikey paused.  “Oh, come on, Zora.  Talk it out.  What are you thinking about?”

“W-what if I get pregnant?  Mom said I can now.”

Uncle Mikey chuckled.  “Yeah, well, that’s not going to happen.  You’d have to… um, I mean…why would you worry about that?”

“I’m not stupid.  I know that creamy stuff carried the baby.  But I - I didn’t just get it on my face,” she said, not embarrassed at all about the money shot he’d witnessed.  She said, “I swallowed some of it - in my belly!”

This time Mikey laughed from the stomach, he hoped reassuringly.

“Don’t tease!” she whined, starting to cry.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!  It’s just - that’s not how it works.”

“It isn’t?  I swallowed a lot…”

Mikey shook his head.  “You could swallow as much as you want and it wouldn’t get you pregnant, okay?”

That kept her quiet until they turned into the parking lot.  Then she asked, “Then how [i]does[/i] it work?”

“[i]That’s[/i] a question for your parents,” Mikey explained, blushing and ignoring the fact that he was half of that equation.

She looked awkward waddling in her mother’s diapers, but it wasn’t far to get to the products, size her up, buy them, and then rush to the bathrooms.  “Um, let’s use the men’s,” Mikey suggested, when Zora tried to take him into the women’s.

Thankfully, the handicapped stall was open.  “Alright, let’s get those off you,” Mikey said, trying to ignore the absurdity of having to help his ten-year-old “niece” get dressed.  But she definitely needed the help figuring out the wings and velcro.  Being a medium-short fur breed, she had had to get special form fitting pads to stay hidden beneath her panties.

“I need hellllp,” Zora whimpered, the velcro sticking to some of her fur.

Mikey privately rolled his eyes, but he found himself kneeling behind his young charge, hiking up her skirt, and pulling down the thick layers of feral padding they’d managed to wrap around her brown bottom.  It [i]was[/i] harder than it looked, and he was grateful when the cloth [i]finally[/i] gave way and he pulled her pads down.

And got an eye-and-noseful of the little girl’s heat.  Her tail was hiked up to help with the removal, and Mikey’s powerful nose was just inches from her grey spade, just winking and bouncing in plain view, swollen and taut and blanketed in rich-smelling musk that reminded him almost exactly of his sister.  He inhaled deeply, inadvertently letting his breath wash over her.  She was [i]ten[/i] for God’s sake, but still - first her cum-drenched face, now [i]this?[/i]
“Um…Uncle Mikey?”

He blinked, realizing he’d been kneeling there with her panties down around her ankles for almost fifteen seconds while Zora stood there, revealed and clenching.

“S-sorry, I just…got distracted.”

Hurriedly, he grabbed the box of better-fitting pads and hooked them around each foot before sliding them up.  Carefully, he had to cup his “niece’s” swollen spade with one paw in order to press the pad tightly enough to stick, and the way her pussy bulged through the absorbent cloth wasn’t much less revealing that when she’d been bare.  He slid the flaps up her inner thigh, trying not to think about how he was stroking the soft, short fur of her crotch.  He was immediately drawn back to when he first spent time with his littermate.  As a feral, Elaine had gone through heats for [i]years[/i] before he, at thirteen, finally caught a good post-puberty whiff.  They’d started slow, but only two months after they started fooling around, they finally tied up, and it was a miracle she didn’t get pregnant.  “There you go, does that feel better?” Mikey asked.

He watched as the ten-year-old girl patted her crotch, moving her legs to walk to see if it was a good fit.  He watched her slide a paw around her puffy pussy, tracing the quivering mound, investigating for almost ten seconds before her low voice said, “That feels…a lot better…”

“Alright, let’s get these up,” Mikey huffed, finding the bathroom stall to be suddenly [i]far[/i] too small.  He slid her panties up her legs and helped her push her tail through, tightening the cloth, but even two layers deep, he swore he could see the outline of the divot of her triangular spade.  “Perfect,” he said.

Zora shivered, glancing over her shoulder at her uncle, still crouched behind her.  She still had her tail hiked, a nice view of her panty-laden loins.  “Th-thanks,” she whispered.

[i]Fuck, does she have a crush on me?[/i] Mikey wondered.  He tried to be gruffer now, standing quickly.  “Great.  Now let’s get back to the hotel, okay?”  But even he could tell she was acting differently around him.  Instead of the [i]fun[/i] uncle that always played games and teased her, who she joked with and teased back, the little girl was following him close behind, staring at him, hanging on his every word.

He tried not to say much on the drive back to the hotel.  What a fucking nightmare.  At least he wouldn’t have to stay in the same room as the girl and deal with the scent!  He’d return the car first thing in the morning and hope they didn’t notice the stain until after he’d paid.  Pulling into the cold parking lot, he followed the shivering Bloodhound into the lobby, where she waited for him to walk to Room 8.  Frowning, he knocked on the door, for Stuart to answer.

“Hey, Mike.  Did it go well?”

“I mean, got the job done, at least?”

Behind the four-legged husband, his wife sat on the bed next to Westin, the young boy wagging his tail at the new entry.  Elaine said, “I think this time maybe Westin will stay with us?” she asked/told at the same time.

Mikey blinked.  “I thought I was going to share a room with Westin.”  It only made sense, to keep him away from both girls in heat.

“I’ll be fine,” Elaine explained.  “He’s pretty tuckered out anyway.”

Zora, realizing that this meant sharing a room with Uncle Mikey, said, “Yeah!  Let’s do it!” grabbing his arm.

