               “Aah…what a nice, lazy day…” The little vulpine smiled to himself as he situated himself upon the couch. A cold fall morning sent chilling breezes through the little residential neighborhood, definitely cool enough that it justified Maverick and Rem to just get themselves comfortably situated on the couch, snug opposite of each other underneath a heated blanket. The boy was trying to be at least a little quiet…he knew that Rem had some important stuff going on across from him; the bunpup focused on drawing a new rear end on his tablet, just getting some practice in. Who’s butt was it? That was still a mystery even to the artist. Mavy himself was focused now upon his 3DS, playing some Shin Megami Tensei: Devil Survivor. Seems that his big brother Nero was in the kitchen not too far from the duo, for now, just fixing himself up a nice breakfast to warm the soul, just to spite the cold that was sneaking its way through the window sill.
           That devious little thing seemed to be getting some rather…lurid thoughts, however. Being a tease was one of his favorite things to do in life, finding different and inventive ways to do it. How would he be able to mess with Rem without fully interfering with his art practice? Ah! He got it! The boy slunk a bit further down on the couch so that his lower back was rested more on the pillow. His largest digit on his foot reached out, poking directly at the hybrid’s nether region. This immediately got his attention, too. “Yes Mavy?” Rem perked up from behind his tablet for a moment. The choice of clothing Rem decided to go with was as relaxed as one could get. A small, light blue spaghetti strap tank top that with a pink decal: a heart with a pair of horns and a tail coming out of it, a tank top that was actually quite special to the bunpup. On the bottom, he decided to go with a pink thong. After all, one must always dress to impress, even while relaxing.
“Hm? Oh nothing…just stretching.” He replied in turn. It was a pretty blatant lie, especially since his intentions would make themselves pretty obvious shortly after. The little vulpine’s choice of attire wasn’t any more modest, either. A large tee-shirt draped over his little lithe frame. It was probably “borrowed” from Nero because that’s what any good little brother would do. Underneath that, the boy was as naked as the day he was born.  He “stretched” once again, now using his large and second toe on his right foot to lightly press against the flaccid shaft, squeezing and wiggling it around a bit, now making it clear that he was working toward the others arousal. Not like Rem was going to just simply let Maverick have the satisfaction of teasing him that easily, either. Rem’s attention stayed focused on the Cintiq in front of him, stylus dancing still, making those repetitive strokes that one does when trying to fix a missed stroke. Behind the tablet, there was a small smile in the corner of his lips, however. Seems that he wasn’t going to fight this at all. Truthfully, that was just going to egg on Maverick even further. His own focus on his 3DS had stopped almost entirely, and he put his effort into further teasing his bud.
The kid’s eye closed, and he snuggled himself further into the blankets so that he was perfectly lying upon his back, knees up, and both feet now planted firmly between the bunpup’s legs. His left foot was using the top of his feet and tops of his toe to press softly against Rem’s spheres, lightly lifting them up and down and at the same time, roling his foot back and forth along them. The now semi-hard length between his legs was getting some attention a well. The toes on his right foot spread, gripping the head just around the crown, wiggling it left and right, letting him feel that softness between his toes there. At that point, he began to tug a bit, pulling at it, wiggling it, and started to pump it a bit with his toes. After, his little digits sid up a bit, engulfing the head in his tight grip, pumping once again, giving it the sight feeling that Rem was pumping his excitement into someone sexy. Seems the kit knew precisely what he was doing, too. That heavy blush on his face, naughty smile, and sight pant grew even more prominent once he felt that light wetness, evidence that he was doing quite an amazing job on the other. “Mnh…” A stubborn, defiant groan heard from behind that tablet, only adding to the sexual energy surrounding the couch. He WAS doing a good job, he knew it. Silly Rem, thinking he could hide how good this was feeling. He was encouraged now more than ever to make sure that his friend was getting the most out of it. 
Now that he was getting some of that sticky, natural lube on that silky soft silver foot of his, his left foot joined the game. Now that he was done teasing, he’d get down to the meat of the scenario. His toes wrapped around the sides of the pantie, tugging them downward to expose Rem’s azure length under the blankets, the fox carelessly allowing some of that nectar of his to ooze onto the blanket a bit. He wouldn’t let too much go to waste, though, now that both feet had moved up, and all ten toes wrapped around the shaft. Toes squeezed tightly around the length, pumping up and down, at first moving as slowly as he could. Shortly after, those little digits picked up pace a bit, until his right foot left the length, now getting the full effect of that precum on his little toe, smearing that juice along the head and crown, feeling those pulses of absolute joy his member was displaying at the incessant teasing by the boy. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“F-fuck...Mavy…” Rem managed to finally speak out, officially having a hard time focusing on his work, body lightly trembling from the pleasure coursing through his slender frame. One of his eyes were closed, and tongue was slightly poking out now, the pleasure knocking the bunpup slightly stupid for a moment. He began to assist a little, in fact, hips beginning to undulate in tune to the fox boy’s stroking. Each thrust was creating more and more of his pre to smear along the kit’s toes. The sounds of their fun was starting to get a bit more tangible as well. There were soft-sounding ‘squick, schlick’ noises that were resounding whenever the toes sipped down along the head, only further driving the fox to continue. There was plenty now to lube up the first couple inches of the head. That naughty grin of his grew to full-force, and now both sets of toe were pumping him wildly, giving him quite the heavy, wet, and now sloppy footjob. 
By now, a pair of horns and pair of ears were peeking from around the couch. Seems that someone had gotten some breakfast already...but now it was time for the incufox to feast! 




