Eric expected an ache in his balls when he woke up. There wasn’t, leading to confusion when the raccoon pulled his blanket off to see the cage still wrapped around his cock. He sighed, slumping back into his bed and losing himself in the previous night’s events. 
A long flight, meeting his stepmother and sister, being forced into this cage, and then the fennec fox’s advances. If he were back home, plenty of his friends would think he was lucky to have a girl touch his dick. But here? He felt…some middle ground between lucky and unlucky. Did he have a word for that? The raccoon shook his head and yawned, curling back up into the covers.
Then his stomach rumbled. Rolling out of bed, Eric grabbed his haphazard clothes from the floor and walked out into the living room. Something smelled good, nutty even, the raccoon couldn’t quite pinpoint it. 
“Sleep well?” He blinked, seeing Ashira sitting at the table, her head wrapped in the black hijab but sporting a sly grin before taking a bite out of a flat disk of bread. At first, Eric thought she had peanut butter spread across it. Sitting closer, he wasn’t so sure. 
“How come you’re wearing that?” He asked, deflecting her question. Looking over the table, he saw none of the usual things he could find for breakfast. No cereal, no waffles, just flat breads, muted colored dips, and breaded balls that reminded him of donuts. “Um…where’s the cereal?”
“We don’t have any.” Ashira took another bite, “Your dad tossed it out before you came. Wanted to give you the proper experience before coming here. As for my headdress, why are you wearing a shirt?”
“Because it’s rude to not?”
“It’s your house too.”
He squinted, “You don’t have to be rude about it.” When she shrugged, Eric sighed and looked around the apartment. “Um…where’s my dad?” He asked, finding no sign of either adult. 
“Something came up.” She said nonchalantly, “And you were really tired, so they let you sleep.” The fox handed him a circular flatbread, “Pita? The hummus is good.”
“Hummus?” The word rolled off his tongue like he was describing mold, “What’s that?”
“A dip. Think of it like…like American peanut butter. I don’t know.” Given how adamant his stomach was, Eric didn’t argue and spread some of the tanish dip across the flatbread. It wasn’t bad, by any stretch, but certainly not the peanut butter he craved. “So, wanna cum?”
“Come where?” He asked. She stared back with a raised brow for half a minute before he realized what she meant. “Oh…oh!” He blushed, “I…I’m not sure.”
“You seemed pretty sure last night.” The fox laughed, “Practically ready to explode.”
“And whose fault is that?” The raccoon argued, “You’re the one who tricked me.”
“Tricked?” Ashira leaned back into her chair, feigning innocence, “Oh, woe is me, that my stepbrother thinks I’m capable of such trickery.”
“Not funny.”
She shrugged, “I asked if you wanted out of your cage, I never said I’d let you cum. Unlike now.” Leaning back into the table, she fingered out the key from around her neck and said, “Remember, my mother and I are in control of your cock, but it’s you who has the power to pursue if asked. If you don’t wanna cum, that’s fine.” She slipped it back into her dress, “I can find other ways to keep myself entertained this morning.”
Eric knew he should say no. After last night’s debacle, the raccoon knew nothing good could come of it. “Yes,” He muttered out, crossing his arms and bashfully looking away. Ashira leaned in, cupping her ears and asked him to be clearer. “Yes, I’d like to cum.” 
With a soft and subtle smile, she nodded. “Ok, are you willing to do what I say? I promise I won’t put you in danger.” Feeling a golf ball in his throat, he swallowed and nodded. “Great.” The fox pushed her foot out, “Then kiss my foot.”
“What?” He leaned back, ears falling, “Ew.”
“Ok,” She said without care. “If you don’t wanna cum then–”
“Ugh, fine!” 
Eric got off of his chair and bent down. “No, no. On your knees.” She commanded.
“Why?” He asked, frustration wearing thin.
“It’s customary,” Ashira explained. “Call me old fashioned, but I believe when a guy submits, he should show grace in kissing the lady’s foot. It symbolizes that he trusts her.”
“Why?” He asked again.
“Something about burdens. It doesn’t translate well.” The fox sighed, “Again, if you don’t want we can just.” 
“No, no, I got this.” Resting on his knees, the raccoon gulped at the sight of her naked foot. Closing his eyes, Eric pressed his lips against her big toe, tasting her flesh and the dust across the carpeting she’d walked across. 
She giggled softly, “Good boy,” his stepsister cooed. Eric felt a rush at those words, his cage twitching behind his pants. It had to be shame he was feeling, but shame didn’t ever taste so playful. “Head to your room and wait for me. Naked and standing in a corner.” Knowing that another complaint was pointless, Eric went to his room and undressed. He bit his lip, hoping to fight against the firm sensation of his cage preventing the erection. The arousal spread throughout his body, anxiety helping boost the tingle underneath his fur. 
Ashira took her sweet time, leaving him standing there for…well he didn’t have a clock in his room so it felt like hours. When the fox came, he heard her drop several things onto the bed. “Hold your hands behind your back,” She whispered, her warm breath fighting his chills. Cold metal clipped against his wrists, locking his arms behind him. Darkness came next with a blindfold held over his head. 
“I need to see.” He complained, just as something was locked around his ankles.
“No, you don’t.” Ashira said, helping him down to the floor, “Trust me, this will make it better.” Ass against the floor, head against her knees, Eric gulped once more as he waited for her to take the cage off. His ears perked up at a new sound, a strange whirring. 
“What’s that?” He asked.
“A tool. Relax.” The whirring drew closer and closer, until bracing at the tip of his cage. Eric squealed, struggling against the new vibrations rippling across his cock. “Shh…shh…breath,” She whispered, “In and out, in and out.” He followed, but the sensation building turned his breaths to whimpers and whines. The strange sensation rippled through him. He wanted it to be painful, to justify running, but pleasure crept up in his crotch. “How does this feel?” She asked, running the vibrations up and down his crotch.
“W-Weird.” He mumbled.
“Really?” She asked, “Is it because you’re not getting fully aroused? Or because someone else is in control?” His answers were stifled but heavy breathing. He tried to push away from the vibrator, but her hand carried it with him, continuing to build his pleasure. He cried out, legs twitching as something seeped from his cage. “Good boy,” She cooed, brushing his hair through the onslaught, “Good boy.” 
Lost in the moment, Eric slumped into her knees and nodded off. 
