
  [image: cover]


  
    
      Seeing Spots


      by Andres Cyanni Halden


      
        
      


      

    

  


  


  [image: ComicReady - 300dpi copy.jpg]


  
    Seeing Spots


    
      
    


    Copyright © Andres Cyanni Halden


    
      
    


    2010


    
      
    


    Cover Artwork by Dax Richardson


    
      
    


    Published by FurPlanet


    
      
    


    An imprint of Argyll Productions, LLC


    
      
    


    Dallas, Texas


    
      
    


    www.furplanet.com


    
      
    


    ISBN 978-1-61450-005-6


    
      
    


    Printed in the United States of America


    
      
    


    First Edition Trade Paperback 2010


    
      
    


    Electronic Edition 2011


    
      
    


    All rights reserved. No portion of this work may be reproduced in any form, in any medium, without the expressed permission of the author.


    
      
    


    

  


  
    Table of Contents


    
      Chapter One: “...In Bed”


      Chapter Two: Spots All Around


      Chapter Three: Rush Week


      Chapter Four: Incumbent


      Chapter Five: Giving Thanks


      Chapter Six: Dreaming of Better Flowers


      Chapter Seven: The Senator’s Gift


      Chapter Eight: Coffee and Confessions


      Chapter Nine: Whiskey Hotel


      Chapter Ten: Crunchy Prophecies

    

  


  


  Chapter One: “...In Bed”


  
    
  


  Chinese food was something that Theo and Anselm didn’t get to enjoy very often. Both of sets of their parents hated the mixed flavors and massive amounts of vegetables, but now that they were in college, it had become a treat. Both wolves sat at a small table with chopsticks in their paws, the lights dim but still pleasant. Anselm looked very stereotypical for his species – dark gray and white fur, muscular, and with only a touch of lighter gray at the tip of his tail to make him unique – Theo did not match very well with others of his race. Some mistook him for a dark gray fox at first glance; he was short and lacked any real muscle structure. The fur that covered his paws and feet was pitch-black, along with the tips of his ears and little spots across the top of his muzzle. His scent was definitely a wolf’s, according to his friends and family, and his tail was much shorter than a fox’s, but that didn’t stop the mistake from being made. When he’d asked his father about it the older wolf had jokingly commented that there must be a fox somewhere in their family tree.


  
    They were done with their meal – the teriyaki here was alright, but the mixed vegetables that had come with it were absolutely fantastic. Theo’s car had not brought them here; it had refused to start up again, so they’d just pulled out their laptops and found the closest place online. The waiter, a female rabbit in a too-short dress, dropped their check on the table with two fortune cookies on top of it. Anselm cracked his open first and smirked.


    “‘More wealth awaits you if you have patience’.”


    “You know,” Theo commented as he snapped open his own, “If you add ‘in bed’ to the end of it, it’s better.” Anselm’s smile got a bit wider.


    “I was thinking that. What’s yours say?” The smaller wolf blushed at the intonation.


    “‘You’ll be seeing spots in your future’...in bed.” Anselm chuckled.


    “Maybe there’s a cheetah boy here or something.” The wolf had dropped his voice enough so the weasels didn’t hear which made Theo grateful. His parents and Anselm both didn’t mind what he preferred, but he didn’t know how anyone on campus would react. He’d known what he desired for a while, had been with a few guys in high school, but had broken up with his last boyfriend before heading toward college since the gazelle was headed two thousand miles away.


    “Maybe.” The wishful thinking could wait until he knew the attitude on campus. Not only was Achaia University a private, somewhat elite school, but it was also Christian-funded. Since his family wasn’t really religious at all, he wasn’t exactly sure how this campus worked. It had “progressive social and religious attitudes” according to the admissions counselor, but he would scope everything out over the next few days. Besides, they’d been invited to a frat party tonight by a cute senior husky named Taye. Maybe he could ask the dog at the party.


    An hour before the party Taye caught Theo and told him to dress nice – the frat party would not be a kegger, but rather an upscale shindig so freshmen could see the fraternity in a better light. There would be alcohol (like any good frat) but the husky commented that no one was expecting to get drunk.

  


  
    Just to make sure he remained proper that night, the small wolf pulled out a green button-up shirt, black tie, and black slacks. He doubted he would need to bring a coat with him, and when he asked Anselm, the other wolf agreed. His roommate had chosen a dark yellow polo shirt that set off his gold eyes quite nicely and some dark blue jeans that weren’t torn in any way. Once Theo straightened his tie the two wolves headed out of their dorm.


    The frat houses on campus were very obvious – they were right across the street from the upperclassmen co-ed dorm and had bright white letters proclaiming their Greek affiliation over the front doors. Here there were only two frats and three sororities; the sororities were across from the all-girls dorm.


    The second fraternity on the row, a very nice two-story house that had been painted black and trimmed in a deep purple, had the letters Theta Eta Mu in small letters above the door that led on to a large screened-in porch. There were stairs that led up to it, and even before they started up, they could hear many excited voices inside. Theo could smell many different species, but the distinct musk of several different foxes and a large bear stood out in the mix. How many members did this frat have? He’d seen movies where there were hundreds of frat guys in one building, but just judging by the size he would bet there weren’t more than a dozen. Taye met them at the screen door – he was wearing a gray coat and tie that almost perfectly matched his fur.


    “Glad you guys could make it.” He ushered them in, past a few other milling freshmen the wolf recognized from his floor or his few classes so far. There was the Japanese fox that had a private room next to his whose name he couldn’t remember and Luke, the only other English major he’d met so far. He was an African wild dog and had decided on a collared shirt and tie like him – he smiled at Theo when he walked by. A few others that he hadn’t smelled were loitering at the far end of the porch; a fruit bat was chatting with a rabbit who didn’t look older than sixteen. Taye kept wagging his tail as the two wolves followed him into the building proper.

  


  
    The porch led directly into a very spacious kitchen. Every counter gleamed; Theo recognized they were made from black marble. Four guys stood chatting in the kitchen, and judging by the ages and how calm three of them looked, he guessed the bear, lion, and a Eurasian lynx – the spotted kind – were fraternity members and the fourth, a wolf, another member of his class.


    “That’s Terrence,” Taye said, pointing to the bear. He was a grizzly, tall and large, but he carried his extra weight very well. His pinstriped white suit strained against his girth, as though he’d gained some of the extra weight in the recent past. “He’s a junior and Social Work major.” The bear smiled them and reached out a paw. His grip was firm but not overpowering as Theo shook it. Terrence than moved to Anselm, who had his ears perked forward in interest.


    “That’s Marcus,” the lion stepped up to shake the two wolves’ paws. His mane looked like it had been flattened by a hat recently, making him look much less regal. Rather than a suit, he’d chosen a collared shirt with the top button undone. His grip was a bit too strong, as though trying to size up the small wolf’s strength. It made him feel weak.


    “Junior and Chemistry,” the feline said as he took Anselm’s paw. The other wolf didn’t look shocked at the hard grip – instead, his slight grin said he accepted the challenge.


    “And this is Anthony.” Rather than looking formal or casual-formal, it was as though the lithe cat had tried to do the exact opposite. The first thing the wolf noticed were the piercings; not only did the lynx have a silver ring in the left side of his nose, but his right ear had six colored loops through it that formed the colors of a gay pride flag. His upper body was covered in a skintight black tee that showed off a trim, sculpted abdomen. Below that, leather pants clung to his groin, hips, and powerful legs. His tail lashed behind him as he leaned forward to give the wolf a friendly nuzzle.

  


  
    “Education.” Anthony had a slight accent, like he used to live in Europe but had been here long enough to eliminate any harshness. He smelled very nice, a hint strawberries on top of his natural feline odor.


    “What year are you?” The cat’s tail lashed a little harder as he gave Anselm a nuzzle as well.


    “Junior.”


    “Are there any seniors in the frat?” Anselm asked, looking like he didn’t know how to react to the intimate contact.


    “There’s me,” Taye said, rolling his eyes at the lynx as he went back to his conversation with the wolf, “and Khan, the chapter president. I don’t know where he is, though...”


    “He went out to grab some bitch beer,” Terrence commented as he made a motion toward the fridge at the far side of the kitchen.


    “Bitch beer?” Theo had never heard the phrase before, which made the ursine chuckle.


    “It’s alcohol that tastes like candy. Do you like beer?” The smaller wolf shook his muzzle – he detested anything bitter.


    “Then you’ll have to try some of the stuff when Khan gets back.” Taye put a paw on the small of his back.


    “Go have some fun. I’ll get the other guys out there in a sec.” He nodded, and after Anselm grinned at him, they walked back out on to the porch. Theo glanced to his right and saw a small den attached to the kitchen with two couches and a TV; the fraternity brothers probably hung out in there when there wasn’t a party.