“That’ll be okay, right?” Stuart asked, yawning.

“But - I —” Mikey gasped, even as he was tugged toward the intervening door… to Room 10.  “I guess so…”  What was Elaine’s game, anyway?  He’d kind of been hoping to sneak off with his sister to the bathroom in the middle of the night, because Stuart slept like a rock.  But Westin might interrupt him if he tried to go through from Room 10.  Maybe this was Elaine’s way of telling him she had a ‘headache’ tonight.

Resigned, Uncle Mikey entered Room 10 and started to cough.  It smelled [i]strongly [/i]of heat, and not the kind that was hidden under deodorant pads.  Zora didn’t seem to notice, probably embarrassed and thinking it was from her.  But Mikey knew better.  Elaine had been in here, and she smelled [i]ripe[/i].  No wonder she didn’t want to risk sharing a bedroom with him.  He’d have a hard time holding back, and so would she, and he might not paint her teats this time.

[i]Great, just [/i]great.  At least Elaine’s residual scent would slowly fade away, but now he was sharing a room with his ten-year-old “niece”, who herself was in heat, in a room [b]blanketed[/b] with heat.  He just hoped he could fall asleep soon enough to have disturbed dreams, but still get some rest before an early morning.

******

If only Zora would put away her iPad.  It’d been twenty minutes of hell since he’d brushed his teeth and changed into his pajama shorts.  Mike had slipped into bed still wearing a t-shirt, but he quickly learned couldn’t sleep with that on.  He’d pulled it off after getting under the covers.  He’d even turned out the lights and wished Zora good night, but the warm white glow of the screen lit up her face as she did God-knows-what on the device, her ear buds buzzing with some sort of K-pop music.  Mikey tossed and turned, wondering if the hotel sold [i]nose[/i] plugs.  He wasn’t a four-legger, but he [i]was[/i] a Bloodhound, and his nose was still pretty darn good.

Eventually though, he did manage to drift off to sleep.

[i]Schlick schlick schlick

[/i]
Michael turned over in his sleep, flicking an ear.  The sound stopped.

[i]Schlick schlick schlick

[/i]
His eye popped open.  His other eye was pressed against the bed, but with one eye, he could only make out the streetlamp outside vaguely illuminated the curtains.  It was too dark to see anything, at least until his eye adjusted.  But this time the sound kept coming.

A repetitive sound that he unfavorably compared to the mice in the walls of his apartment.  What a crappy hotel!  Surely, they’d have gotten complaints.  But no, wait, there was motion, too.  His eye was focusing now, and he could see the outline of his young niece against the low glow of lamplight.  Ever so slightly, his sharp eyes noticed motion in time to the sound.  Her covers were moving ever so slightly, half-way down.

[i]Schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick…

[/i]
Mikey froze, recognizing that sound.  Adrenaline rushed through his body but he kept himself still, staring at Zora’s silhouette.  She must have thought he was still asleep, because she was lying on her back, the covers hiding what she was obviously doing under there.  She had a paw between her legs, working her swollen spade as quietly as she could.  Her face was barely visible, but the ten-year-old was biting her lip.

He’d never heard the sound so far away and muffled before, but he knew it well from all the times he’d fingered his sister when they were growing up.  The smell confirmed it - he wouldn’t be able to scent her heat if she hadn’t slipped the pad off.  [i]Fuck[/i].  Between the sound and the scent, he wasn’t going to get [i]any[/i] sleep, unless he did something now.

Loudly faking a yawn, he heard the sound stop as Zora froze in place.  He tossed again, and turned, and sure enough, he’d freaked her out enough stop her.

[i]Schlick.  Schlick schlick.

[/i]
Like a cricket, as soon as he was about to fall asleep, she started it up again, pumping her musky digits into her thick, swollen pussy, slowly at first, then faster and faster.  Mikey rolled his eyes, waiting for his niece to finish masturbating.

[i]Schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick schlick…

[/i]
It didn’t end.  Either she was just [i]so[/i] horny, or she couldn’t do it.  Elaine had never been able to jack herself off, but she didn’t have hands.  But, Mikey had to admit, it [i]was[/i] Zora’s first time masturbating.  If he was going to get [i]any[/i] sleep, he’d have to bite the bullet.

“Zora - you’ll never get off that way,” he sighed, out of nowhere.

His niece froze.

“C’mon, I know you’re awake.”

“M-Mikey?” she said, shivering.

“Come on, girl, get up and get in the bathtub already and get yourself taken care of.”

The miniature version of himself wasn’t budging.  Growling frustratedly, he tossed the sheets off of himself, just wearing his tightening shorts, and flipped on the lamps between the two beds.

“Hey!” Zora gasped.

“I [i]said[/i] ‘get up’,” he muttered, irritably.

He reached for [i]her[/i] covers next, and the ten-year-old girl’s eyes went [i]wide.  [/i]“W-wait, no!” she yipped, but he was too strong, yanking the covers from her hands.  Sure enough, she was totally naked under there, quivering with her tail uselessly tucked between her legs.  “Uncle [i]Mikey![/i]” she protested, weakly covering her bloated spade with the same hands that had been unsuccessfully stuffed inside her little cooch moments before.  He grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her out of bed…a little rougher than he’d intended.

“Oh hush, it’s not like I’ve never seen you naked before,” he grumbled, pulling her toward the bathroom.

“What are you doing!?” she gasped, glancing at the door to Room 8.

