   “…Don’t be spending the money on junks or stupid crap. It’s for food only, remember? And make sure your both go to bed early, don’t let him stay up late playing video games again. If anything happens, call me or Mrs. Fawn next door, okay?”
   “Yes Mom, I know. You have a nice trip.”

   “Okay. I’ll see you boys Sunday night. You guys take care, love you.”

   “Love you too Mom.”

   The phone call ends. The 18-year-old coyote takes a glance at his phone, then drops it onto the nightstand next to the bed he’s on. The phone is fully charged, ready for some fun plans and video filming the canine has on his mind later on.
   “What a good mama’s boy.” A voice in the room echoes.

   “Shut up.” The coyote laughs and replies to it.

   Around the same room are four other boys. A grey wolf, a donkey, and a pair of deers. All the boys go to the same high school, except one of the deers. One 18 and the other 21, and they’re brothers, with the younger cervid having told the older one about the gathering.
   “We’re out of soda, Ethan.” The donkey orders. “Go get some more.”
   “And grab me a beer.” The oldest male adds.

   “Geez, can’t you guys even get your own shit?” Ethan complains, yet reluctantly stands up and passes the other boys to the door.

   The room that the 5 teenagers are sitting in is a guest bedroom, in Ethan’s house. Just a small and cozy room, behind the staircase with the door leading to the hallway and kitchen, the unused room is now occupied by 4 just above legal boys and the canine himself.

   Closing the door behind him, Ethan heads towards the fridge and opens it up, peeking in to grab a bottle of beer, then one of the few large soda bottles on the kitchen counter. The coyote twists the cap open, and takes a glug out of the massive bottle. While throwing his head back for the drink, the teenager hears footsteps behind him walking down the stairs. A small coyote steps into the kitchen, and heads for the fridge. The 8-year-old boy, recognizes his older brother in the kitchen, whispers a small greeting,

   “Hey.”

   “Hey.” Ethan replies, not expecting much conversation out of the kid. “You ordered lunch right?”

   “Yeah. Pizza, just ordered.”

   “Great. You’ve got your phone, take the delivery yourself, I’ll be with the boys.”

   “I know, I know.”

   Getting what he wanted from the fridge, Johnny closes it back up and heads back out of the kitchen again.
   Johnny, or John, the youngest child between the two, is quite a shy, introverted kid. He likes to keep to himself, albeit only being 8 years old, who knows if he’ll burst out being a sporty one, or a theater kid, or on of the weird kids at any time.

   Ethan brings the drinks back into the guest bedroom and hands them off.

   “So, when is she coming over?” The older deer starts off.

   “Any minute now.” The teen replies, sitting down on the bed again.

   “Got the pills?”

   “Right here.” The coyote shakes the container in his pocket, the roofies rattling inside.

   “Are you sure we’re safe to do… that?” The wolf asks, pouring himself a cup of the soda, the drink fizzling around the cold ice.
   “100%” The younger deer, Tanner, chuckles. “She’s into some fucked up shit, man. Whored herself out for some guy and they pretended to be some Beauty and the Beast fairytale, only if Beast dragged his Beauty into some back alley at night and ‘raped’ her. Pretty sure they still do it, too.”
   “And how did you know?” The older deer, Brute, chuckles.

   “We’re classmates too, bro.” Tanner nudges his brother on the arm. “Saw her texting the guy and scrolling through some sex forum on her phone.”

   *Ding dong~*

   “Oh~” Ethan gets up from his seat, “Might be her, let me go check it out. Remember boys, be quiet and patient.”

   “Yes mom.” The donkey jokes.
   Ethan closes the door behind him and walks up to the front door. Opening it up, his expectations drop, but the person’s presence is still welcomed.

   “Pizza for Ethan.”

   “Right here.” Ethan receives the two boxes, sighing lightly as he writes his name on the receipt and pays for the food.
   The door shuts close again, and the coyote brings the warm cardboard boxes to the kitchen. Slightly dissappointed, he sets the boxes down on the kitchen table, and heads to the hideout once again,
   “… the guy’s dick was like, this big.” Tanner whispers under his breathe to the other boys, his hands gesturing a certain length. “And if she’s getting ‘raped’ by that thing, I’m pretty sure her cervix is wide open for him and his baby batter.”

   Tanner’s muttering under his breath, so Ethan was missing a few words from what he said. Ending his sentence, the deer and the boys noticed their friend returning into the room again. They look at him in surprise as he walks by them to the bed again.