    Most of the freshman had been invited by Taye. The only fennec fox and rabbit in the room, named Mikhail and Stan respectively, apparently were in an art class with Anthony, so the lynx had invited them. Theo noticed the petite fox had six rainbow piercings in his right ear just like the lynx, and the rabbit had a small black loop at the tip of his right ear. How many gay guys were there on this campus? He couldn’t help thinking of stereotypes when the two told him their majors – Interior Design for the fox and Art History for the bunny. As Mikhail put it, he “gets paid thousands of dollars to tell rich people where to hang their paintings.”

  


  
    Though he didn’t see the chapter president arrive, Marcus came around about half an hour later and offered everyone one of the “bitch beers.” Every one of them had a brightly colored label that matched whatever the flavor was – pink for strawberry, red for cherry, etc. Theo picked one of the strawberry ones, and after one sip, felt like he better not take more than one. They were delicious, and since he didn’t really know his tolerance, it would be a very bad idea to get drunk during his first week of school.


    After another hour, Theo was really glad he had come to this party. This let him meet more members of his class and learn more about what the school offered. Sure, admissions counselors would paint a very pretty picture, but others around him had much more realistic impressions. The non-Japanese red fox’s father and grandfather had both gone to Achaia, so he knew more about the history than any of the fraternity members. His name was Robert and spoke with such a thick southern accent that Theo could only understand him if he spoke very slowly. While Theo was learning about which sports the school was well known for – water polo and basketball – from Taye, a female husky came in through the porch door. She was dressed in an oversized Theta Eta Mu sweatshirt and shorts that cut off halfway down her thighs. Several of the males gave her more than a cursory glance, but when she walked up to Taye and kissed him on the side of his muzzle, everyone went back to their own discussions.

  


  
    “I figured you weren’t coming.” He whispered, slipping an arm around her waist. It took Theo a moment to realize he was staring, and then another to realize that the sweater must belong to the male husky.


    “Like I would miss one of your guy’s parties.” Both of their tails were wagging and their ears were cupped toward each other. As though realizing there were others around him, Taye flicked his ears and motioned toward the new girl.


    “Everyone, this is Michelle – my girlfriend.” She smiled at Theo and Anselm, giving the smaller wolf a wink. Not entirely sure how to respond, he just took a sip of his bitch beer. He was already on his second and wasn’t even buzzed – they must not have much alcohol in them. He smiled at her, but internally he didn’t let his original thoughts of the husky cloud his mind. Just because someone might have flirted with him didn’t mean they were gay.


    “How many guys are there in the frat, anyway?” The red fox, Robert, next to him asked. So far, Theo had only seen the four, and heard of the class president. Taye rolled his eyes.


    “There’s only the five of us right now. That’s why we’re going to try to get a lot of freshmen to come to the house during rush week.”


    “Any reason?” Now Taye sighed, and his tail stopped wagging.


    “Most of the guys had...issues when Khan became president.” The fox looked interested, but judging by the look on Taye’s face, he didn’t really want to talk about it. Theo quickly changed the subject back to sports.


    Some time later – the small wolf couldn’t see any clocks on the walls – Theo wandered toward the bathroom. Food had been brought out, but unfortunately, it was all very sticky with different kinds of sauces. Taye had told him there was one on the first floor, past the kitchen and around a corner. The pictures on the hallways walls were of the current members and some other upperclassmen the wolf didn’t recognize; he bet they were from the group who had quit. Once he saw an open door with tile on the walls, he knew he was close, but he could smell someone else in there. The toilet flushed; whoever it was hadn’t bothered to shut the door. Marcus, his mane now puffed out like it should be, strolled out, humming. When he saw Theo, he smiled. There was a red plastic cup in his paw, and when he stopped in front of the wolf, Theo could smell alcohol on his breath.

  


  
    “What’s up, little guy?” His speech slurred a little bit, but Theo didn’t think he was drunk. When he tried to step around the large cat, Marcus chuckled and leaned slightly so he was in the wolf’s way – the hallways wasn’t wide enough for the both of them to walk abreast. When he tried on the other side, the lion leaned the opposite direction and stumbled a bit, pushing the wolf against the wall just with his weight. Before he knew it, Theo’s back was to the wall and Marcus was leaning over him, the natural musk of a predatory cat and booze wafting over him.


    “What’s wrong?” There was a purr in his voice now, and Theo tensed up when the lion put a paw on his hip. Before he could get out from under the cat, Marcus leaned down and nuzzled him. Now the stench of alcohol was even worse, but the feeling of soft fur against his face made the wolf whine. He had a weakness for big cats, but this wasn’t exactly how he had expected to find out that the campus didn’t have a problem with gay people.


    “Marcus.” A spotted paw came to rest of the lion’s shoulder, pulling him away and back to the middle of the hallway. It was a snow leopard wearing a white business suit, the tuft of fur that should be around his throat trimmed down to make him less intimidating. His tail lashed, but the look in his bright blue eyes told the wolf he was more amused than irritated.


    “What?” The lion tried to nuzzle the new cat, but the snow leopard pushed him away.


    “Go bug Anthony. He likes it.” Marcus nodded, and after shaking his head, causing strands of tan fur to fly out in every direction, lumbered down the hallway and around the corner. Once he was out of sight, the snow leopard turned to Theo and smiled.

  


  
    “Sorry, wolf – Marcus is a two-beer queer.” Though the canine didn’t really know how to react to the situation, the phrase intrigued him.


    “What’s that?” The snow leopard’s tail had stopped lashing and instead curled around to cover his waist.


    “He’s straight until he gets booze in his system – then he wants to have sex with every guy in the building. When he’s sober again, he’ll blame it on the alcohol.” The cat shrugged, as though this was a normal occurrence, and then held out a paw. When Theo took it, he noticed how soft the male’s pads were.


    “Name’s Khan Carter – I’m the chapter president.” Now that the wolf could get a non-distracted look at him, he noticed how handsome the cat was. He’d trimmed all his fur so he looked as professional as possible, so the rings that formed his spots stood out without looking out of place in his alabaster fur.


    “Theo Gottlieb.” Khan’s smile got a bit wider, as though expecting a different name.


    “German parents?” The wolf nodded and smiled. Most people didn’t recognize his heritage, and it was nice to find someone who did.


    “They immigrated before I was born.” The snow leopard twitched his whiskers in amusement.


    “I’m a Foreign Language major. German’s one of my favorites.”


    Theo and Khan kept talking for the next few hours – the snow leopard had gone to Berlin over the summer, and since Theo’s grandparents lived there, they could talk about the local restaurants, the museums, and the better bars (since the drinking age was much lower there). By the time midnight rolled around and several of the freshmen were starting to leave, the small wolf started noticing something very odd for him. Besides Taye, all the other upperclassmen were flirting with other guys; Anthony was whispering in Stan the rabbit’s ear, Marcus had a paw on the Japanese fox’s shoulder and was nuzzling him, and Terrence was sitting with Michelle, talking about something without ever glancing down to look at her now-obvious breasts. She’d shed the sweater and was wearing only a tank top now.

  


  
    “Are all the guys in this frat gay?” The question made Khan sigh very heavily, but he still answered it.


    “Unfortunately, most of us are. Me and Anthony are gay, Marcus is gay when he drinks, and Terrence is bisexual. Taye stayed when everyone left because we’ve known each other since freshmen year.”


    “They left because you were gay?” The snow leopard let a weak smile cross his muzzle.


    “Sort of. They didn’t mind when I was elected vice president at the end of last year, since I would still be second-in-command for my senior year. Unfortunately, our last president got a D.U.I over the summer, so he got kicked out. I became president, and before we even got back, most of the guys called me and told me if I didn’t step down they weren’t coming back. Well, I didn’t, so we had five by the time the semester started.” He shrugged, as though the loss of most of the straight fraternity brothers would not end up being a problem. “We only need five new pledges to keep the house.” Theo smiled – he hadn’t really been planning to join, but judging how much Anselm was getting along with all the guys and the large wolf’s indifference to gay guys, he bet the other wolf was contemplating the idea. He knew joining would cost money, and it was an expense he couldn’t afford. Probably, at least four of the other freshmen here would think the same way. Also, he doubted the openly gay fennec fox could resist such an environment.


    “I hope you can get them.” Theo smiled at the snow leopard, and was happy to get one in return.

  


  
    Another hour passed and the only freshmen left were him, Anselm, and Stan. The rabbit was completely preoccupied with Anthony now; they were in the den making out. The other wolf was standing on the porch, making pleasantries with Terrence and chuckling whenever Marcus leaned against the bear due to his drunkenness.


    “I’m going to head out,” he commented to Theo when Terrence went back to the kitchen for another drink. The smaller wolf nodded and wagged his tail. When he started to go back and tell the others he was leaving too, Anselm leaned down to whisper in his ear.


