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Up until the moment he had heard a light commotion come from the living room of his house Kyle had been enjoying a nice day playing video games. He had just got his hunter's light level to the maximum, and was in the process of infusing his armor into the set that ascetically he enjoyed the best. Just as he was infusing a Dust Rock Blues into his Last Word exotic hand-cannon he could have swore he heard his mother scream. It wasn't a sound that he was used to hearing and since it overpowered even the sound of the game's music through his headphones he considered the fact something might have been legitimately wrong.


Kyle quickly threw on a shirt as he'd only been in his neon green silk briefs that Guss Gator had given him, set his headphones down along with his controller, then dashed down the stairs into the living room of his family's home to see what could possibly have caused his mother to emit such a noise.


He had thought he might have seen the living room on fire, or perhaps his mother had stubbed her toe, or cut herself cutting coupons, or worst case his dad turned out to be a psycho and had finally snapped on his mother and a horrible murder was occurring. Instead his mother was embraced with his father who had an equally astounded and dumbfounded look on his face that was slowly curling into a smile. Smiling was a good sign, wasn't it?


Kyle's mother bounced around, holding her cell phone in her hand and he could just make out a voice on the other end calling out “Hello? Lady? Hello??” with increasing insistence. Kyle's dad tapped her on the shoulder and reminded her she was on the phone. Apologetically she picked up the phone and answered. She listed off her name, their address, and other personal information before finally thanking the person on the other end of the line and eventually hung up the phone.


“Wow Mom, what was that about?” Kyle asked, leaning against the door frame a bit.


“Oh Kyle I'm sorry, I must've startled you!” She gasped with concern. “It's okay sweetie it really is. Mommy is just really excited! Mommy just won the Rockin' Rock Radio Station's big quiz contest!” She beamed with pride. “Somehow I knew all that trivia would come in handy someday.”


Kyle had been worried, but now he felt pride in his mother and joy in her hapiness and success. He innocently ran over and hugged both his parents. While he hadn't a clue what she had won exactly the fact she was so excited was infectious and he simply wanted to make her feel appreciated for that success. She hugged her husband and child close before letting them both go.


“What did you win?” Kyle asked with increasing curiosity.


“Oh yes! The prize. Well I won a week-long cruise for me and one other person. So that means that your father and I will be going on a cruise!” She clapped and yipped with pleasure. His father had a look on his face most men only express when they find out they're going to be fathers. It seemed to be a look that said, “This just happened didn't it?” being a mixture of excitement and confusion.


“Wow!” Kyle beamed. “That's cool! So like you called the radio station and answered some questions now you guys get to go on a trip? That's really neat! Can I come?”


His mother's look of excitement could have been described in its change by the sound effect of a record scratching. In her bliss and pleasure she hadn't considered Kyle in any of the fantasies going on in her head of her and her husband cruising to far-off ports of call. She had been imagining herself and her husband sunbathing in their swimsuits on the deck of this magnificent ship and not imagining her son in any of it since she had indeed been told it was a trip for two.


“Uh, how about you let your Mother and I figure that out while you go play more video games champ?”


Kyle knew that this meant his parents wanted to discuss things in private which he was perfectly fine with. “Okay. Well, 'grats Mom I'm happy for you. I'd really like to come with you.” He said in complete truth.


Kyle ascended the stairs, removed his shirt once more and flopped back on his bed to resume his game. 


Hours went by and he had almost completely forgotten about his Mother's great fortune as he engrossed himself in the sci-fi RPG shooter. His tongue stuck out to the side as he shot at several alien bad guys who were working tirelessly to kill his character again and again. He shoot, dodged, jumped and weaved as only a true gamer could. It was only after he had finished his most recent activity within the game he realized he was hungry and this meant that he'd have to get something to eat. This would also serve as a chance to ask his parents again about coming on the cruise. 


Part of him was excited at the idea of going on a big boat. There were all those commercials for Pavilion Cruise lines that showed a happy family enjoying being on a ship. They were always holding hands, swimming in pools, looking at the ship from a beach, and even the kids got to see cool magic shows. He imagined there was stuff for grown-ups too, and his thoughts began to drift to Guss. He wondered if there would be anything like -that- going on during the cruise. 


“Great, now I'm hard.” he sighed, and indeed he was. His decently sized for his preteen frame length had filled out the front of his briefs, and was making concentrating difficult. “Well, I'll deal with that later.” he huffed. 


Kyle decided to power through his arousing thoughts and pulled on some jeans and his T shirt from earlier and descended the stair case once more. After a much needed refuling pit stop in the kitchen that involved the cooking of some hot-pockets in the microwave and scarfing them down, Kyle decided to see what his parents had figured out. They were in his father's office, sitting at the desk and looking at a vast amount of paperwork. Kyle's parent's ears were drooped and they were shaking their heads at what they were looking at. 


“Hey guys, any chance you were able to figure that out? It's been a few hours.” The lad chirped happily.


Kyle's Dad set down the papers he was looking at, and he smiled at his son. “Hey champ. Yeah we were. You wanna take a seat or stand?”


Kyle saw nothing wrong with standing. “Standing's good.”


Kyle's father leaned back in his office chair and sighed a moment. “Son, your Mother and I talked with the Radio station and they are unfortunately quite insistent that it's very strictly for two people. Your mother has to be one of those people. Now, your Mother could take you and I could stay behind, or I can go but you'd have to stay behind. Believe me it's not ideal no matter how we've looked at it. The price of the tickets, room and board, and everything is just too expensive. We looked at all of our options and really son I'm afraid that you can't go with us. I know this is going to be disappointing and possibly heart-breaking for you but it is just how it is.”


Kyle's left ear dropped a bit, and he smacked his lips. “Shoot. I wanted to go on the water-slide.”


