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  Part 1


  In the movies, scientists are always frantically watching boiling beakers, timing reactions, pacing while a mechanical device ticks off experiments in seconds. In the movies, the beautiful assistant has to wait until the problem has been solved to get a good lay.


  In reality, science is boring ninety percent of the time. I know scientists whose entire research focuses on watching plants grow. The professor I work for monitors slight changes in a number of different physiological measurements caused by bacterial activity in a variety of simulated internal organ areas with an eye toward developing some kind of early detection procedure for bacterial diseases. As a result, his job mostly consists of coming up with new ways to test things, and mine consists of writing numbers down about once an hour.


  Which leaves plenty of time for us to fuck in the closet (since the lab has a glass door and all). He’s even put an old armchair in there.


  Hey, don’t get me wrong. I’d be getting an A even without letting that beautiful cock up under my tail. I just happen to like foxes, especially older ones with a touch of grey around the ears and muzzle. And I like having secrets, like when other students walk into the lab and flirt with Dr. Forrest and he smiles politely, and they tell me over drinks that night that it’s such a pity he’s straight, what a waste at Hoffridge U. And I keep my muzzle shut and say, “It’s okay, you got plenty of places to get laid at Hot Fudge U.”


  And I do. I mean, I’m a good little pine marten. I’m discreet both during and after the sex. Like how nobody but me and Tom, the lemur who graduated from Dr. Forrest’s lab last year, know he’s gay. Or like how nobody knows that me and Jay once sucked each other off during a Hoffridge football game a few years back—Jay being a big mule deer who played for the team. I told him he didn’t have to do me once he was done, but he said he liked tasting me in his mouth while he was running at the opposing defense, and who was I to argue?


  So anyway, it’s another boring afternoon, and Dr. Forrest has this adorable way of waggling his ears when he wants to fuck me. I think it’s okay if I want to say no. I mean, I never have. But I’m pretty sure he’d just go back to grading papers or playing Internet poker. But like always, I scamper over to the door and lock it, and then we go to the closet, where he sits in the armchair with his pants down. He’s hard already, and when I climb up into his lap and wrap my legs around his waist, he grabs me and thrusts up hungrily.


  “We got time,” I say, rubbing my paws over his ears. “Ten minutes at least.”


  He growls and bites at my chest through my lab smock. “Can’t a fellow be eager?”


  He says things like ‘fellow’ and ‘incidentally’ and ‘happenstance’ all the time. I love that. “You su-ure! Uh. Are.” He’s just pushed his cock right up inside me, and I don’t mind that, but I like to be a bit theatrical.


  He likes that too. He reaches between us, finding my own hardness and wrapping his fingers around it. I suck in a breath as he pumps a few times. “You’re pretty eager too, Mister Donovan.”


  I buck up and down on him, making him shudder. “Well, you know. It isn’t every day I get to sit in the lap of a handsome—”


  “Brilliant.”


  “—and brilliant fox.” I lean down and bite the edge of his ear.


  The ripple of tension that runs through his body at that gives me a nice thrill, both because I like doing that to him and because his fingers tighten around my cock. “Grrf,” he pants. “More like every other day.”


  He holds me tight, hips thrusting up, his nice long cock pushing deeper into me until my rear settles against his balls. His knot’s getting bigger, but not big enough to tie me to him yet. I wriggle there atop him, and try to ride him up and down, but he won’t let me go. So I wait on his pleasure, looking down into his foxish grin, as he works his paw up and down. I let the sensations build, let my squirming come naturally, my fluffy tail whipping back and forth between his thighs.


  I like to make soft noises during sex. The fact that we’re in a public lab, even with the closet door closed and the lab door locked, makes me feel cautious. The intensity and the hurrying without carelessness makes me feel like we’re stealing moments, in the last act of a war movie, or in a posh drama where it’s our last night before he has to marry to fulfill the duty of his estate. Those stories give depth and feeling to my soft moans that I don’t get elsewhere. And doing it every other day doesn’t detract from these fantasies at all.


  Now his knot’s getting bigger, and when he lets me up, I feel it, full and warm, slipping out of me. He pushes again, clenching his teeth, and his knot fills me all up again. “You’re…delightful,” he pants, holding me on him. I know he wants to fill me as much as possible, get his knot almost all the way full, and then pull out. Sometimes he likes to tie, but most times he doesn’t. Me, I just love feeling his warmth inside me, like part of me moving around, teasing and rubbing those tingling spots inside me. Sometimes I come just from that. Most times I come in his paw.


  He pumps me a few more times, then stops, his hips squirming under me, his body alive with tense joy and anticipation. I bite his other ear and hold it, panting through my teeth. I’ve got a little play with my hips, back and forth, which I use to tug on his knot while I’m clenching around him. He groans and holds me tighter, his long tail lashing against the side of the armchair. I bounce around and kick at one of his legs, struggling a bit against his knot. I love it in me, but I also want to make sure he doesn’t leave it in for too long.


  Then again, if he wants to, there’s not much I can do about it right now. And honestly, I wouldn’t mind being locked to him for a little while to press against him, pant and nuzzle, and make happy noises. But we both get bored after a couple minutes, and then it’s not as much fun.


  No worries about that, though, not this time. He arches his neck, tugging his ear out of my mouth and pointing his muzzle to the ceiling, pulling his hips downward. His paws squeeze me, clenching in the fur of my hips as his knot stretches me delightfully and then pops free. Both of us gasp, him a bit more deeply, and he thrusts again, hard and fast, going all the way to the knot but not pushing it in. He’s squirming and bouncing and sliding up and down inside me all warm and slick. And then he gets that final groan on, the one that builds in his chest and strains in his throat and then makes it way out of his long muzzle through his teeth. It turns into a series of barks, his arms tight and hard as his cock, and the rapid fire of his hips leaves no doubt that he’s emptying himself into me, and just thinking of that makes my cock jump. If he were stroking me I’d be emptying myself into his paw right now.


  Or my shirt, I have time to think as he crests and shudders, and then sinks back into the chair. His paw stays firm around my shaft, but he isn’t stroking, and I’m almost there. So I think about whether he’s going to jerk me off into my shirt. He does that sometimes, and I hope he doesn’t do it this time, because it’s kind of a nice shirt. Not that I haven’t gotten stains on half my wardrobe at one time or another, but I like this shirt. It’s silk, and it moves with me, where cotton always seems to be a half-second behind.


  But god, in another minute of twisting around on his cock, I’m not gonna care if he jerks me off onto my best French cut blazer as long as he gets me off. He recovers his breath, finally, and looks up with a long, wide, foxy smile. “Ah, sweet weasel,” he says. “Yes, you have performed admirably today, as always.” In the ceiling lights, his eyes twinkle. “And you are very patiently waiting for your reward. I shall ensure that you enjoy it.”


  “I already have,” I breathe, but holy shit he can do amazing things with his paws, so I’m all a-tingle with anticipation. I don’t even mind that he called me ‘weasel,’ because I know that for him it’s a term of endearment. Hell, I’m so worked up that he could’ve called me ‘bitch,’ and I would be giving him the same slack-jawed grin.


  He gives me one stroke up, and there’s a loud knocking at the door of the lab.


  We both freeze. “They’ll come back later,” he says, smiling. His paw slides up and down, tight over my tip, and I jump and shudder.


  The knocking sounds again. He pauses, gives me another stroke. Then his ears go straight up and he squeezes me so tightly that I jump. His eyes go all wide. “It’s her!” he hisses.


  I’m finding it hard to say words, with my tongue hanging partly out of my mouth. “Uh. Dr. Cornier?”


  “No!” He lets go of my cock and stares at the closet door. “It’s my wife!”


  Part 2


  Okay, I promise you, I promise you, I did not know he was married. Christ, he spends sixteen hours a day in the office, fucks his grad students, doesn’t have pictures up of any family anywhere, never talks about his home life. Besides which, what are the odds that this mysterious wife would actually show up right in the middle of our steamy moment?


  Well, honestly, given the frequency of our steamy moments, perhaps greater than you would think. But still, considering my position and, er, condition, you’ll forgive me if my first thought was, “Okay, finish me off and then whatever.”


  But he’s kind of freaking out, trying to wriggle out from under me, and I am still kind of bucking into his paw, because I can see the summit from here and I wanna get there before the whole mountain slides out from under me. He pushes me away, sliding out of me with a soft, slick pop, and that moment almost does it. Almost. Now I don’t have him filling me up any more, but I’m still sitting on his thighs. I grab myself, thinking I can just get this done real quick. Yeah, yeah. Like you wouldn’t do the same.


  A couple seconds later, my brain takes over for my cock and I scoot back and off the chair. The summit’s receding, no matter how badly I still want to get there. Over the protests of my—hell, pretty much my whole body, I pull my pants up. At least I still have the feeling of his warmth in me.


  “Well,” I say, gesturing at his lap where his glistening cock is still bobbing and dripping, his knot all full. “Go ahead, get dressed.”


  The knocking comes again, this time with a louder voice. “Laurence? Laurence?” From the urgency in it, I’m guessing she was calling him earlier, when I couldn’t hear it, but his big fox ears could.


  “She’ll smell it!” he hissed, his eyes still so wide I could see the whites. “I can’t just…walk out of the closet smelling of sex!”


  “Okay,” I say, “I’ll go tell her you’re with a student.” I hop off the chair.


  He grabs my arm as I reach for the closet door. “You smell of sex! With me!”


  I fold my arms. “I guess we can just stay in here until she goes away. You might have gone somewhere and locked up the lab, right?” I start to unzip my pants, because hell, if we’re going to wait her out, I’ve got some unfinished business to take care of.


  “Except…” He chews his lip. “Number 477.”


  The current trial we’re observing, requiring readings every half hour. Which is currently on a timer. Hooked up to an alarm. Set to go off in, oh, about two minutes. Maybe less; I lose track of time during sex, especially during good sex.


  Dr. Forrest looks wildly around the closet and his eyes light on something over my head. I crane my neck back to see what it is, but all I see is the bottom of a shelf. He jumps up to the cushion of the chair, then the arm, braces one paw on the shelf, and grabs something that makes a sloshing noise off of it. I don’t see what the bottle is right away because his balls and knot are right at my eye level this way, and it’s kind of a distracting view.


  “Here we go,” he says. “This’ll work.”


  He sets a bottle of orange liquid with a peeling label on the arm of the chair and pulls his pants up fast, snapping the fastenings so fast I’m sure he catches some fur in them. Then he opens the bottle and pours it out over his stomach and groin. I smell ammonia and orange, powerful waves of it. “Doctor Forrest…”


  “Stay in here,” he says. He opens the door, shaking orange cleanser off his paws, and kicks it closed behind him. Then trips the thumblatch to lock it.


  Well, fuck. I collapse into the chair on my knees—my behind is still too wet for me to want to sit on it—and rest a paw on my groin. Probably it’d be discreet to wait until he and the wife leave. I squeeze my shaft through the pants and sigh. It’s hard being a good pine marten.


  I can hear him through the door, running to the lab door, opening it. “Sorry, honey,” he says. “You surprised me as I was getting this down from the closet, and the cap was loose…”


  She has a sharp voice. “Oh, we need to clean that up!”


  There’s a general bustle outside. He murmurs something, and I hear her say, “Where do you keep your cloths? In the closet?”


  The door rattles. I’m still kneeling in the armchair, very aware of the dampness under my tail and what it smells like.


  “Laurence, why is the door locked?”


  “It…it does that automatically.”


  His voice sounds as if someone was playing it through a weak filter. It sets me on edge for some reason, that little wobble. I’ve never heard it before. If they’re coming in here, I need to hide, but I have no idea where. I wish the closet had a closet.


  Maybe I can hide behind the chair. I shift to get down from it and it betrays me with a creak.


  Dr. Forrest coughs loudly. I let myself slide to the floor, pressing myself flat against the wall beside the door. There’s about six inches there between the door and the shelves. I suck in my stomach and make myself as thin as I can. There are benefits to being a marten, sometimes. A lot of the time, actually.


  “But you were just in there.” Her voice gets sharper, which I couldn’t have thought possible. “Is there someone in there?”


  Why the hell would she leap to that assumption? Dr. Forrest laughs, surprisingly naturally. “The door creaks, darling. Can you smell anyone in there?”


  It’s risky. Mostly what she can smell is ammonia, I’m sure. I make myself even thinner as her voice gets closer. “No…but I can’t tell without going inside.”


  “I have some rags out here, dear,” he says.


  “Laurence.” The tone of her voice makes me jump. “Open this door.”


  He doesn’t speak, but a moment later, the key rattles in the lock. I stand frozen as the door swings open.


  A black nose appears in the door, swiveling back and forth, followed by a russet muzzle. I hold my breath. I’m standing right near the pool of cleanser Dr. Forrest spilled. And I get an idea. Hey, it worked in “Maid in Anglia.”


  “Why is this chair in here?”


  I reach way, way up and knock another bottle of cleanser off the shelf. Then I make a loud kinda surprised yelp as it hits the floor.


  She yelps too, and jumps back. I make a show of jumping up onto the chair and fluffing up the fur on my neck, like I was really shocked. “Who’s there? Dr. Forrest?”


  I get my first good look at Dr. Forrest’s wife. She’s a short vixen wearing a severe black blouse with a pearl necklace, and blue jeans over her wide hips, her long tail twitching back and forth. I’m pretty sure I saw Courtney wearing that ensemble at the beginning of the last “Survivor.” Dr. Forrest stands behind her, eyes wide, ears flat, wringing his paws.


  The vixen’s narrow brown eyes glare at me. Her muzzle is narrower, sharper than her husband’s. “I’m Janine Forrest. Who are you?”


  “Vacqui Donovan, I’m a grad student here in the lab.” I climb down and look down at the cleanser. “Sorry. I was trying to straighten up in here after Dr. Forrest spilled the cleanser. He said he was going to clean up. I didn’t hear you out there.”


  She looks at my small ears. Foxes always think they’re the shit when it comes to hearing things. I see her relax, just a little bit. “You two were in the closet, together?” Her eyes drift down to the armchair.


  The ammonia smell is so strong in here that she can’t possibly smell the sex. I don’t think. “That’s where the cleanser is,” I say.


  “And it takes two of you to get it down?” Her tail tip’s still twitching, even if she’s a little more relaxed.


  Dr. Forrest forces a laugh, again. “Clearly we could have used one more. Mister Donovan, thank you for cleaning up the floor in here. My wife and I are going to attend to my clothes.”


  When she turns her back, he gives me a silently-mouthed ‘thank you’ and that adorable ear-waggle, though maybe it’s just nervous ears. I make an exaggerated thumbs-up with a big toothy smile, and he rolls his eyes. The wife turns back immediately, so I change the thumbs-up into a chin-scratching.


  “Jacqui, was it?” She smiles sweetly.


  “Vacqui,” I say. “It’s Sonoran. My mother met my father when she spilled a taco on his best suit on his way to a job interview.” True story. He always says he was never so happy to not get a job.


  Her ears flick. “Well, it’s a pleasure to meet you, Vacqui. I’m sorry for my husband’s mess.”


  They walk out, Dr. Forrest giving me one last look as he escorts his wife out the door that sets me to wiping up the spill with a smile on my pointy muzzle. And that, I think, is that.


  Part 3


  It kills me that I can’t tell anyone about it. I mean, almost getting walked in on by Mrs. Forrest when Dr. Forrest was all the way up inside me? I could write letters to magazines. But at the lounge that night, over after-dinner coffee and pre-studying donuts with the guys, I have to bite my tongue and listen to Wally the armadillo talk about this cute new rat he was totally going to get fucked by, one he’d seen down at the coffee shop.


  “Make sure he doesn’t slide off your back,” I say.


  “Har har.” Wally shifts his back plates against his chair while obviously trying not to be obvious about it.


  Mike, the hare who shares my dorm room and sometimes my bed, waves at me. “Vaxy, ya got it all wrong. Them scales got ridges.” He hooks his paws in the air, long ears flopping comically. “Like rock walls. Great traction.”


  “He polishes his, though.” Our fennec friend goes by Grace even though he doesn’t even like to dress up in drag and is the most butch of all of us, muscles showing through his tight “Rocky” t-shirt. He’s the only one actually pretending to study.


  “Fuck all y’all,” Wally says. “And Grace, you don’t know shit.”


  “We use the same shower,” Grace says. “You don’t want me to see your shell polish, don’t leave it out.”


  “I don’t look at your fuckin’ three bottles of fur conditioner,” Wally says. “Prissy fucker.”


  “You don’t have fur.” Grace, affecting boredom with the conversation, returns to the open book in front of him, which I’m sure he’s not really reading, though he turns a page every now and then. His big ears are still up and listening to us.


  “I got fur.”


  “Yeah, yeah, on your stomach.” Mike waves a paw. “We got it all over. So Vaxy, what’cha got lined up for tonight?”


  It’s his way of saying that he didn’t have anything lined up, a holdover from the days when I might seriously think he did. Me, I’d snuck into the bathroom outside the lab to finish up after the Forrest versus Forrest debacle, but that was barely satisfying, and a nice little session with Mike might be just the thing to put this day back in the plus column. So I put on my blandest look and I say, “Studying.”


  Mike’s big long ears twitch. Wally brays with laughter. “Who stays home and studies at Hot Fudge U.? I tell ya, when I get to my second year, I ain’t gonna get boring like you losers. Tell you where I’m gonna be tomorrow night.”


  “Under that cute rat,” Mike says.


  “Naked,” I add.


  Grace looks up from his book. “Probably making that moaning snort you think is sexy.”


  “It is,” Wally says, “fuck you very much.”


  “Ain’t what Ponji said when I was fucking him.” Grace flicks his big ears. Wally rolls his eyes.


  Mike chimes in. “Say, Grace, what did he say?”


  Grace’s short muzzle shows a wide grin. “I think it was something like, ‘Unh…unh…oh, Grace, you’re so much better than that fuckin’ armadillo.’”


  “That ain’t what I heard.” Wally leans back. “I heard, ‘Jesus, I can’t wait for this to be over.’”


  Grace goes on. “‘Oh yeah. Oh, give me that big dick, foxy. I love the way you don’t snort through your nose when you moan.’”


  Wally talks louder. “‘Oh god, this is so boring. And unsatisfyin’.’”


  Mike and I grin more and more widely until Grace moans orgasmically. “‘Oh! You’resomuchbetterthanWally oh yes oh yes oh yes!’”


  Then the whole table bursts into laughter. “No, really.” Grace looks around. “Every time he came, he said that.”


  “Dunno how you ever heard it ’cept through the walls then.” Wally chuckles.


  “All right.” Mike grabs his books. “Vaxy, you wanna head back?”


  I stand. Grace looks up at both of us with a sly smile. “Don’t study too hard, you two.”


  “Don’t worry about us.” Mike laughs.