“If you quit struggling about it, you’ll find out!” he grunted, pushing her into the bathroom.  She fell back onto the toilet, sitting suddenly, her lanky arms trying to cover her lack of tits and her bulging pussy at the same time.  He was polite enough not to look.

“[i]Jesus[/i],” he grumbled under his breath, the combined frustrations of the whole week boiling his normally friendly demeanor over. “Here — you lie down in the bathtub with the shower on, and you… use… [i]this[/i].”  He tossed her the little bottle of body wash that all hotels provided.  She caught it clumsily with the hand covering her budding breasts, revealing dark little nubs from her belly fur.  But Mikey was already turning on the water, pulling the shower curtain closed just enough that he wouldn’t get blasted as the water warmed up.  He turned the shower head until the stream became thin and high-pressure, waiting until it was warm before pointing it where he estimated she’d be spreading her legs in the tub.

“I-I’m scared,” she whimpered.

“It won’t hurt; it’s fine. You’ll thank me later,” he rolled his eyes.  And maybe he’d get some sleep.  First, he’d been cockblocked by his sister, then caught his niece — no, [i]daughter[/i] — in an admittedly arousing repeat of history, and now forced to share a room with this horny little know-nothing, drowning in [b]both[/b] their heats, and he just wasn’t handling it well.  He said, “Get a good lather up with that body wash, and it should work this time, okay?  Get it done, put on a fresh pad, and [i]get back in bed — [/i][b][i]please![/i][/b]”

“But –”

He’d already closed the door.  He panted, trying to breathe the slightly less tainted air, now that she was elsewhere.  [i]Fuckin’ [/i][b][i]fuck![/i][/b]  His hand smelled like pussy just from grabbing her arm, and his shorts were fully tented.  She’d probably noticed that, hadn’t she?  Damn it.

He waited there until he heard her climb into the tub.  She’d figure it out from there, he figured.  Wasn’t sure how long it would take her, but…

Uncle Mikey slinked over the adjoining door to Room 8 and popped it slowly open.  A thin tendril of light from the lampshade worked its way into the dark room.  Maybe, just maybe, he could invite Elaine into the other bathroom for a quickie?  God, he needed some relief.  His eyes scanned the beds, trying to gauge who was awake and who wasn’t.

Or who was [i]there[/i].  He only saw one body in the bed, and it didn’t take long to realize it was Stuart, snoring loudly.  Mikey glanced back and forth, but Elaine and Westin were nowhere to be found.  Had they left the hotel room?  No, he realized, the thin bar of light from under the bathroom door glowing tellingly.  Couldn’t Westin use the bathroom alone?  Yes, unless Elaine had a reason to be in there with him.

[i]Wait…would she really?[/i]  Had his Bloodhound sister stood him up to sneak off with her own two-year-old [i]son?[/i]  He couldn’t really put it past her to slut it out so much with her offspring.  After all, she’d been fucking her brother for [i]years[/i].

He closed the door tight, growling, and hopped back in his bed.  Maybe now he could get some sleep.  The sound of the shower landing heavily on his niece’s engorged crotch covered most of her groans, and the water knocked her scent right out of the air and sent it spiraling down the drain.  But his sister’s smell still lingered, and Zora’s body - she was a two-legger, not like Elaine.  At first that hadn’t appealed to him, but Mikey had to admit the naked girl struck a good figure.  He hadn’t seen her naked in years, but she was pretty thick where it counted, except in the boobs.

Huffing, the older Bloodhound kicked out of his shorts entirely, hiding beneath the covers to reach down with his hand, still sticky from where he’d grabbed Zora.  He’d whacked off enough to know how to do it without lubricant, and his emerging red cock was more than slippery enough to glide through his tight grip.  He humped gently, working faster up and down, letting his own musk join the sexual cocktail of smells in the room.  As if that weren’t enough, the noise of the shower started to lose ground, Zora’s moans and whimpers piercing the muffling sound of the water.  She [i]had[/i] figured it out.

“[i]Unngh![/i]  Ummmph!  [i]Gnnnnahh![/i]” she groaned.

“Mmmh.  [b]Nnnnh.[/b]  Ennhhh!” he panted, quieter.  He imagined her in there, lathered up and making her fingers [i]fly[/i], pumping them deep, back and forth, blanketed with the steady, warm flow of falling water.  

If she was still scared, she didn’t [i]sound[/i] it.  Finally, [i]finally[/i], she let herself go, pushing past that barrier to her very first orgasm.  “Booo-[i]wooooooo-[/i][b][i]woooow![/i][/b]” she wailed.  Picturing the oh-so-young pre-teen thrusting her back straight up into an arch and pointing her heated pussy [i]right[/i] into the path of that concentrated spray stream was more than enough to cream himself, shuddering as he gave a few subdued bucks and launched a large, fresh load over his brown belly.  He panted and groaned and let himself go, his pent-up balls working [i]at least[/i] at 30% capacity.  Mikey fought to keep his eyes open through the spikes of pleasure, watching as his angry, pulsing tip spewed out full, creamy, white shot after thick, weighty, pearly salvo of cum — cum that was [i]supposed[/i] to be spraying over (or maybe even in) his “litter-mate” Elaine — go to waste in a large goopy puddle on his heaving stomach. It felt good, it was the relief he needed, but he was nowhere near satisfied.  And then, he’d only just caught his breath when Zora emerged from the bathroom, wearing only a pad squished up against her well-worked spade.  “Don’t look, don’t look!” she yelped, running past the foot of his bed to hop into her bed again. Any other time, he would’ve chuckled off her adorably pointless modesty with a witty remark, but being so annoyed, Mikey was in no mood.

