Disclaimer: This story contains themes of homosexuality as well as explicit descriptions of sexual acts between males, some of which may be underage. If any of that offends you, I suggest you not read any further.

~~~~~~

Title Here
Three months…
That’s how long it had been since Arnett had agreed that he would watch Corey, his neighbor’s pre-teen son, every day after he got out of school. Both of the fox couple that lived across the hall from him pretty much always worked until later in the evening, and so he had agreed that it’d be okay for their son to stay with him for a few hours every weekday.
He had known the family for longer than that but three months ago was in he’d really become… acquainted with Corey… That is to say, that it was the first time that he was absolutely dominated by Corey… had his ass ripped wide by Corey’s cock… had his belly literally swollen by Corey’s impossibly huge load, etc…
Of course… it had happened many, many times since then…

The 25-year-old brown stallion worked as a writer, he’d written a few light novels for a mid-level publisher, he didn’t make a particularly huge amount of money, but it was enough to get by, and he liked his work. The convenience factor was a big part of it as well, as he could write pretty much anywhere, he could be home whenever he needed to be. Thus, another reason that he was ideal to watch Corey. 
The first time that Corey had stayed an afternoon with Arnett, the young fox did his best to make Arnett’s life hell. He wrecked the apartment, messed up his work, took some very humiliating photos and video of the horse… but first-and-foremost, he gave the big stallion the fucking of a lifetime. 
…A treatment that the young fox had repeated nearly every day since then…
At first Arnett resisted it, or at least tried to. He had assumed that a 12-year-old’s advances would be easy enough to decline, but as soon as he thought back to how good it felt, and how ridiculously huge the preteen was, he was pretty much helpless. 
After the first week, my resolve was already weakening. By week two, I was pretty much just accepting it… and by the end of the first month, I was actually liking it. To the point at which I was waiting eagerly for 3:30, pretty much every weekday. 
…and it was getting close to around that time. 
“I have about ten minutes, I should probably start getting everything ready.” I voiced my thoughts out loud as I finished up what I had been working on. Usually, I’d be waiting out in the living room for when Corey arrived, as he was prone to start making demands as soon as he stepped through the door, and it generally helped if I was prepared for them, be they of a sexual nature or not. 
I snatched my phone off of my desk, and as soon as I did, I felt the familiar vibration of the device. 
** bzzzz **
Before even looking, I had a pretty good idea of who it was from. 

Corey:  I’ll be there in 5, make sure you have clothes on
It was who I expected it to be from, but the message was not t al what I expected it to say.
“He wants me to have clothes on? That’s a new request…”
I wasn’t like I just waited for him naked, or anything like that, but there were instances in which he’d text me telling me to be ready for him, which generally meant that he planned to get right to business when he got here. This did not seem to be one of those messages.
I was a little confused about the text, but I did have clothes on, obviously… with a shrug, I just went along with it, assuming that I’d understand after he got here. 
As it turned out, my assumption was correct. Corey arrived right when he said he would, the difference being that he didn’t show up by himself. 
“Hey Corey, and, uhh…” I greeted the wolf boy as he strode into my apartment followed closely by a shy looking mouse boy, “Who’s your… uh, friend…?”
He walked over and dropped his stuff near the coffee table where he intended to sit, and then turned to the other boy, speaking to him, rather than answering my question, “Bryce, this is Arnett. He’s my personal assistant, so he does everything I tell him to.”
Ugh, now I gotta play along with this…
I pretty much didn’t have a choice in the matter, and he knew it. I at least got the mouse boy’s name out of it though. 
Bryce was a light gray-furred mouse boy, he looked a bit smaller than Corey, though likely about the same age. I had never heard Corey mention his name before, but then, Corey didn’t often talk about his school friends, at least not to me. 
The fox boy walked over to me with his jacket in hand before unceremoniously tossing it into my unprepared arms, “We’ll be working on our project out here, so don’t bother us unless I call you.” He spoke it as a command to his personal assistant, and then leaned in to speak in a low enough tone so that Bryce wouldn’t hear, “