“If it makes you feel any better we'll bring you back lots of stuff.” Kyle's mother said hopefully. Kyle in truth wasn't worried about the stuff in that moment, he just really wanted his parents to be happy. Sure he was disappointed but that also meant other avenues had just opened up for him. An opportunity for more illicit things. He turned sideways as he was getting hard in his pants once again and didn't want his parents to see it.


“That's cool mom. So...I suppose when the time comes I'll be staying with Guss?” 


The parents looked at one another and nodded. “Very likely. Why don't you go play or watch TV and we'll let you know?”


Kyle nodded, and decided now was as good as time as any to take care of his growing problem and pants-related agitation. He dashed up the stairs and into the bathroom after closing and locking the door. He licked his lips and sighed, reaching down to rub the front of his pants. A flood of memories entered his mind of his sexy gator admirer and babysitter. They started innocently enough with the big strong pot-bellied reptile holding and kissing him, but it soon evolved into the two of them being naked, and eventually fucking like rabbits. The surprisingly sexually active youth murred at the thought of being drilled by that nice thick gator cock and couldn't stand it any longer.


Kyle whisked off his clothes in a flurry, and turned on the shower to a mostly luke-warm temperature. The boy was a twink, gifted with a good sized length for his age. The circumcised human shaped shaft was pink in color and stood out against the crème color of his torso-fur. Kyle stepped into the shower, and laid down on the tub, and let the nice semi-warm liquid rain down on himself as he settled in for a good wank. 

Kyle closed his eyes, and took a deep breath before wrapping his hand around his boyhood and starting to stroke. It was just as Guss had shown him how to do. Kyle was incredibly amazed how this wonderful feeling world was right in front of his eyes the entire time and he had missed out on it until his encounter with the gator. It made him feel good to know that he ran away, and even better to know that he ran into the arms of a gator that loved him and fucked him so good. Visions of their previous bouts of sex flooded his mind as his hand danced up and down his shaft. He imagined the Gator's tasty shaft in his mouth and even subconsciously began to suck on the air as he visualized the hefty penis buried in his muzzle. He bobbed his face back and forward and when he felt no real resistance there he noticed what he was doing and almost chuckled to himself before spreading both of his legs over the lips of the tub, and starting to really go to town. Now he invisioned that his legs were wrapped around Guss's waist, pulling him in deeper with each thrust. He loved how the gator's paunchy belly laid across his cock when they fucked, it felt so intimate and loving. The gator could really pound deep and he absolutely relished that sensation. Kyle's fingers of his free hand dipped between his legs and pressed against his well trained tailstar. He made sure they collected a good ammount of water on them before pushing them inside of himself.


Kyle's fingers were nowhere near as big or thick or deep-penetrating as Guss's shaft, but in a pinch it would send him over the edge for sure. Kyle's little sessions never lasted more than a few minutes but for him it felt like his marathon sessions with Guss. The idea of his parents being gone on a cruise meant that he could spend time with Guss. He could be naked, cuddle, and fucked senseless by the big caring reptile. There would be no risk of being caught as they'd be on a ship far away and the two of them could be lovers in safe and in private.


Kyle's thoughts now gravitated to the best part, the orgasm. He loved that feeling the most, the feeling of when Guss would blast his preteen insides with cum. He loved that warm, wet sensation pushing into him with pulses that matched his heartbeat. Thinking on that caused the boy to gasp and arc his back. His cock twitched, and suddenly his length hardened to its full potential and began to spurt. It was his first wet orgasm. 


While not as impressive as a full grown adults, almost a cupfull of clear liquid had ran down the surface of his boyhood and over his hand. “Woah! What happened? Did I just cum?” he asked aloud without realizing it.


“You say something dear?” his mother asked from the hallway.


Kyle's ears flattened with major embarrassment and he called back. “I said 'I feel dumb' I couldn't find the shampoo.” he lied. His mother said okay and that was the end of that. Kyle wiped his brow, exhausted after a good fap that was majorly productive. Unfortunately for him he couldn't really revel in his production or inspect it as the shower washed away all the evidence of his very first wet orgasm.


Not wanting to arouse suspicion when he regained his strength he stood up and took a shower for real. He imagined during this time, being held by Guss in the shower, and being washed. Nothing sexual, just a nice shower between the two of them. He wanted that more than anything in that moment. It wasn't that his parents were horrible, he was just not exactally thrilled to be there all the time especially after meeting someone as direct and loving as Guss. Someone that opened a door he never wanted shut again.

*


*


*


The days had gone by quickly, a blur for Kyle and his parents. It had been a blissful preparation for the cruise and everything seemed to be going to plan, so far. Kyle was eager to get to Guss' house, knowing all kinds of lewd and loving games the pair would play. He had packed a backpack full of clothes (mostly pants and shirts with no underwear), games, and a few toys. He knew it was very unlikely he'd wear or use any of them during his time with Guss' but he had to at least put on a good show for his parents.


Today he had settled on a nice neon green T-shirt that was highly visable and almost reflective, and some jeans that were just a little too tight without underwear. He slipped on his socks, and shoes, and descended the stair case to meet his parents.


Once there, he saw his mother holding the house phone, with a look of frustration and disappointment. In her other hand was a notepad with something scrawled upon it. Kyle wagged his tail and showed his packed bag to his mother. “Mom! I'm ready to go over to Guss' house. Ready to drop me off?”


His mother, frowned, then smiled in a disarming way. “I'm sorry hon there's been a slight change in plans.”


“What kind of change in plans?” Kyle asked, slowly lowering his bag and tilting his head.


She set down the phone, and the notepad, and placed ha hand on her son's shoulder. He knew this as a gesture she made when bad knew was going to be delivered. What budding erection might have been inside of his pants started to deflate with the possibility of even going into the negatives.


“Sweetheart, I gave Guss a call, and evidently he had a family emergency. He had to fly out last night and he's not going to be back for a while. In fact he's going to be gone for pretty much the entire duration of our trip. The good news is, he recommended an alternate. It's someone who's a member of a club they're both in called Club-K which is a club of dedicated babysitters according to the internet. So, If you're okay with that, I'm going to have you stay with this gentlemen I just got off the phone with.”