  “Yeah, we’ve got this studyin’ thing down.” I wave to everyone. “Don’t let that rat slide off, Wally.”


  He waves good-bye with an amiable, “Fuck off.”


  Mike and I bump hips and tails on the way back to the dorm room, and in one of the stairwells, I give his butt a pat under his cute little tail, getting excited to get my clothes off. He grins back at me, and then we turn the corner to our hall, and both of us stop.


  Janine Forrest turns our way and smiles from where she’s leaning against our door. “Vacqui, was it?”


  My whipcrack-sharp pine marten mind never fails me. “Uh. Uh-huh.”


  She smiles. “Do you mind if we go somewhere and talk?”


  I don’t think I’ve ever seen Mike’s eyebrows higher. I try to figure out some way I can call Dr. Forrest before I talk to his wife. “Uh. Sure. I just…let me put my books down.”


  Now she raises her eyebrows. “You’re not carrying books.”


  “No. I.” I gesture to Mike. “Mike’s carrying my books for me. C’mon, Mike, I’ll help you.”


  “No, no.” He smiles and hefts the books. “I got ’em. You go ‘talk.’” He wags a finger. “Now don’t be too late.”


  I glare at him. He pats my head, still smiling, and nods to Mrs. Forrest. “Nice to meet you, ma’am.”


  “Pleasure, Mike.” She doesn’t offer her name. He steps around her and unlocks the door, and as she steps toward me, he makes a curve in the air with his free paw and mouths, “HOT.”


  “This way?” I wait for her to step in front of me and then give Mike the finger behind my back. I hear him chuckle, and then the door closes.


  I walk behind Mrs. Forrest down the stairs, watching the swishing of her tail back and forth. “Where are we going?” I ask. So far, she hasn’t acted like the kind of wife who just killed her husband for cheating and is about to gut his gay lover, too. Then again, I don’t think my life would have dramatic suspense music, so I’m not sure what I’m listening for. I stay alert, but decide that maybe she just wants to talk, probably to ask me what the hell I was doing in the closet and am I fucking her husband.


  Technically, no, I’m not, because he’s the one doing the fucking, but I feel like the fine semantic distinctions of our gay circle of friends would probably be lost on her. I wish to hell I could call Dr. Forrest and find out what he’s told her, if anything.


  I do have his cell phone number. I could send a quick text.


  I pull my phone out and call up his number. But I only get as far as typing, ‘Your wife is here, what,’ before Mrs. Forrest notices me texting.


  “Oh, dear,” she says with a long, thin smile. “I do feel it’s terribly rude to be communicating with other people when you’re with someone in person. If you wouldn’t mind…”


  “Uh. Sure.” I hit Send anyway, and then put the phone back in my pocket.


  “I’m parked just over here.” She starts walking down the block toward the parking garage—the dark one, unlit at night.


  Now the ‘gut the gay lover’ scenario is becoming less remote. I hurry to keep pace with her. “Are we driving somewhere?”


  “Don’t worry.” Her smile, long and narrow, contradicts her words. “I just want to talk to you for a little bit, I promise.”


  We pass a pair of raccoons. I give them a beseeching look, but they don’t know me, and they only stare curiously back. I could try to run for it, I suppose, but though Mrs. Forrest is shorter than I am, she does have pretty good legs. She’s wearing jeans, too, and her shoes aren’t high-heeled. I wouldn’t put too much money on my being able to outrun her.


  She asks me several questions about how long I’ve been at the school and how long I’ve lived in the dorm, and I reply with what I think are the right answers while I try to remember when was the last time I saw the police around and where that might have been. I come up with ‘the Critical Mass rally downtown, last month,’ which doesn’t help at all. And then, before I know it, we’re at her car.


  It’s a soccer mom SUV, a big-but-not-too-big thing. I hesitate when she beeps the doors open. She slides into the driver’s seat and then lowers the passenger side window. It growls softly. Her eyes shine reflections of the dome light as she turns to me. “Come on and get in. You wouldn’t have walked all the way here with me if you didn’t want to.”


  She has a point. And I kind of like the way she makes it, too. So I pull open the passenger side door and hop in.


  It might be a soccer mom SUV, but it doesn’t smell like kids at all. I get a strong whiff of her scent, a little bit of Dr. Forrest, and some other stuff like the leather of the seats, clothing, and breath mints. We sit there in the dark and quiet for a minute. She’s staring out the windshield.


  I’d never really thought about the stuff Dr. Forrest and I do being, y’know, wrong at all. Like, cheating. It was just some fun. Like I said, I didn’t know he was married. Now that I do, it feels dirty, and not in the good way. I don’t even cheat on tests. So I’m trying to figure out how I’m going to tell him I don’t want to help him cheat on his wife anymore, and I’m imagining him asking me for one last time, and that’s getting me kind of hard.


  Those people in the movies who keep on cheating even after they know it’s wrong always seemed sleazy. That’s Not Me, I always thought. Also, I realize as Mrs. Forrest’s nose twitches, there’s a very practical reason for me not to get all aroused right now. So I start thinking about my science class, the advanced population ecology one with all the eigenmatrices. I have a paper due in it next week, and while it shouldn’t be too much trouble, it will require some thought—


  “Were you really just cleaning up in the closet?”


  I jump in the seat. “What?”


  “Today.” Her eyes gleam as she turns to look at me.


  “Oh. Yeah. Of course.” I laugh, but it sounds as forced as it is, so I stop. “What did you think I was doing?”


  “Why is there a chair in the closet?”


  “To reach the stuff on the upper shelves.”


  She taps the dashboard. “Wouldn’t one of the lab stools be more effective?”


  “Um, yeah. But. We need all of them.” She looks steadily at me. With every second, the inadequacy of my lie multiplies in my head. “Okay. I take naps in there sometimes. Please don’t tell your husband.”


  She lets out a long sigh. “I won’t tell if you won’t tell.”


  “Wha—um, hey—Mrs. Forrest!” She’s clambering over the armrest to straddle me in the passenger seat, her thighs coming to rest on either side of me, her forearms against my chest and hands on my shoulders. Her nose is a millimeter from mine.
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  “Vaxy.” Her breath is warm across my whiskers. “I can tell you’re good at keeping secrets.”


  I squeak, not sure how much I should struggle. Then she slides down against me, pressing her hips right into mine, and the eigenmatrices don’t stand a chance in hell. By the way her grin slides upwards, I’m sure she can feel her success through my jeans. I try to push her away. “Mrs. Forrest—”


  “Call me Janine. And don’t worry. You won’t have to tell me anything. In a moment, I’ll know for sure.” Her breasts press against my chest, her tongue licks at my muzzle. She’s stronger than I would have thought, or else I’m not pushing very hard. Maybe both.


  “Mrs. Forrest,” I try again, but as soon as I open my mouth she dives on it like Wally on a cock, sticking her tongue in against mine and cutting off whatever I was going to say, which, honestly, wasn’t going to be that interesting anyway. ‘This is wrong,’ or something else equally pointless and obvious.


  It’s an uncomfortable position, both physically and morally, but for all that it’s still arousing. She grinds against me, and when she feels me relax and accept her weight against me—after all, she said she’d know in a minute, and I’m assuming it’ll stop then—she slides her paws around my back and down my sides. Her thick fluffy tail, like her husband’s, twitches around and tickles my legs and feet.


  And because it seems polite, I slip my paws down and hold her butt. I mean, why not, right? Dr. Forrest’s is kinda soft, but his wife must do aerobics or something, because she’s pretty well toned. This actually isn’t so bad, and if I think of it kind of like a carbon-offset transaction, making up for previous cheating with one spouse by cheating with the other, then it actually makes me feel less guilty. The fact that she’s willing to cheat on him is—


  Her fingers, sliding to my hips, dive down inside my jeans. Her muzzle’s still covering mine, so my “mmmpf!” goes right against her tongue, and is met with breathy laughter through her nose. She finds my cock and rubs her paw up and down it, and it feels like she’s appreciating the hardness. I moan and close my eyes as she jacks me harder, my body squirming.


  She’s not that good at it, to be honest. The angle’s a bit awkward, and, well, girls just don’t get to practice with the equipment as much. But hey, I’m a young pine marten, and a paw is a paw. She’s not bad (Mary Louise Klingler, in high school, now, she was bad. If you can’t get a high school boy off in twenty minutes, the problem is definitely not his ‘uptightness.’ Even if he is gay and just doesn’t know it yet.), it’s just awkward on about every possible level. Including the one where we’re in a public parking garage and I can see the sidewalk through the windshield.


  Still, I buck into her stroking, not really caring where it’s leading. If she wants to finish me in my pants, that’s cool. I’ve walked home sticky before.


  What I don’t expect is for her to stop, lift her muzzle from mine, and give me a satisfied smile before she pulls her paw free and rolls back into the driver’s seat.


  “Huh-huh-hey…” I pant.


  “I just wanted to see if you were gay or not,” she says. “You seemed to enjoy a woman’s touch well enough.”


  “I, uh, uh…” Goddamn her. That’s twice she’s left me blue-balled today.


  She waves a paw. “You don’t have to say anything more. You can go if you want.”


  I may have walked home sticky before, but I’ve never walked home hard and unsatisfied. I’m about two whiskers from telling her I’m going to finish myself off in her passenger seat. “So I’m…not gay. So what?”


  “So you’re not screwing my husband.”


  “No.” Thank god for gay semantics, and thank god for straight women who don’t understand what it’s like to be a horny college student. “You could’ve just asked me.”


  “You’d have lied for him. You work for him, you’ve known him for, what, months? Who am I? Just his wife.”


  For all that her clever ruse worked, she’s not all that happy about it. “For what it’s worth,” I say, “I don’t think he’s cheating on you.”


  The lie seems less wrong than letting her be unhappy, in that moment. And like I said, she had her fingers wrapped around my cock, so I’m inclined to be more forgiving to her husband. But she doesn’t seem happier when I say that. In fact, she pounds a fist on the steering wheel and says, “Of course he’s cheating on me, you idiot.”


  That seems harsh, considering she just had her tongue in my mouth and her paw on my cock. “Well.” I cough, and adjust my pants. “If you want to get back at him, I am willing to make that sacrifice. For the sake of your marriage.”


  She looks down, briefly. “I’m sorry. I’ll drop you off at your dorm if you like.”


  “Why do you think he’s cheating on you?”


  Her ears flag. “Two weeks ago, he went to a ‘conference.’” She makes air quotes.


  “Oh, the Biometric Tech Foundation, yeah.”


  I can see the reflection of her half-lidded eyes in the windshield. “Their website is very professional. But I tried to call him at the hotel he said he’d be staying at, and they’d never heard of the convention.”


  I sit up straighter. “Wait, seriously?”


  “The website was registered by him. He made the whole thing up to have some kind of getaway. I thought it was with you, when I came into the lab. I mean, you’re…” She hesitates.


  “I get that a lot,” I say. True story. When I walked into the living room Mike and I share, with my boxes, he looked me up and down and said, ‘Hooray, another faggot,’ and threw his arms around me.


  “No, I mean…” She half-turned. “You’re his type.”


  I don’t quite know what to say to that. “Dr. Forrest is gay?”


  “I found a lot of pornography on his work laptop when he brought it home last month. I wasn’t supposed to be using it, but mine was taking forever to reboot.”


  “Okay,” I say, trying to sound reasonable, “but you do know about guys and porn, right?”


  “It was gay porn.”


  “Maybe he’s curious—”


  “It was all gay porn, Vaxy, all of it. Two guys, three guys…” She trails off, and her tail twitches. I get the feeling that maybe she spent a little longer looking through the porn than she’s letting on. I’m also pretty sure that Dr. Forrest is tech-savvy enough that his porn doesn’t just jump up when you log in. She must have dug for it. “And there were a lot of weasels.”


  “I’m a marten,” I say with as much dignity as I can muster, in the front seat of my not-boyfriend’s SUV next to his wife, her paw’s warmth still tingling in my hard cock.


  “That’s why I tried to call him,” she says. “I didn’t believe this whole cockamamie conference story. But if it’s not you, then who did he go with? You know, if it’s a gay thing, well…I know I don’t have that…equipment. But if he’s going with another woman, I’d be…” Her voice drops. “Well, that’d be different, wouldn’t it?”


  “So…” I’m thinking about that conference, and I have an idea. “If I could figure out who he went with for you…”


  “Oh, would you?” She leans across with an eager smile.


  I feel like I’ve just been played. “Um. Sure.”


  “And you know, if he is cheating…” Her paw rests on my thigh. “It’s not wrong for me to show a little appreciation.”


  The moment’s gone. I can’t imagine actually going out of my way to meet her for sex. She’s cute and all, but my bisexuality is more opportunistic than equitable. Given the choice, I’ll go for the cute guy over the cute gal every time. Well, ninety-nine out of a hundred, anyway. But I’m a polite marten, so I say, “Thanks,” and “I’ll definitely see what I can do.”


  Which I will, because I mean, hell, if he’s cheating on her with someone who isn’t me, then he’s kind of cheating on me, too. Not like we’re exclusive or anything, but I thought I was his only secret lover. In retrospect, that doesn’t make a lot of sense.


  Anyway, now that I start to think about it, I have a pretty good idea of who he took to the conference, only because one of my students mentioned that there was another class being taught by the grad student T.A. for a week, and I checked to see who was teaching it, and yeah, Dr. Czari was out all week at a conference. Thought it was a little strange at the time, and now it seems pretty definite. But I don’t say anything to Mrs. Forrest, in case I’m wrong. I kind of want it to be another woman, myself, no matter how she sees it.


  I do accept her offer to drop me off at the dorm. I don’t imagine anyone’s going to be looking out their window to yell, “Hey, check out the pine marten with the hard-on,” but I figure she owes me at least one kind of ride. And when she starts up the car, the CD in the player is the Anglic cast recording of “Phantom,” not the Port City one, so I like her a little bit more.


  “I don’t need to ask you to keep this between the two of us, do I?” she says as I open the door and step out.


  I make the zipping motion across my lips. “How should I reach you if I find out anything?”


  She rummages in her purse and hands me a business card. Janine Forrest, Regional Sales Manager, it says, and there’s a phone number and e-mail address. “Call or e-mail me at work,” she says.


  I salute her with the business card. “A bientôt,” I say, showing off half my Gallic vocabulary and getting nothing but a smirk in response.


  On the way back, I check my cell phone and there’s a message from Dr. Forrest: What is she doing? And another: Please call me!


  Must have missed it while his wife was rummaging in my pants. I hesitate, then type out, Sorry, it wasn’t her. My mistake. The words glow on the screen while I get up the nerve to send them. I don’t owe him anything, I think. And he was cheating on both of us. My thumb hits ‘Send.’


  Mike is lounging on our couch wearing only a t-shirt, reading an Advanced Cell Biology textbook. He’s lying on his stomach, his butt and cute fluffy tail in the air, and he looks over his shoulder when I unlock the door and come in. “Didn’t know Forrest was married,” he says.


  “Me neither.” I lock the door behind me and start shedding clothes. “She’s, uh, planning a surprise party for him. Wanted me to help.”


  “Oh.” His tail wiggles. My cock jumps in response. “I figured her husband is impotent and she needs someone to give her a good fucking.”


  “Not my type.” I drop my boxers and kneel on top of him on the couch. My hardness settles nicely under his fluffy tail, which brushes over the tip delicately. I squirm. “Is your husband impotent?”


  “My ‘husband’ is in my bedroom drawer.” He grins. “But I won’t tell if you don’t.”


  I’m left uncomfortably reminded of my role in helping Dr. Forrest cheat on his marriage. My cock flags. I drop my nose to Mike’s neck and bury it in his fur, getting a good whiff of his scent. He’s warm under me, the slow rhythm of his breathing is soothing, and I know for damn sure that he isn’t married. I exhale into his fur.


  “Hey,” he murmurs. “You feel nice there, y’know.” When I don’t say anything, he goes on. “You okay?”


  “Yeah. Fine.” I press my nose into the back of his neck again. “Real fine.”


  “Me too.” He rubs up against me, his butt grinding against my sheath. He flicks his ears back, brushing my muzzle, and then, then everything works the way it should.


  Part 4


  I don’t have lab with Dr. Forrest the next day, but I do have an hour break between a class I’m taking and one I’m teaching, and I check to make sure Dr. Czari is having office hours during that time. He is, and fortunately I only have to wait five minutes for one student to clear out. I’m pretty good with the doors in this building, so he doesn’t notice me flicking the lock before I close it behind me.


  “Oh, Donovan, isn’t it?” He’s a young bobcat, not much older than I am, and he’s in pretty good shape. In fact, when we in the Gay Bio group rank the staff in order of hotness from the website photos, he’s usually in the top three. Grace claims to have seen Czari at the gym several times during morning workouts.


  I haven’t spent much time up close with him, but I gotta say, he’s even cuter in person. His little ears flip around all the time, and he always looks like he’s on the verge of leaning forward to give you a kiss. So I’m not going to have a lot of trouble with my plan. “Yes,” I say. “I work with Dr. Forrest.”


  “Right.” He nods. “He speaks very highly of you.”


  His whiskers twitched when I said Dr. Forrest’s name. And this is a nice opening I hadn’t expected. It’ll make the conversation easier. For me. “Oh?” I come around his desk and sit on the edge of it, looking down at him. “What does he say?”


  “Er…” He looks up. “That you’re organized…efficient…look, I’m supposed to be having office hours now.”


  “Don’t worry.” I lean down. “I made sure we won’t be disturbed.”


  His eyes flick to his office door, then back up to me, wide. “Mister Donovan…”


  “You see,” I say, almost falling off the desk with how far over I’m leaning, “Dr. Forrest has spoken very highly of you to me, too.”


  He swallows. I keep my eyes steadily on his. His paw, resting on the edge of his desk, taps nervously. He seems to be waiting for me to say something more, but I’m content to let his mind turn over what I just said and come to his own conclusions.


  Finally, he gives a slow nod. “I appreciate that, of course. I’m relying on him for a recommendation for my tenure in a couple years. It’s nice to know he thinks highly of me.”


  “Oh, I think you know what I’m talking about.” I rest my paw on his, very lightly. “I doubt that most of those…skills…will be evaluated by your tenure committee.”


  He swallows again and shakes his head. “Why…I don’t know why he would say those things to you.”


  “Dr. Forrest is a very sweet fellow.” I smile. “But not terribly clever. That conference you two went to, a couple weeks ago? Nice website he designed for it. He should’ve told the hotel they were hosting a conference, though. That would have made it so much more convincing.”


  Now he is worried, though he doesn’t move his paw. “Listen. There was nothing unethical about it.”


  Maybe he doesn’t know Dr. Forrest is married, either. “Of course not.” I squeeze his paw. It’s soft and warm, and I leave mine on his because it feels nice, actually. “He just said so many nice things, I decided I had to come see for myself.”


