A Bully, a Bitch, and a Little Boy - Prologue
An otter cub tugged on Archer’s shirt, whining up at him in a young boyish voice, “Do we have to go? I wanna stay home and play games…”
Archer sighed, and rubbed his paw through the otter cub’s soft light-blond hair. It was often hard for the coyote to say no to the adorable eight year old boy, especially when those sad deep green eyes melted Archer’s heart. But for all the other times it worked in buying him treats or letting him stay up late, the cub’s cuteness wasn’t going to get him out of the party tonight. “There’ll be other kids there too”, Archer said. “It won’t be so bad. I’m sure you can play with them”.
The otter crossed his arms. “I don’t wanna”, he huffed.
Archer groaned. If they didn’t leave soon they would be late to his friend’s house, so he really didn’t want this to turn into an ordeal. “C’mon, Finn…”
“C’mon, Archer…” the otter replied, imitating the coyote’s tone.
Archer rolled his eyes playfully. Finn was a little brat when he didn’t get his way sometimes, but it was cuter than it was annoying. Fortunately, in all the time Archer had babysat him, and in the year they’d lived together since then, he’d come to know the cub very well. “Remember what kind of party this is?” he said.
The otter paused for a moment. “A… birthday party?”
“Uh huh… And what do people eat at a birthday party?”
Finn’s eyes started to widen as he slowly came to his realisation. “Cake?”
Archer nodded. “And lots of other yummy treats too. I’m sure there’ll be a ton of nice things to eat. Mitch knows how to cook, after all”. Then he waited with a raised eyebrow, looking down at the otter as Finn frowned in thought. 
“I guess I’ll go”, the boy said quietly, his eyes darting to the ground shyly.
Archer smirked and sank down so he was level with Finn. “I thought so, my silly boy”, he said softly. He leant forward and cupped the otter’s soft sandy-coloured cheeks with his paws, stroking the light fuzzy fur with his thumbs, and he smiled. The otter had a mischievous streak, for sure, but Archer still loved everything about him. He was so sweet and gentle and gorgeous, and even his naughtiness often showed itself in… pleasurable ways. He loved Finn so much that it hurt, sometimes. 
The otter giggled and closed his eyes peacefully as he rested his sweet little face in the coyote’s hands, and Archer sighed happily. Like the cuteness in front of him was a magnetic force, he leant forward, bringing his lips to Finn’s in a gentle kiss.
He felt the otter’s grin widen against his own mouth, but the boy murmured happily as his lips opened and their tongues wrestled with each other like they were playing a game. While Finn giggled, Archer let out a quiet groan. The boy tasted sweet and sugary from sucking on a lollipop earlier, and his lips were so soft against his own. Archer’s paws mindlessly slid down the boy’s body, feeling the round curves through Finn’s clothes as they kissed. They lingered around Finn’s waist, the tips of his fingers just lightly caressing the kid’s squishy young butt cheeks. As his cock started to throb to life inside his pants, Archer felt an urge to push Finn backwards onto the floor, crawl on top of him, strip him of his cute little clothes, and…
Ughhhhhh, no, I can’t…
Archer pulled free of their embrace and sat back on his foot paws with a regretful sigh. As Finn gazed at his face curiously, the coyote picked himself up off the ground and extended a hand to him. “C’mon, we’ll be late”.
Jeez, the thought of skipping the party and staying home in his own private secret world with the cub, where he didn’t have to hide anything or pretend not to be something, was a tempting one. After all, with this beautiful boy in his life, Archer didn’t need much else in order to be happy. But then again, they had their entire lives to spend together -- plenty of time to indulge their secret pleasures with each other, especially once Finn was older and ready to be introduced to… new things. Until then, he knew he needed to give Finn a normal life. And that meant going to birthday parties.
They left the house holding hands -- Finn humming innocently and happily as he plodded alongside the coyote, and Archer’s face burning with shame in the cool evening air. 
* * *
Archer groaned with discomfort, a sleep-heavy hand flopping upwards to shield his eyes from the awful sunlight. Dawn was just breaking, and the light was starting to stream in through the window blinds, somehow perfectly angled to hit him in the face. While the others in the house had fallen asleep in other rooms, and Finn was bunking with the other children, after a long night of drinking the coyote had fallen asleep on his friend’s living room couch. It was comfortable enough, but the sun was painful to his sleepy drunk eyes.
With a lot of effort in his still half-drunk state, the coyote tried to heave his body over onto his other side to face away from the light. But as he tried to shift his body, his legs were too heavy to move. At first, his muddled waking brain was confused as he tried to figure out what was wrong with his legs… but then he felt movement underneath his blanket.
His heart skipped a beat and he snatched the edge of the blanket up to peer underneath. Between his legs, to Archer’s horror, Finn’s cute little face grinned back up at him. The kid had managed to tug the coyote’s pants down while he was sleeping and pull his cock out. Between his tiny paws, it was already glistening with the otter’s saliva. He’d been sucking on it until Archer had awakened.
“What the hell are you doing?” Archer whispered urgently, glancing around the room in sudden terror to make sure no one was about to catch him with an eight year old’s mouth around his cock. 
Finn, despite his mischievousness at times, seemed puzzled, and he frowned. “You… like it when I do this”, he said slowly in confusion. 