“There, was that better?” he huffed, wishing he’d had time to clean himself up.

“Y-yeah,” Zora admitted, refusing to look at her “uncle”.

“Hhgg, finally. Now, go to [b][i]sleep![/i][/b]  “Mikey growled, hearing his charge sighing contentedly in the bed.  “Goodnight,” he added instinctively. The adult Bloodhound was met with silence.  “Well?  Are you going to thank me, or what?” he grumbled.  But she was already sinking into the pillows covering her ears.  Sighing, he said, “[i]Kids[/i],” and finally got the sleep he wanted.

For about thirty minutes.

He was half asleep at first, a gentle rumbling in his own throat.  He’d been having a good dream - a dream of Elaine, probably.  His overstimulated arousal was playing in on that, but as he stirred awake, the darkness outside still evident through the dim glow around the curtains, he realized there was another culprit.  He became [i]acutely[/i] aware of a warm, wet sensation against his ample balls.  Eyes popping open, he stared down, but he was still beneath the covers.  Confused, he whipped his head toward the direction of Zora’s bed, but the girl was nowhere to be seen.

[i]Fuck.[/i]
He reached for the edge of the covers and lifted them up, his eyes taking a while to adjust.  There she was, the young Bloodhound [i]slurping[/i] gently at her uncle’s balls.  She must have crept under the covers from the foot of the bed.  Was she sleep-walking?

She noticed him now and smiled shyly at him, not even stopping her near-feral lapping.  No, she was fully and cursedly cognizant — and now, so was he. 

“W-what are you doing?” he asked stupidly.

“Thanking you,” she replied, returning to nuzzle his half-hard cock before pulling his whole sack into her wet, droopy muzzle.  He groaned in unwanted bliss, rolled his head back and bit his lip, letting go of the covers instinctively, as if not being able to see the ten-year-old would make her disappear.  But no, she kept [i]sluuurrrp[/i]-ing and suckling away, out of sight.  That damned insatiable heat must have drawn her to his musk — he [i]knew[/i] he should have cleaned up after jacking off.

He shook, frozen, not sure what to do, but each rhythmic nursing made the decision for him, and it ended in a stuttering, hard groan, and seconds started to turn to minutes as the young girl replicated what she’d done for her brother to her “uncle”.  He could barely hear the [i]thlup, thlup, thlup[/i] of the muted licks nestling between his legs, but right with each one came a hot lash of ambrosia that sent ripples up his body.   Mikey held his breath, the slick saliva that was blanketing his whole crotch quickly erecting his cock to full attention.  As much as he wished he were [i]anywhere else[/i], this [i]was [/i]a better gift than the hand-drawn pictures she’d given him for Christmas.  He loosed another vocal, relieved groan, slowly spreading his legs to give his little girl more room to maneuver — and felt her muzzle pushing in further immediately.  Remembering to keep his voice down, Mikey bit back his moans, turning them into panting gasps as Zora [i]played[/i] her tongue around, over, and [i]under[/i] the Bloodhound’s sack, gently jostling the loose skin, before delicately sucking it tight into her mouth with the filling, churning testes warming up for a fertile bitch to impregnate.  Shuddering and huffing, Mikey slowly crept a hand under the blankets to grasp and squeeze his fully erect cock while Zora tirelessly polished the sweat and lust off his testicles. 

[i]It's just Elaine, it’s just Elaine, picture Elaine,[/i] the perverted uncle chanted his mantra repeatedly, which should have been made easier with Zora’s whole body hidden under his sheets, but… he kept picturing Zora… arched off the shower floor… howling through her orgasm… smiling so [i]happily[/i] at him while doing something so…

  He sighed, knowing he had to do the right thing. Four whole minutes had passed, but he lifted the covers again, moving his hand off his cock to push himself up to a sit.

“You’re - you’re not supposed to do this,” he panted.

Her eyes met his.  “You said I could swallow as much as I want to.”

“But we’re related,” he objected.

She shook her head.  “That didn’t stop you with Momma Elaine.”

Oh, right, she’d [i]seen[/i] that.  Hard to cover up the fact that he’d been balls deep in his own sister.  “Yeah, well…” he said, trailing off.

But Zora had thought this through.  “I know that this is mommy and daddy stuff, and we’re not s’pose to.  But you were doing daddy stuff to Momma behind Dad’s back.  Now I want to do it with [i]you[/i].”

Was that a threat?  He doubted it.  The ten-year-old girl wasn’t great at lying or intimidation.  “I-I could get in big trouble,” he suggested.

“I can keep a secret,” she promised, before going back to lapping at his balls.

Hard to argue with her, especially while he started grunting in ecstasy again, his toes curled.  Worse, she was reaching up with both paws now, one sliding beneath his butt, the other reaching up to gently grip his quivering cock.  Well, there was no denying it now.  Her heat, concentrated beneath his sheets, was wafting up to his nose, and Uncle Mikey whimpered, “Remember h-how Westin was licking you?”

“Yeah?” she asked.

“Can you do that?” he asked softly, realizing he was taking this a significant step farther.

“Okay,” Zora said, smiling.  With that, pulled the comforter over body again, trying to keep as much of his scent pocketed around her as possible. Her eager muzzle pinned his wagging tail.  He spread his legs apart, holding his breath until, suddenly, with no hesitation, the young girl planted a large, wet lick on his tailhole.

