“Oh shit, it’s the police!”

“Oh fuck, run fer it!” 

“What about the money!?”

“Fuck da money! We ain’t spendin’ dat shit in the fuckin’ joint!” 

The flashing blue and red lights from the police cruiser filled the dark interior of the J-Mart, which also illuminated the two jet black stoats hunched over the safe they were unsuccessfully trying to break into. The only thing they were successful in was triggering the alarm. The taller stoat looked to his brother, and then back to the entrance where the door was flung open and an officer of the law appeared. The massive, broad shouldered shire stallion pointed his flashlight and firearm at the pair, and then shouted, “Stop where you are and put your hands up!”
The younger of the two, Joey, immediately screamed and turned tail to sprint towards the back exit, but the older brother paused. He and the stallion locked eyes in the way only an old nemesis could. Mikey sneered and held up his hands half-heartedly. “Heh, well good evenin’ Henry… How’s ya mare? ‘Eard she might be expectin’ soon~”

Henry snorted loudly and gripped the grip of his handgun hard enough to make it creak. “No more games Michael, I’m bringing you in tonight! Get on the ground and let’s do this the easy way…” He hissed.
“Ha! You’ve been sayin’ that fer yeeeears ya lame horse… Lessee if ya still got dem legs on ya!” Mikey gave a non-chalant salute, and then bolted like an Olympic runner.
“Of fucking course…” The equine cursed before holstering his gun and barreling through the alley, knocking over stands of snacks and drinks along the way. He was sick and tired of having to chase these damn weasels, and every single time they managed to squirm their way away, but not tonight. Henry was putting a stop to this. “Sanchez, they’re going out the back!” He roared over his shoulder, and a raccoon that was near the entrance immediately ran around the outside of the large store to head into the alleyway between the buildings. 

“Oh fuck Mikey, we’re goin’ to jail! I-I can’t go to jail! Milky will cut me dead!” The younger stoat was near tears as he fumbled with the exit door, frantically trying to unlock it. Mikey, with his momentum, kicked the door right where the bolt lock latched into the wall, and the door burst open with a small spray of wood. Mikey reached down and grabbed Joey by the scruff of his neck to pull the scared stoat to his feet.
“Fuck dat noise… Hrrrf, we got da lead on dem bozos, so we ain’t getting’ caught tonight!” Mikey spat back at his little brother; their noses almost pressed together. He paused, and then gave his little brother a reassuring pat before letting him go. “Right? Now git yer ass in gear, lessgo..” 

Joey sniffled but nodded and chased after his older brother. Mikey always did tell it straight. Both brothers knew the maze of dirty, cramped alley ways in this part of downtown like the back of their hand, and they were jumping over piles of trash, dodging trash cans and clambering up and over wire fences to escape their pursuers.

Michael paused at the top of a dividing wall he was climbing over and looked behind him and Joey. He could hear Henry galloping down a nearby alley, and then spotted the huge form of the stallion barreling out of an alley with a shower of trash and clothes torn from drying lines. For all of their speed and dexterity, they only had maybe ten seconds on the horse! 

“M-Mikey, help!” Joey cried up to his brother as he fought with some fishing line that had gotten tangled around his footpaws at the foot of the wall. With a growl of frustration Mikey jumped back down from the wall and bent down by Joey’s feet. He could never leave his brother behind. 

“Fuckin’ hell Joey, ya owe me fer this!” Mikey snarled as he tried to untangle his brother’s feet from the twine, and then resorted to chewing through it. His strong teeth easily cut through the twine, and both mustelids just barely made it over the wall before the equine officer reached them. Joey felt the grip of that steely hand on his tail, but he managed to flick it free! 
Henry cursed loudly again and radioed for his partner to circle around the adjacent alley while he tried to scale the wall himself, but the lack of recent endurance training had caught up to him. He was beyond seething mad, and he kicked the wall in anger hard enough to make it buckle in it’s foundations. Someone shouted angrily at him from a nearby building, but the glare of a pissed off equine made the protesting onlooker slink back into their window. 
-----------------
“Haha! We made it! Dat dumb horse ain’t gonna find us now~” Mikey said gleefully as he and his brother jogged through the city park, having made it home. A small creek ran through the center of it, and in the dense brush lining it Mikey and Joey had their home, along with a few other people down on their luck. An old badger popped his head out of a cardboard box and chittered at the brothers. 