Kyle was simultaneously floored, and intrigued. He had been day-dreaming of his time with Guss so frequently he hadn't thought of anything else over the last several days but now there was a chance of meeting someone new. Furthermore, what was this club? Why hadn't he heard of it? Why hadn't Guss mentioned it before?


“Okay, who is he?” Kyle asked, slipping his hands into his pockets.


“His name is Jason Black, he says he's a mouse and according to his profile on the Club-K website he's worked as a janitor for the local school district and even as a carnival operator and a tattoo/piercing artist. It's honestly quite the interesting resume. I was a little concerned but his husband happens to be a police officer with the local PD, and also a member of the same club. Nothing safer than having you stay with a policeman right?”


Kyle's thoughts of sex almost immediately dried up right there. What chance did he have now of having “adventures” with some stuck-up cop and likely some weird janitor. Come to think of it, he could have swore he remembered Jason from his school, but nothing suddenly jumped to mind. His mother could see the clear look of disappointment on his face, and rubbed Kyle's shoulder, not quite reading as deep into it as Kyle was thinking.


“I'm sorry honey. Guss is an amazing babysitter but we don't really have a choice. Look, can you do this for me? Please? I promise I'll make it worth your while when we get back.”


As disenfranchised as Kyle had been in that moment, the idea of a blank-check promise from his mother meant incredible possibilities. Even he couldn't deny this was too good of a chance to pass up. Plus, everything was kind-of riding on his decision. If he said no, he put his mother in a bind and that could ruin his parents' chance at fun and adventure of their own. On the other hand he could say yes and have a rather boring time or even a weird time. 


After thinking it over for about a minute, he decided that no reward came without risk. He ran away to Guss after-all, and look how that turned out! He slowly nodded his head. “Alright.”


His mother let out a sigh, bent her knees in relief, and patted his head. “Thanks so much baby. I promise we'll do something special for you when you get back. Anything you want, just try not to make it too expensive. Just take this time that you're over there to think about how we can make it up to you, and your time should pass more quickly.”


“Just have fun Mom. Lets get over there I guess.” He shrugged, shouldering his bag and moving towards the door.


“Alright let me get the keys, and we'll drive over there.

*


*


*


The ride over had been ultimately uneventful, unless you take into account that Kyle had never been to this side of town before. The houses here were older. He hesitated to use the term ghetto, but the houses could have been described as a little trashy in this neighborhood. Some houses had toys sitting in the front yard but no children in sight, others had rusted cars on blocks. Kyle noticed his mother seemed pensive upon coming to the street that her phone app had directed her to. She looked about, muttering to herself about how dicy this area looked.


That was until they came upon the yellow-sided house that was their destination. Out front was a rather nice looking pickup truck that was kept in exquisite shape. “Black Enterprises” was printed on the side of the yellow colored truck. Kyle could read that the services provided by Black Enterprises included janitorial, event operations, security, and even biohazzard disposal. He wasn't sure what that meant, but it was sure interesting. In the front yard, was a sign similar to the ones you'd see that would say “vote for so-and-so” that had the Club K logo displayed right out front. Both Kyle and his mother's tails wagged curiously. The house itself was a single story ranch house, but was kept in utterly immaculate condition. The yard was neatly trimmed, the windows clean, there was even a small garden of flowers. A strange flag he'd never seen before hung from the siding near the front door that was sky blue with four stars in the shape of a diamond. It moved about in a light breeze as Kyle's mother pulled the car into the driveway.


“Well, we're here. Lets go meet Mr. Black.”


The pair stepped out of the Sedan, and walked to the front door. Kyle's mother seemed infatuated with the floral arrangement and bright colors that the owners had chosen to display outside their home. Kyle heard her comment something about the level of skill it must have taken to put it all together but ultimately ignored her mostly in part due to his anxiety he was feeling.


Kyle's mother rang the doorbell, and folded her hands in front of her.


A few moments later, the door opened, and Jason answered it.


Kyle's first impressions of Jason were positive. Jason was a white furred, black haired mouse. He was about 6 feet tall, with a very lean build. There was little to no definition, making him twinky. His arms which were naked and exposed in the tank-top he wore were muscular from the work that he did, but otherwise he was a tall skinny mouse. His hair was pulled back in a long braid that went almost to his waist, and had streaks of silver and white suggesting he was of a mature age. His eyes were black rather than white, with two yellow-orange circles in the center. It was very unique to stay the least. That's when Kyle noticed the rest of Jason's features.


Jason had piercings all over his ears, eyebrows, nose, and though he couldn't see them yet, just about everywhere else. He had tattoos along his face, neck, arms, and chest that were a myriad of designs and themes. He had tribal on his face, but different designs everywhere else along his arm sleeves and chest. At the waist, were a pair of incredibly, if not illegally tight spandex shorts. They went to the knees, but were so tight that virtually every line of Jason's muscles could be seen. If Jason's Tank top hadn't been so large, he'd sure he'd get a clear impression of the mouse's anatomy. This flustered Kyle fairly quickly and started to erase doubts. Jason's legs were equally decorated as the rest of him, adorned with numerous random tattoos. Strange symbols, crests, words, and designs it was like Jason rolled around naked atop a floor covered with temporary tattoos and they just magically became permanent. 


Jason's voice was deep, and slightly raspy. His tongue was also visibly pierced when he spoke, and despite his ragged, MMA fighter style appearance he was well spoken if not eloquent. 


“Hello, greetings and salutations. I'm Jason, we spoke on the phone. This must be Kyle, and you must be his mother. You are both absolutely stunning, and it's a pleasure to meet you.”


Kyle's mother blushed sightly, as did Kyle, but he did his best to hide it. “Why thank you.” She murmured. Perhaps even she was enamored by this ruggedly sleek mouse. 