“Oh, [b][i]God[/i][/b],” he groaned, which only spurred her on.  With her beneath the covers, he could almost pretend she wasn’t there, that this was a dream.  Maybe this way it would be easier to picture Elaine, though his sister would [i]never[/i] have done what Zora did next, pushing deep and spreading his anus wide.  She had no qualms about lapping and slurping there, as she remembered distinctly how good it had felt with Westin.  Her tongue buried inside him, her cold nose pressed up against his balls, and Uncle Mikey could barely handle it all, groaning loudly again.  “Th-that’s it; [i]that’s[/i] my girl…” he trembled and whined speaking truthfully.

Panting, the thirty-year-old slid his paws under the covers hiding Zora from view and returned his hands his cock, already wet from a few licks.  While his “niece” ate him out, he was bucking up into his firm grip, quietly and desperately grunting with each miniature thrust.  If someone walked in, they might not see Zora, but they’d see a large lump at the foot of his bed, moving and bobbing her head, and they’d hear the [i]gluck, glorp, slorch[/i] of her steady licks.  He planted his hips, bucking harder as his hands started to fly on his cock to throw himself off the edge again, but before he could cum, she pulled her tongue free and climbed all the way onto the bed.

His wild thrusts had dragged the covers off, revealing his naked body to the young girl.  She scrambled up to his pelvis, smiling down at his full, throbbing cock, drenched balls, and lubricated tailhole.  She grabbed his balls with one hand and dick with the other, and Uncle Mikey gasped, “Zora, wait!”

But she ignored him, stroking his like she had with Westin before planting rapid warm licks up to the beaded tip of his cock.  Now he could see her and it felt more real.  There was no trying to picture Elaine this time — Zora had hands, she was smaller, and she was just a [i]kid[/i].  But she knew how to please a man just from blowing her brother, so why not use those newfound skills on her uncle?  She couldn’t know that Mikey was actually her father.

“Z-zora! You don’t want to do this!” he managed to gasp, his paws gripping the sheets on either side.

“Are you going to tell me to stop?” she asked, curiously, directing lazy, aimless laps at his tip, [i]plk, plk, plk[/i]-ing away the fresh pre-cum that seeped up there every second.  She snuffled up and down his dick, noticing the rich scent of his earlier ejaculation.  She made a point to find every point of spent seed where it had dried rough in his fur and to [i]sloooowly[/i], teasingly slurp it up, cleaning him like he hadn’t been able to do before, before returning to his shiny, red dog cock.

“N-no,” he panted.

Zora whined.  “I’m hungry, Uncle - quit holding back!”

For once [i]he[/i] was the obedient one, relaxing his objections, resting his hand on her head, and letting the young girl have her way with his genitals.  She pulled every lever and worked every button, lapping and stroking and squeezing and fondling. Mikey squirmed. He clapped a paw over his whimpering muzzle. He bucked into her mouth. He rubbed what he could reach of her until his eyes were crossed, at the very edge of his climax.  She seemed to know this, her paw wrapped around his churning balls.  This time, she’d drink it [i]all[/i], not let it get messy in her fur.  Mikey watched in horrified amazement as Zora squeezed his balls and lowered her muzzle all the way down his cock, wrapping her tongue around him until he couldn’t stop himself.  “I - I’m cumming!” he groaned into his cracked paw, barely managing to limit the volume.  At least he didn’t howl like a Bloodhound!

She knew what to expect, keeping her muzzle tight around his dick as he started to erupt in her mouth and down her throat.  She worked her tongue firm and quick to grab any cum that ricocheted off the back of her throat, [i]gulping[/i] him down.  She took “swallow as much as she wanted” literally, and she wanted it all.  Mikey’s eyes rolled back in his head as he was pushed to his limit, cumming into his “niece’s” skilled muzzle, his nose blanketed in her fertile heat.

“Good girl…” he groaned, emptying his balls for the first time in a week.

What felt to Mikey like falling into a field of lilies, held aloft only by his spurting dick, felt a lot different to Zora.  The young girl was surprised when the second cock erupted, but this time his voluminous load didn’t coat her muzzle, it splattered the [i]inside [/i]of her mouth.  She could feel her uncle’s balls churning in her grasp, launching bubbling hot cum everywhere around her large tongue.  She didn’t expect the taste - not unpleasant, but [i]salty[/i], more savory than sweet, learning quickly to meet each ejaculation with a loud, wet [i]gulp[/i].  She was determined to swallow it all, no longer afraid that it would sink down into her belly and start a puppy.  She let him drench her insides, lapping it up eagerly, ears perked to better hear his unblocked groans of pleasure.

First Westin, now Michael.  She loved both of them, of course, but had never been quite so generous.  Now, she really enjoyed helping them, and the way her pussy quivered was more than enough payback.  She slipped a paw down to her quim once more, fingering herself even as she finished slurping her uncle’s seed.  If only she were wetter - the shower had done wonders for her self-pleasure, especially the soapy white lotion.