  Okay. I have to admit, I can see why he comes to the conclusion he does. But I swear I don’t mean it. I’m just trying to find out if it was him with Dr. Forrest at that conference—Dr. Czari, I mean—and he looked so worried when I told him I knew about the two of them that I’m trying to make him feel a little better about himself. I guess I succeed a little too well at—well, one of the two, anyway. I’m not sure which. Or maybe there’s a third that wasn’t being planned by my brain.


  In any case, that’s when he leans forward, puts his other hand on my thigh, and gives me a smile. “You’re pretty cute yourself,” he says. “You’re sure we won’t be disturbed?”


  The glass on the office door is frosted, so you can’t see more than silhouettes through it. I come to a decision quick enough that he doesn’t see me debating, and give him my best smile. “Positive.” I may not have intended for things to go this far, but I’m sure not going to complain.


  Pretty soon, he’s got his paw rubbing me through my jeans, and I’ve got a nice grip on him through his khakis. He feels pretty hard, and he’s moaning more than I am, so I figure he probably didn’t get off last night. Twice. Anyway, I’m the one who came on to him, so etiquette requires I at least offer to go first. And when I tug his cock out from his pants, he doesn’t stop me or say, ‘No, let me suck you off first.’ So I give him a few licks to get started and then dive down on him.


  He’s got a nice-sized one too, with some rough feline barbs on it that are fun to rub my tongue against. No knot like Dr. Forrest, and he’s about an inch shorter, which makes him the perfect fit for my muzzle. I can get him pretty much all the way in, so his barbs rub against the very back of my tongue, and I suck him hard, kneeling on the floor while he spreads his legs and runs his paws through my fur and plays with my ears without even being told I like it.


  Clearly, he doesn’t play with Dr. Forrest on a regular basis, because it’s got to have been at least two days since he came. He struggles against my muzzle, his panting getting louder, and I can feel him getting harder and harder, until his whole body’s vibrating, which is a bit of a problem in a wheeled chair. He kicks back at one point and slides back a foot, pulling himself out of my muzzle.


  We both laugh. He wheels himself back, I get a good hold of his hips, and get him between my lips again. This time, when he jerks and spasms, I hold on tighter, and when he lets out a quick, explosive breath and pants hard and fast, I brace myself for his climax.


  It comes a moment later, a rush of warmth against my tongue that I lap up, swallowing to make room for more. It tastes of caffeine and rich feline musk, but what I really savor is his whimpering noises and the clutch of his paws against me, all of which says I did good much more eloquently than Dr. Czari is otherwise capable of right at the moment.


  He tries a bit later, when I lift my muzzle off his dripping shaft. “God, Donovan,” he says. “I can see…why Larry likes you.”


  “You haven’t yet,” I say with a sly wink, though in the back of my head I’m bridling—Larry?


  “Oh, I don’t know that I have the energy for more.” He pushes the chair back and slides off it, pushing me to the floor. “But I can at least return the favor.”


  I let him push me back, reaching under my butt to free my fluffy tail. I rest on my elbows and smile down my body at him. “I won’t argue.”


  There’s a tapping at his door, and a voice. “Dr. Czari?”


  “I’m with another student,” he calls, and joins me on the floor with a wink that I think I would have to describe as ‘saucy.’ His paws don’t take long to undo my pants and let my cock spring up into the air.


  This may not take as long as I’d thought. He wraps his paw around the base and applies his muzzle to the tip, and wow, he’s got a nice tongue. I lean my head back and bite my lip as he slides up and down, sucking and rubbing his tongue against me, and I can’t stop myself from squirming under him. He exhales over my fur, lowering his muzzle and pulling it slowly, wonderfully back up.


  I arch my back. I don’t know anyone who can suck dick like this. Well, Grace claims he can, but he also says his talents are wasted on us, and none of us has gotten to sample it. Mike says he’s either awesome or he’s never done it. Oh god, Dr. Czari is bobbing more quickly and I’m making squeaky panting noises that I’m trying to control, but it’s really difficult to keep quiet, even with the office setting. Me being used to closets, this feels downright legit, even on the floor.


  Then his phone rings.


  He stops. I think he’s going to ignore it, but he lifts his head. “Sorry,” he whispers. “I’m expecting a call about this grant. It’ll take two minutes. I’ll just get rid of them.”


  Before I can object, he picks up his phone. “This is Czari.”


  I lie back on the floor, my arm over my eyes, trying to will away the sensation of déjà vu. I can wait, I can wait, I tell myself. Then I hear him say, “Janine who?”


  God, no. It can’t be. But then he looks down at me, his eyes wide, and says, “Er, I’m sorry, I don’t work with your husband that much. I—I don’t know what—where he might have gone.”


  Is that bitch stalking me? I struggle to my feet and hold out my paw for the phone. Dr. Czari shakes his head. “No, no. I—well, yes, I was in the islands that weekend, but I didn’t—”


  I make a more insistent gesture. “Janine Forrest, right?” I whisper.


  He nods. I reach out and take the phone from him.


  “—rather coincidental that you were both there at the same time, according to the department secretary,” she’s saying in that familiar chippy voice.


  “Mrs. Forrest,” I say. She stops. “This is Vacqui Donovan. Dr. Czari is not sleeping with your husband. He was, however, attempting to suck my cock when you interrupted.”


  She’s quiet, the sputtering kind of quiet with little choked noises. Dr. Czari, meanwhile, has the kind of expression on his face you usually only see in horror movies right before someone gets killed. “So I would appreciate,” I say, “if you would leave me and Dr. Czari alone. All right?”


  “Y-yes,” she says. “I’m sorry.”


  And then, just as I’m smirking at Dr. Czari, she says, “Does this mean you’re bi-sexual?”


  I stare at the phone in horror, and then lean across Dr. Czari and slam the phone down. He glances at my slick shaft and then up at me. “What did she say?”


  Before I can answer, the phone rings again. I yank my pants up—ow—and raise a paw. “I, uh. Thanks. Hope maybe we can—some other time—um—I’ll just send in the next student?”


  He nods, slowly, and reaches for the phone. I say, “I wouldn’t answer that,” but he’s looking at the number. He picks it up, and I make my way to the door as fast as I can.
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  Shit. Shit shit shit. Okay, so in trying to make things better, I actually fucked them up even more. I’m afraid to go back to my dorm room, because she knows I live there, so I just hang out in the common room at a table in the corner where I can see everyone. Then it occurs to me that I can’t go home tonight, either, so I text Grace to ask where he’s having dinner. I can’t even focus on my study notes, and I get zero progress done on my paper. All I can think about is how to fix this.


  Numbers and species names shuffle in front of my eyes while my brain spins with ideas, most of them so bad they would’ve been rejected by the writers of “Secret Kiss” (Terrible romantic comedy. No chemistry between the leads, and the gay best friend is the choreographer for a musical theater group and also talks with a lisp. Seriously? It’s 2011, for fuck’s sake.). Like I tell her that he lied about that conference because he’s planning a surprise party for her. Or I tell her that he’s actually working on a top-secret government project about the effects of certain compounds on the sex drive of gay people. Or that he has a love child from his teens who grew up to be gay and he’s trying to understand him. Or that he’s actually developing a chemical formula to reverse sexuality and he can’t get FDA permission to test it so he’s testing it on himself.


  Grace texts me back that he’s going to be eating in the Law School cafeteria in an hour, so I text that to Mike and make a few more futile stabs at my paper, constructing elaborate plots while my stomach growls and my cell phone thankfully remains silent. Mike texts me a quick ‘on my way,’ so I pack up and walk over.


  On the way, I get really involved in my plots, and by the time I slide in at the table next to Grace with my tray, I’m cheerful again. “Listen,” I say. “The military is developing the ‘gay bomb’—you remember that, right?—anyway, they have this top scientist working on it, but he can’t properly test it on animals because their systems are so different, so he has to test it on himself. And you get this Jekyll and Hyde kind of thing where he’s all faggy when he takes the serum, but he starts to enjoy it.”


  “Like ‘The Nutty Professor.’”


  “Right, but gay.”


  He shrugs. “I like it. Why are you dreaming up movie plots?”


  I push my spaghetti around on my plate. “No reason. Hey, can I crash at your place tonight?”


  His ears perk and his eyebrows come up. “Sure. You and Mike fighting?”


  “We’re not a couple.” I wave as Mike comes into the room, and he heads over to the table. “It’s just there’s this vixen who’s kinda stalking me and I want to avoid her.”


  “The vixen from the other night?” Mike caught the end of what I was saying. “Dr. Forrest’s wife?”


  “Why is Dr. Forrest’s wife stalking you?” Grace leans forward. “Does she think you’re fucking her husband?”


  “I’m not,” I say.


  “Is he fucking you?” Mike sits down and grabs one of my carrot sticks off my salad plate.


  “She thinks I went to a fake conference with him on the islands last month.”


  “Did you?”


  “No! He went with…” I pause, trying to remember whose secret I’m supposed to keep and which ones don’t matter. “I don’t know who. I was asking Dr. Czari about it and she called while I was in the office and now she thinks, I don’t know what. I just don’t want to go home.”


  Mike chews thoughtfully. “Y’know, Vaxy, if you’re gonna borrow drama from movies, you should watch good ones. I’ll loan you ‘All About Eve.’”


  “I’ve seen it,” I snap, “and I’m not making this up. Look, I just need to stay with Grace tonight. Maybe tomorrow.”


  Grace tips a diet soda down his short muzzle and licks his whiskers. “It does take two nights sometimes,” he says, and winks.


  Mike just looks at me and shakes his head. “What d’ya want, Vaxy, my blessing?”


  “I’m just telling you. Seemed like the polite thing to do.”


  “Yeah, sure.” He stands up. “I’m gonna get something to eat.” Only when he walks off, he doesn’t go to the food line. He goes to the exit and walks out of the building.
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  The fennec slurps down his spaghetti and jerks his head in the direction Mike left. “What’s her problem?”


  I rest my elbows on the table, my head in my paws. “He thinks I want to fuck you. Or it’s his time of the month. Who the fuck knows?”


  “If it helps,” he says, “I thought you wanted to fuck me, too. Or be fucked.” He waggles a paw. “Details.”


  “What about your talents being wasted?”


  He shrugs, chewing. “Been hitting the books hard lately. No time for screwing around. Also,” he points a fork at me, “none of you ever asked me before.”


  “I asked to see that video. Which you still haven’t shown me.”


  “Yeah, yeah.” The tip of his tongue flicks out to lick the tip of his nose. “Live show’s better.”


  Ordinarily I would be a lot more turned on by that. “Well, I really am being stalked. I should be able to take care of it tomorrow.”


  “And you can’t tell me what it is?”


  “No.” I close my eyes miserably. “It’s all full of things I’m not allowed to tell people and I have to work it out myself, I guess.”


  He taps the table with a claw. “We don’t have to do anything tonight, y’know. I was just messin’ around.”


  “Thanks.”


  There’s a slightly longer pause. “But if you do want to, I always thought you were pretty cute.”


  God, I’m a whore for flattery. Also, I guess I’m still residually worked up from the blow job I didn’t get finished. My tail unclenches and I look up and give him a smile. “Aw, you’re sweet, and you’re hot, too.”


  “Yeah, I know.” He winks, then gets serious. “Look, if things ain’t workin’ with you and Mike, just talk to him.”


  “They’re working fine. We’re not boyfriends, we just mess around now and then, you know? But…” I shake my head. My black mood’s receded again. Mike will work himself out one way or another, and if he doesn’t, I’ll be back there in a couple nights. I push the carrot sticks to one side of my plate and spear a meatball. “We’ll see how things go. I need to solve this problem somehow.”


  He points at me with a fork. “That movie plot sounded good. You made that up?”


  I laugh. “I’m sure someone’s done it already.”


  “Man.” He spears a broccoli and chews thoughtfully. “Wish someone in one of those labs you all work in would come up with something like that.”


  I twist spaghetti around my fork and slide it into my muzzle, thinking. “Matter of fact,” I say, “I got another movie plot I’m working on. Maybe I can run it by you?”


  His big ears cup toward me. “Go for it.”


  So I outline the problem I’m in, where the professor’s wife is suspicious that he’s having a gay affair. “But he’s not,” I say. “So the problem is, I don’t know what he can be doing that explains it.”


  “He’s a spy,” Grace says. “He’s working for the CIA, and they’ve hidden coded messages in gay porn. And that secret trip was a debriefing.”


  “Wouldn’t the agency put together a better web site for the conference?”


  “Hmm.” He taps his chin. “They couldn’t, because then it would look too professional. They’d rather his wife think it was a gay affair.”


  I chew a meatball. “Seems kind of out there.”


  He shrugs. “What else ya got?”


  We have fun kicking around movie plots for the rest of the dinner, and all the way back to his apartment. He’s got a little shithole place off 4th, a two-bedroom place he shares with Wally. The living room is basically a big dining room: there’s a table, four chairs, and no TV, no stereo, no sofa. Grace’s bedroom, by contrast, is crammed with a weight set, a desk under a loft bed, and a bunch of piles of books, text and otherwise, all around the folksy handmade rug. I think they’re holding down the edges so it doesn’t curl. He doesn’t have chairs, except for the one at his desk. He has beanbags.


  “I don’t know how you can live without a TV.” I plop my bag down between two piles of books and stretch out on the floor with my shoulders on a beanbag. “How do you stay current on movies?”


  “I go out.” He sits at his desk chair and spins it around to face me. “When you watch movies at home, you don’t give ’em your full attention. That’s why I like to go out.”


  “I can’t think of the last time I gave anything my full attention.” I laugh and reach for one of my books.


  “We can work on that.” Grace gives me a long, slow wink. “Depending on how you feel.”


  My paw lingers on the book and then retreats. I lean back with my arms behind my head and stretch out. “I could use a lesson in concentration.”


  He steps up from the chair and stands astride me, dropping with his knees on either side of my hips. He moves with an athlete’s grace, quick and efficient, and I let my eyes linger on his thighs. His tail sweeps back and forth over my legs. “Then just listen to teacher,” he says, and leans over me to press his nose to mine.


  We don’t kiss, but we do rub muzzles, and then he holds my arms down and grinds against me while I squeak and squirm. He’s fucking strong, holding me down without hardly trying. I squirm harder, just to test him, and he seems to like that. He still doesn’t look like he’s working hard at all, though he does laugh, mouth open, tongue lolling out.


  After a bit more grinding that leaves us both pretty hard, he takes both my wrists in one paw and holds them above my head. With his other paw, he opens up my pants and yanks them down, then pulls my shirt up some. He leaves himself clothed, for now, as his paw traces the lines of my stomach and around where my shaft lies on it.


  “You know, a couple workouts a week, and you could tighten this up real nice.”


  I tighten my stomach as best I can, enjoying it too much to take offense. “Yeah, well, that wouldn’t leave me time to have all the sex I have.”


  He laughs and slides his fingers under my cock. “Is that so?”


  My breath catches. He’s got really nice fingers, and his weight holding me down is making the squirming really nice. When he closes his fingers around me, I thrash back against the beanbag. This makes five people who’ve held my cock in two days. I try to remember if that’s a record. The fact that I’ve only come once so far from those five people definitely is.


  “You’re even cuter with your pants down,” he says, sliding his paw up and down.


  I pant and drum my feet, being about the only thing I can do. “I wanna see your pants down,” I gasp out as he strokes me. God, if I come in his paw, I’ll be mortified.


  That becomes more and more of a possibility as he keeps going, but he knows just when to stop. He teases the bit of drizzle from my tip and smears it on my nose playfully, then lets my wrists go. “Okay,” he says, and gets to his feet, still standing over me. I stare at him like I’m hypnotized, and when he drops his pants and his sheath and cock come into view, I’m so fixated on them that I don’t hear my cell phone ring.


  Rather, I hear it, but I don’t process it. I think, “wow, I wonder where that noise is coming from.” Grace’s big ears flick to follow the sound, though, and he looks down at me.


  “You need to get that?”


  “Uh—what?” The phone ring finally works its way through the cloud of sex in my brain. “Oh. No. I don’t.”


  “You don’t even know who it is.” Grace kneels down atop me, pressing his cock down on mine. “I don’t mind.”


  “I don’t—”


  He leans over, baring his teeth. “If you don’t get it, you’re going to be wondering who it is, and then you won’t be able to focus.”


  “I promise I won’t.” I reach out to touch his cock, but he bats my paw away easily.


  “I’ll enjoy sitting here while you take the call,” he says, reaching between my legs to take my cock again.


  I hiss out between my teeth when he squeezes. “Okay!” By this time the phone has stopped ringing, but I reach for it anyway, and I hear the chirp of voicemail as I pick it up.


  The call history reads, Dr. Forrest.


  I look up at Grace. “I’ll…call him back.”


  “Call him now,” the fennec says, and gives me another squeeze. “Or else I can just climb up to my bed and finish my studying now.”


  “Yes sir!” He grins at that, and gives me slow, teasing strokes while I stab at the ‘Call’ button.


  “Hello, Vacqui.” It’s not Dr. Forrest’s voice. It’s Janine’s.


  “Christ!” I explode. “Do you have a satellite camera on me?”


  “I was rather surprised at our call this afternoon,” she says. Grace is looking down curiously at me. “I just wanted to give you plenty of time to finish whatever business you had.”


  “Well, it wasn’t enough,” I growl. “Will you leave me alone?”


  “If you’ll stop lying to me.”


  “Ask your husband! He’s the one—nngh!”


  It’s fortunate that Grace picks that moment to squeeze my cock against his, which closes up my throat and gives my brain a moment to catch up to my mouth. Mrs. Forrest waits only a second before saying, “He’s the one who what?”


  “Who’s—”


  Grace leans over and whispers. “A secret agent for the CIA!”


  “—planning a surprise party for you,” I finish lamely.


  I hope that the silence on the other end of the phone is delighted silence, or at least stunned. “A party.” She said it slowly, not very delightedly at all. “For what?”


  “You must know. He didn’t—nnnh!—tell me.” Grace starts stroking me again, setting me to squirming.


  Fortunately, Mrs. Forrest doesn’t seem to notice, or she’s too polite to mention. No, she probably doesn’t notice. “It can’t be for the promotion at work. That was two months ago.”


  Grace’s paw moves faster. I gasp and reach for it, but he pins my wrist easily with his other paw, his grin going all the way back to his fluffy cheekruffs and lifting his large ears. The tip of his tongue slides through the parting of his front teeth. “When…is…your birthday?” I only manage to get the words out by timing them between pants. My body squirms of its own volition now, or anyway, that’s what it feels like. Grace is really good at getting the heat between my legs to pump through my whole body.


  “My birthday was three months ago. Oh! Is this to celebrate me winning that bridge tournament?”