   “Wasn’t her, just the pizza guy.”

   “You got pizza? That’s great!” The wolf cheers.
   “No it’s not for you, idiot. I tricked her to come over for some pi-”

   *Ding dong~*

   As soon as Ethan dropped his body onto his spot on the bed again, the doorbell rings.

   “God fucking damn it I just sat down!” The canine groans out loud, annoyed by the constant movement. “This bitch better be worth it or I’m fucking you up, Tanner.”

   “Go get her, ‘yote!” The deer grins in respond, slapping the coyote on his leg as he walks pass.

   Opening up the front door, Ethan is greeted by a girl of his age.
   “Hi Sarah!” The coyote smiles, stepping aside to let the girl enter.
   “Hey Ethan.” She smiles in respond, letting herself enter the house.

   The coyote closes the door behind him and leads the girl to the couch. Sarah is such a nice looking girl, also very cheerful and friendly, who would’ve thought she’s the type to have rape fantasies in her head? The girl sits down and makes herself comfortable, looking around at the interior design of the place. Look at her. Such a nice looking girl, 18 years old, seemingly so innocent and vanilla, yet she loves getting raped by random men on the streets. You know what they say, the more innocent-looking, the kinkier in bed.

   The teens chat to each other a little bit, nothing but small talk for a minute or two. Suddenly, Sarah’s stomach growls.
   “Well damn, sorry about that.” The girl chuckles lightly.

   “It’s okay, I’m pretty hungry too.” Ethan answers, holding back his laughter. “Come on, I ordered pizza earlier, let’s eat.”

   “Thank goodness, I thought we would have to wait.”

   The canine chuckles, and the pair takes off into the kitchen. The two pizza boxes lay stacked on top of each other on the kitchen counter, just the way Ethan left them. Pretending to wash his hands, he lets the girl approach the pizza boxes and open them up, meanwhile the evil coyote slips his hands into his pocket, swiftly pulls out a white small pill from the capless container, acting completely normal and conceals the pill in his hand without alerting the female cat.
   “Mmm nice, meat deluxe and Hawaiian. My favorites!”

   “I’ve got some soda too.” Ethan points at the last bottle of soft drink on the other side of the counter. “Want some?”

   “Sure thing. I’ll bring these to the front.”

   Sarah picks up the two boxes and carries them to the living room. Meanwhile, Ethan makes two cups of iced cola, slipping the pill into one of them and swirling the drink, making sure the pill disolves and mixes in before bringing both of them to the girl. The coyote sits down on the other side of the couch, setting the drugged drink in front of the feline before taking a sip of his own, making sure she knows to not drink from the wrong cup. The two teenagers dig in to their pizzas, casual chatting continues as they take down 2 slices each, Ethan quietly monitoring the drink he made for the girl. Yet, she hasn’t touch the cup at all, which is making him a bit impatient, but no worries, all these pizzas will surely make her thirsty. “God fucking damn it Sarah take a drink.” Ethan curses in his head, and immediately, Sarah rubs her hands together after finishing a second slice of pizza, and picks up her drink. The boy gently smirks, and averts his gaze. “It’s happening.” He laughs in his head. “My cock, your pussy, all afternoon.”
   *Ding dong~*

   Both the teens turn their heads to the door, Sarah taking a pause behind sipping her drink. Half a second later, loud footsteps emanate from upstairs, and a young coyote boy comes speedng down the stairs. Sarah turns to look at the boy, and watches as he opens the door and accepts his own lunch delivery. Ethan watches as the boy interrupts his devious thoughts, and side-eyes to Sarah, who is still holding the drink in her hand. “Fucking hell, Johnny. Hurry up and get the fuck away,” the coyote screams in his head. Sarah, on the other hand, stares at the game console the boy has in his hand. It’s playing a song from a game that she knows very well, and she gently enjoys listening to the melody emitting from the toy in his hand. A part of her wants to sway herself to the song, like a flower dancing in the wind on a sunny day. The door closes again, probably for the tenth time today.
   “Hi!” Sarah greets the boy, being the friendly girl that she is.

   “Uh… hello.” John replies, taking off upstairs with his lunch. The teens watch as the boy disappears upstairs again.