“Did’ya git ‘ny food?” He coughed, and Joey produced a bag of chips he had stowed away. 
“Here ya go Mr. Jenkins! You aint goin’ hungry tonight.” The badger cheered and snatched the offered food instantly before skittering back into his box. 
“Right… So… We gotta plan diff-er-ent-ly next time… Ya think the Tapels’ shop gots anythin’ good? Mikey asked as he stood, leaned back with his back against a tree.

Joey scratched his chin. “Uh, maybe, but I feel like we gotta lay low for a bit… Henry seemed real mad tonight.”

Mikey scoffed and waved a hand dismissively. “Pssssh, naawww, Henry’s jus got a stick up ‘is ass a mile lon-accckk!” Mikey was cut off by a hand grabbing his waving arm and pulling him to the ground! A strong fuzzy hand forced his muzzle into the dirt while his arm was held in against his back.
“Stop resisting, you’re under arrest!” The female raccoon officer shouted as she wrestled with the struggling stoat. She was a little bigger and stronger than him though, and not to mention well trained. She easily apprehended Mikey while the small camp around them panicked. Some jumped into the creek to swim off while others simply hid as best they could, hoping they weren’t a target. Joey on the other hand cried out and threw himself at the raccoon!
“’H-Hey, hey! Leddem go you fuckin’ trash panda!” Joey’s arms beat uselessly against the raccoon, but his assault was cut short when a strong hand wrapped around his throat, silencing him decisively; the equine officer had finally arrived on scene as well, and he did not look happy. Soaked in frothing sweat and looking disheveled, the equine panted and snorted as he caught his breath. 


“Good… hrrfff, good work Allie…” Henry wheezed as he stooped to catch his breath. The jingle and clink of handcuffs were music to Henry’s ears.

“Alright, wanna cuff Joey there and take them back to the car?” 

Henry was looking off into the distance, looking for something before grinning and shaking his head no. “Bring ‘em over here…” Officer Heftfoot pointed towards the cement public restrooms nearby while holding the squirming, wiggling Joey with ease. 
“You heard Henry, get moving!” Alejandra roughly pulled the firmly handcuffed Mikey from the ground, who promptly spit out a mouthful of dirt, and walked the shouting, struggling stoat over. 

“Don’t tellem nothin’ Joey! We’s innocent, and they ain’t gots no proof that we- ouch!” 
“Shut your trap and keep walking!” 

“Police brutality! Ima sue the shit outta yous guys!” 

Henry was dead silent, still holding firmly onto Joey who was beating his fists into the stallion’s forearm.

With a click, Alejandra locked the door to the grimy public restroom behind them. The inside of the cement cube was barely lit from the street lights outside, and the graffiti-covered stalls hung either broken or missing altogether. 

“What’s da big idea Henry? This ain’t ya cop car, I know my rights!” Mikey shouted as he wiggled on the dirty cement floor. 
“M-Mikey, we… we need to get outta here… I-I really don’t wanna go to jail…” Joey stammered to his brother, who was still raging on the floor. 

“You’re fuckin’ right we don’t!” Mikey’s chest heaved up and down, trying to catch his breath from his shouting as he laid on his back on the floor. His head turned to look at Henry, who now had a devious looking grin on his boxy face. “Yeah yeah, soak it up Henry… Bet yous been wantin’ this fer a while, huh?” 
Alejandra chuckled darkly and looked down at Mikey. “After what you did to Rafael’s car? You’re lucky Henry didn’t stomp you flat then!”
Mikey spat on the ground. “I woulda done it again too if dat punk hadn’t ran off with my sister!” 