  “Muh-maybe!” I bite down on that last ‘ee’ to stop it from becoming an ‘eeeeeeeee,’ but I’m still huffing hard through my nose, and the surges coaxed through me by Grace’s paw are getting stronger, my cock getting tighter. His muscular legs squeezing my thighs down, the smell of his fur and minor exertion, and the warmth of his cock (and the swelling of his knot against my base) all help drive me crazy.


  “No,” Mrs. Forrest says, as though deliberately drawing out the conversation. “I won one last year, too.”


  “It’s for your promotion!” I yelp out. “He felt bad! Uh! That he didn’t…do more! And it was all building up until he…he…thought he was gonna explode! So he had to…he wanted to—eeee!”


  I have to stop, I’m panting so hard. Grace has me right at the crest of orgasm and I’m shaking. I’m gonna have to put the phone down so I don’t come right in her ear, and I start to lower the phone as she’s saying something about “but he took me to dinner.”


  And then Grace pauses. He slows. I hover right at the edge, but don’t get my release.


  I glare at him, panting, and he raises his eyebrows. “Finish your conversation,” he mouths, pointing his nose at the phone.


  “I know…” I pant into the phone. “But he thought…he thought it…wasn’t enough. And then there…there was that other thing…the thing he forgot.”


  “Oh. Oh, yes.”


  “Pleeeeeeeease.” I stare at Grace as I say it. “Pleeeease don’t ruin the surprise.”


  “Don’t worry, Vacqui,” she says. “I won’t. Now, you had best get back to whatever young man or woman you’re currently with. I won’t keep you any longer.”


  I hang up and stare at the phone. “That bitch. Maybe she is watching me.”


  Grace leans down, his nose almost touching mine. “Then it’s time to give her the show she’s waiting for.”


  His paw starts moving again, and this time it doesn’t stop at the edge.


  Part 5


  He lets me clean up in his shower, my stomach fur a god-awful mess of his and my making. I nearly slip and fall on Wally’s eight bottles of shell polish (eight!), which I file away to give him shit about later. When I’m dry, Grace says I can sleep with him in his bed if I want. But his bed is way up on the loft, where I’m afraid I’ll fall off, and anyway, sleeping in someone’s bed is a bigger step than I want to take. Mike and I share a bed sometimes, but that’s, y’know, different.


  So I curl up on the beanbag and get up in the morning with a very warm, satisfied feeling. Grace makes me a delicious breakfast of Oati-os and skim milk, and acts his normal, casual, friendly self.


  “Hey, I, uh, I had fun last night,” I say, and then take a big mouthful of cereal so I won’t look awkward if I don’t say anything after that.


  “Yeah.” He flicks his ears at me, licking milk from his lips. “Me too. If you wanna come over again sometime, just lemme know.”


  I think about Mike, and Dr. Forrest, and then about how it’s nice to have options. “Will do.”


  Wally comes out just as we’re finishing up and says, “Oh, so Vaxy’s on the Grace diet now, hey hey.”


  “How was that rat?” I ask.


  “Delicious.” He runs his tongue around his lips.


  “You didn’t fuck him,” Grace says.


  “I—look, he was gonna, but—” Wally glares at Grace. “I bet you two didn’t do nothin’, either. Prob’ly just stayed up talkin’ about fuckin’ plants or something.”


  “Sure,” Grace says. “Plants.” He reaches over lazily and drops a paw in my lap, giving me a squeeze. I yelp theatrically, to play along.


  Wally stares, and then grabs a donut from the counter and stomps back into his bedroom with a parting, “Fuck you.”


  “How did you know he didn’t fuck the rat?” I don’t say anything about Grace’s paw still being in my lap.


  “He wouldn’ta waited for you to ask, if he had.” Grace gives me another squeeze and then lets go.


  I stare at Wally’s closed bedroom door. “He’ll probably tell everyone, now.”


  The fennec’s eyebrows go higher. “Were we not going to?”


  “Uh, well. I mean, it’s nobody’s business what we do, right? Or did?”


  The eyebrows stay up and the ears go back a bit. “Look, if you wanted this to be one of your ‘secret affairs,’ you shoulda told me before we started.”


  “No, I mean—”


  “Do you have a secret boyfriend somewhere?”


  “I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant…” I squirm in my chair. “No, I don’t care if people know.”


  He relaxes. “Okay then. Cause I already texted the school paper.”


  “Har har. Maybe if they run that article, I won’t have to go arrange a surprise party for Dr. Forrest’s wife.”


  The fennec grins. “Shoulda told her he was CIA.”


  “It’s hard for me to think when someone’s squeezing my brain.” I point the spoon at him. “For someone who was trying to teach me to concentrate, you sure were distracting.”


  “That’s the point of the lesson.” Grace looks very satisfied with himself. “Besides, it was hot. Admit it.”


  It was, and it makes me wonder if I should try being on the phone with someone the next time Dr. Forrest wants to fuck me in the closet. But I don’t know when that’s going to be, even, because the first thing he does when I get to the lab that day is pull me aside. His eyes are wide and his big black ears are swept back, and he talks in this very urgent whisper.


  “I must apologize for the phone call from my wife,” he says. “It was beyond my power to prevent.”


  “She seems like she would be beyond anyone’s power to prevent,” I say. “Listen, you have to—”


  “I was using the necessary and she picked it up without asking and found your number. I heard her talking to someone but she would not tell me who it was.”


  “I told her—”


  He’s really flustered. “Yes, whatever you told her worked exceedingly well. I must say, she has rarely been as affectionate as she was last night.”


  “Well, good, but you have to—”


  It’s rare that I can’t get a word in edgewise. I don’t even think he’s listening to me. “You understand, if she were like that every night, I fear I would be less enthusiastic about meeting you here, if you see what I mean.”


  I frown. “I get the picture. Professor, you—”


  “No offense meant!” He holds his paws up. “You are the most delightful student I have had the pleasure of—well, of having. But you understand—”


  “You have to throw her a party on the island!” I blurt out, annoyed.


  He blinks at me. “I what?”


  Part 6


  Since I was partly responsible for this—okay, mostly responsible, though I hold that if he hadn’t gone fucking around on his wife, none of this would be necessary—I help make the arrangements for the party. Also, I feel like I have to make the arrangements because the first thing he tries to reserve is a bucket of dry ice.


  So I take control, somewhat, checking with him to make sure the budget is okay. We check one of the smaller clubs on the island and one of the hotels, and then I look up a gay bed and breakfast that says they have a big backyard. Turns out that if we go a month from now, on the last weekend before they close up for the season, they’ll rent out most of the place pretty cheap, and they’re only half a mile from the professor’s favorite big luxury hotel. I don’t tell him it’s a gay B&B, because what does it matter if there are no other guests? If I’m gonna plan this damn party, I’m gonna support gay businesses.


  We rent him and his wife a suite at the hotel, hire a bartender after making sure we can serve liquor (as long as nobody’s paying for it, we’re good), and rent out the B&B. I’m sort of amazed at the amount of money being thrown around, but the professor only stresses about it a little. “I suppose we can cancel our trip to Gallia this year,” he grumbles when I show him the cost of the open bar. Maybe I should reconsider my determination not to become a professor.


  At no time in this whole process do I mention Dr. Czari. Doesn’t seem right, though I’m sure Dr. Forrest must realize I know about him. It’s not my place to be jealous or nose in on other people’s secrets. At least, not nose in on them and then shove their muzzles in it. When we’re discussing who to invite, I admit I’m tempted to ask if he wants to invite the bobcat, but I restrain that urge.


  Still, none of the early drafts of the invitation list have Dr. Czari’s name. For some reason, Dr. Forrest does go through all the names with me. This friend is a co-worker of his wife’s; this couple went to college with her; this friend plays bridge with her; this high school friend just reconnected with her on ScentPost. “Are any of them friends of yours, too?” I ask on our second pass through the list.


  “They are all fine people.” He stares down at the names as he says it.


  “But…?”


  He gives a small shrug, and a slightly sad smile that surprises me. “My life is here. Hers is at work. If we’d had cubs, perhaps…but neither of us wanted that.”


  “What do you want?” I say it gently, aware of the thin ice I’m on.


  He stares down at the list of names again and traces one with a finger. “I would like for trial 489 to show the predicted response to the compounds.”


  “Okay.” I hop off the lab stool.


  “Mister Donovan.”


  My little ears flick around. “I was just going to check the trials.”


  He takes a breath. “I have an alternate hypothesis. But you understand, these elaborate trials are necessary to disprove the primary hypothesis. Before I can proceed further with any…alternative one.”


  I take a step close to him, because he’s making me smile and making my tail flick with the earnestness of his words and the warmth in his soft amber eyes. “I understand,” I say. “I’m a scientist too, you know.”


  “I know.” He doesn’t move. “My advice to you, as a young scientist. Do not let yourself be seduced by an easy hypothesis early on. Keep your mind open.”


  Gosh, he’s adorable. I only say, “Thank you,” but then I check the door and give him a quick kiss on his whiskers. “Look, don’t worry about the party. It’ll go great and then it’ll be over and everything can go back to normal.”


  His eyebrows rise slightly at the kiss, and I think he smiles a little bit. He keeps looking at me for a nice long while, and then turns back to the list of names. “I hope and fear that you are correct.”


  “All right. I’m going to go check the trials and do some calibration, but we can come back to this in a bit.” He nods, and I scamper off.


  He let me kiss him on the whiskers. I don’t let the pleasure of that memory interfere with my work…until I look up to see Dr. Forrest waggling his ears. Maybe things have gotten back to normal a little more quickly than I thought. Already getting warm, I pad quickly for the closet, but he doesn’t follow me. When I turn, he’s biting his lip and looking to one side of me, at the chemical shower next to the door. “Ah, Vaxy,” he says. “In light of…perhaps, a little discretion…for the moment, you understand…”


  I exhale. He wants it as much as I do, I can see that, but seeing as how I did just get off with Grace last night, I don’t feel the physical need to press the issue. Besides, my reflex to head for the closet is now complicated by remembering that this is technically cheating on his wife, whom we were just arguing over party cakes for. So I shrug and walk back to my bench.


  “Is that all right?” he presses.


  “I’m not gonna go all ‘Fatal Attraction’ on you, if that’s what you mean,” I say, staring down at the notebook where I’m recording measurements and not really seeing the numbers.


  “That is a movie, isn’t it?”


  “Yeah.” He makes me grin. I shake my head, and say, “Sure, I understand,” and go back to doing lab work. I think about planning the party with him—another secret for the two of us to share. And it’s funny, but I don’t mind so much. I touch my nose, where the roughness of his whiskers brushed me, and I remember the scent of his muzzle, so close.


  That night, I text Grace and thank him for the crash space—and the lesson—and tell him I’ve gotten my situation straightened out. I text Mike, too, but he doesn’t answer, so I eat by myself and skip coffee because I don’t want to hear Wally talking about the two of us. I can’t avoid Mike, though; I mean, we’re roommates.


  When I get back to the room, though, he’s closed up in his bedroom. I really should go talk to him, but honestly, I’m exhausted and I’m not up to it. I’ll catch him tomorrow, I figure.


  Only the next morning is Saturday, and Mike leaves me a little note on the TV: “Gone home for the weekend.”


  Shit, that’s really mature of him. I have this uneasy feeling that I should call him, but then I don’t know what I’d say. So I spend the weekend enjoying my solo dorm room, I get most of my paper done, and Saturday night I go out dancing and do a lot of flirting, but I don’t hook up.


  Sunday I get a panicked call from Dr. Forrest because he has been studying the historical weather patterns on the island for the last week of the season and has found out that 58% of the weekends fell into an unacceptable range for outdoor activities (too wet or high winds). I tell him that the B&B has a living room and they can all stay inside and play whatever his wife’s favorite parlor game is, and that seems to calm him down, or at least it sends him off to find out whether his wife has a favorite parlor game.


  Then I get a call that I think is Dr. Forrest calling back, but it’s Mrs. Forrest. She says, “Vaxy. I just wanted to make sure there would be real champagne at my party.”


  “What?”


  “Well, I can’t ask Laurence, obviously, as I’m not supposed to know about it. He sometimes buys sparkling wine. I want none of that. Real champagne.”


  “I’ll tell him.”


  “Thank you. How is the planning going?”


  “Oh, it’s fine. He’s really sweet. He’s remembering all your favorite—”


  “He did order the foie gras, did he not? I specifically dropped two hints in the past week.”


  “Yes, I think—”


  “And the Old Millers?”


  “The who?”


  “They’re a swing band.” Her voice is bored. “They’ll fly over.”


  “Oh, he’s booked a swing band on the island. They’re—”


  “They’re not the Old Millers. Tell him to book the Old Millers.”


  “But to fly them out to the island, that’ll be—”


  “Yes,” she says with an edge. “It will be.”


  I kick the side of my desk. “How am I supposed to do that?”


  “Well,” she says, “you could tell him that one of the many young men or women you’ve been sleeping with said they are the best swing band in this half of the country.”


  “Hey. I am not—”


  “I very much appreciate your help with this, Vaxy. And I am counting on you to make sure there is no more cheating at the office. I am hoping that even though he is sorely tempted, he has learned his lesson.”


  “Sorely—what are you doing to him?”


  “It’s what I’m not doing to him. Remember, the Old Millers, the foie gras, the champagne.”


  “Of course.” I keep my voice civil, with effort. “Would you like diamond-crusted flatware as well?”


  She laughs, but doesn’t sound happy.


  It’s only about ten minutes later that Grace texts to see if me and Mike want to come to dinner. Wally’s off with his rat, so apparently that’s going well. I tell him Mike’s out of town but that I’m up for it. It’s better than standing around thinking about poor Dr. Forrest, which is what I had been doing.


  We meet at our favorite pizza place, and without Mike and Wally there to complain, we get a pizza loaded with meat. I even let Grace put crickets on it, and they’re not bad, though they make my tongue feel funny. “I didn’t know Mike was going home this weekend,” he says.


  “Yeah, he just…” I let the sentence go and cram a slice of pizza into my mouth. Crickets spill onto the plate.


  “Was it ’cause of you staying over?”


  His eyes are as sharp as his ears. But he’s not accusing or anything, he’s just noticed and is asking. I shrug. “Probably.”


  “So you two do have a kind of thing going.”


  I scowl. “We’re roommates.”


  “And neither of you has a boyfriend. And Mike doesn’t know you fuck your professor.”


  I get chills along my shoulders and almost drop the pizza. “Wha—I—how—I don’t—”


  “Settle down.” He’s amused; his tail wags. “I don’t care. Sounds like his wife does, but hey, that ain’t my lookout. He’s not a weasel, so he won’t catch anything from ya, right?”


  “Pine marten.” I’m still dazed. “How did you—”


  “Plus I’ll bet he plays it safe.” He gulps down some soda. “I didn’t know, but after the phone call, I kinda guessed. Now I know.” He grins.


  “Goddammit.” My heart rate is slowing to something vaguely in the neighborhood of normal. “You can’t tell anyone.”


  “Look at you, all grown up.” He licks pizza sauce from his lips.


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Helping a guy fuck around on his wife. I mean, that’s like soap opera shit. You might not need to finish your thesis. I think you get a master’s degree in sex just for that.” He grabs another slice and picks up some of the crickets that fell off, tossing them onto the pizza before taking a big bite.


  “Shut up.” I pick up another cricket and crunch it myself. It’s kind of spicy. “I didn’t even know he was married until two days ago.”


  “Seriously?” That stops him. “You never looked him up on the web?”


  “Uh, no. Why would I?”


  Grace flicks his ears back. “To find out what kind of career he has? To find out how he can help you in yours? To find out what his other grad students say about him?”


  “I talked to Tom about him.”


  His eyebrows lower and then skyrocket. “Tom the lemur? Tom was his grad student too?” I nod. “Tom as in ‘five guys in one night’ Tom?”


  “Tom recommended me to him.”


  Grace takes another bite and chews slowly. “So what was your ‘interview’ like?”


  I set my ears back. “He asked about my academic qualifications first. The rest of it was just…it just happened, y’know? He said he thought I was cute. Said Tom told him I was a…friendly fellow.”


  “Friendly.” The fennec leans in close to me. “You’re that, all right.”


  His breath smells of spice, of tomato sauce and cheese. I squirm, but it’s a tingly, nice kind of squirming. “You make it easy to be friendly.”


  “You’re okay, right?”


  He looks concerned, and I’m not sure why. “Yeah,” I say. “I like you.”


  “I mean about this professor. You know about coercive power dynamics between professors and students, right? None of that shit going on?”


  “What? No. I don’t think so.” I track back over our time together. “No, he never says, like, ‘let me fuck you if you want to pass this test.’”


  “They never say that.” Grace looks amused, though. “But you feel like you could stop and there wouldn’t be any repercussions?”


  ‘Repercussions’ is almost a word Dr. Forrest would use. I shake my head. “I don’t think there would be consequences.” That’s more of a Dr. Forrest word.


  He sets a paw on my thigh, under the table. I let it sit there. “Okay. Well, I like you, too,” he says. “So where are we going?”


  “Going?” I take a breath. “Look, I—I gotta figure things out with, um, Mike. I mean, it’s not like we’re exclusive, but he…what?”


  His dark eyes are glinting. “I mean, where are we going tonight? My place or yours?”


  I shake my head at him. “Wow, you’re…yeah. Okay, we can’t go back to my place ’cause I don’t know when Mike will be back.”


  “Fair enough.” He finishes his pizza slice and licks his fingers. “You done?”


  We both stare at the last two slices. “Yeah. Let’s box it up.”


  So we head back to his place, and we barely get the pizza in the fridge before he’s got his arms around me from behind, pinning me. We stumble to the bedroom, and the clothes come off, and pretty soon I’m wriggling around on his beanbag with his weight on top of me, pushing my hips back into his nicely warm, stiff length.


  He slides in as easily as Dr. Forrest, and he’s around the same size. But he’s a lot more aggressive, bearing down on me and pinning my arms behind my back as he fucks me. I make it as good for him as I can, arching my back and tightening my rear. He growls appreciatively and speeds up his thrusts, pushing all the way in up to the swelling of his knot, holding there a moment, then yanking back out and sliding back in.


  And shit, I’m having a lot of trouble keeping my feet steady on the floor. I end up face down in the beanbag, my body snapping around under Grace. He reaches around and grabs my cock with his free paw, and at that, one foot does skid out from under me and I bang my knee.


  Grace pauses, but I gasp, “I’m okay,” and then he keeps going. I try so hard to keep restrained, and believe me, it takes a lot of effort. I have to think hard about my science work, which goes into Dr. Forrest’s surprise party, which goes back to Dr. Forrest, and a fox’s weight on top of me, his warm cock inside me.