   The teens turn back to each other. The drink in Sarah’s hand fizzles, the amount has only increased ever since it was made from the block of ice melting in the cup. Finally, Sarah raises the cup to her lips, Ethan quietly gnaws on his pizza, his mind racing in joy. But alas, the feline only takes nothing more than half a sip, not wanting to choke on the drink before she talks.
   “Is he your brother?”

   “Yes.” Disappointed as he is, Ethan has to suppress his excitement again for the day, having to be made impatient for yet another minute.

   “He’s cute. Is he cool with lending my brother his game cartridge?”

   “Of course you think he’s cute, whore. I bet you’d let him fuck you if he asked nicely,” is what Ethan wants to say to the girl. But instead, he keeps the thought in his head. “Yeah, they’re friends after all.”

   The teens go back to biting their pizzas. Ethan is getting a bit impatient and annoyed. He just wants the girl to finish the drink and pass out, so he can drag her to the back room and together with the other four, defile the girl. “Is that so had to do? Just drink the fucking drink, Sarah.” Ethan grunts in his head, his bite and tear on the pizza slice getting more and more forceful, like he’s pouring his anger into the food in between his teeth. Meanwhile, Sarah is feeling happy, the melody of the song she’s heard earlier is bringing her all sorts of joy. Like finding a diary amidst all the old books in her attic, Sarah chews on her food while her memory jogs down the old and seemingly forgotten path. Only a few minutes later, all that’s left in front of the teens are two slices of pizza, and the girl takes a deep breath.
   “Wheeeew, I’m full.”

   “Are you gonna finish those?” Ethan asks, hoping she’d say yes.

   “Um… nah, you can have them.”

   “Sure.” Ethan sighs.

   “Where’s the bathroom? I need to wash my hands.” Sarah asks, standing up.

   “Right there.” The canine points to the door in the hallway, across from the guest bedroom where all the fucked up boys are waiting inside.

   Sarah walks over and into the bathroom and closes the door. Meanwhile, Ethan grunts silently under his breath with annoyance.

   “Fucking bitch.” He huffs under his breath. “Your pussy better be worth my time.”

   A few minutes later, Sarah exits the bathroom again. Ethan sits in silence, taking another bite from the pizza slice in his hand, but as soon as he notices her return, he grabs his drink. Sarah heads over to her seat again, and sits down on the couch’s armrest.

   “Hey, I’m gonna go up to your brother’s room, okay?”

   “Uh… why?” Ethan responds, his eyes wide with surprise.

   “To take the game cartridge, what else?”

   “Why don’t you just wait down here and I’ll go get it?”

   “It’s okay, I wanna go. He seems to like really good games, and I’d rather wait and play games with him than… do nothing down here.”

   “Sure.” Ethan grunts in annoyance, taking a gulp from the drink.

   “Great, I hope you don’t mind going upstairs.” Sarah subconciously picks up her drink from the table, seeing her friend take a sip makes her want to take it with her, in case she does get thirsty later on.

   “First room on the right.” Ethan points her to the boy’s room, his impatience spilling over the edge in his mind.

   Sarah departs upstairs, with the cold cup in her hand. As soon as Sarah disappears from the staircase, Ethan punches the couch cushion. The boy storms into the back room and opens it up. Hearing the door open, the four boys in the room turn their heads and lighten up, only to turn their joy into surprise as they see the angry coyote standing alone in the doorway.
   “What?” The donkey initiates.

   “She hasn’t a sip from the fucking drink.” The canine boy grunts, trying to keep his voice down so the cat wouldn’t hear him.

   “So? Where is she? Why are you here?” Tanner looks into the impatient boy’s eyes.

   “She’s up in my fucking brother’s room. She’s here to pick up a game or whatever from him, and now she’s up there.”

   “So go up to her, you idiot. Just wait until she drinks it and done. What’s so hard about it?” Brute chukles, leaning backwards, putting his hands behind his head. That boy’s had just enough alcohol in his system that he’s not giving a fuck about Ethan’s anger.

   “Fine!” The coyote rolls his eyes after hearing the deer’s command. “But I get to fuck her first and foremost.” He points his fingers at the boys. “I’ve dealt with that whore enough for today.”

   “Yeah yeah yeah.” The wolf wags his hand, shooing the boy away. “Now bring the sleeping girl here, or don’t bother returning.”

   Ethan slams the door close again. Sighing heavily through his nostrils, he presses his anger down again. Walking out of the hallway, he steps onto the stairs, and enters the up stairs hallway.