    “That snow leopard’s been hitting on you since he got back.” Theo blushed; he’d realized that too, but had been avoiding the advances. He knew that if the cat actually said anything to him, he would definitely want to pursue the venture, but simple flirting didn’t actually convey an interest.


    “I know. I’ll probably leave in a few minutes too. I just want to say goodbye to everyone.” Anselm nodded, and headed to the door leading off the porch. Right as the screen door bounced off of the frame and the sounds of the larger wolf’s paws making their way down the stairs could be heard on the porch, Marcus and Terrence came back, the bear now completely supporting the lion.


    “Where’d Anselm go?” He pointed at the door, which made the bear nod.


    “Then I guess you’re it now. You mind helping Khan clean up? I’ve got to get Marcus upstairs.” The small wolf wagged his tail a little – it would give him a few moments alone with the snow leopard, and maybe enough time to find out if the cat was truly interested in him.


    Khan was in the kitchen, washing one of the finger food platters off in the sink. He’d taken off his coat and tie – both had been carefully hung on a towel hook several feet from the sink. His ears swiveled back when Theo entered the kitchen, but despite being able to get a nice view of the cat’s tail and rump, the wolf folded his ears back and covered his nose; the heavy musk of sex and the subtler scent of lube were floating out of the den.

  


  
    “Sorry about Anthony,” the snow leopard commented and he turned around, wiping his paws on one of the towels on the counter, “he doesn’t listen to people.” The cat still wore a very nice white dress shirt, but the top button had been undone.


    “Huh?” He knew his tail was wagging at the cat’s smooth, deep voice, but he tried to ignore his eagerness.


    “I told him to dress nice and not go after any of the potential pledges, but that’s exactly what he did as soon as Stan showed up.”


    “Why shouldn’t he go after pledges?” Khan smiled weakly at him, at though this was a recurring problem.


    “I’m worried it will make guys join just because they think they’re going to get laid.” Theo smirked at the answer.


    “Guys join fraternities all the time because they think it will help them get laid.” That made the snow leopard’s smile much more genuine.


    “I guess that’s true. Hey, do you mind going to grab me a towel out of the bathroom? There’s none left in here, and I need to get everything dried off before I call it a night.” Theo nodded, almost bounding down the hallway.


    Around the corner, the wolf paused a few feet down from the open bathroom. Not only was the light on, giving the whole hallway a strange glow from the iridescent lights, but a wagging, curled tail was protruding from the doorway. He could hear shuffling, like the husky was going through a drawer. He turned around, and suddenly Theo realized Taye was naked, the head of his shaft peaking from his sheath. Now that there wasn’t anything covering him, the small wolf could see he had just a little pudginess around his waist, combining with his soft features to make him even cuter. His tail still wagging, he walked back into the bedroom at the end of the hall without even noticing the wolf staring at him. It was when Taye shut the bedroom door that he realized the husky had a condom between two of his fingers.

  


  
    “Found one?” A voice asked from behind him, making him jump. In seeing the naked husky, he’d forgotten why he’d come down here. The snow leopard slid past him – the two of them could fit in the narrow hallway without a problem – and walked into the bathroom. One of his ears swiveled to face the bedroom door, and after a moment, he chuckled.


    “Did he go on a condom hunt?” Theo flushed, but that confirmed the cat’s suspicions.


    “Every time Michelle stays over, he forgets to put condoms in his room. There was one night last year where he came all the way upstairs, just in his fur, and asked me if I had any extra.” Theo wagged his tail at the thought going through his head, but didn’t voice it – he had just gotten an image of the snow leopard letting the naked husky hunt around his room for condoms, casually reminding the cute canine to bend over and look in drawers. It passed almost as fast, but apparently his attention wandering had caused the snow leopard some amusement as well.


    “He’s straight as an arrow – don’t bother fantasizing.” The small wolf figured this would be the best moment to mention his desire; if he got shot down, he got shot down.


    “I’m not interested in Taye.” Before the cat could say anything, he stepped forward, stood up on his toes, and kissed the snow leopard on the lips.


    Something happened as he was kissing Khan. His upper body relaxed as arms wrapped around him, and he could feel a purr vibrating straight to his lips. It reminded him of the first boy he’d kissed – a cheetah in eighth grade – but with a larger muzzle and more power in the body against him. He didn’t want to break the kiss, and when the spotted cat’s claws came out, nicking into his dress shirt, he shivered. Sex smells were coming out of the door near them; his sheath bulged, and now he could smell the first hints of arousal coming off the cat.

  


  
    “Away...from the...door...” The snow leopard panted between breaths, moving his paws around so his claws raked down the wolf’s tail. It hadn’t occurred to him that the musk of Taye and Michelle having sex would make him be more aggressive or the cat more receptive. They fumbled down the hallway, away from the bedroom and bathroom, but the scents didn’t get any better; Theo whined when the house’s odor shifted from huskies to a lynx and rabbit. A finger hooked under his tie and loosened the knot.


    “Are you planning on pledging?” Despite the smells, the situation, and just how much the wolf wanted to do right now, the snow leopard was speaking very clearly. When Theo focused on the other male’s eyes, he noticed, that even know he could see desire in them, concern was overriding it.


    “I can’t afford it.” It embarrassed him to admit how little money his family had – he was only at this school because of scholarships – but Khan’s smile grew wider as his purr shifted from contented to predatory.


    “Good.” Lips met his again, and he didn’t try to keep forming coherent thoughts.


    Theo didn’t see much more of the downstairs; they stumbled through the living room, where for some reason the small wolf’s eyes focused on the long ears showing out from under one side of a comforter and a pile of earrings scattered across the coffee table. The stairs leading up were on the opposite end of that room, but they had to stop at the base of stairs for the snow leopard to nip at his throat – Theo knew that the rabbit and lynx were spent, but the room still reeked of their earlier activities.


    Down a hallway, past two closed doors and a bathroom with far too much lion fur left shed on the counter, and the snow leopard pushed open the door at the end of the hall. It was the master bedroom, the wolf bet, but his he mainly saw the ceiling as soft, but commanding paws kept his muzzle upturned. The back of his knees hit something and he fell backward with teeth still locked around his throat. He was on a bed, his eyes surrounded by sheets for a moment before the snow leopard let him go.

  


  
    He kept panting, looking up at the other male as the snow leopard unbuttoned his shirt and shoved it off. He undid his belt, peeling off his pants and boxers with the same motion – Theo didn’t have a chance to think about his situation when lips came back to his, and claws deftly undid and almost ripped open his shirt. Only the very tips of the cat’s claws were out, but it was enough to glide through his fur, parting it, tickling his skin and making him gasp. His slacks followed almost as quickly, and suddenly it occurred to him that he was naked in a bed with a frat guy, however nice and charming he’d been. They’d known each other for a couple hours, if that. He propped himself on his elbows and his lips were met again, but that didn’t quell his protests when the lips moved down to kiss across his muzzle and down the side of neck.


    “Wait...” The spotted male paused in his movements, and the wolf put his paws over the strong ones running down his thighs. God he was already hard, just at the male’s strong scent and the sight of his bare, white-furred chest. They were both thick-furred and fluffy, but for some reason, the wolf could still see how thin the snow leopard was, like he wasn’t an athlete, but hadn’t ever gained a pound either.


    “I don’t want to fuck.” The words felt strange coming out of his mouth – he realized he’d never actually said that before, let alone the curse word in front of someone he didn’t know very well.


    “Then we won’t.” There was a slight growl behind his voice that made the canine shiver, and when he relaxed his arms, falling back on to the bed, the snow leopard lifted his hips, pulling them closer to the cat’s until they touched. Their members rubbed against one another, and when a paw wrapped around them both, the wolf let out a whimper that made Khan’s growl and purr mix together into a sound he’d never heard before.

  


  
    He tried to hump into the paw, but the soft pads just glided over the two shafts, rubbing precum over both of them, bringing him up a lot slower than he really wanted. The snow leopard leaned down to nuzzle him, kiss him, and nip at his throat. The cat might be taller than him, but physically they were built about the same, so when the wolf wrapped his arms around the cat, he didn’t feel the strength of an athlete, just the hidden strength in every powerful predator, and when the male’s other paw came up to rub his ears, he whined submissively. Khan could do whatever he wanted to right now, and Theo didn’t think he would stop him.


    Together they rocked for a few minutes, an hour, the wolf didn’t know – he just knew this felt very, very good, and he wanted the snow leopard to get him off. He kept his paws on the cat’s back, feeling the muscles tense more and more often as the cat got close. Subconsciously his legs were in the air, like they were truly having sex, his toes curling as he got close to covering himself in seed. Another instant and he was there, feeling the rush that nothing else could duplicate. He let out a sound between a bark and a whine, digging his claws into Khan’s back, his noises cut off by lips meeting his and a tongue shoving into his muzzle.