Uncle Mikey finally fell down from his orgasmic high, his guilt creeping up inversely.  At least she seemed to like it, he noticed, as the 4-foot-tall, little girl stood up at the end of the bed.  She was panting, a rich load of cum still balanced in the middle of her tongue.  It was his first good look at his niece, her legs just far enough apart so that she could twiddle her twat, the fat spade so flexible, puffy, and inviting.  His eyes went up from there, taking in her slightly bloated belly, freshly bulging with cum, to her nipples, barely sticking out from her chest.  Mikey knew he was supposed to find her body unappealing.  She was so young, and covered in baby fat.  But he’d started playing with his sister Elaine while she was still young, and he’d grown so accustomed to the four-legger’s cute little teats that Zora worked just perfectly for him.  Obviously, the fact that it was incest was no barrier to “Uncle” Mikey.  As long as he didn’t get caught, what was the harm in expanding his relationship with both his sister [i]and[/i] his daughter?

Zora threw that right out the window.  Standing in front of the panting Bloodhound, she realized she didn’t need to go to the bathroom to get more lotion.  She had some on her tongue.  Michael looked on in confusion at first, but his expression quickly warped into one of horror as Zora spit the whole wad of fresh cum into her right hand, and before he could speak, his eyes wide, she lowered it to her pussy and [i]slathered[/i] it all over and [i]inside[/i] her fertile spade, bucking her hips and slightly bending over, whining.

“Ohhhh!  Nnnngh!” she groaned.

Uncle Mikey held up a hand to say, “[i]Zora[/i], wait!”

Zora glanced up at him, surprised, but the damage had already been done.  Her sticky paw was covered, but worse, her inflated spade was coated and dripping in his gunk, pushed surprisingly deep by the eager bitch.  Gulping, Mikey said, “Y-you don’t have to take care of that alone.”

“Huh?” she asked, unconsciously still rubbing his seed deep into her loins.  Mikey held his breath, watching as she worked his little baby-makers deeper and deeper, her horny hips humping, absolutely dripping in the biggest mistake of his life.  She really might get pregnant - he knew that well enough.  A ten-year-old wasn’t ready to be a mom, but there wouldn’t be a choice.  He’d fucked up and she’d sealed her fate without even realizing it.  And where would the cops look except good ol’ “Uncle” Mikey?

Taking a deep breath, he thought [i]Well, fuck it, then.[/i]  He took a deep breath and repeated, “C’mere, sweetheart.  Let me take care of it.”  He beckoned her onto the bed.

The chubby little girl climbed naked onto the bed, her knees pressing down the matted covers.  But Mikey wanted her standing.  Reaching out, he took her by the armpits, tucking his thumbs just under her barely budding breasts and lifting the nervous Bloodhound up until she stood in front of him.  He licked his lips, eye-to-spade with his young niece, white globs of fresh cum painting her swollen, trembling spade.  “Now this is a sight for sore eyes,” he murred, pushing his cold nose up against her musky folds.

She yipped and tried to pull away, but his hands reached around to grab her by the butt, and she found herself whining and attempting to curl her tail.  “M-Mikey…”

“Just relax — I promise,” he rumbled breathily, curling his tongue up to graze the tapered tip of her spade before slurping up the swollen mound, his own cum slipping between his lips.  He groaned [b][i]hungrily[/i][/b], and kept licking, holding her there like a platter he meant to empty.

“Nnnngh!” she growled softly, trying to push him away.  “T-too much!”

But he knew better.  She did too — she knew what it would take to cum, and that meant pushing past her normal boundaries.  “You smell so good,” he huffed, before really pushing it into her, spreading her slick pussy around his tongue, gratified at her clenching down around him.  He guzzled her greedily, easily dampening her more than her arousal or his leftover cum could manage.  His thick drool coated her petals, leaving her glistening in the dim light of the dirty hotel room.

“P-please,” she panted, though it wasn’t clear at all what she wanted.  She’d stopped pulling away, and even now bucked her hips like a bitch in heat, pulling his tongue deeper and deeper.  But Uncle Mikey was the first to mix things up.  He pulled out with a loud [i]squelch[/i], and then lowered her back to her knees.  He was sitting on his tail in front of her, his legs spread on either side of her, his plump sheath already growing again for the intrepid little girl.  His hands went more needily to her breasts, rubbing the minute amount of breast tissue she’d managed by her young age, twirling those many nipples with his thumbs.  She shivered and groaned, but not in the same way as when he’d been eating her out.

“You’re so beautiful, Zora,” he whispered.

“Are you — gonna do what you did to mommy?” she panted.

“Is that what you want?”, he hushed.

Zora thought about it for a moment, remembering her mom panting and whining as Mikey plowed her from above.  “Yeah…”

“Okay, before I can hump you into the sheets, we’re gonna have to open you up a bit, okay?”

She nodded, before pausing and asking, “It won’t get me pregnant?”

“It’ll be equally impossible, I promise.”  It wasn’t a lie, since she was already possibly pregnant and there was nothing he could do to change that!  “Just go slow and sit down on my tip, okay?”

The Bloodhound bitch looked down at the red lipstick half-emerged from her uncle’s sheath and straddled him, biting her lip.  She sank down, her tail out of the way, until her fortune cookie hovered just inches above his dick.  “Like this?” she asked. They still whispered to each other, the taboo thrill simmering both of them to a quiet excitement, just like Mikey had with his sister the week before.

“That’s right.  Don’t worry, if you fall, I’ll catch you,” he explained, sliding his paws out under her buttocks.  He helped lower her slower to his bony tip, but he let her decide when to do it.

“Uncle Mikey…!” she whined, using her fingers to spread her cunny out and wrap herself around his tip before sinking down three inches.  Her eyes widened in surprise as she bulged out easily around him, his saliva making her very pliable.  “Oh…God!” she yipped.