The mouse extended his hand, and the adults shook hands. His mother introduced herself, and the mouse's black lips curled into a smile. “Pleasure to meet you. So, Guss has told me that you are in a jam and need a sitter.”


“Yes! Oh yes. We have a flight to take later today and everything is already booked. Guss said you're both members of Club K. Your site says you're all for-hire babysitters and such. It also says on your profile your husband is a police officer?”


Jason nodded. “Yes. Career Sergeant Jack Reef.  He's a shark, works with the SWAT team. I hope that's not going to be an issue. Some people have issues leaving children in the care of a same-sex couple.”


Kyle noticed his mother's ears shoot straight up and her tail poof, as if she was offended but not at the revelation but perhaps the insinuation she might have been homophobic. “Oh heavens no. We're quite progressive and accepting and encouraging in this house. I have suspicions that Kyle here might even be a little...you know.”


Kyle's ears swept back and he tapped his mother on the arm. “Hey! I'm standing right here.”


Jason chuckled.


“Sorry honey. I didn't mean to embarrass you.” She patted his shoulder. “It's just you haven't really ever talked about girls or anything or even brought one home.”


Kyle squirmed, he hated being put on the spot like that. 


“Don't worry about it.” Jason said holding out both his hands. “Not a concern of mine. Guss is a good friend, and told me all about Kyle and the things he likes. I'm sure he's going to have a blast here. I'm going to make sure he's blasted to the brim and over-flowing with fun and excitement.”


Kyle's mother just smiled, the innuendo clearly going over her head, but Kyle was perceptive and he caught it. The youth's ear tilted to the side, and a slight smirk formed on his face. Perhaps this wasn't going to be a bad trip after-all. “So you communicate regularly?” Kyle's mother asked.


“Yes we do. All the Club K members talk regularly. We have meetings, and share contracts. That kind of thing. Guss contacted me when he said you'd be needing a sitter. He brought me up to speed about all Kyle's wants and needs. I think you're going to be in good capable hands.” He gently reached out and kissed Kyle's mom's knuckles.


She blushed furiously. Kyle stuck out his tongue in a yuck gesture, only because the thought of his mother in this situation was a bit of a turn-off and like many kids he felt it was icky. She nodded. “Alright, well is Mr. Reef going to be here the whole time?”


“Off and on. His work schedule is a bit hectic, but he'll be in and out. I'm sure that Kyle will notice when he's in. Myself I plan on being in the entire time, and don't have plans of being anywhere else. If you need to get in contact, all my information is right on the website. He'll be near a phone the entire time if you need to check in on him.”


Kyle turned sideways, mostly to hide the fact that Jason's almost blatant innuendos were turning him on again. 


“Alright. So, kiddo it's really your choice. We can try to find another sitter if you don't like Mr. Black and Mr. Reef, or you can stay.”


Kyle turned back to face his mother. “I'll stay. He seems nice.” He smiled up at Jason, and gave a discreet wink. The mouse, perceptive as ever, winked right back at the boy.


“Alright that settles that. Good luck son, I got to get back and get ready for the flight.”


“Have a good trip ma'am.” Jason nodded to her.


“Yeah have a good trip mom.” He waved to her. 


She knelt down and gave her son a long hug. She went through the usual routine of telling him what to do if there was trouble, and he went through the numbers of nodding his head and ensuring her that he knew exactly what to do if something went wrong. She kissed him on the cheek, and shook Jason's hand one more time.


“Go on, he'll be in very capable if not loving hands. I'm very good with boys. Don't worry.” Jason did his best to assure her.


With that, she turned and walked to the car, and in almost no time had driven off. Once she was out of eyesight, Jason's lip curled into an almost sinister smile. “I bet she's a freak in the sack.”


“Ew!” Kyle shuddered.


Jason laughed. “Come in, lets get you inside.”


Once the pair stepped inside, and the door was closed, he noticed the living room was decorated with what could have been described as Pacific Islander tribal decorations, plaques and awards pertaining towards police service, and other awards for services of sanitation likely that belonged to Jason. There was a massive entertainment system, with just about every console you could immagine, an expensive gaming computer and chair in the corner, video cameras set up all around the living room, and a very soft looking white-tan carpet on the floor. The couches were black, and leather, as were the recliners which had tail-holes in the back for comfort. The kitchen and dining area looked equally modern and set up for up to five people to live comfortably. Jason even had one of those fridges with the built in computers. Kyle could notice illicit pictures on the fridge of young cub boys posing erotically in speedos and briefs flashing across both the screen of the gaming PC and the fridge-computer. It made him feel even more at-ease.


Jason slipped his hands onto Kyle's shoulders from behind, and gently slipped through the neck hole of his shirt onto his chest. The mouse's hands were a little rough from the work he did, but it felt nice all the same. Kyle felt him press his nylon covered manhood into his body from behind, and it felt big, just how he liked it. Kyle let out a relaxed sigh, and set down his bag. “So, Guss told you everything?”


“Yep, everything. Told me you two are a cute little couple.” Jason murred, letting his hands explore. Kyle lifted his arms, and slipped off his shirt, tossing it aside, and exposing his upper body. Jason took this chance to lean down, and kiss the sides of Kyle's neck.


“Oh....” He sighed, enjoying this tenderness. “You are nice.”


“I try little man, I try.” Jason's hands and arms wrapped around the fox from behind, and gave his torso a gentle squeeze that coincided with a lascivious grind of his budding erection into the little boy's body.


“Erf...so did you mean what you said? I heard you saying lewd stuff to my mom. Are we really going to do sex stuff together?”


“Get naked, now.” Jason said firmly, but lovingly. Kyle's ears perked, and a smile crept across his face. He nodded eagerly. 


Jason kept his hands on Kyle's sleek little tummy, while the fox's own went right to his shoes. He bent over, removing his shoes and socks, before unbuckling his pants and removing them. “Ah, It feels so much better to be naked.” He said and he meant it. 