    He wrestled it with his own tongue, not used to being muted during anything carnal. Khan’s tongue was rough, like all cats, but still pleasant – it just tickled a little as the frat guy shuddered on top of him. He could smell their combined musk, the sharp, almost unpleasant smell of seed splattering across his chest and dripping into his white belly fur. When the cat pulled back, letting the wolf breathe again without being overcome by sex smells, he got pushed forward so he was completely on the bed. Khan’s tongue brushed through the fur across his face, over his ears, slipping between his lips for just a second at a time. He was spent, but he still felt like they should stay together, like he had tied the taller male.

  


  
    After a couple minutes Khan shakily stood up and walked across the room to the only other door, his tail swishing back and forth like a dog’s. Theo’s tail hadn’t stopped wagging since they’d been working their way upstairs. A light came on, and the wolf realized the cat had his own bathroom. The snow leopard came back a moment later, switching the light off just as fast. He had a towel in his paw, making the wolf whimper when the cat wiped off his belly as best as he could. It was a loving gesture, not something a frat guy would do after some quick fooling around. Khan settled down on the bed next to him, and for a moment, the wolf saw through the male’s lust, desire, and needs. Now they were just two lovers, lying together on the same bed.


    “C’mere.” The snow leopard rolled him over – not that he minded – so that he could get them both under the sheets. They weren’t tied, so it wasn’t like they needed to wait or sleep in a certain position. A minute ago he’d been worried this was nothing but a spontaneous action on both of their parts; now his vision was predominated by white, fluffy fur. Arms were around him, and the scent of the snow leopard was in his nose and for some reason, he relaxed. Why did he trust the cat? It didn’t matter right now. He was tired.


    

  


  Chapter Two: Spots All Around


  
    
  


  You’ll be seeing spots in your future.


  The words kept passing through the small wolf’s mind as he slept – different faces speaking them. Sometimes it would be the actual fortune, a strange, floating piece of paper intruding on images on the snow leopard leaning over him in his business suit. At one moment the cat was kissing him, but when he pulled back the ghostly shape changed to the rabbit waitress from the Chinese restaurant, telling him that it was because of her that he’d found the snow leopard.


  Theo really hated his dreams.


  When Theo woke up, he could only think of the stuffed animals he used to sleep with. Long, soft fur pressed into his nose, but rather than the synthetic fur just absorbing his own scent, the snow leopard’s natural musk filled his nostrils, his brain, and made him not want to move. However, light was already streaming in from the eastern window, and it was then he remembered everything that had happened the night before. The smells and images of the lynx, rabbit, and naked husky rushed through his mind; the snow leopard, cuddling against him, his kisses and some of the stickiness that remained despite the toweling connecting them. Was the big cat just being nice? He didn’t know, but it felt nice just being in the male’s arms.


  
    Neither of them had drunk enough – as far as the wolf was aware – to warrant having drunken sex. That wasn’t to say they were completely sober, but the bitch beers hadn’t done anything for him. Theo hadn’t smelled much of anything on the snow leopard’s breath last night. He didn’t want to wake the snow leopard up, even if when the male eventually did, they might never do this again. For now, though, he just let the images, the worries, and the second-guessing go. There was a long, fluffy tail between his legs, and if his tail was longer, they could be entwined.


    The arms around him shifted, which told him that the snow leopard was stirring. Next, as though the cat just realized there was someone in his arms, he rolled over, sitting straight up and blinking the sleep out of his eyes.


    “I’m sorry,” Khan said groggily. He didn’t look at the wolf, and even when Theo sat up and tried to look him in the eye, the cat turned his head away.


    “Sorry for what?” he got up on his knees beside the spotted back, nuzzling against the back of the taller male’s neck. “I kissed you first.”


    “That doesn’t mean I should have let you. I’m the chapter president – I should...”


    “...be held up to a ridiculously higher moral standard than everyone else around you.” Anthony finished from the doorway. They’d left it open the night before, and the lynx was standing there, wearing only a towel, his fur partly wet. The smell of rabbit didn’t cling to him anymore, so Theo assumed he’d just showered. He’d put his piercings back in from the night before, and with the fur slicked down on and around his ears, the multi-colored rings shown out very bright.

  


  
    “Stop being a bitch, Khan, and have some sex.”


    “We didn’t...” The smaller cat cut him off with a huff.


    “I don’t care what exactly you did, but you needed something like this.” On the word “this”, he pointed to Theo. The wolf suspected it wasn’t in any derogatory way, so he let it go. His tail still wasn’t wagging, though, since the snow leopard was acting almost depressed about what had happened last night.


    “I shouldn’t....”


    “Do you think he’s hot?” It just occurred to the small wolf that he was naked from the waist up, so he pulled the sheets up enough to cover him all the way to the shoulders. Now the lynx stepped into the room, his ears flicking back and forth like he was on a hunt. He sat down on the end of the bed, one paw holding his towel to make him decent and the other jutting a finger at the snow leopard.


    “Do you – yes or no – think he’s hot?” Despite his tail lashing in annoyance, Khan nodded without much of a pause. The gesture made the wolf blush, but heartened him at the same time. Maybe last night wasn’t a mistake, but the words from that goddamned fortune cookie popped into his mind. Why didn’t Anselm open that one? That way, the other wolf would just have hooked up with a girl dalmatian or something. That is, or course, if fortune cookies controlled reality, which the rational part of the wolf’s brain told him they did not.


    “Then what the hell’s the problem? He’s cute – and yes, you are,” he added after the small wolf folded his ears back in embarrassment, “and you haven’t had a boyfriend – or a quick fuck – since Greg. That was six months ago, ‘Mr. Chapter President,’ and if you think this somehow makes you better than everyone else, look at Stephen.” When the wolf cocked his head, the lynx explained.


    “He’s the chapter president of the frat next door. He has more sex than I do, and I really like it.” If this Stephen could sleep around all the time, then the snow leopard could have some fun every now and then.

  


  
    “Fine, Anthony, fine. Now leave so we can put some clothes on.”


    They didn’t talk while they hunted down their clothes from the night before – Khan had popped one of the buttons off his shirt, so he instead pulled a blue T-shirt out of one of his dresser drawers and slipped it on. It had the insignia of the Prozac Pack on it, a local all-wolf band that played in bars and clubs around the state. Theo’s tie had been thrown somewhere, and after a few minutes of hunting, he figured he could just get it another time.


    The other two bedroom doors that lead off from the upstairs hallways were open now; in one of them, Marcus was still asleep on one of the two single beds, wearing a pair of black boxer-briefs and snoring loudly, and in the other Anthony was sitting next to the rabbit from last night at the end of the bed, both of them now decently clothed. One arm was around the smaller male’s waist, but the wolf could see that it wasn’t really a sexual situation anymore. It was sweeter, though it was also obvious that the cat had turned up the charm.


    Downstairs, Terrence was picking up plastic cups and empty beer bottles left over from last night’s party. It made the wolf feel mildly ashamed that he and Khan had gone upstairs before taking care of everything, but when the bear looked up at them, there was only a smile to meet them. He’d chosen a school sweater and sweatpants that masked his excess weight much better than the suit.


    “I’ll be right back in,” the snow leopard promised, which made the ursine grunt in confirmation. Another few seconds and they were on the porch, with only a few more steps before the wolf would be at the stairs leading out and down onto the sidewalk. Before he could put a paw on the handle to open the door, the snow leopard stepped in between him and the exit.

  


  
    “I’m sorry if I did something you didn’t like.” Theo stretched up and nuzzled the snow leopard along the side of his face.


    “It was fun.” Sure, he might have expected to go out a few times with the cat first, but a powerful feline form on top of him had been fun, whatever his doubts and complicated feelings. “I was going to ask you out yesterday, but what we did was just as good.” Khan smiled and licked him on the nose.


    “Still want to go out tonight then? There are a few new movies playing.”


    “Sure.” The cat’s tail curved around his legs, the tip brushing against Theo’s thighs.


    “Then I’ll be outside the freshman dorm at seven.”


    The so-called “walk of shame” was something that the wolf had always seen in movies and commercials as a terrible thing. However, with his tail wagging so fast he felt it would fall off, and the invitation for a date fresh in his mind, he couldn’t help but smile at the few people that he passed on the way back to his dorm. It might be nearly noon according to where the sun was (he didn’t wear a watch), but since it was Saturday, not many people would be up. He got into his dormitory without anyone stopping him. Of course, they wouldn’t stop him, but the thought kept occurring to him that he probably reeked of snow leopard.