He was really doing it.  He was pushing into his own niece — his own [i]daughter[/i].  She didn’t know any better, and here he was taking advantage of her, like he had with Momma Elaine before her.  Back then, he’d been just as young though.  Now, he was a thirty-year-old man talking a girl a [i]third[/i] his age into riding his bare, veiny cock.  He held her up for the moment, working her an inch or two up and down, easing her into it.  She’d been licked before, but she was about to lose her cherry.

“Now this part might hurt a little bit,” he panted.

“W-why?”

“It’s how you become a woman, Zora.  You gotta get all the way down, and it’s going to hurt a lot for a minute or two.  But you gotta stay quiet, okay?  Grit your teeth for me, baby.”

She stared down, worried, but did just that, ears flat to her head.  Mikey made it quick, dropping her down a full two inches and poking up against the young girl’s hymen.  He tore through the thin flesh, Zora groaning, “Nnnrrgg!  Rrrrwwwggg!”  But she kept the volume down, even as she whined, her virginity taken before she even knew it was a thing.

Mikey shuddered in amazement as he punched through her hymen, watching the girl sink four inches down his wet shaft.  She spread wide around him, several more inches to go, a good girl taking her uncle’s dick.  He pulled her tight to him, wrapping his arms around her until their chests were pressed together, licking Zora’s neck as he wedged himself deeper and deeper, despite her whines of pain.  “That’s it, sweetie, there we go, so proud of you, ” he encouraged.

“Owww, owww,” she groaned.

Huffing, Mikey pulled her closer, and in an overload of sensation his lips were locked to hers.  She looked stunned at the sudden affection, but her nerves [i]exploded[/i], and she tilted her head to accept his tongue, the warmth and saliva taking her mind off the way his cock made her pussy squeal in pain.  She whimpered softly with each lap, blindly imitating what the adult was doing to her in improvisational need.  Her hungry enthusiasm stoked his roaring arousal, and he reciprocated and their devouring kiss grew more desperate and passionate, her urgent whimpers answered by his frenzied moans. Their tongues battled so furiously together, they were hardly aware of Zora steadily sinking down further on to Mikey’s cock, without a twinge of hurt or discomfort. Soon enough, she was sitting down to the top of his knot, bruising her lips against her uncle without any of the obvious winces that would have indicated she was hurting.  She even wagged her tail, hugging tight.

“Remember,” he pulled away, panting into her swollen lips.  “This is Mommy/Daddy stuff, and we gotta keep this a secret, okay?  Just like between me and Elaine.”

“O-okay,” Zora whispered, whimpering. [i]Excited[/i].  And then he rolled her over onto her back, burying her in the fluffy comforter.  He rested his sizable weight on the ten-year-old, still half-buried in her quivering pussy.  A long, slow lick along her neck saw the young girl [b]shiver[/b] and reflexively wrap her legs tight around her uncle, just like she’d seen her feral mother do.  “It feels so good now…” she panted, shivering at his strong arms — like pillars on either side of her head.  She stared down her brown-furred belly to gasp at her vulva — until today, she’d barely protruded from between her legs more than an inch.  Now, heat-swollen and stuffed with more than half Mikey’s cock, she stretched out [i]nearly[/i] four inches!

Michael had pinned his sister like this dozens of times, but Zora was longer than Elaine.  Leaning over the ten-year-old, his eyes were level with the top of her head, meaning a single downward glance took in her whole, curvy, underage body, the line of nipples descending neatly toward their sticky union.  He’d grown up so infatuated with Elaine that he’d never developed an attraction for two-leggers, but now he could appreciate Zora, her flat chest and baby fat, her hands reaching up to caress his chest, her mouth open and whining, close enough to touch noses.  He couldn’t wait to get her off while painting her chest white.

“U-Uncle Mikey!” she whined, her voice growing a little.  Her tail thumped against the bed, her adolescent hips flexing and squirming as she pushed up against the powerful male.

“Not so loud,” he whispered, picking up one hand to run down her chest, jostling each black nipple on the way down, her short fur like silk against his paw.  He grunted and humped, grinding his knot against her bloated pussy, his paw finally sliding down to cup her wide birthing hips.  His pumping shaft slid wetly into her at a forty-five degree angle, her fat lips squeezing neatly around him on the way in and out.

“I — I love you,” she whispered in a cute hush, her whole body quivering as his dick sent shockwaves down her spine.  Her tunnel was so welcoming, tight, hot, and [i]wet[/i], he could hardly help but push deeper, his sizable knot squishing her vulva against her abdomen.  She didn’t know what she was doing, but she slid both hands down her body, rubbing her teats, until she reached her well-worked pussy.  Before Mikey knew what was happening, she did what her mother never could — she tugged her spade apart, widening it just as he [i]thrust[/i].

[i]Pop![/i]
Like that, he grinded himself all the way in, his still-swelling knot now primarily responsible for inflating her engorged cunt to the size of a pool ball.  He wanted to stay but he knew he had to pull out.  Biting his lip, the large Bloodhound couldn’t help but let himself remain tied to his “niece” for several seconds, his whole cock distending her tunnel into a shape to match.  He whined, his tip brushing against her fertile cervix, so close and yet so far to breeding his daughter.

