Summer in full-swing the grass lay dead beside the driveway, only hardy weeds pricking out of the yard. Everette sits on the verandah eagerly waiting for the guests to arrive, swinging his legs and smiling like an innocent angel. Having found enjoyment in the company of another boy his age, he keeps a sharp view through the trees for a sign of their imminent arrival. Everette checks the time on his phone and the message from half an hour earlier, ‘Landed, be there in about 40 minutes.’
Despite what the sun still hanging low in the sky would have you believe, the time shows 21:13 as the man and his apprentice pull into the driveway in their grey sedan. Everette bounds out to meet them as they retrieve their bags from the trunk. Four in all, two heavy suitcases belonging to Elliot while Joey carries his own suitcase along with an almost empty one for things they purchase during their stay. The fox lunges into his uncle’s arms and squeezed tightly and lifted a few inches off the ground. “Hi Joey!” Everette bounces around in his khaki shorts, tail flitting around as he forces a hug onto the dour looking Kelpie.
“Hi Evan,” he replies and plops his head atop his friend’s shoulder.

“I’ll take ‘em!” Everette cheerily takes the boy’s bags and remarks, “What’d you bring me this time?” He trots beside his uncle as Joey steams ahead.
Elliot ponders his question before shrugging it off, concerned for his assistant dragging his tail along the ground. “Ollie still up?” he asks instead.
“Mhm, he made you guys dinner too,” Everette hauls the bags onto the verandah and takes them indoors, holding the door open for his uncle.
“Hey Joey, hey Elliot,” Oliver says as he exits the kitchen to the living room by the front door.
Elliot offers a brief hello while setting his luggage in the entrance. Not a minute after stepping inside he grasps the beck of Everette’s shirt and begins to pull the wide-eyed fox upstairs before he says, “Get up there.”
Everette runs to the top and strips, eager to greet and obey his favourite uncle, the boy bends over and presents himself. Elliot hurries and proceeds to push his nephew into the room, locking the door and shoving Everette forward onto the bed. “Has somebunny missed me?” he chuckles and shakes his hips, looking over his shoulder as the man yanks his pants and underwear down to expose his dripping erection.
“Evan…” Elliot slides his shaft between the boy’s cheeks, slathering pre-cum along the orange fur and over the pink entrance. His foreskin pulls back and forth with each careful thrust, a paw for each cheek as he massages them against his cock. “It’s been too long,” he remarks, pressing his tip against the hole and feeling it gradually give way to the head. Elliot retracts his hips and firmly spanks Everette’s round rump before digging in his claws.
A few whimpers escape the cub as he is deprived of the pleasure. His tail flits back and forth, hole clenching before it relaxes with a subtle raise of the boy’s wide hips. “Ahn,” Everette moans and reaches back to spread his cheeks willingly, granting his uncle free reign.
Licking his lips and angling his cock to press against the flexing rear end, Elliot relaxes and pushes into the teenager’s barely lubricated ass. He sits at the entrance with only the head inside, grinning as Everette squirms under the pressure, desperate for more. “Is this how you want it?” he asks tauntingly, rocking back and forth to slowly lube the next few inches of Evan’s ass.
“Nngh,” Everette groans in slight discomfort, stomach being pushed into the edge of the mattress as Elliot leans over him, chest flush with his back. The fox wraps his legs around the rabbit’s waist and pushes himself further onto the bed, humping back once the pressure on his gut has eased.
“This it?” Elliot inquires once more, sitting atop Everette’s ass atop the mattress, the head of his cock and an additional inch now sunk into the cub. The silent stillness grips the room for a minute as neither occupant makes a move. Everette delights in the comforting warmth of his uncle’s body heat over him and the drops of pre-cum that drip deeper into his asshole. Elliot sinks his top teeth into his bottom lip, anxious to begin but awaiting any sign of permission. “Evan honey?” The man proceeds to fold his arms around the younger boy, stroking his breast and pinching his nipples.
Pushing back excitedly and with mouth agape, Everette starts to shiver as his ass is stretched and his body is toyed with. His tail is draped flaccid to the right, its white end flicking every so often when a surge of elation permeates his insides. “Mya!” he squeaks after five minutes of quiet submission. The cub’s length dangles between his thighs, half-erect but oozing clear liquid.
Already sitting three inches deep Elliot continues his steady descent, adding the occasional gyration of his hips to slip back out before penetrating deeper still. Elliot’s right paw lowers to his nephew’s penis, grasping the solid shaft and massaging the foreskin back and forth before he shifts focus to the cub’s full length. “You’re cumming for me, right?” he teases, rubbing a finger between Everette’s slit.
“Uh-huh,” Everette pants, his face morphs with each passing moment, hips pushing back until they are planted against his uncle’s groin. With ample space between Everette’s cock and the bed, Elliot angles it forward. Paw slick with pre-cum Elliot proceeds to stroke the boy’s length faster and faster, drawing the fox nearer to orgasm. Everette starts to drool, fists bundled together in clutching the bedsheets as he creates a pool of semen beneath him, a few stray spurts into his uncle’s paw are massaged into his thighs before he drops to the mattress with a satisfied thud.