    Someone was in the shower when he arrived, and since Anselm wasn’t asleep, he guessed it was the wolf; he liked to take showers in the morning to wake up, rather than use caffeine or food. Theo slumped down at the end of the bed and unbuttoned his shirt, pealing it and his dress pants off from yesterday. He needed a shower too, more because he hadn’t gotten one since the day before yesterday than because of his activities last night. The echo of water on tile lessened, then cut off completely – the small wolf heard Anselm shake in the shower, and then turn on his small dryer. They both had one, since apparently only the upper-class dorms had dryers built into the shower to dry off so it didn’t take hours to get comfortable again. It too turned off and the other wolf walked out, rubbing a towel over his head. He didn’t like using the blow-dryer on his head, since it hurt his eyes.

  


  
    “When did you get back?” He wasn’t wearing anything, causing Theo’s gaze to rest for a moment on his sheath. They’d known each other for so long that the wolf didn’t feel any need to cover up around him, but Theo still occasionally noticed it. While the larger wolf walked over to his closet, probably deciding what to wear, Theo scooted over along the edge of the bed so he was closer to the other male.


    “A few minutes ago. I...” There was no need to lie to Anselm. “I spent the night at the frat house with Khan.”


    “Cool.” The nonchalant attitude was one he expected from the other wolf – his tail rarely wagged except when he was really, really, excited, and he took almost everything in stride. Many of their friends at home joked that he should have been born a bear. That way, he could get so mellow that he would just hibernate.


    “I’m going out tonight with him, I think.”


    “I got a date, too.” Wait – where did Anselm get a date? There hadn’t been any girls at the party that he was aware of.


    “....How?” Anselm smiled as he shoved his upper body into a too-small t-shirt; he’d bulked up a lot in his senior year of high school. Then he jumped into a pair of jeans – he never wore underwear of any fashion.


    “I met a girl on the way back to the house. She’d forgotten her keys in her dorm, so I walked her over and made sure she could get a hold of someone.”


    “So...wolf?”


    “Nah – a lioness. She’s cute, though.” Unlike most straight men he knew, the larger wolf never cupped his paws in front of his chest to mime boobs or talk about banging chicks in front of him. Whether it was because of the smaller wolf’s own preference or due to the male’s own personality, Theo didn’t know, but he appreciated it.

  


  
    “Cool. Where ya going?”


    “One of the guys at the frat party told me about an art house a couple minutes down the street. It gets all the little movies, so it’s good for dates.” Theo slid off the bed, taking a step over to his small desk, putting on a pair of clean pants and shoving some stuff in his pockets. He’d brought his keys with him last night, but forgotten his wallet and his tiny, old cell phone. It didn’t slide or flip open; it just had buttons and let him make phone calls. As far as he was aware, it was basically a lifeline for his parents to call and find out if he was alive or not. His glared at the fortune from the Chinese food place still sitting on his desk, and rather than crumpling it up like he should have, he carefully opened his wallet and put it behind his driver’s license. That also reminded him to see how much money he had – four singles, a five dollar bill, and a half-dollar forming a ring in the worn leather like a condom.


    “You find out what’s playing?” Anselm nodded.


    “Some romantic European flick – I think it’s called Spots All Around. Stars some snow leopard. Umm...I think Anthony said his name was Gerard Depuire.”


    “Wait...Spots All Around?” He would bet money that was where he and Khan were going. Goddamn fortune cookie, seeming more and more like a prophecy and less like just a little piece of paper. When he saw the look of irritation plastered across his muzzle, Anselm chuckled. They were so close they could practically read each other’s thoughts.


    “I guess I should have gotten your fortune cookie, huh?” He punched the larger wolf in the arm, which brought forth another laugh from him. Even if he wanted to, Theo doubted he could hurt the muscular canine.


    “Snow leopards are spotted, Anselm.”


    They laughed about it for a while, eventually moving to talk about the fraternity. Anselm really liked all the guys, and most of the freshman that had been invited. Oddly enough, the larger wolf most enjoyed being around Anthony; they had talked about the upcoming Christmas movies, and the lynx actually knew more about film than Anselm did (he planned to major in Film Studies). He even mentioned the lynx flirting with him at first, but took the hint when the large wolf didn’t respond. That surprised Theo – in high school, Anselm had liked to flirt back with gay guys, just to see how they reacted. It was all in good fun, but he might have thought it a bad idea for the first week of college.

  


  
    By the time the afternoon rolled around, they grabbed dinner in the cafeteria. Compared to the public school they’d gone to, the food here was excellent, but he heard some people complaining that the hamburgers weren’t good enough or that the fries were too greasy. Actually having choices for dinner was a rare experience for Theo, so he piled a plate with collared greens, fries, a slice of pizza, and two hamburgers. Anselm nixed the pizza, but scooped a small pile of flat pasta tossed with olive oil on his plate.


    “So whose car are you taking?” Theo asked between bites. He’d tried to start his car the day after getting here, but it was old and temperamental, so it didn’t want to move. His dad would be here next weekend to fix it, so he would have to make do until then.


    “It’s in walking distance.” Anselm took a bite of the pasta, and despite an initial look of disgust, he still swallowed it and kept eating. There had been times in their childhood that they didn’t know if they would be able to eat dinner each day, so even if something didn’t necessarily taste good, it was still food. Now his and Anselm’s parents owned a hotel together, and though they still didn’t really have much money, food was consistent. The ideals, however, remained ingrained.


    “Cool. I don’t know if Khan has a car or not.” Yes, the french fries were far too greasy, but they were still food, and after liberally dousing them in salt, they were very good.

  


  
    “I bet he does. He’s a senior, and a frat guy.” There was a point to that, but he would have to wait until this evening to find out.


    At ten minutes to seven Theo stepped out of the dormitory, glad that a breeze had picked up in the last hour or so. It wasn’t very humid today, but the heat was something he hated dealing with. With his thick fur, it was difficult for him to be outside during the summer months. A group of foxes and vixens were sitting on the steps leading into the dorm, chatting. One of the vixens was obviously flirting with Mikhail, the fennec fox Interior Design major from the frat party. When Theo stepped past him, the sandy-colored fox waved a paw at him, trying to signal for him to sit down. There was still a little time, so he slumped down next to the fox.


    “How’d you like the party?” Mikhail asked.


    “It was fun – I really liked all the guys.” The vixen smiled a bit wider, her large tail coming up behind her and waving like a red flag.


    “Which frat did you get to visit?” Her voice was soft and pleasant, and judging by how comfortable she was, Theo bet she was at least a sophomore.


    “Theta Eta Mu.”


    The vixen giggled.


    “They’re so much fun. I went to most of their parties last year – do you know when the first official one is?” The wolf didn’t know, but the male fox answered immediately.


    “Next weekend, Terrence said that’s when the house is open to the freshman.” Her excitement was contagious; both Mikhail and Theo smiled.


    “Ohhh. I can’t wait. Trust me, they have the best parties.” With a glance in the direction of the frats houses, she added, “Lambda Gamma Kappa thinks they know how to have fun, but the guys in Theta understand how to treat a lady. Name’s Marcy, by the way.” Theo swallowed the comment that Anthony might as well be a lady, since he didn’t know this vixen well enough to know how she would react. By the look on Mikhail’s muzzle, he was thinking the same thing. The powerful hum of a newer engine made Theo swivel his ears to the road.

  


  
    “Holy shit,” Mikhail said. The fennec’s attention had been drawn to the street, and when the wolf turned, he felt a blush creeping up his ears.


    Khan had pulled up to the curb, driving a silver sports car. Theo didn’t know anything about cars, but he knew something expensive when he saw it. It looked like it had vents on the side, no roof, and now that he was paying attention, it sounded very similar to the snow leopard’s purr. Was the cat trying to impress him? Did he think a nice car would charm him? Well, it wasn’t working on him, but Mikhail stood up and practically floated over to the vehicle, placing his paws reverently on the hood. Khan smiled from the driver seat, leaning over to unlock the door facing them. The fennec was still mumbling incoherently when the wolf walked up, feeling exposed from the show of wealth and opened the door.


    The seat was comfortable, which was the first thing to surprise him; his car was so old that he needed to put small cushions on every seat for people to not be in pain after a few minutes. He knew the feel of soft leather, but had never been in a car actually upholstered in it. The cat beside him smiled warmly at him, one paw on the wheel and the other on the stick-shift. A thought popped into his mind – didn’t only trucks have manual transmission?


    “How did you, where did you...” The fennec’s paws were stroking the hood of the car like it was cat, loving long caresses as though if he was nice to it, it would come to him.


    “My dad made me borrow it for the first month of the semester. It’s his.” The twitch of his whiskers told the wolf he didn’t really like driving it. It must be his only car at the moment. “He says it ‘impresses new guys to join the frat’.”

  


  
    “Of course it does!” Mikhail exclaimed, his first coherent sentence since the car had appeared. “This is the Porsche Carrera GT! They’re over four hundred grand!” The number made Theo’s eyes un-focus. Four hundred thousand dollars for a car?! Who spends that much money on a car?! His house didn’t cost that much! How could the snow leopard’s dad use that much money on a vehicle with the sole purpose to get him around?