She hadn’t seen the part where he came all over Elaine’s chest.  She didn’t know that he hadn’t planned to tie her.  Uncle Mikey gulped, placing his free hand on the girl’s belly button, to separate the two of them before he reached his full size.  She might already be pregnant, but rutting her like two dogs tied on the beach wouldn’t make that [i]less[/i] likely.  He just had to stay where he was until his bulging knot smashed her clit until she came, and then he’d pull out, praying he hadn’t leaked too much cum against her womb.

She had no idea just how risky it was with her uncle spurting pre-cum deep against her pubescent uterus, or how close he was to bloating her past the point of no return, she just knew he was grinding against the very source of her lust, knot bumping and twisting and [i]nudging[/i] her clit.  She squeezed her legs hard around his waist and humped up and down, her rump lifted clear off the bed, eyes staring down at the fat bulge he made in her slightly chubby belly.  “[i]Uhhh[/i]...  [i]Ahh![/i]  [b][i]AWOOO—[/i][/b][i]”

Shit[/i].  Mikey quickly moved his paw up to her muzzle, clapping his palm over her lips so that her howl got muffled quick.  Shortsightedly, it was the paw holding her belly and keeping them separated.  Frantic, he tried to pull away, but her whole hindquarters moved with her, attached neatly to his knot.  He couldn’t pull away with his hand keeping her quiet.  Panting and shuddering, he felt himself grow even thicker, stuffing her like a baseball now, and realized it really, truly was too late.  [i]Fuck, fuck, fuck![/i]  She didn’t know any better, of course.  She didn’t know what it meant to splatter her fucking cervix with cum.  But there was no fixing it now.  [i]Might as well make it the best for her.[/i]  Curling his toes, Uncle Mikey wrapped his arms aroudn his baby girl, slammed down into his daughter and let loose in her climaxing cunny, the two groaning and straining together as his balls splattered their load right where it was most dangerous.

Howling into his hand, Zora grabbed onto his stabilizing arm with both hands and [i]humped[/i], legs death-gripping around his back, muscles clenching and body gyrating and whining in the sweaty sheets, her tail now pinned to the bed.  Her eyes rolled back in her head, her second orgasm so much more visceral than grunting in the tub had been.  She shuddered as she was unknowingly bred, [i]spurt[/i] after [b][i]spurt[/i][/b] of her father’s boiling cum rocketing and pounding against her weakened barrier before gushing into her quickly swelling womb.  He’d told her she could swallow as much as she wanted; he’d told her he wouldn’t get her pregnant, and she trusted him, letting go in the moment to just ride the pleasure wave.  She trusted him even as his unrelenting flood engulfed the two eggs she had waiting inside her at this very moment, for this exact purpose.  For better or worse, she was about to become Momma Zora.

Overwhelmed, Mikey collapsed on top of his whining daughter, squaring his knees, and renewing his thrusts against her spasming form, each grinding push punctuated with a groan of increasing desperation — arousal [i]exploding[/i] within him at what should have been a sickening thought of [i]inbreeding[/i] his [b][i]inbred[/i][/b]. 

“Uncle” Mikey removed his hand only to replace the muffle with his own tongue.  Like that, they were kissing ravenously.  Her arms wrapped tightly around his shoulders.  His left hand crushing onto her back.  Her legs shaking uncontrollably above his flagging tail.  His right hand, tipping her rump [i]upwards[/i].  She, holding on for her life.  He, putting every ounce of strength into his orgasm, as if trying to reach her [i]lungs[/i].  They grunted, groaned, growled and yipped onto each other’s tongues as they bucked against each other, balls pulsing and tensing as he knocked up the young Bloodhound.  All their parts worked just as designed, in perfect harmony despite their difference in size.  She was stretched to her limit, but just big enough to contain his whole dog cock, letting every drop through to her inner chamber.  His hand now free, he slid it around from her back to feel her nubile tummy grow, rubbing her belly.  Shivering, she pulled both her arms from his back to join him in feeling her abdomen grow with each loud, continuous ejaculation, kissing him fiercely.

They only stopped making out when they could no longer hear each [i]slosh[/i] splashing into her, and she was too tired to hump back against his steady grinding anymore.  The warm afterglow engulfed the two naughty relatives in post-coital bliss, locked in a tight embrace that pressed her taut, sloshing stomach against his.  Whimpering, Zora curled her tail up against his and pulled back from their everlasting kiss, eyes half-lidded as she panted for breath.  “Oh God, Mikey…” she whined.

“Why did I [i]wait[/i]?” he groaned.  “I should have fucked you right in that bathroom!”

“Th-thank you,” she gasped.  “I didn’t even know this is what I wanted — what I [i]needed[/i].”

“God, I love you, little pumpkin,” he groaned, saying Stuart’s pet name for the girl.

“I love –” Zora blushed, averting her eyes.  When she saw him looking at her questioningly, she stammered the rest of the sentence.  “-th-the way your penis feels.  I thought your tongue was good, but…”

“I’m glad,” he chuckled, slowly rolling them to one side so that he could draw invisible images on her bare chest, conspicuously lacking a single drop of white paint.  No, that had ended up all on the [i]inside[/i].

“But… what are we going to do?” she asked.

He blinked.  Did she realize she was pregnant?  He hadn’t figured out the next step either. “Hm?”

“Tomorrow we’re flying back home and you’re driving all the way back to your house.  How will I see you again?” she cooed.

“Don’t worry about that,” he whispered, masking his relief with a grin.  He scooted forward and kissed her, preparing to lick at her lips, only to find them already open, as he slotted their mouths together for a few arousing seconds.  “A good uncle can [i]always[/i] find time to spend with his niece.”