Elliot settles the remainder of his member in the relaxed opening, his furry sack smacking against the sensitive nerves around Evan’s hole. He grinds back and forth in preparation, the missing sensation of slipping his cock into forbidden territory causes his mind and heart to race. Chewing wildly on the cub’s ticklish neck as he begins ejaculating into the boy’s rear, pushing it deeper as Everette moans into one of his black ears. “Good kit,” he remarks, starting the equally slow process of removing his shaft. Two-thirds of the way out, Elliot sinks right back into his nephew, grunting and driving himself uncomfortably downward to pressure the cub’s prostate.
Squealing and kicking his legs wildly from the intense pleasure, Everette thrusts backward in a move he’d soon regret. An arm comes to rest across his belly and with it a gentle caress, soon replaced with a turn of his stomach as a warm mess of cum and urine begins to dribble back out of his ass and down his taint. “Eli…” he grumbles.
“Shut it, you’re not going anywhere,” Elliot replies. As quickly as he began he is finished, still stiff as a rock and raring to go once more, the rabbit resumes his assault on Everette’s semen flooded rear. In the hour he orgasms another five times and brings the fox to a discomforting level of fullness. Once finally finished Elliot plops his length out, facing downward along the cub’s ass and wiping himself clean using the orange cheeks. Rolling to the right, away from the wet patches they’d made, Elliot stares at the roof, breathing heavily as the months of blue-balling are finally satisfied.
Everette slinks onto the floor and crawls to the door, using it to assist in standing up. Semen dribbles down the back of his leg and covers his entire pubic area from his own trio of orgasms. Unsteady on his feet and sore from the vigorous session, the fox leans against the wall and limps through the living room. “You alright honey? Need someone to clean it up?” Oliver asks, reaching out to brush his son’s shoulder as he walks by. Everette’s cock shrivels up as he takes out a package of frozen vegetables to cool the burning sensation in his ass.
Joey and Oliver exchange curious looks – somewhere between impressed and concerned – though neither budges from their seat, engrossed in the horror movie playing on screen. After a few minutes Everette reemerges from the kitchen and sits begrudgingly beside the slightly younger boy. “He hasn’t fucked me like that since I was thirteen,” he comments, waving his hands over his still naked body, fur matted with cum.
“Take it you had fun,” Oliver replies.
“Be quiet it’s getting good,” Joey remarks, lightly smacking Everette in the chest. He sits at the edge of his seat, with a wide grin on his face as the monster is revealed at last.
Sitting quietly after the exhaustive session and barely hanging on from passing out, Everette limps back out of the living room and crawls upstairs to his father’s bedroom. Along his path are small drops of creamy white semen which had leaked out on his initial trip down. Everette collapses across the side of the bed and crawls around for a moment before curling up sleepily. The movie ends with an explosion amid a snowy wasteland, Joey’s eyes barely hanging open as Oliver lays behind him on the sofa. “If you want to sleep in my bed, you can,” he offers. “I’m going to sleep down here.”
Joey hunches forward and rises to his feet slowly, eyes aflutter as he creeps up to bed. Carefully raising the blanket and lying down, he reaches an arm out to rest on the sleeping fox’s side.
####
Awakening in the strangely familiar bed of his home away from home, Joey climbs over the edge and straightens his spine. His coat of thick black fur is perfect for cold months, but the heat of summer drives him crazy, needing to strip to his underwear sometime in the middle of the night. Left alone in the room he hangs his head and lets out an exaggerated sigh before dressing in his clothes from the day before, seeing no point wearing fresh clothes if he’s staying in. Wearing a pair of navy shorts and a plain white tee, he sets out to go to the living room. Passing the room in which he’d typically sleep, Everette lays curled around a bundle of blankets with no sign of Elliot. Joey sways with each step he takes, groaning until he hears signs of life.
“Mornin’ sleepyhead. Thought you’d never get that li’l butt out of bed,” Oliver announces. As Joey rounds the corner the man stretches his t-shirt over his erection and slowly sets his mug down, careful not to let a peek show. “Oh, good morning Joey, thought you were Evan,” he laughs nervously, eyes darting around the room for some saving grace.
“It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, Sir.” The boy sits along brown sofa, his legs tucked beneath him as he watches the television. Another forlorn sigh escapes as he turns his attention to their host, whose erection has vanished leaving a flaccid, circumcised length in its wake. Before Oliver can even ask the reason for the boy’s sour mood Joey complains, “Sir didn’t wake me up before our meeting again.”
“I thought someone your age would prefer to sleep in than get dragged to a boring meeting,” Oliver replies, taking another sip from his new Father’s Day gift. “Or maybe he couldn’t bring himself to wake up such a cute sleeper.” He smiles and shifts around, trying to hide his cock from view by draping his striped tail across his lap and between his thighs.