   Standing in the silent hallway, the coyote boy glares at the door to his right. The coyote walks over to it gently, not wanting to make any noises to alert the two inside the room, and lies down on the floor. There’s a gap between the door and the floor, and it’s just tall enough for the 18-year-old to make out Sarah’s shadow casting on the floor. They’re both sitting on the floor, with the feline closer to the door. Keeping silent, Ethan listens in on the noises coming from the room, again through the same gap under the door.
   “Oh man I missed this game so much!” Sarah’s voice creeps through.

   “Really? It’s so old, I just tried it for the first time, my friend told me about it.”

   “Yeah, it’s been a while since I’ve had it.” The girl’s voice comes out with glee. “I used to play it so much as a kid, I loved it back then.”

   Ethan grits his teeth. When are they going to stop? When is Sarah finally going to finish her fucking drink? He should’ve drugged her food instead, but that would’ve been difficult to know if she’ll pick up the exact slice of pizza. Listening on their conversation, the coyote’s impatience level slowly but steadily rises, and as much as he’d like to get it over with, there’s nothing he can do but to hold his fist and avoid punching anything, as that’ll make a sound and alert the inhabitants.

   A good ten minutes of just laying down on the cold floor, which by now has turned warm from the teenager’s body heat, and the boy’s heard nothing other than game discussions. Something that he’d enjoy normally, but not in this hour of day, damn it. Ethan’s getting more irritated and starts coming up with more solutions in his head when,
   “Yeah the game… hrmmm… the game for your brother… hrmmm… is right here.”

   “Thirsty?” Sarah asks, concerned.

   “Yeah, a bit. Haven’t drunk anything since lunch.” The boy groans, his dry voice making it hard to speak. The two of them has been chatting for ten minutes now, after all.

   “Uh… here.” Sarah hands him her drink. “I brought my drink up here, if you don’t mind sharing drinks. I haven’t taken a sip from it.”

   Ethan’s eyes widen into a circle. “No no no NO NO NO NONONONONONONO!!!!!!” The coyote screams in his head, his hand punching into his thighs, making a muffled thud.

   “Thanks, I’m really thirsty…”

   The next ten seconds in the room contain nothing but silence. Ethan prays with anger in his heart that the boy doesn’t fucking drink too much from it, but then,

   “Chug! Chug! Chug! Chug! Wooooooooo” Sarah’s voice emits from the gap, then her clapping comes next.

   “Sorry, I was really thirsty…”

   “It’s okay, I can grab another drink later.”

   Sarah sets the empty cup down next to her, even the ice block has all melted and been consumed by the young boy.

   Ethan closes his eyes in anger, and just lays there. His mind races in anger, and his thoughts is filled with nothing but curses for both the girl and his own brother. A few moments pass again and all there is that he can hear is music and some chattering, but slowly, but surely, the boy in the room starts yawning, more and more, by the second, when finally,

   “I’m getting a bit sleepy…”

   “Really? Are you tired?”

   “Yeah, I don’t know why…”

   “Maybe you should take a nap.” Sarah says to the yawning boy. “Look at your eyes, you shouldn’t stay up late playing video games, you know?”

   “I didn’t though…”

   “It’s okay, I’ll leave you to yourself.” Sarah grabs the game cartridge for her brother next to her and puts it in her pocket. “I’ll be leaving now, see ya.”

   “Bye…” The boy can only muster another word and wave his hand.

   As soon as Sarah exits the room and closes the door behind her, Johnny passes out. The boy is now deep in his sleep, nothing, and absolutely nothing can wake him up.
   Sarah stumbles down the stairs again, carrying the empty cup with her. She looks for Ethan, the boy standing in the kitchen pretending to put the leftover pizza slices away. She hands him the cup, which begrudgingly takes and puts it away.
   “Thanks for the pizza, I’ve gotta go now, your brother is tired, probably sleeping upstairs.”

   “Yeah, whatever.” Ethan answers, not wanting to let his annoyance show.

   “I’ll see myself out, thanks again for the food!” Sarah smiles as she nudges the boy in his arm.

   “Mhmmm.” He grunts out a response, not even bothered to please the girl anymore.

   The teenage feline walks out the front door of the house, and closes the door behind her. As soon as the door clicks shut, Ethen slams his fists down the table.
   “GOD FUCKING BITCH!!!!”