“You look better naked. You don't mind if I record this do you? You know, for mine and Jack's later enjyoment?”


Kyle only became mildly aware of the cameras, but he shook his head. “Nope, I don't mind. If you and Guss are the same, then I know it makes you both happy.”


“Good boy. I wont make you do anything you don't already like. Now, how about you help me out of these clothes huh? Lets get wet and wild.”


Kyle's tail wagged happily, his young but sizable shaft standing proud against his belly, nodded. To say he was eager was an understatement. He was excited. He had come to terms at first with the fact that he might not get his sexual adventures, but now that he not only met a person who was like-minded like Guss but was beautiful too? Oh no he wanted to see what this mouse had to offer. First Kyle helped the mouse out of his shirt, revealing his tattooed nipples, and navel. More unique tattoos sat around the mouse's body. These on his torso were a bit more uniform. Triabals were done on the chest, and the same four star diamond sat around the navel with a biohazzard tattoo sitting right at the navel. More tribal tattoos went to the pelvis disappearing under the waistband of his shorts but that wouldn't last long. Kyle then hooked the waistband of the shorts, and hurriedly yanked them down, freeing the mouse's behemoth member. 


Jason's scrotum was pierced with a single ring, and the head of his uncut, human shaped, sheath-less pink member was also adorned with a ring. Kyle found this equally parts fascinating, and concerning as he was worried that it must have hurt. Tribal tatoos similar to the ones on his chest and abdomen adorned the shaft, which was rock hard. It would possibly lay almost to his pectorals if it were to lay flat against his body. It was the biggest he'd seen up until that point, bigger than Guss as far as length. He was eager to have it inside of him. He wanted to feel what that ring was like inside of his body, and his youthful exuberance was flowing like the precum out of his tip. Jason's own began to leak, a curious inky black in color. It smelled of candy, like butterscotch.


“Woah, what's with your precum mister Jason?”


“I take a special medicine, changes its color, and flavor. It makes the experience very exciting for my partners. If you want, why don't you have a taste?”


“Don't mind if I do!” Kyle said, kneeling down on the carpet, and immediately diving on the shaft.


Kyle's ears perked and his eyes widened as it tasted similar to the sweet flavor of butterscotch icing that he'd had on some cupcakes and regular cakes now and again. He lidded his eyes, lowered his ears, and moaned. “Yeah, I'm glad you like it. Suck that dick lil fox. Get it nice and wet for your ass.”


Kyle nodded on the shaft, which made the ring tickle his tongue and throat, and caused the mouse's long tail to wag and made the adult moan in pleasure. “Oh little Kyle, if only your mother could see you now.”


The fox frowned. “Please don't talk about my mother while we're having sex.” He insisted.


“I'm just teasing. I can be a little bit of a jerk. I won't, don't worry, now, suck it like you'd suck Guss. For your time here, this is your penis. You can have it as often and any way you like. I would, prefer, to keep it buried in your ass for your entire stay if that's possible. My husband would likely even like to join us sometime.”


“Sure, if he's anything like you two, I'd like that.”


With that, Kyle settled in. Guss had taught him the finer aspects of felatio, teaching him out to watch out for his teeth, breath control, and how to use not only his lips and tongue but his throat as well. The ring was different, adding a bit of a challenge to it all, but the mild metallic taste was a curious blessing to the sweet butterscotch flavor of the precum he'd taken an immediate love to drinking. Kyle wrapped both his hands around the base of this large shaft, and held onto it, driving his face and neck further and further down the mouse's tasty treat.


“Mmm fuck yeah.” Jason groaned, looking and winking at the cameras that were positioned everywhere. He ran his hands through Kyle's hair, and pet him. “Good boy...good boy!” He complimented. Kyle adored the praise. He really did. He loved to be told he was a good fox, and that he was a good lover. He could hear the sounds of the pre, not just coming from inside of him, but inside of Jason too. It was audible, a new sensation to be for sure, but one he found welcome and desireable.


Over time, Kyle inched his way further down the length, going inch by inch, centimeter by centimerer, until he gave Jason the most tender of kisses to his flat tattooed pelvis. Unlike some furs, Jason's pubic riegon was incredibly short haired like his own. Either this was natural, or he shaved any pubic fur. Kyle liked this, and of course the feeling of Jason going all the way down his throat and into his chest. Slowly he inched off, controlling his reflexes, and he settled into proper bobbing. His hands moved and explored the mouse's mildly thick muscled thighs, hips, rump, and balls. The mouse rewarded him with more precum to drink, moans, and compliments about his style and preformance.


Jason's chest rose and fell, the mouse reached down to tug a little at his navel ring, and his nipple rings, teasing himself and edging himself forward in this most illicit of couplings. “Mmm you are one hot little fox.”


Kyle pulled off the shaft, nuzzling it, as a few strands of black pre painted his head and face. “Thank you, wanna cum in my mouth? Or in my butt?”


“I am gonna do both. I have a very fast recovery time, but I make a good deal of cum, so, be prepared, just let whatever you can't chug paint your body...I think you'd look smokin' hot covered in my nut-butter.”


“Really?” Kyle asked, slurping the foreskin, ring, and glans back into his muzzle.


“You know it baby. Something about a hot lil' boy like you, perhaps cause your a fox, covered in semen feels like a natural look for you.”


“I like how it feels, to be honest.” Kyle said with his mouth full.


“So do I. I loved it too when I was your age, still love it now. Lets get you a treat. Roll my balls and bob really fast, it shouldn't take me too long to cum.”


“Yes sir!” He responded, and committed to the act.


Kyle took the mouse's balls in one hand, and the base in the other. What wasn't buried in his mouth and throat, he stroked, and he rolled the mouse's balls as requsted in his hand. The mouse leaned against the door, and began to huff. The sounds of pre, the volume of the flow, and the shortening of the adult's breath were all increasing by the moment. Kyle's own member, pusled, and dribbled a more modest amount of pre onto the carpet, long strings connecting the floor and his glans together as he soupily produced more fluid of his own. 