  Fortunately, it’s right at about that point that Grace pushes his knot all the way into me. I feel the pain of the stretching, but it’s distant, like the background music in a tense movie scene, and then it’s over and he’s all the way inside me.


  I don’t get tied very often. There was a fox in high school, but we switched off for the two months we were dating. And there was a wolf once, my sophomore year in college. And Dr. Forrest, once in a while. Not as much as I’d like, actually. I never feel quite so close to someone as when he’s locked inside me the way Grace is, his body shuddering and his paws almost painfully tight around me as he growls and comes, and I’m coming too, and when he hisses, “Say I’m better than Wally,” I have no trouble complying.


  “You’re better than Wally!”


  His breath is hot across my ears. “Louder!”


  “OH GOD,” I yell, and it’s only part an act. “YOU’RE SO MUCH BETTER THAN WALLY, YOU FANTASTIC FENNEC FOX! OH-OHHHHHHHHHHH!”


  The yelling makes it better, too. I file that one away and keep making noises, thrashing against the beanbag and making a godawful mess on it. Grace doesn’t seem to care. He just keeps jacking me off until I kick back and we fall onto our sides. I can’t stop giggling.


  Grace lets go of my cock and my arms and squeezes me around my chest. He’s giggling too. Neither of us can stop.


  When he finally slides free, ten minutes later or so, he drags me off to the shower and we scrub each other off. He puts some of Wally’s shell polish on my cock, which I’m wary about until he says, “It just washes off. I’ve done it before.”


  It is nice and slick, and if I wasn’t all worn out, it’d probably lead to something we shouldn’t do in a shared shower. But we stay good, clean off, and when we get out of the shower, my phone is flashing with a voicemail.


  I haven’t gotten anything good out of my phone lately. I check the call history and see—oh, great. Mike.


  The voicemail says, “I’m back, and now I guess I know where you are.” Flat, disappointed. That’s all.


  Grace looks up from his own phone and reads my expression. “Is that Mike, or your professor? Or do you have another secret piece on the side?”


  “Mike.” I throw the phone down on my pile of clothes. “I dunno how he knows. Maybe he just guessed because I’m not there. Or it’s one of those things where he says, ‘I know where you are’ and hopes I’ll confess, but he really doesn’t know.”


  “Oh, he knows.” Grace shows me his Twitter feed.


  There’s a line from Wally, twenty minutes ago: “Vaxy come next door when your done if you want a real cock up your ass.”


  “Classy,” I say. “Also he doesn’t know the difference between ‘your’ and ‘you’re’.”


  “It’s Wally.” Grace flicks his phone off. “So you wanna grab coffee or something?”


  “I think I’d better get home.”


  Dark eyes bore into mine. “I thought you weren’t boyfriends.”


  I sigh and stare down at my clothes. “We’re…uh…” I’m really not fucking looking forward to having this conversation with Mike, not with all the fun energy from Grace still pumping through me. I kinda just want to suggest to Grace that we go curl up naked on his bed, but that’s dumb. It’s early, and I shouldn’t sleep here anyway. I don’t have any of my stuff, and I really do need to talk to Mike. I just really don’t want to.


  “Hey.” Grace grabs my shoulders and pulls me to him roughly, our damp fur mingling and matting together. He tilts his nose downward, staring along it at me. “Do yourself a favor, okay? Cut out all the fucking secrets already. People make too much a deal outta stuff, it stops being fun and starts being work. You liked what we did, right? It was fun?”


  He drops a paw to grab my rear. “Yeah.” I reach around to grab his, too. It’s rock hard. “It’s just sometimes it’s not my decision to keep it secret, y’know?”


  “But it’s your decision to stay. Listen, your professor doesn’t want you to know he’s fucking you, don’t let him fuck you. Mike doesn’t want to commit but doesn’t want you to sleep around, don’t sleep with him. Life’s too short. You keep worrying about keeping secrets and it’ll all blow up in your face.”


  I nod, because he’s being really intense, and it makes sense to me in that moment. “And also,” he says, “that yelling was really sexy.”


  I giggle. “Plus it pissed off Wally.”


  “Nah.” Grace lets me go. “He thought it was funny.”


  I get dressed and scamper on back to my dorm. Mike’s bedroom door is closed, which would be a great excuse to duck out of having the awkward conversation I know we have to, but I can’t do that. I know he’s not asleep because his 80’s hard rock playlist is playing. So I rap on the door.


  “I’m tired,” he says.


  I open the door. He’s sitting at his desk with a stack of books, resting his elbow on the desk and his head in one hand. His ears droop down. “Tough,” I say.


  “I’m not mad,” he says right away, even though his voice is flat as a pancake.


  “Yes, you are.” I pull up his spare chair next to the desk. “So let’s talk about it. Yeah, I was with Grace tonight. We’re not exclusive, right?”


  He shrugged. “No. Do what’cha you want.”


  I see his nose twitching. “But you want me to want to be with you.”


  “Don’t really care.” He stares down at his book.


  I know he’s not really reading it, but his whole attitude pisses me off. “Well, I do.”


  “Then why’d you go sleep with Grace?”


  There it is, and now his voice is still flat, but it’s the flatness of the ocean at the beginning of “Jaws.” I can almost hear the theme music in my head. “Because it was fun,” I say honestly. “For the record, I’m also sleeping with Dr. Forrest.”


  That makes his head snap up. “Is that why his wife was here? You really are fucking him?”


  “Well, no,” I say. “He’s a top. But he’s fucking me, yes.”


  Mike’s lip curls. “You’re a regular slut, you know that?”


  I clench my teeth and keep the sting down inside. “Yeah. Didn’t you?”


  “Not this much, I guess. Or maybe I just misjudged how close we got.”


  “We’ve roomed together two years. We sleep together about once a week. Last year you were dating that red deer from Saxony and you and I still jerked off. I know how close we are. So what’s the deal now?”


  “He went back home,” Mike says. “And I just didn’t feel like I needed anyone else.”


  “Y’ever thought about tellin’ me that?” I fold my arms.


  “Thought you were good at figurin’ things out.” Bitterness now, not flat at all.


  “We haven’t told our best friends that we’re sleeping together, though they sure as hell guess. I mean, Grace knows now, because I had to tell him why you left a pissy voicemail for me.”


  He slams a paw down on his desk. “That’s none of his business!”


  “He’s my friend,” I say, “and yours. So that makes it his business. But it’s mostly your business and mine. And if you want, I’ll walk out that door right now and nothing has to change. We can still do stuff whenever we feel like, and I’ll go sleep with whoever, and you can sleep with whoever, and you’ll still get pissed and run home when I spend the evening with Grace. Or we can sit here and talk it out, and maybe figure why that pisses you off, and maybe I won’t go spend time with Grace any more. Or maybe we just shouldn’t do anything with each other if it’s going to get that complicated.”


  All through my speech, his frown lightens, ’til he’s back to looking thoughtful and neutral. He stares at me, then looks down at his book. “I don’t want that.”


  “Well, what the hell do you want?”


  The chorus of the power ballad screams out from his iPod. We both look up for a moment, then back. He shakes his head. “Dr. Forrest? Really?”


  “He’s really hot, and he’s sweet. And it’s…it’s not serious. I knew there was no chance of that even before I knew he was married.”


  Mike tilts his head. “You didn’t know he was married?”


  I shake a finger. “Don’t you start. You didn’t either.”


  “Look, I guess…” He shrugs. “I mean, I know it’s fine for you to sleep with whoever. I just haven’t. I mean, I haven’t been with anyone else. Not in a while.”


  “You didn’t tell me that.”


  “You didn’t tell me your professor was fucking you.”


  “He wouldn’t let me!”


  We glare at each other and then Mike waves a paw. “Go ahead. Do whatever you want. If you happen to not have somewhere to stick your dick some night, I’ll be here.”


  “Jesus, Mike.”


  “I’m okay with it.” He looks up at the iPod as it changes to another power ballad.


  “Wow, your playlist is gay,” I say.


  He doesn’t laugh. “I want you to be happy, and I don’t think you’d be happy being tied down to me.”


  I think of Grace’s powerful arms and murmur, “Well, you never know,” but he ignores it.


  “Seriously, Vaxy, do whatever.”


  It doesn’t feel like everything’s okay, but I can’t think of any other way to attack the wall that he’s building. “I’ll tell you about it,” I say. “I won’t keep any more secrets.”


  “Sure.” He shrugs.


  Then he turns back to his book. And that is that. “All right,” I say. As I get up, the power ballad is replaced with a fierce, angry rock song about the me-first eighties. It’s catchy. Even as I get into bed, still worried about Mike, I find myself humming it.


  Part 7


  All that next week, Dr. Forrest clearly struggles with his desire to fuck me. And I have to say, the lab work is a lot more boring without the occasional relief of tension. Plus, Mike’s been quiet all week, and whenever I try to initiate something, he says he’s tired. So it’s not only boring, it’s kind of frustrating.


  It’s not just that I’m horny. I mean, I am, but it’s not just that. I’d worked with Dr. Forrest for about two weeks before he brought up the whole idea of “enjoying our break time.” So for most of the year-plus that I’ve worked for him, we’ve been making good use of the closet. I still remember him bringing it up, showing me the closet, and telling me that he and Tom had had “excellent privacy.” I can still see his little look to see if I got what he meant, that first adorable waggle of his ears, and my “is that so?” response, with a little brush to his tail that got me a longer touch in return.


  It’s no longer quite as thrilling as that first time. We’d turned out the lights and were in the closet in the semi-darkness, and I’m not inexperienced, but I’d never done a professor before. That first time, we just jerked off; it was a week or so later that he revealed that one of the supplies in his closet was lube. Even if it’s not thrilling, though, it’s still fun. And dammit, it made me feel special, too.


  The party planning for Mrs. Forrest was fun in a different way, the two of us working together like we did on his research, but in an area that’s my expertise. I like discussing food and drinks and bands and games with him, discovering that he enjoys some of the same things I do, and that the ones we don’t have in common sound interesting to both of us. I push his wife’s demands, and while he’s okay with the foie gras and the champagne, he balks at the swing band. I don’t push it. Privately, I’m starting to feel like I wouldn’t be too upset if Mrs. Forrest isn’t a hundred percent happy at her party.


  Her final words to me, far from cementing my aversion to cheating with Dr. Forrest, just make me feel worse for him. I’ve read sex advice columns that advocate discreet cheating when one partner can’t satisfy the other, and clearly, Mrs. Forrest is not keeping up her end of the marriage vows. If I hadn’t heard that from her, I would’ve been able to figure it out. Dr. Forrest keeps giving me these long looks, mostly when he thinks I’m not looking, but other times too. Poor fox.


  I figure, it’s not like he’s spending his wife’s money to keep a lover in an apartment, right? Or slutting it up every night while neglecting kids at home (he doesn’t have kids; I looked that up). He’s just making himself happy, and making me happy, and he’s throwing her a big party to keep her happy. So what’s the issue?


  The issue, I guess, is that if his wife finds out, she might leave him. But if she’s trusting me to keep an eye on him, then the only way she’d find out is if I tell her, or he does. And I’m sure he won’t. So just as long as we don’t go on any fake conferences together, we should be okay.


  By Friday, this has become as clear as day to me. It’s equally clear that Dr. Forrest is not going to end our celibacy. I decide it’s up to me, then. When I see him give me that look and the nervous waggle of his ears, I go to the lab door and lock it.


  “Oh,” he says, “no. I mean…”


  I’ve learned a thing or two from Grace. I gently take the pen out of Dr. Forrest’s paw and pull him to the closet over his half-hearted protests, where I close the door behind us. “If you really don’t want to,” I say, “then I’ll walk out again. But I think you want to. And I know I do.”
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  I want to feel his sheath, because I know it’s hard as a rock. But that would be, what did Grace call it, implicit power dynamic coercion or something. You can’t start to jerk someone off and then offer to stop, not if you’ve graduated high school. So I just stand patiently and wait.


  His tail swings fast, agitated. “Mister Donovan…of course I want to, but…”


  He doesn’t move. I say, gently, “Your wife won’t come around and check again, will she?”


  Slowly, he shakes his head. I smile, and then I reach forward to feel his sheath. It’s just as hard as I’d imagined. He closes his eyes, his tail stopping and then slowing to a gentle wag. “I think you can call me Vaxy,” I tell him with a smile. Then I sit him down in the chair, pull his pants down, pull mine down, and it’s like old times again.


  Sitting in his lap afterwards, the comfortable warmth of his cock still filling me, my own passion spent on his stomach fur, I give him a smug smile. “Feel better?”


  “Yes,” he pants. “Yes, oh, quite a bit, my dear marten, quite a bit.”


  I shift around, making him pant more, and slowly I lift myself off him. “It was about time,” I said. “If your wife didn’t believe there was going to be a party, she would have come around again before now.”


  “Yes, yes.” He wipes at his cock with a cloth, then dabs at his stomach. “In fact, this makes my request of you much simpler. I had been uncertain, you know, whether it would be proper, but…having resumed our relationship, shall we say…”


  I stop and tilt my head. The word ‘relationship’ is setting off big loud alarm bells in my head. The first thing I think is, oh shit, he’s going to leave his wife for me. I mean, not that I can blame him. “Look,” I say, “I know she can be kind of overbearing, but really you shouldn’t do anything rash.”


  “What? She won’t even know.” He coughs, and those big black ears flatten. For the first time, I think, they’re not as big as Grace’s. But they’re cuter.


  “How will she not know?”


  “Well, she’ll know you’re there, but—look here, I have not even framed the question. Have I not taught you to listen for the entire question before you make your answer?”


  It’s funny seeing him all professorly with his lecturing voice while his paw is holding a drippy rag and his big red cock is still bobbing in his lap. But I don’t giggle, I just keep cleaning myself up. “Okay,” I say, “So, uh, what’s the question?”


  “Well.” He looks down at himself and dabs at his tip again. “I have reserved a room for you at the hotel. The bed and breakfast is full with Janine’s friends, and she and I will be in the hotel anyway. I was hoping you would join us for the party. I will of course cover your transportation and lodging costs, and food. Er, to a reasonable amount.”


  “You want me to come to her surprise party?”


  “Not the party!” He sets the rag aside and stands to pull his pants up. “Just to the islands. I thought it would be a nice way for me to say ‘thank you.’”


  I eye his cock as it disappears into his trousers. “And you’ll probably want to thank me again at the hotel?”


  He gives a long smile. “If the circumstances permit, then I believe that would be quite enjoyable.”


  “But in the same hotel? Isn’t that asking for trouble?”


  “I will specifically ask for you to be in a different wing than we are. There are three towers in the hotel. The chance of running into each other is infinitesimal.”


  I sigh. “Can I bring someone else? I mean, you will be with your wife the whole time, and I don’t want to sit around alone waiting for you to be free.”


  His ears flick back. Disappointment, maybe, but he nods quickly. “Of course, that is reasonable. I hope you will understand if I am not able to pay a second round trip.” He walks out the closet door and back into the lab.


  I pick up the rags. “Sure I understand,” I mutter, wrapping them in a plastic biohazard bag and dumping them in my backpack to be washed at home. I’m not sure why I feel uneasy about this arrangement, but it might be related to the question of whether he’s spending his wife’s money to keep a lover on the side. It’s not his wife’s money, I tell myself, and anyway, he really wants me there. He thinks the party won’t be fun if I’m not around afterwards. That’s pretty special, right?


  That’s how I talk myself into a good mood. And when I get to dinner, Mike and Grace and Wally are all there, and we have a pretty good time. Wally is apparently seeing his rat again for the third time, so we all tease him about having a boyfriend. He retaliates by saying he hasn’t heard the squeaky packing-peanuts sounds (a reference to me) from next door in a while, and Grace deflects that smoothly with a comment about a ball gag that makes me giggle. Mike doesn’t smile, not at first, but when Wally tells Grace not to wash his ball gag in the washer, Mike says, “They don’t make the ball gag that could shut Vaxy up.”


  “Thanks.” I swat at him. “Just because you’re genetically incapable of making any kind of pleasurable noise.”


  “Ah-ha!” Wally looks between the two of us. “I knew you two was doin’ stuff.”


  “They’re a couple gay roommates who don’t have boyfriends,” Grace says. “Congratulations, Sherlock Fucking Holmes. Next maybe you can tell us who’s buried in Grant’s tomb.”


  “Eddy Grant’s dead?”


  “Shut up,” Grace says amiably.


  “Anyway,” Wally says, “you and me don’t do stuff.”


  Grace shows teeth in a big grin. “That’s because you have a boyfriend, sweetie.”


  “Ah, fuck you.” Wally flicks a French fry at the fennec.


  Grace catches it and sticks it in his muzzle, a bit poking out between his lips. “Hey, how’s your brother Jimmy doing?” That makes Wally guffaw for some reason.


  But while they’re doing that, Mike looks at me, and he has a bit of a smile. So that night, as we’re walking back, I say, “Hey, you doing anything on the 13th?”


  He thinks. “Paper’s due on the 10th. I don’t think I have anything the week after that.”


  “Want to come to a party?”


  He thinks about it and shrugs. “Sure. Like, an end-of-semester thing?”


  I laugh. “Not quite.” His eyes get bigger and bigger as I tell him about it, and by the time we’re at the door to our room, he’s shaking his head.


  “I dunno, Vaxy. It sounds like he’s going to want to do you while you’re there.”


  “Yeah, well.” I wave a paw. “Once, probably. The rest of the weekend we can hang out by the pool, or go to the beach, or we could hike up the mountain, or we could just stay in the hotel room and enjoy the view.” He’s still shaking his head. “Sip mai tais at the bar? Ogle guys in speedos?”


  “Why don’t y’invite Grace?”


  I poke him in the chest. “Because I want to go with you.”


  “Really? Even though I don’t make ya make squeaky packing-peanut sounds?”


  He’s half-joking, half-not, and so I lean up real close, getting right in his face so he takes a startled step back. “You wanna try again tonight?”


  “Um…” He looks around the room, at his TV, at our couch, anywhere but at me.


  I pull his hips against mine. “Come on, bunny-boy. Let’s do it.”


  “Oh, well.” He lowers his eyes to mine. “If you insist.”


  So we get the couch good and hot, and ourselves better and hotter. I’m sliding all the way into him, nice and close like I’m a part of him, his writhing body an extension of me, so both of us are climaxing together. As I feel the arousal building, preparing to burst out and into him, I take in a breath. I’m intending to yell, the way I did at Grace’s, but I only get out a little moan before I think about Andre and Kelly next door, about Melanie across the hall. Split-second change in plan: I keep it quiet with high-pitched pants as Mike moans through clenched teeth below me.


  His left foot kicks against the couch, but I keep a hold of him, the spurts coursing through my fingers. Finally, we both collapse down onto the couch, gulping long, hot breaths. I bury my nose in his head fur behind his ears and drink up his scent.