   He storms upstairs and swings open the door to his brother’s room. The boys is sleeping soundly in his spot, not even moving onto his bed, slouching next to his bed, in the same spot he waws sitting with Sarah earlier. Ethan stares at the boy with fire in his eyes, and he stomps in and shakes the boy.

   “Hey.”

   The boy doesn’t respond. The pill sure worked fast and effectively on him.

   “Hey! Wake up!” The coyote grabs the boy by both shoulders and shake him back and forth. Nothing happens with the boy, other than his body moving to the coyote’s shaking.

   Ethan grits his teeth. He’s had enough of this bullshit within the last hour, and now he’s going to make the boy pay. The coyote wrestles his brother onto his shoulder, and holds him in place as he storms out of the room, down the stairs and turning down the hallway again. With one hand, he opens the guest bedroom door focefully, pushing over the wolf sitting behind it and begrudingly steps into the room, tossing the passed out kid onto the bed. The boys around him once again is overfilled with joy, and then are immediately overridden with surprise.
   “What the fuck? Who is this?”

   “It’s his fucking brother. What happened?” The donkey asks, looking over at the flaring coyote.

   “He drank the fucking drink. Sarah gave it to him, and now she’s gone home.” Ethan grits his teeth, staring at the passed out boy on the bed.

   “So… what do we do?” Brute looks over at the drugged boy next to him, rubbing his slender and smooth leg.

   “I don’t fucking care! I wasted my whole day for nothing. Do what you want with him. I’m fucking off to play games. See yourself out if you wanna leave.”
   Ethan storms off again, slamming the door behind him. The angry teenager grumbles and makes his way to his brother’s room, grabs the game console and returns to his room, slamming the door behind him and grumpily settles down into his bed, fires up his game and ignores any misdeeds the boys downstairs might be doing to his brother.

~~

   Ethan looks around him, then pads his hands down his pockets. “My phone…” The coyote looks around in his bed, then it sparks up in his mind. His phone is in the guest bedroom, he left it there to film them defiling Sarah earlier. But now he’s here, playing video games instead. It’s been… what, an hour? Since he stormed into his room and played games instead of getting his dick wet? Yeah, probably. Ethan can’t tell time, his phone’s not in the same room. His temper has cooled down, he’s not too mad about it anymore, but now he needs to go grab his phone.

   The coyote boy stands up and heads for his door. Exiting the room, and down the stairs again, the canine ponders what the boys might’ve done with Johnny. Maybe they’ve used him the same way, maybe they gave up and all left his house too, or maybe they’re still down there, defilling him… All questions are answered when the teenager sets foot into the living room, muffled sounds of pleasure moaning can be heard from somewhere in the house. Where else, but the guest bedroom? Where else, but the room he threw his brother into, in a rage fit full of anger and annoyance? “Horny fucks, I’m glad you’re having fun at least.” Approaching the room, Ethan finds himself walking gently and carefully, not wanting to make a sound, for some reason.
   The door to the room is slightly ajar, from what Ethan could tell by the small sliver of light passing thorugh and casting on the ground in front of him. Coming up to the gap, Ethan brings his eye close to the gap, trying to make out what’s going on inside the room. From what he can hear, only Tanner and Brute are left in the room, their moans and grunts, chuckles and hissing, emanate from inside the room. The other two probably have left, maybe they got their fill with Johnny or weren’t interested at all. Ethan smirks slightly when seeing the debacle on the inside. The two deers are naked, both of them having their way with the coyote boy between them. Tanner’s got the mouth while Brute mounts his back hole, both boys going at a steady pace, unaware of their friend watching them through the door.

   Ethan nods lightly. He’s never seen Johnny in a sexual way, much less for boys or men. Johnny’s always been a quiet kid, both the kids don’t regularly bother each other in any way, except for what happened earlier with Sarah’s drink. Now the passed out boy is getting defiled, which Ethan feels like is enough to call it even with the young boy. But… from all that he can see through the door, and the two deers kneeling on the bed, blocking the coyote’s view at his brother… The boy doesn’t look too bad like this, after all. A small smooth frame, and thin beautiful body, rocking back and forth between the two aggressors. All the canine teenager can see leaves the rest up to imagination, and he can’t stop thinking it’s a young girl instead. No matter how hard Ethan tries to nail it back into his mind that it’s his own brother, whom he still doesn’t give a fuck about for ruining his Saturday afternoon plans, the teenager still can’t get it out of his head. And as a result of staring at the trio, constantly seeing his main attraction, the teenager’s dick hardens steadily, and quickly, too; all thanks to him expecting to get his rocks off on a girl he drugged, and watching this live porn scene play out in front of him. Now there he is, his cock begging to be released from its fabric confinements so it can get to full-mast.
   “Fuck it.” Ethan mumbled under his breath.
   The coyote undoes the string on his shorts and pull them down, the piece of clothing falling down to around his knees. Placing one hand on the door frame to steady himself, the canine begins to jerk off, stroking his cock until it becomes a full erection.