The mouse slightly thrust into Kyle's mouth, tugging at his rings, and grunting eagerly. “Ah...ah...fuck yeah kid...fu-uck!” Jason bellowed, his tail thrashing as his hear began to pump more blood throughout his body. The erogenous act was clearly exciting the both of them. Kyle wasn't good at dirty talk, but all he could think in his head was for the nice man in his mouth to cum, to nut, to reach his level of pleasure that he needed to ejaculate. He loved the face Guss made when he came. It was as much of a reward as the fluid itself, and Kyle was already taking a liking to the faces the rugged mouse was making above him.


Slurp, slop, slurp, blurt, glorp went Kyle as he increased his motions to what he felt was the fullness of his capacity. He as going full speed, and admittedly even his jaw was starting to get sore and tired. Though this was happening, he could feel Jason's spire get hard as steel inside of his mouth, flaring, and preparing to burst. He knew he had done his job, and he was going to get the treat he deserved and hard earned.


“Mmm gonna cum! Take it! Take it kid!” He cried out, placing his hands on the back of Kyle's head and thrusting a few more inches into the child's mouth and throat.


Kyle felt it and heard it at the same time. An audible ejaculation, what a novel thing! But, true to his word, as thick rope after rope of black butterscotch cum began to flow, the fox sighed and settled into swallowing and drinking. Ocasionally he'd let his mouth fill to the brim, and evel lewdly leak out the precious seed down onto his chest, stomach, preteen cock and thighs, only to swallow again. Jason huffed, “Oh fuck I'm cummin' take that nut-juice!” he growled, taking a frim grip of Kyle's hair, perhaps a little roughly. The fox didn't mind a little rough-handling, it made him feel appreciated.


Kyle swallowed, the Mouse's load of gallons of seed being way more than he'd ever had in his life. Even one gallon was a lot, so he had little choice when he couldn't swallow any more, to take the cock out, and let the rest spray him down. It was kind of like the mouse was peeing on him, but he knew it was cum. He loved the warm sensation, and he took an impromptu shower there. He let it coat his head, hair, neck, back, shoulders, front, with special attention to his own cock, and thighs. He stood, up, to turn around and let the rest cover his young back and rump, letting the underside of the mouse's meat rest between his cheeks like a hot-dog in a bun, as the mouse's gloopy sounding orgasm slowly dwindled to nothing. The mouse's cock, only half deflated, still hard, and eager for play.


Kyle swallowed a few more times, licking his face, looking like had had fell into a drum of oil. He looked at himself in a nearby mirror, and the sight equally startled and excited him. Especially the image of the nude mouse behind him. It looked like the mouse had already mounted him from behind, and was going to town, yet they were standing still. You know what? Kyle liked this look, and wanted to feel the real thing.


“How was I?” Kyle asked.


“Sweet lil' babe. Sweet. How was I?” Jason asked, rubbing the fox kid's cum drenched back.


“Sweet, and nice. I liked it. Wanna fuck my butt now?” Kyle asked with a wag of his tail.


“You know it. Don't worry about the mess. We've done worse things on those couches.” Jason said, tilting the boy's neck back, and engaging in a deep fench kiss. Kyle loved this, kissing was, nice, intimate, and tender. Jason's hands slid around his slimy body to wrap around the boy's shaft and very slowly stroke it, as well as fondling his young nipples. Kyle made one of the most cute girly moans he could, moaning right into the mouse's mouth which was undoubtedly tasting Kyle's natural flavor along with his own semen.


The pair kissed for a minute or two, before breaking the kiss, leaving a brief spit-cum strand between the two the broke when they pulled too far apart. “Is that why your furniture is black in color, so no one notices? Why the white carpet then?” Kyle asked, genuinely curious.


“Just how it turned out. I assure you, Jack and I didn't plan it that way, but like me he also makes black colored cum that tastes the same. He doesn't have to take the pills to do it either, lucky shark. Must be that shark DNA or something.” The mouse smirked, almost jelous in his tone. “Alright, lets get you properly butt-fucked little man. Here, this couch has the best angle for fucking and for the cameras.”


Jason removed his hands from their previous resting spots, and placed one in Kyle's hand and lead the boy to the couch. Jason laid the boy on the couch whit his back against the arm rest, and one leg hanging over the side. Jason positioned himself immediately between Kyle's legs, and began to collect some of his previous cum to rub over his shaft. 


Jason took his other hand, and did much of the same to get his fingers lubricated which went right under the fox's tail and began to probe. “Ah! Oh that feels sweet, warm and wet.”


“Damn right little man. Guss told me about your first time. Licked your cute little booty hole, fingered you, and then pushed right in when you were on all fours. How did that feel?” Jason asked curiously.


“It was uncomfortable at first, but I really liked it. We watched a porno, then he did me on all fours, then on my back, then on the kitchen counter, then all over the apartment. We wound up in his bed, and he filled me with cum like you're gonna. If you make a load like you did all over me, It's going to be big.”


“Fuck yeah it will. I think you can take it. You're a pro, and a fox.” Jason assured, slipping in another finger much to Kyle's delight.


“Not all Fox's are sluts you know.” Kyle said with a sly smirk.


“You are, and the leader of our club is a fox two. Even fucks his own cubs, and has bred with them. In fact, I'm inbred myself.” He grinned and wagged his tail.


“Really? Does that mean you're like...retarded?” He asked, not really up to all the social ques.


“Well I'm no rocket scientist, but, no. It just means I'm a lusty pervert like everyone else in the club. It also means that a family reunion around my family compound goes totally different than it would for most.”


“I'll say, I bet they all wind up like this.” Kyle giggled, and then eeked as he felt yet another finger slide into him.