    “Theo.” The word was said simultaneously by both the other males in each of his ears, making him blink and shake his muzzle. That was so much money...why weren’t either of these guys fazed by that?


    “If you want, I can leave it. We could just walk to the theater.” That made Mikhail jump up from touching the car to stand back on the sidewalk.


    “I’m fine,” Theo whispered, but the idea of touching such a valuable object was making him paranoid. What if one of his claws pierced the seat? Would he owe Khan’s father ten thousand dollars?


    “I’ll leave it next time.” After leaning over and giving him the wolf a friendly nuzzle, he revved the engine, which made the fox on the sidewalk visibly shiver.


    They were off. The first thing that the wolf noticed about the car was that it didn’t jerk when the snow leopard shifted gears. The cat kept his eyes on the road, only looking over when they stopped at a corner or at a light. They had to merge on to the freeway. Why were they going so far out of the way? But once they did and the car was in a high gear, Khan smiled at him and placed a paw on his knee.


    “I really did enjoy last night, even if I panicked a little this morning. What’s your favorite type of food?” The question caught the wolf off-guard. Weren’t they just going to a movie? He’d already eaten dinner, though it had been a few hours and he wouldn’t turn down food. His main problem was that, with fewer than ten bucks in his wallet, he couldn’t really afford to get anything beyond a soda.

  


  
    “I can’t afford....” Khan smiled grew a bit wider, showing just a hint of his teeth as he almost glided the car into the next lane to avoid being behind a tractor trailer.


    “My treat.” It was so nonchalant. Going out to a restaurant in Theo’s house was a once-a-month treat, not someone done on a whim. “So, do you have a favorite?”


    Theo suddenly realized why the car had unsettled him earlier. It wasn’t just the expense, or Mikhail’s reaction, or the fear that he would damage something. Unlike the rich kids that had gone to his high school or the wealthier families in his neighborhood, Khan didn’t act like he deserved money or praise for the expensive things he owned. His father made him show off, but that didn’t mean he wanted to, but if his money could be used to make someone else happy, he would use it for that. Theo had mentioned he couldn’t afford joining the fraternity last night, so the snow leopard had probably decided that he would like to see an expensive car, but when Mikhail had freaked out, it had ruined the moment.


    “Asian,” he answered finally, surprised when the cat’s whiskers twitched.


    “What kind of Asian?” He wouldn’t say Japanese, just because Theo didn’t think he could take the cat paying for sushi on their first date, but there were others he liked.


    “Vietnamese.” Khan let the wolf’s knee go and put it back on the stick shift, but once the cat’s eyes focused back completely on the road, his long tail drifted over to settle on Theo’s lap. The wolf smiled and started running his claws through the soft fur.


    That particular type of Asian food to the snow leopard meant Pho, a cheap noodle bowl with broth that tasted delicious and was served to them by a caracal woman who kept yelling at the kitchen staff in high-pitched Vietnamese. They slurped as much as they used their chopsticks, but each laughed at the other when they accidentally inhaled a few drops. By the time they were done eating, Theo was reminded why he’d wanted to ask the cat out in the first place – he was very fun to be around, and could actually contribute to conversation. It was difficult for the wolf to find someone intelligent to talk to, let alone someone intelligent that was both gay and interested in him. He would have to keep doing this.

  


  
    They made it to the theater about a half-hour later, full despite the very small amount of money the snow leopard had spent. The art house was a gleaming building with a rainbow-colored mural painted on one side, and though there was only one screen with the one movie playing, they had to wait in line outside for ten minutes. Anselm was in line ahead of him with a very attractive lioness, and once the other wolf detected his scent in the mix and turned around, Theo smiled at him and waved. Anselm gave the snow leopard an approving glance before turning back to talk to his date.


    “Two,” Khan said once they reached the ticket window. A well-dressed male red fox was behind the glass and after sneaking a glance at Theo, took the snow leopard’s offered twenty and gave him change. Once they walked away, he noticed the fox following them with his eyes.


    “What’s up with him?” Theo asked quietly once they were inside the air-conditioned building. A white wolf was selling concessions, but after all the noodles, Theo didn’t want anything. However, Khan still got in line all the same.


    “This is a big gay date spot,” the snow leopard whispered, his tail waving over to brush against the wolf’s tail. He jumped a little, but after a moment when no one bitched or yelled out the word ‘faggot’, he leaned a little closer to the larger male.

  


  
    “That because of the artsy films?”


    “Nope, it’s because of the owners.” When Khan passed some of his change to the canine behind the counter, the grey-and-black wolf noticed a small pride ring around the other wolf’s finger. After getting a safe distance from the counter, but before they entered the actual theater, he couldn’t help but ask after taking a sip from the snow leopard’s offered Pepsi.


    “So they’re both...”


    “...totally gay for each other,” Khan finished with a smile.


    The screening was packed, but with the lights still up, he could take a quick look around the stadium-style seats. Sure, there were a lot of girls here with dates, including Anselm and his lioness about halfway up, but what he noticed were the four other gay couples in the decently-sized room. They could just be two dudes out to a movie, but considering the picture’s content, he doubted it. Besides them there was a red panda and a jackal, nuzzling in the back row, two different pairs of gray wolves, and two very cute teenage otters three rows up. The wolf and cat took the stairs up to sit two rows behind the wolf’s roommate and his date. Anselm’s ears swiveled back at them, but he kept his attention on the lioness.


    “Is it just because they’re gay?” Theo asked, keeping his voice down low enough so no one else could hear.


    “It’s not just that,” the snow leopard commented, leaning in close enough that his whiskers tickled the side of the wolf’s muzzle, “they help keep this place really gay-friendly. If anyone bad-mouths, they get kicked out. Bayard – the wolf – has physically thrown out people. He’s a lot stronger than he looks.” After that last word, he leaned in just an inch more and kissed the wolf softly on the lips. Even as Theo closed his eyes, he knew the lights were going down. Then the snow leopard broke the kiss, giving him a nuzzle on the cheek.


    “I hope you like the movie.”

  


  
    Theo had been told Spots All Around was a romantic flick, but five minutes in, the wolf strongly suspected Khan had researched the picture prior to coming just to make sure it was the perfect thing to go see on their date. Not only was the main star an attractive male snow leopard, but his co-star was an adorable wolf teenager. It was in French, which Theo didn’t speak, but he read subtitles easily. The story was of a high school teacher who was falling in love with one of his male students, but knew if it got out, that he would be fired. So the wolf and snow leopard met in secret, eating dinner in the teacher’s house, nuzzling on the couch, and at the few points having sex. It was very tastefully done – in the first scene the snow leopard kissed down the canine’s bare chest, and then the camera zoomed in on the wolf’s face as he whimpered, gasped, and finally let out a low whine as a purr emanated from beneath the line of the shot. Then the cat came up and kissed the teenager, cuddling him as his first afterglow overtook him. By the time the movie ended – happily – Theo was convinced his date knew exactly what the film was.


    Once they made it back to campus, the wolf asked to come into the frat house. Terrence, Marcus, Anthony, and Stan were all playing some shooter that the wolf didn’t know on the Xbox in the den. Judging by reactions as they moved through the room, the rabbit was winning. Theo had no plans to stay in that room with everyone else, and with a tug of his paw, pulled the snow leopard to the stairs.


    As soon as the bedroom door was closed behind them, the wolf pulled the snow leopard down into a kiss. He didn’t like kissing directly in front of other people – in a crowded theater was fine, but not with the guys in the den being able to look at them. The cat’s arms were around him, and before he knew it, they were on his bed, their tongues wrestling against one another. Sure, they’d only known each other for under twenty-four hours, but right now the wolf didn’t care about anything else but the strong paws working their way under his shirt and the tongue in his muzzle. The male’s breath was hot and smelled like the scallions in the Pho from earlier in the night, but that wasn’t a bad thing. He liked onions.

  


  
    “Khan!” Terrence yelled from downstairs. His deep voice was probably the only one that could have reached so far and still be coherent. The snow leopard’s tongue disengaged his, and after giving his a nuzzle, he stood up, walked over to the door and after cracking it, yelled.


    “What?” After the wolf blinked a few times, he smirked when he saw the male’s pants were bulging.


    “Some freshman’s parents are in for the weekend. They want to see the house.” The cat sighed, shutting the door behind him and he walked back over to the canine. Theo wagged his tail, rolling over so he was sitting at the edge of the bed when Khan leaned back over to give him a quick kiss.


    “I have to give the tour,” he whispered, his paws on either side of the wolf.


    “And?” He tried to kiss the snow leopard again in an attempt to bring the mood back, but it had deflated as effectively if one of their parents had walked in on them.


    “Only frat guys can be here during official tours – I need to kick out Stan too.” He understood the connotation without the words being stated. With one last kiss he stood up, brushed down his crumpled shirt, and walked to the door. Khan was saying something, but he didn’t hear it.


