Elliot awakens to the buzz and sound of his phone blaring from the bedside table, two missed calls and several text messages asking where he is. What should be a relaxing Saturday morning turns into a panic as he notices the date. 16th of December, the last available date for the town’s council to meet before it adjourns until February of the following year. He fumbles around with his pants, sitting on the bed and kicking his legs through the bundled fabric. Behind he hears the groan of a sleepy teen, Joey pulling the covers over his head to cover his ears. Careful to not annoy the boy any further Elliot places a kiss on his forehead and whispers, “I have a meeting, I’ll be home later.”
Elliot narrowly avoids a swat to the face as Joey turns around and wipes his eyes. “Do you need your new assistant sir?” The boy starts to sit up, met instead with a pair of gentle paws on his shoulders to ease him back to the mattress.
“You just sleep, you deserve it after last night,” Elliot replies. Throwing on a wrinkle-proof shirt and coat as he walks to the car, the rabbit immediately tosses the latter onto the passenger seat. Tearing up the driveway in reverse he whips onto the street, phone on speaker as he finally returns the call.

“About time you called, where the hell are you Mr. Rochestor?” The woman’s shrill voice comes through the speaker causing it to pitch.

“I’m on the way Vanessa, I was up until 3 planning this shit out. You got my e-mail, right? Just start the meeting I’ll be there in thirty,” he explains.

“I don’t care when you show up Eli, but other people deserve their chance to yell at you. Unless you’d have me give them your number,” she replies with a chuckle.
“Oh, but then we’d never get to have our meetings together Vick, and you know how much I love them,” Elliot laughs over the sound of the engine, driving well over the speed limit to keep his estimate. “Just keep them from burning the place down for me, I’ll be there as quick as possible.”
“If it burns down, I’m making sure you’re stuck-” Elliot ends the call to focus on the road, snapping his eyes around to ensure no other cars are around to disturb him.

Since being woken by the ruckus Joey rolls around under the sheets, pulling them over his eyes only to throw them back and squirm restlessly, kicking his feet and curling into a fetal position. Letting out one last groan he hurls himself out of bed and slinks to the bathroom, doing his business and jumping in the shower to wake up. There’s only a few spots of semen to clean up around his rear, neither of them in any mood to have gone multiple rounds after working so late.
Joey slumps against the cool glass shower door as the water bears down on his face, eyelids heavy he allows them to close. Startled awake by the drop in temperature after thirty minutes of rest he shuts off the water and emerges from the shower to dry himself off. Only the second night spent there he wipes the steam from the mirror and smiles, content to have found such a passionate person to share intimate moments with. With the towel wrapped around his waist he struts out of the bathroom and makes for the living room. Pressing himself in the corner of the beige sofa with one leg resting in front of it and the other across the cushions provides a view under his towel.

So far withdrawn from anywhere else leaves little to do beyond watch streams and videos, unable to pick up any television stations. Browsing through the selection of movies collected on the hard drive, Joey chuckles and selects one labelled ‘Everette’s birthday’. Expecting a cheesy home picture of the rabbit’s nephew and a glimpse into how the other boy behaves to prepare. At first seeing a close-up shot of Everette poking his tongue out Joey giggles and crosses his legs, a wide smile on his face. The camera then begins to pull away unveiling the rest of the scene and his face slowly morphs into confusion. Everette completely naked laying across a bed with his long orange tail raised, the white end of it shaking as he spanks himself.
Before he can close out of the video for fear of being caught, he recognizes a familiar white tail approaching the bed from out of frame and delays. Joey tenses up and stares intently at the screen, teeth grinding as the man he’s falling for starts to fondle another boy a few years younger than him. He tosses the controller aside and forms a frustrated fist, Elliot now between the other cub’s thighs sucking a developing set of balls while caressing the boy’s shaft.
Joey’s anger subsides as the man pulls away from the cub’s privates and starts to run his paws over his face, leaning down and attempting to kiss the inexperienced cub. Rather than seeing another boy in what should be his place, he starts to relax and imagine being there instead. Despite the brief time they have spent together he can feel the corresponding touch on camera, shuddering as Elliot lays on top of the fox and proceeds to rub their lengths together. It isn’t long before Joey has hiked the towel up over his crotch and begun stroking his dick.
Still offset by the scenario he can’t help the turning in his stomach. The camera is brought in closer and the sounds of panting and wet meat slapping together fills his ears. Treating it less and less like the home movie and more like amateur porn, Joey bites his lip and begins to rub his dick more vigorously. A sound outside causes panic and he leaps for the control, ears perked for any sign of Elliot’s return, he tucks the controller under his balls and resumes tugging his cock on high alert. After a while Joey relaxes back into his leisurely masturbation, admiring the slightly younger version of the rabbit; the video being taken a couple of years prior showing Elliot slightly leaner but much less defined.
“Dad…” Everette whines, turning away and masking his face behind his paws to avoid the camera as it draws closer. Elliot pulls the cub’s paws down to their slippery dicks, forcing him to touch and guide them along each other as the man grinds on top. “U-uncle.”
“It’s okay Evan,” Elliot whispers before planting a kiss on the cub’s uncovered face. The camera retreats to capture the full scene again, Everette writhing and moaning as he grows increasingly restless under the intense pleasure. “I love you,” Elliot grunts, their legs twisting together while Everette’s toes clutch the bed sheets. The cub’s humps increase in desperation, precum coating both dicks as their foreskins roll up and down together. He gulps, and his face contorts as a rope of cum rockets out of his tip and plasters his chest, followed by a second and third which make it barely past his waist.
Joey excitedly stomps his foot on the ground and lets out a small howl as his knot escapes from his sheath. He covers the head of his cock to catch the cum and prevent it from ruining the carpet. Trembling as he recovers, the movie continues with Elliot shuffling along his nephew and hoisting his legs up and apart. Having cum already Joey snarls, the jealousy setting back in as the man slides his thick head over the fox’s rear-end. Disgusted with himself and Elliot he turns the television off and crosses his arms. Not even midday and stuck alone, Joey shifts on the couch until he is comfortably laying down. Towel open and knot on display he stretches out and falls asleep.
Two hours pass before Elliot arrives home, the crash of the door startling Joey awake. Catching the scent of food, he peeks over the arm of the couch and grins, met with a bag waving in the hallway as Elliot continues down to his office. A nimble leap to the hallway he chases down the food settled on the desk. “I love you,” the boy remarks, unwrapping the burger loaded with cheese and bacon.
“Sorry about running out this morning, needed to endure that shouting session before we head on vacation,” Elliot apologizes, picking up a few fries and eating them.