“He keeps treating me like a baby though.” Joey turns on the couch and sets his paws in his lap, eyebrows pressed together in intense thought. About to interject, Oliver raises his paw. Quickly interrupted by an annoyed huff the cub continues, “No meetings, barely lets me help at work, constantly asking about school. He’s just acting like my mom and dad did...” Joey chokes on his growing frustrations, body shaking as he balls his fists until the joints start to crack.
Leaving his comfortable single seat and settling beside the boy, Oliver wraps his left arm around Joey’s waist and carefully strokes in circles his belly. “As long as I’ve known him, he’s had a protective streak. You’re not just his assistant anymore… now you’re stuck more like his kid.”
Joey’s trembling subsides and turns to a shudder, leaning back against the sofa and enjoying the attention. “Why can’t I be both?”
“Can’t speak for El, but it took a while for me to work up to taking Evan up on his… advances,” Oliver admits somewhat coyly, his paw now resting idly beneath the hem of Joey’s shorts.

Frozen in place with his eyes tracked to the older man’s hand, the boy utters in short breaths, “We haven’t… done it since he took me in. I just want him to fuck me like before.”
Scooting closer to the cub, Oliver’s paw slips further down into Joey’s shorts and finally into the boy’s underpants. He kneads around the sheath until the shaft has been coaxed free, sliding his index finger along the growing tapered end. “Well, how about you and I have it now then?”
Head sunk into the cushioning the boy moans and begins to gyrate his hips, dripping eagerly into Oliver’s paw. “I wouldn’t be opposed,” Joey agrees, panting as the man’s grip shores up around his shaft and begins to properly glide along the length of his cock.
Oliver uses his free paw to relieve the tight space inside Joey’s shorts by pulling them to his knees along with his underpants. Already naked below the waist Oliver pets the top of his thighs invitingly, Joey taking up position so that their lengths are adjacent. “He did train you well,” he chuckles and sizes himself bigger than the teenager. With his left paw Oliver holds their cocks together and proceeds to work against the boy, whose youthfulness and deprivation provide more than enough lubrication for them both.
Joey’s toes curl in desperation as he feverishly grinds against the feline, moaning with each pass of the man’s head against his sensitive urethra. The boy scrunches his nose and leans forward, tongue dangling out of his open maw as he pants feverishly from the long-lost pleasure in his loins. “Fuck… me,” Joey gasps, semen dribbling out the end of his shaft and down onto Oliver’s length.
“Give me two secs,” Oliver remarks and reaches behind the cub, one paw hoisting the fine black tail as the other starts probing the ripe, raw entrance with his cum saturated fingers. Pressing Joey’s tail to his back and using his left arm to grip the boy tightly, Oliver wriggles his middle finger against the hole until the tip is inside before driving it to the knuckle.