    He didn’t really register the goodbyes from everyone or almost tripping on the stairs on way out. Was he bothered about being kicked out? The question made him stop in front of the other frat house right next door. It was dark, and he’d spent the night with the snow leopard the night before – that as one of his first three nights as a freshman at Achaia University. Was it that strange? Classes would really start Monday (Thursday and Friday had been little more than introductions), and then he might not see the snow leopard anymore. Was it just some quick fooling around? He wasn’t sure, but after how sweet Khan had been today, he bet the snow leopard wanted more than that.

  


  
    He struggled getting the door into the dormitory open, and when he did, he regretted not taking a walk around campus or going down the street to a coffee shop they’d seen Friday on the way to Chinese instead of coming back here. The scents of sex – multiple rooms worth – were evident even in the lobby, and when he swerved right to walk down his actual hall, everything got stronger. Everyone must have hooked up over the weekend just like him; it was time for everyone to find new boyfriends, girlfriends, and friends with benefits now that they didn’t live at home. He picked up a couple different male wolves, a bitch or two, the heavy scent of vixen post coitus, and a lioness when he stood in front of his own door. Please let her be gone, he thought to himself as he unlocked the door.


    She wasn’t. Anselm’s bed was directly across from the door, and when he peeked in, just to make sure before he intruded, her back was the first thing he noticed. Her fur was the color of sand, beautiful and sleek against her body as she arched up and down. His roommate’s back was against the wall, with the lioness in his lap and his paws on her hips. When Theo’s curious gaze drifted down, he focused on the wolf’s completely formed knot, ready to tie them together, before he shut the door back and quickly fled the entire building.


    One thing that always got to the wolf was the scent of other people having sex. He’d never been able to sleep over at friend’s houses if their girlfriends had been there earlier or even if they had jerked off recently enough that he could still smell it. It almost possessed him, made him not only want to but need to take care of his own desires. Anselm didn’t know that about him, and he tried to keep it that way – it was one of his only secrets from the other wolf. For now, and at least until the wolf finished what he was doing and sprayed something to neutralize the smells, he couldn’t go back to his own dorm room without having to jump in the shower just for some alone time.

  


  
    He walked across campus, failing to ignore his bulging sheath and wondering how long it would take the snow leopard to finish whatever was going on, when he noticed Stan walking toward him. The rabbit must have been kicked out a few minutes after he left, and when they met in the middle of the quad, the school’s chapel to the wolf’s left and an open grass-covered space left for the students to lounge in, Stan smiled.


    “Glad to know I wasn’t the only person who got kicked out.”


    They started walking back toward the frat house, chatting about their classes – Stan planned to be an Art History major, and happened to be in Ancient Civilizations with him – the other people in their dorm, and the frat guys. Theo was careful not mention Anthony, since he wasn’t sure if the rabbit wanted to talk about him, so they mainly giggled about Taye (Stan had thought he was gay at first too) and how much Marcus should really just give up and get a boyfriend. Apparently Terrence had woken up in the middle of last night with the lion trying to get into his pants, which had woken up Anthony and Stan downstairs when the bear kicked him out of the room. They shared one of the rooms on the second floor, while Anthony normally slept in the other one. Theo blushed, realizing he had been closer to the excitement and had been too sated to even stir.


    Once they crossed the street after the upper class, co-ed dorm, the wolf noticed a bunch of frat guys from the other fraternity, Lambda Gamma Kappa, were hanging out on the porch of their building. They were all wolves, most of them large and strong like Anselm, and one of them waved when they passed. Even if they didn’t think he did, he noticed the critical glances they gave the rabbit next to him.

  


  
    A set of tiger parents were coming out of the Theta house by the time they got back. Khan was at the base of the steps, sending them off, all his professionalism back since they’d left. Terrence, Anthony, Marcus, and Taye waited on the porch, talking with Mikhail.


    “...I do think I am going to try and join when rush week starts,” the fennec fox stated as the wolf and rabbit came close enough to hear. When Theo got a closer look at him, he noticed the fox had put a nice collared shirt on, but hadn’t taken any of his piercings out; a metallic rainbow still shown in his right ear. The snow leopard gave Theo a quick nuzzle before stepping out of the way for them to climb the stairs.


    “That’ll be in two weeks – got to give all the freshmen time to adjust to school before we start anything official.”


    “Those were your parents?” Stan asked as they entered the porch. The fox stuck his tongue out at him.


    “I don’t see a tiger around here, do you?” It shouldn’t really surprise the rabbit that people adopted outside their species – there were more foxes in orphanages in this country than anything else, so it was tough for anyone else to find a kid that matched them. One of the wolf families a few houses down from where he lived had adopted four fox kits, so he knew about the system.


    “It’s great you’re thinking of joining so early,” Anthony said, his accent a little more noticeable now. He brushed his face against the fox’s, but it was just platonic.


    Once all the pleasantries had passed, the group of guys went back in the den, playing a different shooter on the Xbox with Mikhail watching and trying to figure out what was going on. Khan and Theo went back upstairs, but this time, the cat’s tail curved over to play along the wolf’s thigh as they walked down the hall.


    In the snow leopard’s bedroom their clothes came off quickly, but once they were both nude, Khan put his paws on the wolf’s hips, steering him to sit on the edge of the bed. It was like last night, but this time, the cat didn’t press their bodies together. Instead, he leaned over him, purring, whispering in his ear. His voice made the canine blush; the cat was quoting from the scene in Spots All Around where the snow leopard and wolf first fooled around. Khan kissed the side of his muzzle, down his chest, putting Theo’s black paws on his shoulders as his lips came to rest against the wolf’s sheath.

  


  
    His eyes remained transfixed as the cat worked, his blunt claws digging into the snow leopard’s shoulders. When the male began to bob, Theo whimpered, which only made Khan purr, vibrating the wolf’s length and making his eyes cross. Oddly enough, the wolf noticed more about his own body than the cat’s when he felt his pleasure rising. The black socks that covered his shaking paws, the stark white fur between his legs that shifted to his red, aroused flesh; was is his mix of fox pattern and wolf scent that intrigued the cat? Did it matter? Khan’s paws pushed him so he fell back on to the bed, leaving him to grip pawfuls of sheets.


    When he tried to thrust up into the warm mouth and rough tongue, one paw held his hips still while the other wrapped around his knot, simulating a tie. So he held still, gasping and letting out little barking noises each time the male’s teeth lightly scraped his flesh or when the cat’s lips moved over his sensitive head.


    He heard Khan moan around his cock, and suddenly the smell of male musk filled the room. The cat had taken his paw off of Theo’s hips, finishing himself off on the carpet instead of waiting for the wolf to take care of him. Theo squinted his eyes shut, the scent of the cat’s pleasure helping the bobbing muzzle to bring him over the edge. A whine escaped his lips; his last boyfriend had always stopped moving when the wolf started to cum; Khan moved up and down even faster, flicking his tongue over the underside of the shaft to draw more and more seed from him. It was too much for him – the pleasure wracked his thin body, extending his orgasm to one of the longest he’d ever felt from a warm muzzle.

  


  
    When Khan finally lifted himself up, nuzzling the spit-soaked length, Theo felt like he could fall asleep right then. His dazed mind automatically kissed the cat back when the cat climbed up on the bed, but couldn’t summon the strength to embrace him. The snow leopard smiled, his tail curling down to tease against the wolf’s still-hard arousal as he threw a towel across the room into a hamper – he’d actually climaxed on the discarded towel from the night before, now even more in need of a run in the washer.


    “You knew about the movie,” Theo breathed, what had happened in the picture and just now coming into his mind together. Khan didn’t hesitate, his smile shifting from one caused by the afterglow to one of a kid caught during a practical joke.


    “I saw it in Berlin in July. It was very sweet.” Theo licked his nose, causing the cat to huff and shake his head.


    “You’re a little...” Khan unraveled that thought with a kiss, and right now, the wolf didn’t care whether or not he could continue seeing the cat. Thoughts of the future and classes could wait until Monday.


    

  


  Chapter Three: Rush Week


  
    
  


  “So are you my boyfriend?”


  It was the Monday of rush week, one of the busiest times for Theta Eta Mu. Khan and Theo had decided against going out at all this week – the snow leopard was too busy, and the wolf not used to classes that actually required him to be awake – but for now, they had each other’s attention. The canine was sitting on his bed with the cat beside him. Since Anselm would be in class for at least another twenty minutes, they had this time to talk privately. For now, the frat house was completely open to anyone who wanted a tour, or just to hang out, so they could not expect to be left alone for more than a few minutes. The first big party had been last Friday to celebrate the beginning of recruitment week. Between that and their first date, they’d gone to dinner once and twice more to the art house. It was fast becoming one of the wolf’s favorite places in town.