  “You didn’t squeak,” he murmurs.


  “You were supposed to make me.”


  “Well, I dunno what I gotta do.” He wiggles back against me, sort of half-heartedly. I like fucking him, but I’m a better bottom than he is. Problem is, I’m also a better top. But this works okay for us, and if he doesn’t make me squeak, that’s not the end of the world.


  “Are you coming to the party?” I figure I have some leverage while I’m inside him, and I wiggle around to emphasize that point. It’s like we’re in our very own gay romantic comedy. “I’ll help pay your way.”


  “Eee! Vaxy!” He squirms, trying to get away from me. “Yes, yes, I’ll go!”


  “Good.” I stop and chew on one of his ears, which just makes him squirm even more. And I feel pretty good about things then.


  For the next few weeks, life goes back to normal, more or less. Dr. Forrest drags me into the closet about twice a week, and I push away the guilt about helping him cheat on his wife by reminding myself that she’s kind of a bitch, and we’re throwing a party for her anyway. I try feeling like the heroic mistress, helping his married lover get the attention he lacks in his marriage, but even that leaves me with an uneasy feeling in the pit of my stomach. Not enough to get me to stop, just enough to make me wish Mrs. Forrest had never burst into the lab.


  Mike gets me on top of him twice more during that time. We have dinner with Grace and Wally like usual, and we all sit around and make fun of each other. Grace doesn’t invite me over and I don’t invite myself over, even though I catch myself looking at his lean, muscled body, and thinking about it pressed naked against me.


  I pass Dr. Czari in the halls once or twice, and I give him a nice, pert smile. He returns it, but seems unsure about how to proceed after that. That’s okay. I’m not that interested, although he is kinda cute. For all I know, he’s married, too.


  But there’s one time, when I’m walking through the halls, that I see Dr. Forrest’s tail (or at least some fox’s tail) disappear into Dr. Czari’s office. Oh, hell, I think, and I stand there not knowing what to do. A couple otters walk by, other students, and I wave distractedly to them.


  Of course, it makes sense that if he’s fucking me again, he’d have picked up with Dr. Czari as well. I shouldn’t be surprised. I should just walk back to my office and work on the paper I have due.


  I stand there for another ten seconds before my feet shuffle me towards Dr. Czari’s office door. I press my ear to it before I really know what I’m doing.


  “…appreciate your understanding,” Dr. Forrest is saying.


  Dr. Czari’s smooth voice replies, “Not a problem, Laurence. I enjoyed it while it lasted, but the wife comes first.”


  “I’ll always remember…” Then Dr. Forrest’s voice gets softer and I don’t hear what comes next.


  Dr. Czari says, “Me too,” and then I hear a door close around the corner. I jerk myself away from the door and scurry down the hall to close myself in my office, where I sit with a smile on my little muzzle.


  Part 8


  The night before we go, Mike and I are talking about the party at dinner. Grace and Wally make fun of us, joining forces for a bit, but I’m too excited to care, and Mike’s caught my enthusiasm. The weather is supposed to be nice for the time of year, and we’ve got a more-or-less paid vacation in a luxury hotel to look forward to.


  As we’re leaving, Mike walks a little faster, up with Wally. Grace hangs back, looking at them, and I hang back with the muscular fennec. We saunter together, and after a moment, he talks quietly to me. “Things going good with your little triangle?”


  I shrug, and watch Mike walking ahead of us, laughing with Wally. “So far.”


  He grins. “Either of them make you yell like I did?”


  “I can’t yell with Dr. Forrest. We’re in his lab. Someone would hear.” He looks ahead at Mike, too. I follow his eyes. “We have neighbors. Mike’s just…more quiet.”


  “Mm-hmm. Keeping secrets from your neighbors. What’d I warn you about?”


  His presence next to me is imposing. “I told Mike about Dr. Forrest. He’s…he’s cool with it.”


  “As cool as he was with me?”


  Mike’s long ears are up. He’s laughing. “What do you mean? He’s cool.”


  “Oh, he’s cool all right. He’s been very cool, ever since then. We laugh, we joke, but he doesn’t laugh at my jokes, and he doesn’t joke with me. He jokes with Wally. He laughs a little too much when Wally makes fun of me. He gets quiet when you talk to me.”


  I stop until he nudges me forward. “I don’t—you’re imagining things.”


  “Took me a couple weeks to notice.” Grace shrugs. “Hey, you know. Whatever he needs to do to make himself feel better.”


  “Yeah, but that’s not cool.” I frown. “I’ll talk to him—”


  “Don’t bother.” Grace patted my shoulder. “We had a little fun, but don’t go screwing up what you have with Mike. Y’know. Whatever that is.”


  “It’s a good thing.” I say the words because I’m expected to. But they’re true, right? Mike’s a great guy, we’re both in the same field, we like studying hard, but not too hard, and we make good roommates. We don’t get in each other’s way. Plus, I told him about my other screwing around and he was fine with it. He told me so.


  I put that conviction into our lovemaking that night, taking more time to caress him, spending more energy on foreplay and ear-nuzzles, trying to go slow once I get inside him. He doesn’t object, but he doesn’t exactly light up with pleasure, either. Afterwards, he does say, “That was nice,” and he rubs his nose against my cheek. So there’s that, and that’s enough to push away doubt for a night.


  Once we get to the island, though, there are a ton more things to have doubts about than Mike’s affections. We step off the plane into an old-timey airport, the sun drenching everything so we have to squint as we walk down the stairs to the tarmac. I dig my sunglasses out of my bag while Mike just shades his eyes and heads off for the terminal. The hotel shuttle is air-conditioned, which is unnecessary with the cool breeze outside, but it’s also Neutra-Scented and the seats are plush, not worn down. I feel underdressed for the bus in my t-shirt and leather jacket.


  The hotel is worse, if anything. I’ve been to those places where they look down on young guys wearing casual clothes. This place is so ritzy that they pretend not to notice, like it doesn’t even matter. They call me “Mister Donovan” and the keys are handed to us in rose-scented envelopes and the kangaroo bellhop doesn’t even ask where our room is. He just grabs our bags, my suitcase that I inherited from my parents and Mike’s army duffel, and carries them in front of us to the elevator.


  “Pretty snazzy.” Mike keeps looking around at the art on the walls, the flower arrangements on every table, the small display cases preserving memorabilia of some movie star or sports figure who stayed here. I love the movie star displays, too; in fact, the whole hotel lobby looks like a sweeping movie set to me, all polished marble and dizzying chandeliers and elegantly dressed staff.


  We almost miss the elevator. Our bellhop holds it for us with a patient smile. “First time at the Ritz?”


  We both nod, and I laugh. “It shows?”


  He just keeps that smile. “The concierge’s desk has a list of sights and restaurants. If you haven’t been to the island before, I recommend the pink sand beach. It’s unique, and the hotel maintains a private section of it for our guests. Then for dinner, there’s Campbell’s Steakhouse in the lobby. Excellent filet. And if you want something a little more casual, down the street is the Abalone Bar. Great seafood and a beautiful view.”


  “Thank you.” Mike and I look at each other. We don’t really have the budget for the steakhouse, and probably we could only do the Abalone Bar one night. But it’s kind of cool that the ’roo thinks we could afford them.


  We hit the first snag when we get to the room. The ’roo deposits our bags inside the door and waits just long enough that I realize I’m supposed to tip him. I have no idea how much. Mike is no help; he’s already at the balcony saying, “Holy cow, Vaxy, look at this view!”


  I dive into my pocket and hold my breath. My paw comes out with a pen and a mass of crumpled bills. There’s three ones and a five. I smooth them out and hand them to him.


  I’m sure he’s going to throw them to the floor or slap me in the face. But he doesn’t even look at the bills. He smiles as if he’s just been told it’s Christmas and he’d completely forgotten. “Thank you, sir!” The bills disappear, and so does he.


  Now I’m paranoid I gave him too much. Maybe most people tip a dollar a bag. How much does it cost to live on the island anyway? No, that’s not right. These rooms are five hundred a night. Anyone laying down that kind of scratch would give a bellhop at least a twenty. Fuck. Now I feel like an idiot all over again. But twenty bucks is a whole day’s worth of food for me. Probably it’d buy one appetizer down at the steakhouse. I’m just out of my element here.


  Mike’s still on the balcony. I lean over the railing next to him and find myself breathless. Wow.


  It’s like we stepped into a painting. The sun is shimmering on the ocean like a hundred glowing otters playing in the waves, and the trees wave seductively to me from below the window. The cool breeze brings me the smell of salt air, of fur conditioner, of fish and frying oil. It smells like vacation. It takes me a moment to remember my question. “How much should I have tipped him?”


  “Hell if I know. Look, there’s the pink sand!”


  ‘Pink’ doesn’t do it justice. That’d be like calling this sky ‘blue.’ The sand is deep salmon, streaked with ripples of purple shadows. A pair of beautiful, leggy wolves wearing skimpy two-pieces are lying on the sand, basking in the sun. The one on the right turns so that the sun catches the honey highlights in her fur. She drags a paw languidly over her stomach. “It’s gorgeous,” I say. “I think this might be the nicest place I’ve ever been in my life.”


  Mike’s ears flag. A moment later, he says, “Me too,” but his voice is behind a cloud. He pads back into the bedroom and starts rummaging through his bag.


  I drink in the view a little longer, closing my eyes to focus on the smells and the delicate touch of the sea breeze on my fur. The room, too, feels like a movie set, isolated from the real world, a place where anything can happen. I can see why Dr. Forrest likes this place.


  When I go back in, Mike’s sitting on the bed reading messages off his phone. I stretch. “What do you want to do for dinner?”


  He doesn’t look up from his phone. I go on. “I mean, I could take out another student loan if you want to do the steakhouse, but I bet there’s some cheap places around.”


  “Maybe if you let Dr. Forrest fuck you a couple times tonight, he’ll pay for it.”


  The words are delivered in a monotone. He starts typing out something on the phone.


  I sigh. Maybe if I don’t take it seriously, that’ll defuse the situation. “I can ask,” I say, sitting down next to him, “but that’s a pretty steep increase in my usual rates. I don’t think he’ll go for it.”


  Mike puts the phone down. “It’s all a joke to you, ain’t it? Don’t matter who you fuck or who fucks you, or nothin’.”


  “Course it matters.” Clearly the levity approach isn’t working. “Why d’you think I asked you here?”


  He shakes his head. “I can’t forget that your Secret Lover is paying for all of it. I feel like Joey Marshall in that stupid bookstore movie.”


  “Don’t be silly.” I pat his knee. “I’m not a panda bear. Anyway, even if you are Joey Marshall, he got the panda in the end.”


  “I’d like to do it without all the drama.” He sighs and leans on my shoulder. “I don’t mind you doing…stuff…with other guys. But it just feels dirty. I mean, you kept it from me for months.”


  I stare across the room, away from him. “He told me to! I can’t just tell everyone if it’s not my secret.”


  “Yeah, but…I mean, we sleep together. We should be able to tell each other stuff.” His breath ruffles my chest fur, his voice soft and unsure. “And if you weren’t doing anything with him…there wouldn’t be a secret.”


  “Grace said the same thing.” I can’t stop my mouth from saying things sometimes, even when I know a second later that I shouldn’t have.


  Sure enough, Mike stiffens and tries to push away from me. I hold onto him and nudge his ear. “Sorry, sorry.”


  “Even if you don’t do anything else with Grace, or Dr. Forrest,” he says, “how do I know there won’t be someone else? Am I always going to have to worry about that?”


  It’s uncharitable, but all I can think is, Christ, I came to the Ritz hotel to have an argument about my relationship? I want to tell him to just deal with it or go home, but of course he can’t go home, and it is true that we’re staying in a room paid for by my lover, if you want to look at it that way. I can’t really think of anything to say that’s going to make him feel better. I can’t move us out of this room, I can’t promise him I won’t sleep with anyone else again—and frankly, I’m kind of annoyed that he asked. I thought we were good.


  So I don’t say anything. I hold him tighter and I kiss his ear. He doesn’t say anything further, thank God, and it feels nice, so I keep kissing. Pretty soon he nuzzles back, right at the hollow of my throat, and then I’m getting hard. I reach down, and so is he.


  We lie back, me on top of him. Practiced fingers undo clothing, pull it off, and it’s exciting, being naked with him on this enormous fancy-pants bed. I only jump off once, to grab the lube from my bag, and then we roll around with mounting passion that leads to passionate mounting. He’s got his legs up on my shoulders and I’m buried balls-deep in him, holding his cock up and watching him twist and arch at my touch, his long ears slapping the bed.


  There’s no neighbors here. So when I’m arching my own back, legs twitching below me, and I feel the crest of the wave building in my groin, I give a few loud practice moans. Mike, below me, answers with some moans of his own, his panting building to a crescendo. I make my moans louder and he responds, and then I feel the moment upon me, like I’m floating on the edge of the bed, my body alive and singing.


  The wave breaks. I let out a huge moan, and then I yell, “OHGOD MIKEY OH YOU’RE SO MUCH BETTER THAN FORREST YOU HOT BUNNY YOU!”


  Mike freezes below me, his ears flattening down, but of course, he’s right at the edge himself. He clenches his teeth and moans, his back arching as I hold him tight. His hips jerk; he spurts all over his stomach again and again, my paw holding and stroking him all through it.


  We collapse to the bed, me on top of him. He pants and gapes. “What…what the fuck…” he gasps, “was that?”


  “I thought…you wanted me to…to make noise.” I squirm around inside him.


  “Squeaking!” I can’t tell if he’s amused or mortified. “Squeaking!”


  “You were supposed to make me squeak.”


  “Jesus, Vaxy.” He starts giggling, but it’s the nervous kind of giggling. “What if someone hears you?”


  “So what?” I lean down to chew on his ear. “I don’t care.”


  And then a door opens. I twist my head around, but our door is still closed, and the noise didn’t come from there. It came from the door linking our room to the next one. A moment later, that handle rattles, and then a sharp, urgent paw knocks, hard.


  I slip out of Mike—or rather, he yanks himself away from me. I kneel on the bed, nonplused, while Mike scrambles off and runs to wrap a towel around himself. He throws one to me, but I just shake my head at him. “Tell them to go away,” I whisper across the room.


  “We can’t pretend we’re not here. Not after…” He gestures at me and opens his mouth in a parody of a yell.


  “I didn’t say pretend we’re—oh, hell.” I raise my voice. “Sorry! We’ll be quiet!”


  “Vacqui?”


  It’s the last voice in the world I wanted to hear, and yet it really comes as no surprise. My life really has just degenerated into a full-on farce. I can almost hear wacky music playing as my mouth drops. Mike’s ears do the same, at my reaction more than anything else.


  I struggle to my feet and wrap the towel around my midsection. “Mrs. Forrest?”


  Mike’s jaw hangs open. I run to the door as she says, “So you’ve been lying to me this whole time.”


  “No!” I yell, and run for the door. Mike holds me back.


  “I don’t want a party that is simply a cover for your out-of-control libido!”


  “It’s not! The party’s real!” I wrest away from Mike and get to the door.


  My fingers fumble at the lock just as she says, “If you think I am going to give you another chance, you are not nearly as smart—”


  And of course, in my haste to get to the door, my towel slips. Mike, trying to stop me, knocks it all the way down just as I pull the door open to reveal a vixen in a pale yellow sundress: Janine Forrest, paws on her hips, glaring at her husband. “—as everyone seems to think you are.”


  He’s wearing a flower-patterned silk shirt that almost stops me recognizing him. His ears are flat down and he looks desperate. Her ears are flat down and her eyes look about as white-hot as the sun I was just watching over the water. For a moment, I don’t register that I’m standing there stark naked, not until they both turn and look at me. Then Mrs. Forrest covers her eyes and Dr. Forrest looks a little too long, and I reach down and grab the towel.
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  “Sorry,” I mumble. Behind me, the bathroom door slams shut. I flick a quick look over my shoulder as I’m adjusting the towel. Sure enough, Mike’s gone in there to hide.


  “You got the room next to him,” Mrs. Forrest says. “Next to him!”


  “I don’t understand! I specifically requested…” He points across the room. “He was supposed to be in the other wing!”


  Mrs. Forrest’s eyebrows arch and I see the slight flicker of a vulpine grin before she quells it. She says acidly, “Did you pay for the room as well? Pay for him to come out here?”


  “If you simply trusted me, Janine. I never meant—”


  “After David, you promised. You promised!” She shakes a black-furred finger at him, her tail all a-bristle. “Well, this is it. I have had enough. I have my party and I do not wish for you to be there.”


  Behind me, in the bathroom, I hear the shower go on. As though Mike just ducked in there to clean up. I start to close the connecting door, but Mrs. Forrest looks daggers at me and I stop. Meanwhile, Dr. Forrest is protesting again. “It is so difficult, and Vaxy is so sweet. You don’t know, Janine, how hard it is being with him three times a week.”


  “She does know,” I break in. She’s being such a shrew, and he deserves to know all of what she did, if he doesn’t already.


  They both turn and stare at me. “How hard it is.” I shift the towel and look at Mrs. Forrest. “Because you know, that time in the car.”


  Her eyes go all wide and her tail freezes in place. “Nothing happened,” she says, louder than she needs to. Now she tries to close the door from their side.


  Dr. Forrest reaches out and stops her. “What happened in the car?” He asks her first, then turns to me. “What happened in the car?” His ears are still back, his eyes widening, but the hurt in them is, surprisingly, directed at me.


  “Laurence,” Mrs. Forrest says. “I had to make sure. I wanted to find out…”


  He’s still not looking at her, but at me. “Nothing really happened,” I say. “Honest. She groped me, is all.”


  Now he takes a step toward her, raising his voice. “You molested one of my students to find out, what? Whether he just had a particular attraction to foxes?”


  “What you saw in him,” Mrs. Forrest finishes quietly.


  “Don’t dissemble. It doesn’t become you.”


  “I—” She stops herself. “I did nothing wrong.”


  “You broke our marriage vows!”


  “I didn’t sleep with him!” She’s yelling back at him now, her nose almost level with his and only an inch apart. “Or anyone else!”


  I try again to close the door, and this time Dr. Forrest says, without turning, “Stay right there, Va—Mister Donovan. Janine, I was simply giving in to urges that you could not satisfy. I never intended them to threaten our marriage. But you—”


  “That’s a laugh.” She’s got her ears straight up now, fire in her eyes. “You only care about our marriage because you’re afraid of losing half your money.”


  “Ha!” He cuts her off. “Half my money? Take it all for all I care! It’s a bargain at twice the price.”


  She whirls with a triumphant smile and points at me. “You’ve witnessed that, Vacqui. Laurence, that offer will be taken up with my lawyer.”