Humping against it and shaking his head shamefully, Joey whines and spreads his cheeks to assist the stretching effort. A second finger worms its way inside with relative ease, Oliver curling them around and assaulting the cub’s prostate. “Yes, yes,” Joey moans, his shaft throbbing to life once more as the two attempt frotting without their hands to guide them. Swirling his fingers around and parting them like scissors, Oliver works the boy’s asshole open before he pulls out. “Don’t stop,” he begs.
“Just get up a bit.” The kelpie obliges, being pulled closer so that the man’s shaft can rest between his ass cheeks. Oliver humps idly for a moment, swelling in size another inch as he becomes fully erect. Delighted with the sensation he purrs, “We’re not gonna need lube, right?”
With the shake of his head Joey raises his hips once more and aligns himself with the already well soaked tip. Oliver wraps his paws around the canine’s waist to keep things steady, lifting his hips slightly as the boy lowers himself, attracted like magnets binding together. Joey’s entrance stretches easily to accommodate the shapely tip before it becomes thicker the further he proceeds. The cub flinches as he pops over the cusp, expecting to slip down but remains propped up by Oliver’s paws, now cupped beneath his cheeks.
Elliot returns with a triumphant call as he nudges the door open, arms laden with bags full of gifts, “Am I the best?” He catches the door with his leg and slams it back shut before turning into the living room, freezing upon seeing the pair on the sofa.

“Hey El,” Oliver casually greets his friend, slowly continuing to pull Joey’s now convulsing and constricting hole further along his shaft.

Glancing toward his caretaker and letting out a squeak of fear Joey cries, “S-sir!”
Oliver’s arm grasps around his back firmly as the feline ensures the cub’s compliance. Joey’s mouth creaks open as a lustful moan permeates the still air as his anus continues to slip and stretch to fit the still throbbing cock being pushed inside. “Your boy’s been telling me you won’t fuck him.” Stunned by the brazen sight and words confronting him, Elliot sets the bags down. “Go on, tell him,” Oliver encourages the cub’s honesty.

“I want you to fuck me like you used to,” Joey pleads, swishing his tail around invitingly.
Approaching the pair and holding his lover’s tail in place, Elliot trails his paw down to the already occupied asshole and slides one finger in alongside his friend’s shaft. “I’ve been waiting for you to just tell me for months honey.” Elliot leads the cub into a kiss while gingerly fingering him, simultaneously massaging Oliver’s already throbbing and eager shaft. He pulls away and unfastens his belt, pants dropping to the ground as his underwear stick out with an obvious erection.

“That feels so good,” Joey utters as he leans closer to Oliver’s chest, positioning himself in such a way to offer an excellent view of his currently occupied ass. Precum starts bubbling out as the rabbit resumes his fingering, the squelching sound only interrupted by another satisfied moan when either man thrusts a substantial length deeper without warning.

Elliot cups his friend’s taut sack and gives a few encouraging squeezes. “Gonna be done soon buddy?”
Claws out and grasping the young boy close Oliver shakes his head. “Nah, but you can probably fit in here too if you tried,” he answers, thrusting to the hilt and grinding back and forth.
Letting out a sharp squeal and flailing from the deranged idea, Joey demands, “Pull out, pull out.” He remains glued in place, not fearful enough to try much harder, indeed slightly aroused by the prospect.
“Go on, he really wants it,” Oliver taunts, sliding back to the entrance before pushing deeper once more.
Elliot kneels and adds in a second finger with ease, stretching his lover while stroking the feline’s cock. Drool seeps from the edges of his mouth and he leans in to begin sliding his tongue along Oliver’s shaft and around Joey’s ass. “Do you want to try us both hun?” he asks tentatively, already pulling the front of his underpants down, eager to join.
“So long as it’s you in me too sir,’ Joey replies, tail swaying from left to right. Elliot turns around and reaches into the cabinet below the television and grabs the lubricant, squirting it directly onto his uncut cock and rubbing it in before he applies some to the cub’s entrance. “Think we should uh… change position. Evan couldn’t take it this way his first, remember?”
“He was 12, Joey’s got a couple years on him,” Oliver dismisses his friend’s concern, continuing to rock back and forth.

Ignoring the concern, Elliot brings the head of his length to the slight gap left in his ward’s entrance. He angles the tip down, using the other man’s shaft to guide himself in nice and slow. Joey flinches as the head finally presses against him, his hole nervously constricting. “Come on JJ, you’ve gotta push or it won’t fit.”
“Slower! Slower.” Joey’s chest heaves, the shrinking space leaving him increasingly tense.