   Meanwhile, the boys in the room are having a blast. They were kind enough to let their other two friends, the donkey and wolf, have their first go at the boy. It was their first time with a boy, after all, and the first time with a small child like Johnny. Those two spent their time with the boy, the wolf was lucky enough to be the one to pop the boy’s cherry, while the donkey’s lengthy cock was more than what Johnny could’ve physically handled orally. Tanner and Brute sat side by side, jerking each other off while they watch the other two have their way with the boy, their first experience with someone like Johnny was as entertaining as it was erotic. The wolf exhausted himself after one shot into little boy John’s rectum, with all the reckless pounding and stuffing he did into the child, no wonder he made the boy’s stomach swell up with cum and completely depleted his energy into one fuck. The donkey, on the other hand, loved throat fucking and making the limp child deepthroat him so much that, Brute had to stand up and pull him back before he choked that child to death on his cock. Johnny was passed out, even drugged, there was no way for the boy to start making choking noises before he’s completely gone, and the donkey didn’t know that. “Not my fault,” he said, giving the boy a few coughs and heavy breathing in his forced sleep before lining his hard dick up and going back at it into Johnny’s esophagus again.
   And now with those two satisfied and gone from the party that the deer brothers are enjoying for themselves, Tanner and Brute are just having their way with the coyote boy. Ethan is watching them through the unclosed door, the brother spitroasting the child in his sleep, cum and saliva covering all three of their crotches, John’s mouth and face suffers the same substance covering. The deers were expecting this fun day so much that they didn’t jerk off for a few days, and now with the boy here they are going to dump as much pent up sex as they want into him. And oh boy, have they. Brute’s working his third shot into the child’s anus, while Tanner’s holding the boy’s jaw around his cock for his fourth load of the afternoon. The deer brothers can huff and moan as much as they want, nobody is going to interrupt them in their fun, Ethan already said his parents are gone for the weekend, right?
   The coyote at the door stares at the bottom half of his brother. Seeing such a toned man such as Brute having his way with a slim and lithe body like that… It’s no different than watching a porn video, but live porn is always the best! Not yet mentioning that Ethan is peeking in on the sex between the trio, it turns some erotic and perverted gears in his head. Ethan grabs his hard 7 inches with both hands and jerks furiously, seeing Johnny’s little body moving back and forth from the older deer’s smacking is too much for the teenage coyote to handle, his hands unable to keep the speed slow and sensual.
   “God… this is so hot…” Ethan whispers. “You look like a girl, Johnny…”

   His hand keeping a steady pace, the teenager reminiscences to a porn video he’s seen before, and how the woman’s moaning was turning the canine on to immesurable lengths. Ethan maintains his gaze on the older deer making love to the small fleshlight beneath him, and the moans of the same porno starts ringing in his ears again.
   “Fuck… You’re so hot baby…” The teenager huffs, a bit louder but lucky enough, the moans and grunt from the pair in the room are much noisier, drowning out any sounds Ethan might make.
   Just as the coyote thinks things couldn’t get better, the deer on little John’s ass shifts his body, transfering something from his right hand to his left, the item having been hidden from Ethan’s view. Brute frees up his dominant hand, and he grips onto the boy’s hip easily, allowing him to go to town and be much rougher and faster on the child’s bottom. But, what is that? The teenage coyote stares at the object in the deer’s hand for a bit, his hands slow down on the hard boner to pay attention to the deer. The canine’s eyebrows frown from focusing on the small item, and… it’s Ethan’s phone! The canine’s eyes widen again, his surprise is quickly shadowed by suspicion, but then returns in a split of a second. That dark blue phone case is his, no doubt about it. They’re filming themselves deflowering the young boy! Oh my god… Ethan left his phone in the room to film themselves raping the girl, but now it’s taking a video of his friends raping his brothere instead.
   “Fuuuuuuuuck…” Ethan moans in his breath, his hands speeding up to a blur again in a second.
   The sheer heat and erotic nature of the boys are pushing them close to the edge. Tanner’s been using the boy’s mouth as rough as he wants, regardless of the boy’s safety, and Brute is having all the pleasure in the world condensed into his groins. Both the deers, and the unexpected coyote at the door, reach their climax within seconds, each blurting out groans and moans about their conquest over the poor little boy.