  “I know precisely what I said, Janine.” He enunciates each word. “Go, if you want to go. Empty the bank accounts, I will sign over the house.”


  “Well, then, we’re agreed,” she says with dangerous sweetness, and stomps for the door to their room. Dr. Forrest looks at me and then gets this hey-wait-a-minute look. He stares after her just as the door shuts, then runs for the door himself.


  That’s when I take the opportunity to close the connecting door and lock it. They’re still yelling out into the hallway, but I only hear her saying, “Plan this? Plan this? You think…”


  I don’t listen any further. I run to the bathroom and grab the handle, slamming into the door when it doesn’t turn and open as I expect it to.


  “Seriously?” I yell at the lock. The shower’s still going; maybe he doesn’t hear me. He doesn’t answer, anyway.


  I tighten the towel around my midsection. The room is huge and empty, with Mike on one side and the echo of Dr. Forrest on the other. I can’t get dressed because I’m still sticky, and I can’t clean up and I’m too worked up to lie down. The only place I can go is the balcony.


  The sun is still hanging over the water, the basking ladies still stretched out on the pink sand beach, but the sand has lost its luster and the reflection on the water is dull. Here on the balcony, if I concentrate on the sounds of the ocean, there’s nothing but peace.


  I am only here at Dr. Forrest’s request. He paid my way, he’s paying my hotel room. Me bringing Mike was a small attempt to assert my independence, but in the end, the inescapable conclusion is that I am here as a kept lover. Mike was right, and no doubt he’s in there washing the embarrassment off himself before he walks out to the beach alone.


  All I wanted to do was have a good time and make people happy. Mike wants a steady companion, Grace wants someone to order around, and Dr. Forrest…just wants a boy toy.


  I don’t know why that last one makes the reflections on the water blurry. I wipe my stupid eyes and call myself a fucking idiot.


  Dr. Forrest warned me not to get suckered into the easy hypothesis. But I have the opposite problem: three different hypotheses, and no way to work on any of them without involving the others. How am I supposed to make anything work with three or more different people at once who all want different things? And what do I want, in the end? What—who—do I want in my end? Is it worth all this drama?


  If I’ve learned anything from movies, it’s that Rick and Ilsa don’t get together, that Margo doesn’t get to stay a star, that Ferris’s day comes to an end. Why should I be any different? Well, I think, maybe that’s it. Mike and I can be good friends without the sex, Grace never wanted anything to mean anything anyway, and I can just be Dr. Forrest’s lab assistant.


  Can’t I?


  A door slams. I don’t look back.


  Below me, on the pink sand beach, the wolves pack up their clothes. Their tails wag, slow and languid. They take one last look at the ocean and then turn and walk inside.


  Our bathroom door opens. There’s a long pause, and then from somewhere in the middle of the room, Mike calls my name. I don’t feel like answering, because if I start talking I know I’ll say something about him running into the bathroom, whether or not it’s warranted (it is).


  I wait for him to come out onto the balcony, to start talking to me, but he doesn’t. I really should go in and take a shower, but I’m afraid to move or to do anything else. The world is an eggshell. I’m standing at the center of a spiderweb of cracks and there are so many pieces gone already.


  Then another door slams, louder, behind me.


  The sun dips into a bank of clouds, growing more orange. A chill breeze comes up from the beach, making me flatten my ears. When my curiosity outgrows my inertia, I turn around. The bathroom door is ajar, there’s a towel on the floor, and the room is empty.


  Mike’s really gone. Of course, that might be my fault too, because I wouldn’t answer him. But it’s easier to blame him. I can’t believe he’d just walk out like that. Out of spite, I bolt the door, and then I go clean myself off in the shower.


  Dressed, I feel a little better. I grab my phone to text Grace and tell him how fucked up this whole weekend is already.


  There’s a message on it from Mike. Guess you picked him.


  Well, fuck him anyway. I clear his message and text Grace: Only took me two hours to ruin everything. Go me. Then I sit on the bed and feel sorry for myself.


  My phone beeps with his reply: Pics plz.


  It makes me laugh. That lifeline to a friend is reassuring, even though he’s miles and miles away across a channel of water and half a city.


  I should get out of the room, away from all this. The light from the balcony is noticeably dimmer, but I stand and think maybe I’ll take a walk around.


  There’s a knock at the door. I consider it for a second, then walk across the room and unbolt it, looking through the peephole.


  Weird. There’s nobody in the hall. I open the door and look out, but the hallway is empty.


  The knock comes again as I close the door, and I realize where it’s coming from. I let the door swing shut and pad to the connecting door. “What?” I’m a little sharper than I’d intended to be.


  “Mister—ah,” Dr. Forrest says. “Vaxy. May I speak with you?”


  “You’re speaking with me now.”


  “Please. Open the door.”


  I see Mike’s text message again. It makes me want to walk away from the door and bury my head under the pillows on the bed. Then I reach for the door bolt, because I think, hell, if Mike already thinks I made this choice, I might as well go for it. But my fingers rest on the bolt without turning it. Opening the door because Mike doesn’t want me to is as bad a decision as opening it just because Dr. Forrest wants me to.


  The real question is: what do I want? A simple life, right?


  “Vaxy?”


  I sigh. I’d made this whole resolution about being a good pine marten with an uncomplicated life, and it looks like that’s going to last all of one shower. I flip the bolt and open the door.


  I don’t know that I’ve seen his ears up in forever. They’re still flat, his muzzle bowed, his clear amber eyes with those sexy vertical pupils fixed on me. “I am sorry,” he said.


  “Just giving in to urges?” I say. “That’s all I was?”


  “Of course not.” He says it with the speed of honesty. “You understand why I had to say that.”


  I stare back at him. I’m still not quite able to parse the silk flower-print shirt on him. I’ve always just seen him in a shirt and tie with a smock over it. The shirt makes him look about ten years younger, unless I look at the side of his muzzle, or his eyes. I stay on them. “So…what?”


  “Well.” He clears his throat. “It seems prudent for me to avoid my wife…” That makes him pause. “Janine’s surprise party. I was wondering if perhaps you might be free for dinner. The steakhouse here is lovely.”


  “And then what?” I say.


  He takes in a deep breath. “Then,” he says, “I suspect I shall have to be having several conversations with attorneys.”


  That wasn’t really what I meant, or expected. “Oh,” I say. “I’m…sorry.” I look away, into his room, which is a mirror of mine. Mrs. Forrest’s feminine scent hangs in the air, but I don’t see any of her things on the bed, and only one suitcase sits angled against the wall.


  “It was perhaps inevitable,” he says, looking past me into my room. “And not…entirely unwanted. On either side. But it is still sad. There will be anger on both sides, there will be recriminations and arguments and bitterness. I am…” He stops, letting the silence fill the rooms around us before finishing. “…not looking forward to it.”


  I look back at his eyes, where I can see the next act playing out in his mind. “Yeah,” I say. “I’m not really in a relationship, but I still have this feeling that I have to get out of one. You know what I mean?”


  His muzzle dips. “Yes. Yes, I do.” He steps back. “I apologize, Mister Donovan. It was unfair of me to impose on you for comfort when you have already done so much for me.” He starts to close the door.


  “Whoa, hey, no!” I jump in the way and catch the door right on my toe. “Ow!”


  He lets the door go and takes another step back. “Oh, I beg your pardon.”


  I rub my toe into the carpet and wince. “Ah, it’s—you know, compared to the rest of what’s happened to me…no, I meant Mike. We’re roommates and we fool around and he just, you know, he wants me to be…”


  Dr. Forrest is watching me carefully, big black ears perked forward. Straight up. I stop, for once, and think about what I’m saying. “I don’t know what he wants me to be. But it doesn’t seem like something I want me to be.”


  “And me?” His quiet tone draws my eyes up to his. “What do I want you to be?”


  I rub my paws together. “I think…you just want me to be…here.” He looks confused. “I mean,” I say, “you never asked me what else I did with my life, and I didn’t care that you came here with Dr. Czari.”


  His eyes go wide, and his muzzle opens slightly, but he doesn’t interrupt. “I really don’t care,” I say quickly. “We were just having fun, and when things started to go wrong, y’know, we both worked together to figure it out.”


  “It was my fault,” he says. “I was indiscreet, and I knew Janine suspected. But I promise you I did not arrange for you to have the room adjacent to mine. I believe…well.” He coughs. “I have requested that the manager of the hotel call me. I believe Janine requested it.”


  I’d like to be more surprised than I am. “It looks that way. She wanted her party and then to take off.”


  He nods. “An effective plan. I was not lying when I said it was difficult to practice restraint around you. Even had you not, ahem,” he rubs a paw along his muzzle, “made your presence known…your scent is quite distinct and pleasant.”


  It’s a come-on, but it’s cute, and he said “quite distinct,” which is adorable. I sigh. “Look. You’re going to have this divorce going on for a while, I guess, and I don’t want to make that more complicated. But if you really want…I mean, I don’t have any problem being…”


  He waits. I think about what I’m going to say, and then I realize that there’s a reason I don’t do that more often. If I thought too much about what I was gonna say, I’d never say anything. “Friends,” I say. “If you want a friend to hang out with.”


  He clears his throat again. “I would very much like that, Mister Donovan.” He pauses, looks me in the eye. “Does that mean you are accepting my invitation to dinner?”


  “Only, um.” I look down at my paws. “Your wife has a lot of friends. Maybe we shouldn’t go out in public. Would you be okay with—would you find room service acceptable?”


  He smiles. “More than acceptable. Delightful, in fact.”


  I pull my connecting door closed behind me; he pushes his closed. We stand and look at each other. Over his shoulder, I see his window, the thin crescent sliver of the sun disappearing into the bank of clouds, touches of pink coming into the fading light. It’s the same view as from my window, only not quite. And as the light fades, a star glimmers, barely visible.


  It seems like a huggy moment, so I reach out, and he reaches back, and his silk shirt feels nice and soft under my paws, and his muzzle feels nice and warm next to my ear, and I look out his window and watch the peaceful motion of the waves. The star above the almost-vanished sun is brighter now


  “If I might be so bold as to ask,” he says. “I believe that the current phrase is, er. ‘Friends with benefits’?”


  He’s asking with more than just words. I giggle against him. “Where did you hear that?”


  “I…” He gives a little growl, at himself more than me. “I, er, have been known to attend the occasional movie.”


  “I don’t think they say that in ‘Mrs. Hornblower’s Retreat.’”


  “No. It was in—I believe the title was ‘What She Doesn’t Know.’”


  I giggle more. “You went to see a teen sex comedy?”


  “That otter was quite attractive,” he murmurs.


  “Brandon Gorman? Oh, god, I’ve jer—er, thought about him a lot.”


  “He reminded me of you.”


  I blush and laugh and poke him with my nose. “Liar.”


  He squeezes and then releases me. “You haven’t answered my question.” His nose touches mine. “If you are at all uncomfortable or hesitant, I promise I shan’t bring up the—”


  “Dr. Forrest.” I cut him off.


  “Laurence.”


  “Laurence.” I try it out. “Nope, not yet. Dr. Forrest, I have to apologize to you, too. I mean, for yelling what I did…not just because of what happened after.” His ears cant, his eyebrows rise. “It also wasn’t completely honest.”


  The corners of his lips curl upwards. “I was wondering. I did not want to presume.”


  I shake my head. “I just said it to make Mike feel better. And Grace said I should yell more during sex.”


  “Grace?”


  “He’s another friend—never mind. The point is, um.” I nod, quickly. “Yes.”


  He brings his paws up to my cheeks, nose still touching mine. But he hesitates, even though his eyes are longing to finish the kiss. I wait for him, and even turn my head a bit.


  He inhales, exhales slowly. His breath washes over my nose, and it smells of nothing but him. “I haven’t ever—I mean to say, another—a male, that is. Janine, of course, but—”


  “Stop thinking about your wife,” I say, and push my muzzle forward against his.


  It’s not like in the movies. Maybe it never will be.


  But, y’know, it’s not bad, for a good little pine marten. Not bad at all.


  Armadillo Peccadillo


  


  A month and a half into their rooming together, Grace and Wally had settled into a routine. Grace woke early four days a week to go to the gym. Mondays and Fridays, Wally slept in, but Tuesdays and Thursdays he had an 8:30 class, so by the time Grace got back at 8:15, the armadillo was running out the door with his pack over one shoulder.


  This Tuesday, Grace had stayed a little longer at the gym than usual. This cute bobcat had been on the elliptical machine, and Grace had chatted him up enough to find out that he was an assistant professor in the biology department. He made a mental note to ask Vaxy about it next time they had dinner. If the guy wasn’t attached…he certainly seemed interested in Grace.


  Not that the fennec had much time for a relationship at the moment. School was just starting to heat up, and he’d resolved that this year he wasn’t going to let it fuck up his exercise regimen. Still, he could make time for a quickie here or there. Sure beat his normal method of release.


  To his surprise, when he turned the corner at the top of the stairs, Wally was just walking down the hallway from their apartment. He’d put on an old Nirvana t-shirt over his usual pair of jeans—typical underdressed. Even in his tank top and blue gym shorts, Grace was better dressed. The fennec flicked his ears. “You’re gonna be late.”


  The armadillo shrugged, grinning. “So I miss Doctor Windbag reminding us what problems we were supposed to’ve done. I done ’em.”


  “Okay. Have fun.” Grace raised a paw, walking past.


  Wally turned, leering. “You have fun too. Apartment’s all yours.”


  Grace tugged his tank top bottom up, showing off his white-furred stomach. “I told you, any time you want a show, it just costs you a blow job.”


  “Haw! That’ll be the day.” Wally waved a thick paw. “Go beat off or whatever you do when I’m not around. I’ll see you tonight.”


  Grace watched the armadillo disappear around the stairs, thick tail slapping the walls on either side. He’d introduced Wally to Mike and Vaxy last month, and so far things seemed to be going well enough. Wally didn’t have any other close friends, and though he was a bit cruder than any of the others, he wasn’t so crude that it ruined things. Most importantly, he didn’t mind being made fun of, and he gave as good as he got. The only thing that worried Grace was that he found himself starting to be as crude as Wally was. Like last year, when he was rooming with Todd, he never would have said ‘blow job’ in the hallway at 8:30 in the morning.


  Hell, he thought, maybe I always wanted to be that way and I’m just now loosening up.


  He was glad, still, to have the apartment to himself a couple mornings a week. It meant he got to strip off his gym clothes, start the shower, and walk around naked while waiting for the water to warm up. Especially after a gym session, he liked to check out his progress, even though he knew he couldn’t reliably measure it day-to-day. Still, what was the good in working out if you didn’t enjoy looking at yourself in the mirror after, or even just down at your legs?


  Or other parts, too, but his sheath didn’t really grow much from working out. Didn’t mean he didn’t enjoy looking at it, or having a little bit of fun while all warm from the shower. Hell, a guy had to do something while waiting for his fur to dry.


  He was just checking out his butt when his ears caught movement in the doorway behind him. He spun and saw Wally standing in his bedroom doorway.


  Grace’s muzzle gaped open. “Wha—”


  “Forgot something,” Wally said. “But hey, nice show.” He gave a broad wink, and made a show of looking up and down Grace’s body.


  The fennec moved to cover his sheath with a paw, but stopped halfway—what was the point, now? Wally caught the motion and laughed. “G’wan, get in the shower. I wanna get a look at that butt.”


  “You’ve already missed the part where Doctor Windbag tells you what homework you had.” Grace made an effort to reclaim his dignity. It was only being naked, after all, and it was just Wally. Never mind that he’d made it a year with Todd without ever seeing the jaguar naked, or vice versa. Never mind that neither Mike nor Vaxy had seen him naked. He would just have to get Wally back, maybe pretend he’d gone to the gym one morning and then sneak out to see him undress.


  The problem with that, he reflected in the shower, was that he wasn’t particularly interested in seeing the armadillo naked. It wasn’t that he was paunchy; it was just that Grace wasn’t really attracted to him in the emotional sense, so the physical component wasn’t really there either. Vaxy, now, he was a sweetie, and if he ever wanted to come by and fool around, Grace wouldn’t kick him out of bed.


  He washed out his fur and rubbed shampoo into it. Halfway through rinsing, he perked his ears. He thought he’d heard a noise, but with the water, it was hard to tell. He finished rinsing quickly and turned the water off.


  Nothing. The apartment was quiet. He was just weirded out that Wally had managed to get back in without him hearing, that was all. Even if the door could be quiet, he’d thrown the lock before getting into the shower, and the lock made a loud, unmistakable thunk. He had definitely not heard that. So he was just being paranoid.


  He rubbed his fur down and turned on the heated fan. His paw went to his sheath automatically, where he was already starting to get hard. He’d only grasped himself and stroked once when he stopped. Maybe he shouldn’t? What if Wally’d found a way to sneak back into the apartment? Like, climbing up through his bedroom window or something?


  No. Ridiculous. And what would make Wally giddy with excitement would be if he found out that he’d managed to make Grace so spooked he wouldn’t even jerk off. Fuck that noise.


  At least he could close the bathroom door. But halfway through that, too, he stopped. Fuck that noise, too. He was gonna jerk off with the door open, like always, and that’d show Wally that he hadn’t managed to do anything but get a free peek.


  Or it would if Grace told him about it, which he wouldn’t, because bringing it up at all would be conceding that Wally’d gotten into his head, and it was right about time to stop thinking about Wally. He closed his eyes, set his paw on his sheath, and squeezed gently. He thought about the bobcat he’d seen at the gym, that Dr. Czari. He had a really nice body, kept in shape, and kept his fur clean, too. Not many bobcats around the college.


  Grace imagined that body in front of him, that tight, lithe feline pressing back against him instead of his paw. He leaned forward over the toilet and stroked himself smoothly as his shaft responded to his fantasizing, sliding free of his sheath. Wasn’t hard to get worked up after working out, especially when he’d already been chatting up the doctor and thinking about getting in his gym shorts.


  As he got further along, the fantasy faded, and all that was left was his paw, the smooth warm rhythm of it. His sac tightened around his balls as his breaths grew shorter, and he spread his legs to keep his balance as his hips thrust against his paw’s motion. He gritted his teeth, making soft grunting moans, and slowed just enough to keep his climax at bay for as long as he could stand it.


  Finally, he allowed himself to finish, felt the surge of passion curling his toes, lifting him onto the balls of his feet, forcing moans out through his throat and teeth as his shaft jerked in his paw, warm sticky passion spurting over his paw. His tail arched, his head lifted, and his paw kept working until the rushes of pleasure weakened and faded. He rested with one paw against the wall, holding his shaft with the other, fingers sliding down to caress his knot.


  “That looked awesome.”