“Well, our family compound is a sordid affair of cubs and incest, so, yeah pretty much. Almost nothing but drippy wet sex out there in the remote plains of Kansas.” He grinned, slowly fingering and stroking young Kyle's still throbbing boyhood.


“What's Kansas like?” Kyle asked innocently, completely forgetting what was happening to him, and that he was drenched in man-milk. Jason smiled in a loving caring way, his dark eyes looking right into his.


“It's nice. People are simple folk. There are flat plains that really let your eyeballs stretch. What I mean by that is you can just see for miles and miles with an unobstructed view. About the only thing that blocks your view is the occasional barn, house, silo or trees. It's like you can breathe out there, and it isn't as congested as living in a city. On the other hand that means there isn't much to do out there other than farming or in my family's case inbreeding, so I moved out. Moved out west to San Fransisco where I met the most adoring Shark you could ever hope to meet. We dated, got married, and then moved here.” The mouse said, slipping in a fourth finger that made Kyle squirm. 


“Ooo...so much...its good!” Kyle sighed.


“Thank you. I can tell you like it. You want to cum?” Jason asked, slowing his stroking of the plump and decently hung preteen's shaft.


“Yeah, just, I wanna cum from getting fucked. It'll feel better that way.”


“My man.” Jason smiled, and gave the tip of the youth's shaft a kiss.


“What else? What's your husband like?” Kyle asked, flexing his anus around the skilled digits.


Jason leaned back a little, and caressed his foreskin and prince-albert piercing over the child's taint. “Well, he's very romantic. People assume with all the tribal tattoos over himself and that he's an islander that he's a big unfeeling brute. He's not really. He's one of the most kind and romantic men that you could ever hope to meet. He's tender, loving, intimate. He loves being slow and loving with his partners, and he enjoys mushy kind of sex with his lovers. Especially kids like you. Me, I'm more the dirty kinky type. I love doing it in public, I love being raunchy, and perverted. I love getting messy during sex. It can make for a wonderful middle ground. Hell, I even love piss during sex.”


Kyle swept his ears back and stuck out his tongue. “Ew.”


“Hey, don't knock it till you tried it. It's actually quite fun, and feels so good. Tastes good too.”


“Well, I'm not ready for that. I -am- ready for you though. Go ahead, stick it in. You're big, but I think I can take it.”


“You sure I've loosened you up enough?” Jason asked.


“Well you said it just now you're a perv, so, perv out on me.” Kyle smiled.


“As you wish.” Jason grinned. He released Kyle's shaft, and placed each hand on the kid's hips, and replaced his fingers with his piercing and glans. Eagerly Jason breached the fox's most sacred of places, sliding in with minimal resistance. Kyle inhaled and then let out a long deep sigh.


“I needed this.” Kyle affirmed. He did too. He had been craving it for days, and now he was getting what he wanted. Granted it was from someone else, but someone he knew he could trust.


“I can tell.” Jason pushed the rest in, sliding in inch by inch. Jason loved the various faces and contortions of the youth's muzzle, ears, and eyes he made as inch by inch slid in. It was like that meme that circulated the internet of Judy Hops at the DMV that someone had photoshopped to describe taking more and more inches over time. That look of pain, discomfort slowly going to excitement and joy. The fact the fox boy was drenched in cum only made the experience more lewd.


Jason was no small mouse in the penis. He was almost one and a half times Guss's length, but not as thick. Kyle was relieved that he wasn't as thick, but was being penetrated deeper than he ever had been before. That ring was a new thrill as well, one that he was rapidly coming to enjoy. Before either of them knew it, the mouse had hilted within him, making both moan together. The mouse leaned down, and licked at Kyle's tongue. Kyle returned the lick, and the pair made out for a while as his youthful body adjusted to the penis within it. 


Kyle felt the first spurt of precum within him, as well as he heard the spurt once more. He broke the kiss and looked down at his own skinny body which had a lewd tell-tale outline of the penis visible in his front. “Woah...neat!” he grinned.


“Yup. I've been known to bulge a few torsos.” The mouse almost chirped happily. “Now, I'm going to fuck you. I don't make love like my husband, I fuck. You ready?”


“Do it. I wanna feel it.” Kyle egged on.


And Jason needed no more words. Jason held onto Kyle's hips and started to rock in and out. With the first thrust, Kyle moaned at the zenith of the thrust, and sighed with the withdrawl, and repeated with every thrust that came afterward. Someone watching the sex, might have said Jason was thrusting a little hard, but that was just his style. Jason (and Kyle somehow) knew that he was more than capible of thrusting harder, if not brutally but that wasn't his aim. He was going to fuck this kit till they both came. He was going to fuck this little fox till cum flooded him end to end and he could drink his own semen from the youth's mouth like a sexually over-flowing goblet. 


The cameras were positioned well, to catch this lovely penetration. Several caught the sides, one caught Jason's and Kyle's back, and a few hidden in the ceiling caught beautiful overhead views. They caught the view of the tattooed penis, dissapearing and emerging from within Kyle's body. The mouse, leaned down to kiss Kyle once more, even wrapping his tail around one of Kyle's legs as he rutted the boy.


“Ugh...uh....ugn...yeah...that feels...really good...so hard but...so good!” Kyle whispered into Jason's mouth.


“Mmm fuck yeah kiddo, you love it. Don't worry, just cum when you got to, don't even gotta tell me, just fuckin' cum you lil slut.” Jason instructed.


“Yessir.” he accepted.


Jason began to pick up the speed, slightly laying his skinny abdomen and piercing across the boy's torso. The cum from before, made a perfect slimy lubricant, allowing their bodies to glide past one another. Jason's rutting was now what most would associate with your typical “porn star” speed. It was steady, a good tap tap tap tap, pace. The mouse, like many of his species, knew how to fuck and how to fuck properly. Some had stamina, Jason didn't. He didn't worry about that. While he couldn't go for a long time, he was very productive and he had great recovery power. That was where he would truly shine in the bedroom. 