Joey hoists himself onto the edge of the desk carefully, his feet unable to reach the ground. “Is it really okay for me to go?” he asks, folding the bushy black tail around into his lap to keep the crumbs from falling on the floor.
“Your father said it was fine, even if it was 2am when I called.” He takes a sip of cola. “Besides, I need my assistant for meetings.”
“I thought we were going on holiday, sir!” Joey complains, twisting his head around and fixing a glare.

Elliot extends his arm and scratches the base of his guest’s tail. “It’s both. I can cancel your ticket if you’d prefer,” he replies.
Finishing lunch and remembering the video he was watching, Joey covers himself up in shame and steps off the desk. “Maybe you should,” he mumbles and heads out of the office, tail tucked between his legs. The cub sits on the furthest end of the sofa, wrapping his towel around himself and crossing his arms. Glaring at the corner expecting to be followed, he huffs as Elliot appears.
“Joey?” Approaching on the tips of his toes and prepared to flee should he run afoul, Elliot grabs the controller and sits where it was. “I wouldn’t cancel it, it was a joke. You should get to see the world, not this dead-end town.” His arm settles on the cushion between them, one finger poking out to coax Joey’s foot and leg out until the boy starts to relax.
Joey’s dark brown eyes flick between the man, his thinly veiled crotch, and the television. “Do… do you love me, sir?”
Silence falls over them, an uncomfortable knot developing in Elliot’s stomach as he ponders the question. His mouth opens to respond but his lips purse together quickly. Barely reaching the two-month mark since their first night together, he carefully places a paw on Joey’s leg and replies, “Love’s a hard word for your age…”
The canine’s sharp teeth appear with his snarl and growl, nose twitching. “You!” he stammers and looks at the ground, gnashing his teeth. Joey snatches the remote and turns the television back on, video still frozen on the frame showing the man’s pre-cum oozing head pressed against the young fox. “You said you love him.”
Elliot attempts to snatch the control to turn it off only to have it held out of reach. He covers his face in embarrassment and slumps forward, shaking his head and dragging his claws through the white fur of his face. “Oh Joey…” A sigh follows as the words fail to reach his lips, knowing their meaning is rapidly decreasing in value. “J-Joey I do it’s just…” he trails off again, unable to find an explanation to their combined frustration.
“Just what? I’m too young? Not young enough?” Joey’s grip on the controller tightens until he accidentally presses play, and the tense silence is broken by the sound of a lubricated asshole being played with. Distracted from the situation as his nature responds and he looks at the screen, Joey is tackled against the arm of the sofa. “Get o—“ he starts to protest, only being brought into a tighter embrace.
“I do, no ifs or buts.” Elliot slides a paw along the cub’s spine, smiling as he shudders and relaxes into his chest. Continuing to move his hand up to Joey’s head, he pulls the boy back and proceeds to kiss the still trembling lips. “Do you love me, though?”
Nothing else exists to disturb the peace and quiet of his thoughts as the question is put forth to him. “I said it before, sir. You just didn’t hear it I guess,” he replies, a smile coming to his face.
“I thought you were just meaning that for getting your lunch.” Elliot scratches his head, embarrassed even further. A loud moan breaks the silence followed by the slurping sound of Elliot’s cock penetrating the fox’s hole multiple times plays, matching the scene on screen. “Let’s turn that off,” he says.
“I want to watch the rest of it though,” Joey replies, his lover’s attempt to take the remote encouraging him to toss it across the room. “I saw him cum, I want to see you cum too.”
Glancing over his shoulder at the screen and seeing his hips rock back and forth sliding the first couple inches into the cub’s ass is enough to change the man’s mind. Elliot lifts the towel up and begins to coax Joey’s already solid cock further out of its sheath. Knot poised at the top he shuffles back and hides himself under the towel, sucking and licking the tapered end carefully. He bobs along the shaft and inhales the overwhelming scent of Joey’s youthful musk, massaging the knot with the right hand and starting to peel the sheath down.
Never has Elliot taken Joey’s cock into his maw beyond cleaning up messes, but a desire to make up for upsetting him spurs him on. The throbbing builds in the end of Joey’s length, and soon the knot is free once more of his sheath. Elliot pulls his mouth up as the cub forces him down, gripping the bulging mass to keep it from ending up stuck in there while he swallows the semen pooling in his mouth.