Easing back to allow his lover space to breathe, Elliot runs his paw over Joey’s shoulder and down his arm. The man takes his fingers back to the loosened ring and inserts three this time, massaging Oliver’s cock and working the cub’s ass further apart. “If he sat, he’d definitely fit us both,” he remarks, retracting his paw and backing away.
Groaning at the idea of changing position, Oliver grinds his cock to the hilt before he slaps the teenager’s ass and replies, “Alright, get up. We’re gonna do it his way.”
Joey stands unsteadily on his feet, somewhat confused as he watches the rabbit sit with his legs outstretched, the feline joining him and slapping their cocks together. “Really waiting for it, huh?” Elliot says, grasping Oliver’s circumcised shaft and fondling the leaky tip.
“This feels good too,” Oliver replies, his nose scrunching and flaring out as the pair grind their shafts together, thoroughly coating themselves in pre-cum and what lube remains.

“Slowly, we’re gonna let him on it first,” Elliot grunts and reaches with his free hand to caress the canine’s thigh. “Come on hun.”

Daunted by the combined size Joey hesitates, “Is it gonna hurt?”

“You’re really loose, should slip right in if you’re pushing,” Elliot encourages, lifting his hips so that the two men are at the same height. Squatting over the eager erections Joey trembles uneasily, flinching even as the pair meet his entrance. “Ollie, you’ve gotta put us in, Joey you spread your cheeks okay?” Elliot instructs and wraps his arms around the cub’s waist, lovingly stroking his back and waist. “Give me a kiss,” he whispers, perking up to lock lips with his lover, whose nerves melt, and hole greedily accommodates the two heads.
It takes a moment for the cub to realize, instinctively writhing his hips attempting to pull off, held in place by the rabbit’s grip on his waist and sustained oral assault. Once calmed by the maintained sensation surging through both ends Joey mewls, “It’s so big.”
“You still fit it though,” Elliot replies, slipping his finger inside the taut sheath and swirling it around inside the messy fur sack. “Got both heads, that’s the hardest part.” Joey calmly sets his head atop the man’s shoulder where he receives idle scratches behind the ears. Slowly but surely gravity pulls the cub down until he reaches the two sets of balls slapping together as each man’s hips subtly rise and fall, hesitant to disturb the delicate balance.
“What do you say when we’re done here we go get Evan up?” Oliver suggests.
“JJ’s gotta get off somehow,” Elliot replies, peeling down what remains of his boyfriend’s sheath and stopping at the knot.

Shaking his head and moaning loudly at their cruel plans Joey pleads, “Make up for lost time with me, sir.”
As one pushes deeper, the other draws back towards the entrance, uncomfortable at first until the two men synchronize. Their pace quickens in this new rhythm, Elliot forming his lips around the cub’s right nipple while he squeezes the left. “Louder,” the pair demand, Oliver beginning to bite and chew through the black fur around Joey’s neck.
His compliance is a given considering the quicker pace and burning through Joey’s privates. He breaks from a controlled moan, eventually screaming in pleasure as the boy’s knot erupts followed by several strings of semen onto Elliot’s stomach. “S-stop,” Joey stutters, trembling as his cock is milked of three more globs of cum, his swollen shaft dripping clear fluid as he continues being fucked.
“Almost there,” Oliver grunts. “You almost?” Elliot nods rapidly and grinds his teeth. Ready to have cum much sooner but trying to hold out longer than the other. Joey’s asshole constricts as their rhythm breaks and both thrust as deep as possible, holding the cub down at the base of their cocks. His head falls back as the semen begins to shoot into his thoroughly abused ass, drooling as each rope coats his insides and starts to seep from his entrance.
Elliot gasps and slides his index finger into Joey’s maw, swirling it around tauntingly before sucks on it himself then tracks it down to the cub’s slowly fading erection. “I’ll make sure that you keep on getting plenty of it, okay,” he remarks, leaning back up and sliding his tongue into his lover’s muzzle. Behind the boy’s head Elliot sticks his thumb up, grasping Joey around the back and pulling him flat on top of the rabbit. Oliver removes his cock and cleans it between the cub’s cum coated cheeks, settling beside his two guests with a semi-erect cock. Elliot runs a paw along Joey’s waist and down his thighs. “We’re all gonna need to go jump in with Everette soon though, what better way to wake up a sleepy cub than sex?”