   “O-Oh shit. I’m so close… I’m gonna fucking cum dude…!!”

   “Mmm fuck, I’m close too, I’m gonna cream this boy’s anus again…! I’m gonna fill you up, slut! Fucking cum inside you!”

   “Oh god, I’m gonna cum… Fuck…!!!” The teenage coyote moans silently, trying not to be spotted by the pair.
   “Mmmmmm FUCK!!! Here it comes!!!”

   “FFFFFFUUUUUCK!!! FUCK YEAH!!! I’M CUMMING!!!”

   The canine shifts his attention from the debacle in the room to his penis, turning his body away from the door, and with one hand lifting his T-shirt, the other one keeping the pace on his cock as he cums, gritting his teeth together as he shoots the white creamy strings of semen across the floor, showering the wooden floorboards with wet sprits of his cock juice. Meanwhile, inside the room, the pairs of deers are letting out grunts and moans of pure pleasure, dumping their last effort of semen into the young child. Ethan throws his head back in ecstasy, his breath becomes heavier and heavier by each huff. A whole half a minute after the big finale, the boys finally settle down, panting and basking in their glorious afterglow.
   The coyote quickly yet silently picks up some tissues from the kitchen and wipes off the residual cum on the tip of his penis, then quickly cleans off and on the floor where he finished earlier. The pair of deers in the room sighs their relief from the afternoon of unexpected fun.

   “Whew~ I’m done.” Tanner huffs.
   “Me too… The kid should wake up any time now, let Ethan deal with that.” Brute replies as he sets the phone down on the bed, pulling his semi-hard cock out of the gaping hole.
   Only a minute or two of shuffling later from inside the room, the deer couple leaves the bedroom, the youngere of the two exiting first and noticing his friend standing at the open fridge.

   “Oh! Ethan.”

   “Yeah?”

   “We’re done with the boy.” The older deer steps out of the room, closing the door behind him. “Sorry for missing out on Sarah.”

   “Yeah maybe another time?” Tanner shoots a finger gun at the coyote, hoping he wouldn’t be mad anymore.

   “Uh… sure!” Ethan replies, closing the fridge behind him after having pretended to grab some snacks. “Another time.”

   “Hahaha fuck yeah dude, that’s the spirit!” Tanner walks up and gives the canine a fist bump. “We’re leaving now, sorry for destroying your brother.”

   “All good. You owe me one though.”

   The deer chuckles as they both walk down the hallway and out the front door. Waving the couple goodbye, Ethan gives a final smile. As soon as the door shuts close, his expression relaxes, and he sighs a heavy breath through his nose. The teenager stares at his front door for a few moments, before turning around and goes into the kitchen to grab more tissues. Opening the door to the backroom, the coyote gets hit with a heavy scent of sex and sweat, the warm air rushing out into his nose. Ethan gets close to the child, and stands next to him. There lies a sleeping child, his entire body covered in sweat, cum and other penile fluids, his face tilting to the side as he lies with his butt up towards the ceiling.
   “What a fucking slut.” Ethan smacks the boy’s buttcheeks, his gaping hole leaks out more cum from the endeavor. Sighing again, the canine grabs some tissues and starts cleaning the boy off, wiping off all evidence of the raping and cherry popping of his brother.

~~

   Ethan sits alone in his bed. It’s about 10 p.m, and the teen’s fulfilled his duties for the night, taking care of dinner for himself and his brother, putting the boy back to where he was found after having cleaned him up properly, and giving him some cream to relief his sore butt, which he has no idea how it happened after waking up from a deep nap in his room.

   The coyote hesitates for a few seconds, before grabbing his phone and turning it on. With a couple swipes and taps, he navigates to Gallery, then to Camera, then to the latest 5 videos taken on his phone. The first video of the batch plays, and nothing but his friends and his brother show up on screen. A minute or two into watching the video, though, Ethan’s hand starts sliding downwards, and into his underwear. Tugging the clothing down to his knees, he lies down on the bed and wraps his hand around his hardening shaft again.