Kicking like a madman as he cums, Joey eventually succumbs to exhaustion and clamps his knees against Elliot’s head. The rabbit’s black perky ears provide a good distraction, wiggling from side to side until the cub grasps one and begins to gently gnaw on the pink flesh. Gulping down every drop of post-orgasm dripping, Elliot finally separates their flesh, his lips sharing the same glossy sheen as Joey’s still fully exposed cock. Filled with nervous anticipation the cub ceases his chewing and leans back with lips hanging open. The meeting is brief, Elliot choosing to turn his attention to the stiff nipples, assaulting the hyper-sensitive nubs with everything he can. Whichever is free of his maw is caressed and aroused by fingers.
Holding the man’s head to his heaving chest Joey resumes the idle chewing, eyes drawn to the happily shaking ball of white fluff. “Dad!” the shouting gains Joey’s attention, now distracted by the television. Elliot stands positioned behind the fox, hands tense around his waist and his cock unseen as it was planted to the balls without warning. Everette holds clumps of blanket in both paws, pulled back towards his face as his pained expression gradually soothes. The initial pain from the sharp and sudden thrust wanes and is replaced with a moan of pleasure as he grows accustomed to the thickness.
“S-sir?” Joey raises his hips from the couch cushion and starts to lean back over the arm of the chair.
Recognizing the familiar, longing tone, Elliot moves his paws to the cub’s rear, pulling the cheeks apart and rubbing the entrance lightly. Still dressed up Elliot reaches down with his right paw and undoes his pants and guides his erect cock through the gap in his underwear. “That’s what you want, right Joey?” He proceeds onto his knees, offering a view of his dripping length to the boy.
“Uh-huh,” he replies, adding his own sultry moans to those coming from the television. The house sounds more like a porn shoot, as the slap of balls against ass joins in.
Moving closer to Joey on the sofa until his tip is touching the boy’s entrance, Elliot nips the boy’s nose and thrusts simultaneously. The result is a slight flinch at first before Joey’s eyes widen and his legs begin to tremble either side of the man. Planting his feet to push off but failing to overcome his urges and gravity, he relents that it isn’t the first time he’s taken it raw or without stretching; and settles down for the lengthy and less comfortable process. Joey props his head on the man’s shoulder, eyes flitting to the screen and away like a nervous criminal. The combined grunts and moans as he starts to fit it deeper by gyrating his hips and wrapping his legs around Elliot’s waist.
Grasping the cub’s tail from below and treating it like a lever, Elliot eases himself in until his cock is embedded in Joey’s rear. He releases the tail and strokes the black furred boy’s back lovingly. Still in for the long haul, he keeps the thrusting deep and slow, only ever removing the last inch and a half before pushing back in and grinding against constricted walls he’s never slipped into.
On screen the scene plays harder and faster, with long and powerful thrusts into Everette’s well-stretched ass. A static angle from the side provides little sight of the actual penetration, only evidenced by the sound of wet flesh slapping together and the fox begging, “Cum in me.” His eyes widen despite the rest of his face relaxing into a content smile, the throbbing cock inside soon followed by slimy cum being dumped inside his ass and ground into his walls. Elliot motions to the camera and takes it when it comes close enough, focusing it on Everette’s face first before he goes limp and drops his legs as far as they’ll go. The patch of semen on his stomach has dried and his cock is flaccid though drenched. Elliot starts to pull out, cum still dripping from his length and the load already seeping onto the cub’s tail, the camera catching everything as the pink hole twitches closed and then opens again with some light probing before the video cuts out.
“Elliot?” Joey asks, noticing that the only motion is coming from his hips. “Oh sir…” he sighs, bringing his head back and realizing that the man has fallen asleep. Forty minutes passed since they had begun, and in his distracted viewing of the home movie, he missed the shameless imitations of the fox, including referring to him as uncle. He wriggles his hips, feeling the slosh of semen being kept plugged in by the man’s still erect dick. Rather than disturb the moment Joey leans back and folds his arms around Elliot’s head, pulling him into his chest and offering himself as a pillow. He inclines his head and rests atop the flaccid ears, enjoying the afterglow.