  Grace jumped, almost banged his shin on the toilet, then nearly slipped and fell on the bathroom floor. He turned to stare at the doorway, in which Wally was leaning, staring at him with a huge grin. One of the armadillo’s large paws was rubbing lazily over the crotch of his jeans. Grace wanted to make a fist, but he also didn’t want to take his paw off his dripping cock. So he grabbed the damp towel with his free hand and held it in front of him. “What the fuck?”


  “Well, ya leave the bathroom door open, what d’you expect?”


  “Expect? Expect? I fucking expect…” His breath was still coming short. “I expected you to be gone at class!”


  He couldn’t believe he’d just jerked off in front of his roommate, just like in every bad gay college story he’d ever read. More so, he couldn’t believe he’d somehow been tricked into it. The door made noise; the lock made a lot of noise. And he was positive that Wally hadn’t climbed up the side of the building to get in through his window. Pretty positive.


  Wally grinned and rubbed his paws together. “Yeah, just headin’ out now. I got a text from one of the other students saying the prof was late.” He chuckled and held up the phone. “Only got like the last minute or so on video.”


  “God dammit, Wally.”


  “What?” The armadillo grinned. “You want a video of me jerkin’ off? I got like five.”


  “Shit, no.” Grace waved a paw. “Just…get the fuck out. Go to class, whatever.”


  Wally laughed and slouched toward the door. “You got nothin’ to be ashamed of,” he said. “Your cock’s even nicer than the rest of ya.”


  “Thanks,” Grace said. “Now that I have your opinion on that, I feel a lot better.”


  The armadillo threw the lock back with a loud thunk. The door creaked. “See ya, sunshine,” he said.


  The door slammed. Grace stood a moment longer with the towel in front of him, then threw it to the side. It didn’t really bother him that Wally’d snuck a peek. It bothered him a little that the armadillo had taken video of him, but he could always grab Wally’s phone and erase it this evening. Besides, Wally wasn’t the sort of guy to show off the video. He’d brag that he had it, but probably wouldn’t show it off. Probably. And it was kinda flattering that he’d want that.


  No, what bothered him was that Wally had gotten it by one-upping him. Grace had locked the door. He had locked it. And Wally had gotten back into the apartment—somehow. Twice, the damn armadillo had gotten the better of him. He would almost have thought Wally had two brothers over, except that there were no other scents in the apartment. Just to be sure, Grace poked his nose into Wally’s bedroom.


  There, sitting on the bed as though he were waiting for the fennec, was Wally.


  “Oh, hi, Grace,” he said. “Nice balls, dude.”


  “Really?” Grace said. His cock was most of the way back in its sheath, but the guy’d already seen his balls twice, so what was the point of hiding? “What the fuck, man?”


  “I couldn’t resist one last peek.” Wally got up and blew him a kiss. “Now if you don’t mind, I have a class to get to.”


  Grace stepped back as Wally walked past him, and damned if the guy didn’t reach a paw down and squeeze his bare butt. “Hands off,” Grace said.


  “Sorry!” Wally raised his paws and laughed. He opened the door, which would’ve let anyone else in the hallway see the naked fennec if there’d been anyone there (and Wally held the door open a moment as if waiting for someone to show up). Then he stepped out and closed the door behind him.


  Grace didn’t even bother to wash his paw off before he ran into Wally’s room. He looked into every closet and under the bed, not that the guy could fit under there with his shell and all. Then he ran to the door and locked it, and then he washed his paw off. Cleaner, he paced back and forth in the kitchen.


  This was seriously freaky. Wally was either magically appearing back inside the apartment or he was one of a set of identical quadruplets, and the chances of that were…what? It had to be something else. Grace checked Wally’s window, which looked out onto a sheer drop that a squirrel would have trouble with, let alone an armadillo.


  So what the fuck?


  His phone beeped, and the sound made him jump. “Dammit!” he yelled at the air, and punched the door as he walked into his bedroom to pick it up. Just Vaxy, that was all, telling him they were moving to a different cafeteria for dinner.


  Grace held the phone in his paw and looked at the text until the phone turned off. He could call Todd, but Todd had never understood the gay lifestyle, not really. He’d been a good friend, with whom Grace had never talked about sex. So if he wanted to complain to someone about Wally taking a photo of him jerking off, and segue into the weirdness of Wally finding some kind of way back into the apartment, Vaxy wasn’t a bad choice. Vaxy was a good guy, and one of his better friends at the college. What’s more, he was way more gay than Grace. Most importantly, he was near his phone.


  So Grace turned the phone back on and called. The phone rang and then Vaxy answered. “Hey,” he said, “if that cafeteria’s a problem, I can bust Mike about it, no problem.”


  “No, it’s fine.” Grace took a breath. “I just had kind of a weird morning and I need to talk to someone. You got a minute?”


  The marten’s voice changed immediately to concern. “Sure. What’s up?”


  It took some delicacy, but Grace started with, “I was sure he’d left the apartment,” and to Vaxy’s credit, the marten didn’t laugh or say anything about it being hot when Grace talked about jerking off and the phone video, and at the point where Grace took a breath and said, “And then I went into his bedroom and the fucker was sitting right there on his bed,” Vaxy got quiet for a minute.


  “So I dunno. He’s finding some way to get back in the apartment or something and I need to figure out what the fuck is going on because I cannot—”


  “Grace,” Vaxy said.


  “Yeah?”


  “Go to your laptop. Google ‘armadillo children.’ I’ll wait.”


  Grace felt an uneasy prickling under his fur. “Why?”


  “You won’t believe me if I tell you. Go read it on Wikipedia.”


  “Fuck me,” the fennec muttered, but sat his bare butt down on his computer chair and called up the web page.


  A moment later, that curse seemed mild. Grace stared at the text over and over, and damned if Vaxy wasn’t right; Grace would never have believed him if he’d told him.


  All the armadillos had identical quads. All of them. The ones that could have kids, anyway. Apparently it was kinda hard for them. And they had these weird four-way marriages when a set of brothers met a set of sisters, and in poorer areas they would draw lots to see which one of a family got to have kids, and then the brothers and sisters would all chip in to take care of them and…


  “Christ,” he said. “No wonder he’s so fucked up.”


  Vaxy chuckled. “So you got played. His brothers must be in town, huh?”


  “Yeah.” Grace smoothed his whiskers down. “I’m going to kill him.”


  “Hey, so, can I get a look at that video in return for helping you out?”


  Grace snorted. “If you can retrieve the phone from Wally’s small intestine, which is how far I’m going to shove it up his ass.”


  Vaxy laughed. “See you at dinner. Unless you’re in jail.”


  Grace hung up, took a breath, and got some clothes on. He had class too, pretty soon, and he had a bit of revenge to plan.


  


  The first thing he did when he got home that afternoon was make sure Wally and his freaky identical brothers weren’t home. Wally usually came back before class and they went to dinner together. Grace didn’t know if Wally was going to change plans for his brothers, but if he wanted to keep trying to fool Grace, he would have to stick to the schedule.


  Sure enough, Grace had only been studying for twenty minutes or so when he heard the door creak. Wally walked by his room and leaned in against the doorway. “You don’t gotta keep your clothes on for me,” he said.


  “Fuck off,” Grace said. “And give me your phone.”


  “What for?” Wally squinted at him.


  “Because fuck you, that’s what for.” Grace held his hand out. “Because I know where you sleep and I work out four times a week. You fucking well know why. I’m going to delete that video.”


  Wally dug in his pocket and tossed his phone to Grace. “Already did, but knock yourself out.”


  The fennec skimmed through the videos, but didn’t see one of himself. So this hadn’t been the brother who’d taken the video. Still, he had to play along. “Thanks.” He tossed the phone back.


  “Oh, uh, yeah.” Wally shoved the phone in his pocket. “No hard feelings about this morning?”


  Grace gave him a big smile. “Oh, no. It’s just college pranks.”


  “Yeah, sure!” Wally laughed. “Got ya good.”


  “You sure did.” Grace grinned. “You gonna go take a nap before dinner?”


  “Sure.” He winked, with a leer. “Come join me if you want.”


  “I’m good, thanks. Already lifted enough weight for today.”


  Wally slapped his shell. “Plenty of guys like this.”


  “Plenty of guys like Old Hilltown beer, but I’m not one of ’em.” Grace waved. “Go. I’ll kick you when it’s time to go.”


  So Wally went off to his bed, and Grace watched his bedroom door. Sure enough, five minutes had barely gone by before Wally—apparently, wearing the same old Nirvana t-shirt and jeans—poked his head in again and waved. “Hey,” he said. “No hard feelings about this morning?”


  Grace furrowed his brow and acted as confused as he could. “Didn’t you just ask me that?”


  ‘Wally’ shook his head. “No, I just got home. You feelin’ okay?”


  “Yeah, I think so. Give me your phone so I can delete that fuckin’ video.”


  This one’s phone didn’t have the video on it either. But it was the same model and everything. Christ, they really took this ‘identical quads’ thing seriously. Grace tossed it back. “Okay, you probably wanna take a nap before dinner, right?”


  “Sounds good.” ‘Wally’ waved and walked into his bedroom. Grace perked his ears and stopped typing, listening carefully. Wally’d closed the bedroom door, but very faintly, through the walls, he could hear snickering and whispering. He grinned to himself and waited.


  “Hey, dude,” another ‘Wally’ said, passing his bedroom five minutes later. “No hard feelings about this morning?”


  Grace put the computer aside. “Okay, seriously? Did you not just ask me that? Twice?”


  The guy had obviously done this a lot. “No,” he said, though Grace could hear the laughter trying to get out. “You sure you weren’t dreaming? I know you dream about me.”


  “Those are nightmares,” Grace said. “You can tell from the screaming.”


  “Oh, I thought it was a different kind of screaming.” The armadillo winked. Damn, but he even had all of Wally’s mannerisms.


  “Give me your phone.” Grace held out his paw. “And don’t fucking ask why.”


  ‘Wally’ smirked. “Yeah, yeah.” He tossed it to the fennec.


  Same model. Same screen background. Jeez. Grace found the video of himself on this one, though. He watched a couple seconds of it, then heard a soft snicker and remembered he was being watched. He mailed a copy to his own phone and then deleted it from this one.


  When he tossed it back, ‘Wally’ said, “I’m gonna take a nap before—”


  “Hey,” Grace said with a bland smile, “if you’re just gonna nap, you could give me that blow job you promised me.”


  “What?” ‘Wally’s’ eyes widened. He straightened up in the doorway and glanced toward his bedroom.


  “You know.” Grace patted his lap. “We talked about it last week, you promised to show me how good you are, and I said I’d take you up on it some Tuesday afternoon.” He showed his teeth in a wide smile. “No time like the present.”


  “Uh…”


  “Come on,” Grace said. “You told me how you couldn’t wait to get your lips around my cock, right? Said you were gonna show me such a good time…was that all just talk?”


  The armadillo shifted. He looked toward his bedroom again. “No, no…let me just…”


  “Nah, c’mon.” Grace got up and strode across his rug in two steps. He took ‘Wally’s’ wrist and pulled him into the room.


  The armadillo glanced behind him. “Shouldn’t we, like, close the door?”


  “Why?” Grace said. He sat back down in his chair and undid his pants. He was already getting kinda hard; even though he wasn’t attracted to Wally, the thought of getting one of his roommate’s brothers to blow him was pretty hot. “There’s just us in the apartment. You expecting company?”


  “Well, uh…” ‘Wally’ stammered as Grace pulled him down to his knees, hard. “Uh, maybe…Mike might stop by?”


  “Oh, no.” Grace laughed as he pushed his pants down and pulled his sheath free. He drew a finger up it, and around the point of his cock, poking out. “Mike never comes over here. Did you invite him? We’re gonna see him at dinner in an hour.”


  “Right.” The armadillo stared at Grace’s shaft as it slid free under the strokes of the fennec’s paw. Even though Grace had jerked off that morning, he was having no trouble getting hard again, especially with ‘Wally’s’ warm breath on his fur.


  It was funny. If it had actually been Wally, Grace wouldn’t have been as eager for the blow job. But because he was putting one over on the guy, because it wasn’t someone he’d have to live with, he was really excited. “All right,” he said. “That cock’s not gonna suck itself.”


  The armadillo swallowed. He opened his mouth, revealing a bunch of short, stubby teeth. Tentatively, he licked Grace’s shaft.


  The fennec grinned and leaned back. “That’s it.”


  The armadillo’s thick fingers grasped the base of Grace’s sheath. Obediently, ‘Wally’ lowered his thick muzzle and parted his lips around the warm tip. Grace sighed in pleasure and closed his eyes.


  He gripped the side of his chair as the warm mouth moved up and down over him. The stubby teeth never touched his skin, but ‘Wally’ had a pretty good tongue. It slid up and down his skin, with a facility that told him his wasn’t the first cock this guy’d had in his mouth. The fennec’s knot swelled quickly, as he thought about shooting onto that tongue.


  When he opened his eyes, there was another armadillo gaping in at them from his doorway. He caught Grace’s eye and started to dart to the side. “Oh, don’t go,” Grace said. “You wanted a show, right?”


  The armadillo on his cock looked up, eyes wide, and started to lift his head. Grace pressed it back down. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I wasn’t talking to you. You keep going.”


  “Mmmf.” But he did so, even though his tail curled around to one side. One of Grace’s feet tapped on the floor as the excitement grew.


  “If you want, you can get your brothers. But,” Grace held up a paw. “No video.”


  The armadillo in the doorway grinned. He scurried off, and Wally’s bedroom door opened. Grace heard him say, “Hey, guys, you gotta see this.”


  While he was gone, Grace took out his own phone and flicked the camera on. He snapped a quick picture of his cock disappearing into the armadillo’s mouth, which made the guy look up again. “Mmmf?”


  “Don’t worry,” Grace said. “I’ll tell everyone it’s Wally.”


  And that seemed to make the guy smile. He dove back down, making Grace squirm in pleasure and drop his phone to the rug. When the fennec looked up, there were three armadillos leaning against each other in the doorway, watching their brother suck him off. He grinned at them and waved. “Hey, Wally.”


  To their credit, all three of them waved back. Grace wagged his tail and then arched it, pressing his hips up into the mouth of the brother in front of him. “Who’s the guy on my knob?”


  “That’s Jimmy,” the rightmost armadillo said. “Nice moves, Jimmy.”


  “Mmmf.” Jimmy kept moving up and down, and even slid his paw under Grace’s balls to press in behind them.


  The fox’s knot was pretty big already, and his cock felt hard and tight. He gritted his teeth and panted out, “Pleased…t’make…your acquaint…ance.”


  Jimmy didn’t answer, except with a pursing of his lips and a nice, hard suction up Grace’s cock that made the fox shudder. “Ah, jeez.” Grace gripped the side of his chair, both feet drumming the floor. He could feel the arousal rising in him, his knot full and tight now, his tip so sensitive that he arched his tail and had to suppress a moan every time the armadillo’s tongue flicked past it.


  He closed his eyes so he wouldn’t have to look at the peanut gallery staring at him. He’d gotten all the enjoyment he needed out of the situation, and now he was at the point where he was just going to enjoy the blow job and ride it out to the end, which was coming along like a train now.


  “Go Jimmy!” one of his brothers said.


  “Suck that fox,” another one said. It was amazing. Grace really couldn’t tell them apart. The voices were identical. If they hadn’t been located in different spots in front of him, he would’ve thought it was the same one talking.


  But he didn’t have time to make observations about that. He clenched his fists, his body tensing. The guy’s mouth was moving up and down, the tongue stroking up and down his shaft, and each stroke made him shiver and squirm. He could feel the pumping in his hips, the pulsing in waves up his shaft, and as thick fingers pressed in behind his balls, the waves grew stronger and stronger, pushing up and through his knot, up and out in waves, and he moaned hard through his teeth as he came, feeling the hot spurts filling the armadillo’s mouth. The guy—Jimmy—kept sucking, pulling, licking, and pressing while Grace came, holding the fennec’s pulsing cock.


  Grace moaned again, arching his back, his whole body shuddering, and then he fell back in his chair, panting. His tail went limp, and his muzzle stretched in a wide grin. “Heh-hey,” he said. “That was pretty good.” He lifted his eyes to the armadillo he thought was Wally. “Your brother’s quite the cocksucker.”


  “You should see Andy go at it,” Wally said.


  “Has to be the right time,” one of the others, presumably Andy, replied.


  “Meaning ‘anytime you’re awake’?” the third one said.


  “Fuck you.” Andy elbowed him.


  Jimmy lifted his muzzle, keeping his lips sealed closed. He got to his feet, gave Grace a grin, and pushed his brothers aside on his way to the bathroom.


  Grace pulled his pants over his cock, fastening them. “Aw, Jimmy doesn’t swallow?”


  The other three laughed. “Not on a first date,” the middle one said.


  “All right, you guys,” Grace said. “Get the fuck out. Are you all coming to dinner?”


  Two of them moved. “Nice show,” one said, and the other chimed in, “Nice cock.”


  They walked off to the bedroom. Wally, remaining, said, “Nah, they’re gonna stay here. I wanted to think of something to do to Vaxy and Mike with ’em.”


  “Mike’s a lot more twitchy about being seen naked.” Grace extended his legs in front of him, suppressing a grin. No need to tell Wally he’d spoken to Vaxy. “FYI.”


  “Ah, not like that. Wouldn’ta done that to you except you’re such an uppity fucker.” Wally grinned. “But you got Jimmy pretty good. Gotta hand it to you. How’d you figure it out?”


  Grace’s tail wagged. “Because I know how to use Google, idiot. You really think nobody knows about your mutant families?”


  Wally laughed, and pointed a stubby finger at Grace. “You didn’t, this morning. That was some awesome video Jimmy took.” He mimed Grace throwing his head back and jerking off. “Oh! Oh! Oh!”


  “Fuck off,” Grace said. “Thanks for not taking video of this.”


  “Why’d we need to?” Wally sounded genuinely perplexed. “We all saw it.”


  “Jimmy might like to see his technique.”


  “I’ll let him watch Andy blow you tomorrow.”


  Grace laughed. “See you in half an hour? You gonna go ‘nap’ with your brothers? What sort of ‘nap’ do four gay brothers take, anyway?”


  “Fuck you.” Wally grinned and walked off to his bedroom.


  Grace leaned back in his chair and exhaled. Not bad for the day. He reached down for his phone, and pulled up first the picture of his cock in Jimmy’s mouth, and then the video of him jerking off. Nice. He’d ended with the upper hand, if not on Wally, then on his identical brother. It wasn’t exactly the same—or maybe it was, fuck if he knew—but it would do for now.


  He had a little more respect for Wally. The guy was not the kind of roommate he was used to, but he was the kind Grace could enjoy living with. And if he was willing to go there with pranks, well, Grace could go there as well as the next armadillo.


  The fennec turned to his computer and called up some of the workout boards where people posted pics of themselves. If he was lucky, there’d be a fennec who looked enough like him that they could be twins.
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