“Doesn’t matter now, because we finally caught you… And Henry here wants to show you something~” Allie licked her lips, and flicked her eyes over to the trembling Joey, who was doing his best to try and worm his way around them to the entrance of the restroom. 

“Fuckit then, just wait ‘till I get to the joint! I gots a friend of a friend who’ll make sure dat… Hey… da fuck are yous guys doin’?” Mikey watched, confused as the raccoon and equine began to shed their uniforms and put them in a neat pile in the restroom sinks. Alejandra was 5’10” and all curves with a modest bust to boot while Henry’s head almost scraped the ceiling at 8’ tall. More importantly, the heft of his balls and sheath was on full display as he kicked his pants off, and the very tip of his shaft was starting to poke free in anticipation. 


“So, which one do you want Sanchez?” 
“I want the trembling one… He might last longer than his loud-mouth brother.”

“Heh, fine by me… I wanted Michael’s thieving ass anyways…” Henry glared at Mikey, and it sent a visible shudder through both brothers. 
“Hey hey, what’s the big idea? Yous guys want sex? F-Fuck it, we can do dat…” Mikey was the one stammering now as he watched Henry advance on him in two strides. He was having flashbacks to that drunken party of Henry decades ago. “Look, look buddy, I know we’s had some bad times since we was kids, but, but come on, yous better then this! I-I don’t even swing dat way anymore!” 

Officer Heftfoot easily reached down to pick the black-furred stoat up and set him on his feet. There wasn’t much room in between Mikey and Henry though, and with another step forward Michael was forced against the wall of the dirty restroom. It also forced Mikey’s muzzle right into the underside of Henry’s sheath, with the fat tip of that equine shaft kissing him on the forehead. Mikey gave a full body shudder, and he groaned right into that leathery sheath before Henry slowly pulled his hips back. Mikey’s sweat drenched muzzle and face came free with a wet squelch, and he seemed dazed. It only made Henry grin even wider. 

“You know what Mikey, I take it back. I’m bringing you in alright, but somewhere where I can keep you…”
Henry angled the tip of his equine shaft right at Mikey’s face, and slowly pushed forward. It let Mikey watch as that thick, raised urethra of Henry’s slowly pressed against his nose, and then spread around it to swallow up half of his face with a wet, bubbling squelch.  Oily precum began to ooze and drool messily around Mikey’s face, and it slimed up his already sleek black fur and quickly began to soak down his neck and into his shirt. Only the glans of Henry’s member was unsheathed though, and with a flex of his haunches and a lewd groan of pure sexual delight, Mikey’s head was pulled forward and swallowed completely.
Joey watched in horror as his brother was slowly consumed by the horse, and he didn’t realize the raccoon was cuddled in beside him until her tongue trailed slowly up his muzzle and cheek. “Mmfff, you are a tasty one… Think you’ll squirm more than your brother is?” Alejandra cooed to the hand cuffed stoat, while watching the scene before them. 
Whatever spell had befallen over Mikey soon evaporated, and a muffled shout came from that fleshy glans! His hands punched and pushed, but the horse was like a steel wall. “Hrrf, won’t do you any good now Michael…” Henry snorted before placing both hands on the wall, flagging his tail and then giving a short nicker of effort! Mikey’s muffled shouting shifted to a gurgle as those slimy, pre-soaked walls around him gave a tug that almost took him off of his feet! His neck was slurped inside like a wet noodle, and his shoulders pressed tight against that squishy flare. Mikey tried to pull himself back, but another flex and wet burble from Mikey, that stretched urethra claimed his shoulders as well and pushed the bulge of Mikey’s head deeper into the steaming hot, pulsing depths of the equine. The slimy walls around him squeezed relentlessly and nursed at his slender body, and any attempt to open his mouth to scream was met with a clench, forcing it closed again. There was only one direction he was going, and it was deeper. 
“Come on, get in there…” Henry grit his teeth and snorted as he stomped a hoof, almost cracking the cement floor beneath him. Mikey’s waist and kicking legs still hung from that wide flare poking from Henry’s sheath, and musky precum was drooling from the tip of his tail with how drenched the stoat was. Joey and Alejandra watched as the thick ring of Henry’s tailhole clenched and flexed, and more wet noises came from Henry’s crotch, followed by more of the stoat disappearing. 