Jason laid his whole body atop Kyle's, rubbing his hands up and down the kit's back. His mouth covered Kyle's, and the pair kissed again. This time was was deep, lewd. This wasn't a romantic kissing you'd see in most movies, this was a mashing of tongues and a sharing of spit, a pure wrestling match of oral muscles. Kyle was almost overwhelemed by the wonderous sensations. He began to thrust his hips back into Jason's and his shaft up into his abs. The pair moaned into one another's faces, they loved what was happening.


The sounds were wet, slick, and wild. Jason's audible spurts, the obvious wet sound of the thrusting, and the juicy noises of their chests rubbing back and forth caused Jason's heart to race. The mouse squeezed the kit's leg with his tail, and bounced his sperm-filled testicles off the preteen's rump. Kyle was putty in his arms, slowly having relaxed, and just settled into being little more than a really big living flesh-light. Somehow Jason figured both of them were entirely okay with this. Jason could hear the fox he kissed, moaning and panting, he could feel the youth's cock so hard against his pierced navel, that he knew it was seconds from bursting.


Jason preformed a maneuver that had brought many cubs to orgasm in the past, and tried it on little Kyle, He made a more upward thrust, rather than straight forward, knowing this would stimulate internal parts of the kid's erotic plumbing. Without much heistation, as the maneuver had garnered so much success in the past, he was soon rewarded.


“UAH! WHUA! AHHH!” Kyle cried out, as he came. The cum on their bodies had cooled, and was lukewarm, but the generous spattering of fresh fox preteen baby batter splashing across their forms was almost white-hot by comparison. It was a fresh, warm, body-heat that Jason loved feeling. It meant he had given the kit what he wanted, and the contractions themselves would be enough to start his own chain reaction. Jason broke the kiss to lean back, so the cameras would be able to catch the thick ropes of boy cream splashing the two of them. It was miniscule compared to the gallons he could cum. Perhaps a quart? Maybe less, maybe more, but the youth came all the same. Kyle's eyes were closed, then opened again, rolled back a moment before he looked down in time to observe the last bit of his white strands of cum adding to Jason's black goo from before, starting to turn grey in the mix.


“W-wow. That was a big load!” Kyle groaned, grunting out between thrusts.


“You're a fox, fox's can and often do nut big. Now...get ready for mine. By the way, sorry for this...but you deserve this...”


Kyle's head tilted a moment, but then his ears shot straight up and his eyes closed, and he let out a scream of pleasure as Jason collected some of that fresh fox-butter and began to stroke his sensitive ejaculating cock. “AH! Ah! So much! AHH Too much!” He wriggled and writhed, as it was a sensory and pleasure over-load.


“Fuck yeah, writhe on my dick! Make me cum you little slut!” Jason bellowed, thrusting now hard and deep, and fast, on edge himself.


“N-no! Too much! Stop! I c-cant! So good! But so much! AHHH.” Kyle groaned, writhing and almost kicking. Jason acomplished what he wanted, making the boy throb and convulse and tense upon his shaft. It was all the mouse needed.


“Not before, I CUM!” He sharply thrust one last time, before now the same lewd noise of Jason's orgasm could be heard at the same time as it could be felt. Kyle was familiar with having cum injected into his ass. It was a favorite of his, but even now as he was being so wonderfully and blissfully sexually tortured, he noticed the volume was multiple times that he had ever received from Guss. It was so much more, he could feel it. He liked it. He loved it, he needed it. Jason slowly but surely stoped stroking the kit, laying his hands on Kyle's chest, as the bulge in the boy's torso swelled, and grew. The boy could feel the flow, filling his already full belly, and starting to well up inside. He gurgled a little bit.


“It's....its gonna come out....my mouth...” Kyle groaned.


“Relax, let it happen, don't fight it...just let it out slut.” Jason ordered.


The boy took several deep breaths, and felt a more pleasant (if that was possible) sensation like when you throw up. He felt the flow, pump into his chest, then his throat, and finally with a mild burp it began to flow out his muzzle. The boy held his breath, as he opened his muzzle, and a few pulses and spurts of black cum leaked out. “Fuck YEAH! That's the money shot.”


Jason leaned in and kissed the boy, literally drinking the cum right out of the youth's mouth and throat. It was new to the boy, and he wasn't sure what else to do other than lay there, relax, and enjoy it. He kissed back as best he could, but he had to admit that having the cum drank from inside him, helped. As time went on and Jason's big, surely record breaking load pumped out of Jason, threw him, and ultimately back into its source through Jason's mouth, the fox felt the pressure equalize, and he began to swallow. 


The pair laid like that for a bit, drenched, engaged, and drinking, before they pulled off one another with a wet smack and a “muah”. Strands of cum, and saliva connected the two, before Jason nuzzled Kyle's face. “Well, how was it?”


Kyle swallowed a few more times, notcing he now had a very small belly. Not big like he was pregnant or obscene, but like a lewd beer belly only marred by the obvious outline of Jason's cock. “I feel great! Pregnant.”


Jason smirked and patted the youth on the chest. “Well, we'll see about that. How are you feeling otherwise?”


“I can use a break.”


“Sure.” Jason said, calming down, and reaching onto the coffee table for a cigarette. He lit up and blew the smoke away from the youth. “How about we cuddle, watch a movie, and then we can see what more fun we can get into huh? I can show you my sex toys, and then we can make more movies together.”


“It sounds like it's going to be one of the best weeks ever.” Kyle smiled.


“And, we can get my hubby in on this. And when Guss gets back, we can even work out a gang-bang.”


“What's that?” Kyle asked, immagining not a group of men sexing him but instead something involving gang members and guns.


“That's where the three of us fuck you all at once.”


“Ah. Yeah. That. Lets do that.” Kyle murmured, burped, and coughed at the smoke.


“Sounds like a plan little man.”


The pair cuddled. Wet, with one's dick inside the other, and settled in for a long afternoon of sexual cuddling, and telivision.