Archer fell back onto the couch with a pained groan and wiped a paw down his face. It wasn’t like he could be angry at the cub -- Finn was simply doing what he regularly and innocently did in the privacy of Archer’s home. As far as the otter knew, this was just a fun game that two people who loved each other could play. And he didn’t had no idea how… bad this was. Fuck, he felt like an idiot. He could only blame himself.
As quietly as he could so as not to wake his friends in the other rooms, Archer pulled the blanket down and whispered to the otter between his legs, “Listen… remember when I told you that, uhh… some of the special things we do because we love each other have to be… secret? Like, super secrets?”
Finn nodded curiously, his little button nose gliding against Archer’s still-hard shaft while his tiny paw grasped the coyote’s knot.
Archer grimaced, placing his larger hand on Finn’s to move it off his cock. “Well, this is one of--”
His ears pricked with the sound of a door opening and closing down the hallway, and his eyes shot open wide in horror as he heard footsteps approach. With no time to pull his pants back up, Archer had barely enough time to throw the blanket back over himself and his little lover to hide their terrifyingly compromising position -- the otter cub between his legs with a thin stream of precum between Archer’s stiff rocket and Finn’s young lips.
It was mere seconds later when his friend Mitch, the birthday boy, sleepily wandered into the room -- not long enough for Archer to pretend to be asleep.
“Oh, hey dude”, the white fox said as his eyes passed over the coyote and realised he was awake, his voice a little gravelly after just waking up himself. “Didn’t think you’d be up already after how much you downed last night”, he added with a chuckle.
“Heheh, uhh… yeah, I was just lying here… thinkin about stuff”, Archer replied, tightening his trembling fists to try to steady his fear, his head throbbing as his heart raced. The bundle of otter between his legs shifted slightly, and Archer squeezed the kid between his legs firmly as a means of telling him to stop and stay still.
“Oh yeah man, I feel that”, Mitch said.
Archer just nodded silently, forcing a smile through his nerves, silently praying for his friend to leave before he got caught.
Instead, Archer died inside as Mitch sat down in a nearby chair and began to talk.
“I just wanted to say man, I really respect what you’re doing with Finn”, the fox said, each word coming out of his mouth painfully slowly. “Like, I can tell he really loves you… and that’s really special. Like, after what happened to him, for you to step up and care for him… That’s… like, wow… really cool, you know? You’re a good dude”.
“Uh huh”, Archer said through gritted teeth, his skin prickling with sweat under his fur. “Thanks… I appreciate it”. In truth, the words rang extremely hollow right now seeing as Finn’s face was smushed against his boner, and the compliments felt more like punches to the gut than praise.
Then Mitch sank back in his chair comfortably and mused. “Like, I think about my own kids, and…”
Honestly, Archer didn’t process much of what his friend said, because underneath the blanket he suddenly felt a hot wetness envelop his cock head.
Fucking hell, he thought in a panic, rolling his hips and gently shifting his legs to try to subtly nudge the young otter off his cock. But Finn persisted with the game, moving his young lips down the coyote’s shaft. The coyote’s entire body went tense and he bit down on a lip. Despite how terrifying this situation was, Finn’s little mouth felt terribly good on his cock. The otter, unfortunately, was practiced at sucking Archer off.
As Mitch kept talking, Finn gripped Archer’s shaft between his little paws and moved his mouth up and down over his cock head, dragging his wet tongue across it over and over. All Archer could do was try his best to respond to his friend without letting out an accidental grunt or groan. After what felt like an eternity, the fox finally smiled and said it had been a good chat, before wandering off to piss and return to bed.
Archer listened to his friend leave, and when he heard the bedroom door close again, he collapsed back onto the couch with a wave of immense relief. He’d never had such a close call. He’d almost been caught messing around with a kid. He felt like such a fucking idiot. His life had almost been completely, utterly fucked by his own stupidity.
While he lay there berating himself, Finn didn’t stop sucking his cock underneath the blanket.
And it was so wrong, but fuck… it felt so good. Soon, Archer’s self-hate started to wash away underneath the pleasure of Finn’s mouth around his cock. The boy knew they were alone again now, and Finn was bobbing his sweet little head up and down faster and faster… and Archer didn’t stop him.
“Fucking hell”, the coyote sighed quietly, guiltily clutching his face with his paws as he felt pleasure surge through his cock and balls. His now-fully-awake body shivered and he squeezed the cub between his legs as his cock throbbed and squirted into Finn’s wet mouth. The little otter grinned and giggled underneath the blanket, while Archer whimpered helplessly through his teeth as he came hard -- all the tension leaving his body in a blissful instant. His body flopped backwards and he panted heavily, riding the strong wave of his orgasm, and in that moment, he didn’t care how bad this was. It felt amazing, and nothing else mattered.
Afterwards, he pulled Finn into his arms and cuddled his soft little body tightly. His body had been wracked by fear and terror, but as he looked into Finn’s sweet eyes, he couldn’t feel anything but love.
He smushed their noses together and gave the beautiful boy a kiss, nuzzling his soft fur. “I love you”.
“I love you too”, Finn said with a naughty smile.
Then Archer took a deep breath. “But we need to have a talk about secrets…”