“Sending him to your nuts?” Allie called out as her paws possessively roamed over Joey’s frozen body.

“S-Sorta… He’s gonna be my… hrrfff, plaything for a while~” Henry grinned over his shoulder to his partner, and then spread his legs a bit to focus, tense, and slurp Mikey’s hips into his flare. Like a magic trick, Mikey disappeared slowly into Henry sheath, and then body before that drooling tip suckled wetly around Mikey’s bare feet. A final flex rolled through that fat flare before Mikey’s feet were sucked out of view and gulped down by Henry’s cock.
Henry bit his lower lip and snorted heatedly, feeling his body squish Mikey through his perverted inner tubage. A surge of triumph and power rolled over and through the stallion. It was finally over! Mikey was his! Henry shuddered and chuffed loudly, and his cock began to rapidly slip fully from his sheath and stiffen up! Where before only his glans was poking free, now his entire package was on display, medial ring and all. It sat about at thick as Joey’s thigh and almost three feet long, and it pulsed with a lewd, sexual hunger that Henry was fighting to contain. He felt Mikey’s face squelch through another tunnel inside of his smarmy reproductive system, and finally breach the base of his sheath and into his balls properly! But with a deft clench of inner muscles, he held Mikey’s screaming face halfway through that sphincter that led to his testicles. It froze Mikey in place, and it put the stoats squirming body right against his sensitive prostate. Henry brayed out as his tail curved high enough to touch his back, and that hungry tailhole began to mouth at the air as gallons of steaming hot equine jizz squirted from Henry like a hose. Messy blast after messy blast of viscous seed was pumped from the horse, and painted the wall in front of him a greasy off white before pooling on the dirty cement floor a centimeter thick.
“Mmfff, your brother is making Henry feel so good…” Alejandra still had Joey grappled tight, and their fur was starting to soak up the thick seed coating the floor around them. Her muzzle was pressed tight against Joey’s, though the stoat was catatonic. His mind could barely process what he’d just seen, watching his brother get used like some kind of sick sounding rod. And amidst the wet splatters of dense, strongly scented equestrian cum, Joey didn’t see his brother. “Henry, mind if I hang back… I want some quality time with Joey here~” 
“Hnn… Fine…. by me… Phew… I’ll meet you back at the car Sanchez.” Henry huffed as he milked the last few thicker globs of cum from his length. He shuddered in lewd pleasure again, feeling the rough texture of Mikey’s clothes grinding against the slimy walls smothering them.  And aside from a slight bulge in his lower abdomen, there wasn’t any sign of Mikey to be found. Henry gathered up his clothes from the sink and began to dress himself while Alejandra began relieving Joey of his clothing. She didn’t care for the feel of clothes inside of her. 
“G…Give him back…” Joey eeked out in a small voice. His teary eyes were locked onto Henry, but a raging fire burned in them. Henry just snorted and looked down to Joey with a grin filled with wickedness.  

“I think you have more important things to worry about…” He clipped on his belt and straightened his uniform slacks before wiping off a small smear of his cum that had managed to stain it. He didn’t bother looking back as Alejandra giggled, and Joey began shouting after Henry with growing anger before his voice became considerably more muffled, along with a lewd, soggy squish. Henry exited the restroom and breathed deep of the cool late night air, and then gave the bulge of Michael a pat. 
“Mine.” 