  “I guess so,” Khan responded, leaning over to nuzzle him. “Why wouldn’t I be?”


  
    “Just wondering.” Hearing the answer come out of the snow leopard’s mouth definitely helped improve Theo’s mental image of their relationship. It wasn’t as much the validation from others, but them acknowledging that they were only seeing his each other. He didn’t like the idea of open relationships; mainly because one boyfriend in high school felt like that meant he could screw anyone for any reason. He doubted this snow leopard would do that either way (he seemed far too chivalrous to act stupidly), but still, it was nice to hear.


    “So what all is going on this week?” The wolf asked as Khan scooted away from him a little on the bed and flopped over, his head in Theo’s lap. Though he was taller than the canine, they could still both stay completely on the bed if the cat curled his legs up and draped his tail over them.


    “Tonight at nine is the scavenger hunt – we have to do some ‘wholesome’ activities at this school, but it is really fun. I think the prize Marcus picked was the iPod. The thing tomorrow is the talent contest with the sororities, us, and Lambda Gamma Kappa.”


    “Are you going to be in it?” He started rubbing the snow leopard’s ears, eliciting a contented sigh.


    “Probably, Professor Harmon keeps telling me I need to do more public performances.”


    “Who?” Khan blinked at him, as though suddenly remembering he was a freshman.


    “The music teacher.”


    “Do you sing?” The cat smiled, closing his eyes without lifting his head from the wolf’s lap.


    “No.”


    “What do you play then?”


    “You’ll see Tuesday.” Theo leaned down and sloppily licked the spotted male’s nose, but when he didn’t elicit another response, he contented himself with caressing his boyfriend’s ears until Anselm got back. They would see each other tonight anyway – it had been stated straight-out that anyone could participate in rush week events, even if they didn’t plan on joining. Most of the freshman class would there for the chance at free stuff.

  


  
    Once Khan left, the wolf rushed to finish all his homework. Already a few papers had been assigned, and his English Literature professor, Dr. Bartlett, had ordered some fifty pages to read before Wednesday. He was a tiger, old and ornery, but was still treated with very high respect by most of the students and faculty. When Theo had asked Marcus about it, he said that Bartley had been teaching here twice as long as some of the younger teachers had been alive.


    When the sun started to set Theo and Anselm went out into the quad. Most of the freshmen class had gathered, and he quickly moved through them to find Mikhail and Luke, the wild dog English major who was now thinking of joining Theta under one of the nearby trees. Leaves hadn’t started to fall yet, so half of the campus was shaded by green stubbornly trying to ignore that fall would be here very soon. Most of the guys from the first frat party were around too, but except for Anselm, Stan, Luke, and Mikhail, Theo didn’t really talk to any of them. On his last phone call home, his parents had encouraged him to make more friends his own age, but considering he was an adult now, he figured it didn’t matter what age his friends were as long as he had them.


    “Any idea what’s going to happen with this?” He asked the fennec fox and wild dog. Both shrugged, but their tails wagged very quickly. No matter how this played out, they were excited about something none of them had probably done since they were little.


    “Attention all freshmen,” a wolf called out from in front of the school’s chapel, his voice amplified by a microphone in his left paw. He was a very muscular wolf, and Theo thought he remembered him coming out of the Lambda house at some point. “I’m Stephen Wadiermon, the president of Lambda Gamma Kappa. The scavenger hunt will start as soon as the lists are distributed.” Behind him, Marcus, a tall wolf, two vixens, and a bitch waited, each with a pawful of papers. Khan stepped around the two males, and with a friendly smile took the microphone out of the other president’s paws.

  


  
    “Each of the fraternities and sororities has a list, along with a prize for whoever finds the most off each list. Only girls can take sorority lists!” He gave Anthony a mock-serious glance, making most of the upperclassmen loitering around chuckle.


    “You have one hour. Good luck!”


    A wave of students rushed forward towards the frat guys and sorority sisters, and as soon as all the lists were distributed, the freshmen class scattered in all directions. By the time Theo got close enough to reach the lists, he took one of each from the two frat ones just to be safe. Right as he turned to try and find Anselm before he ran off, he heard Stephen muttering at the other chapter president. Just to hear what was going on, Theo pretended to be looking down his list.


    “So how many gay freshmen are joining your chapter, Khan? I heard your house is all the rage.” There was no anger behind his voice, but the wolf’s teeth were bared in a predatory smile as the younger class moved further away.


    “More than enough, I think. How many little scared freshmen wolves are you going to intimidate to join yours?” Stephen smile faded a bit, and venom entered his voice.


    “At least I don’t have to fuck my pledges to get them to join.” Khan, scanning the quad as the freshmen class hunted, twitched his whiskers in amusement.


    “It’s a good thing I’m not fucking any pledges then, or that would be a problem.”


    “I’ve seen that wolf coming out of your house at night.” Theo felt like the burning gaze of the older wolf was on him, but the snow leopard responded smoothly.

  


  
    “And when did he try to pledge, Stephen? Did he try to join yours? I do think it would be funny if a gay freshman joined ‘Lambda’.” Stephen rolled his eyes.


    “If that’s the best defense you can come up with, Khan, I’m sure you’ll lose your charter this year.”


    “Not according to the school – I already have twelve new guys thinking about joining, eight of who have already told me they’re only looking at Theta. How is your total going?” Now the older wolf looked angry, and cut the conversation off. When Khan smiled wide, the other wolf pretended not to notice. Theo started walking away, wanting to know more about the dynamic between the two frat houses, but wanting the iPod slightly more.


    By the time the hour ended, the young wolf realized other people had made plans about this event. Luke rushed from one building to the other, systematically moving through one room and then another; Stan enlisted one of his upper class friends to help him, since Anthony ethically couldn’t. A few minutes in Theo found Anselm and they split the lists, knowing that if one of them got a prize the other would have full access to it. Most of the items were things they could find, or borrow from someone for a few minutes – cup of ramen, an empty Coke bottle, and some form of pink clothing, for example. The last item the wolf debated over actually bringing out into the open, but no one could really say anything about a soft-pink shirt. Once everyone brought their piles and had everything verified, everyone drew quiet as Khan took up the microphone to announce the winner.


    “Has everyone had their stuff looked at?” No paws went into the air, so the snow leopard nodded at the fraternity and sorority members behind him.


    “Then let’s start with the sororities. For Gamma Phi, Lindsey Ali is the winner!” Theo flicked his ears as a very attractive lioness, the same one that he had walked in on with Anselm, walked up through the applause and accepted an envelope from one of the two vixens.

  


  
    “For Alpha Mu, Christina Sharashi is the winner!” A desert rabbit, looking quite shocked at her success, accepted the pushing from the girls around her to walk up and take the envelope offered from the bitch. There was almost a two-foot height difference between the two girls.


    “Now for the fraternities. Lambda Gamma Kappa’s prize goes to Anselm Engel!” The wolf smiled at Theo, clapping him on the back before walking up to accept a small, wrapped box from Stephen. The other wolf looked benevolently at him, but Theo’s roommate didn’t respond to the appraisal. When he walked away, Theo could tell the frat leader was very irritated that Anselm didn’t really seem interested in him or his organization.


    “Finally, I’ll do my frat.” The cat motioned for Anthony to walk up, who was juggling four differently-colored small boxes in front of him. Marcus and Terrence both rolled their eyes, probably used to this display, but Theo had never seen a juggler up-close, so it made his tail wag. Anselm, now standing beside him, smiled and kept his eyes on the quickly circling boxes.


    “Theta Eta Mu’s prize – Anthony stop juggling – is in these boxes. It goes to Nobuyuki Naohiro!” A Japanese red fox, the fur between his ears spiked up into a shockingly blue mohawk, smiled at the lynx as he deftly snatched one of the boxes out of midair. Anthony smirked, but kept juggling the other three.


    “That’s not the main one,” he commented, but the fox just smiled and started grabbing them all out of midair without fumbling any, causing many of the girls watching to ooh and ahh. Theo thought it was impressive too.


    He had way too much reading to do tonight, so Theo said goodbye to Khan with a nuzzle and decided to go back to his room for the night. Anselm was a few steps ahead of him, trying to get the box from the frat open, and a few seconds before he entered his peripheral vision he caught a whiff of Stephen.

  


  
    “Can I talk to you for a second?” The wolf was wearing a smile, but it didn’t reach his eyes.


    “Sure.” Theo kept walking quickly, forcing the older male to match his pace. It didn’t seem to faze him.


    “What fraternities are you looking at this year?” An evil though passed through Theo’s mind – it was obvious the two frat presidents didn’t like each other, so if he wanted to, he could say Theta just to mess with the wolf. However, he quickly squelched the idea.


    “None of them.”


    “Would you like a tour of the Lambda house?”


    “No.” The door into his dormitory was only a few yards away, and Anselm was waiting there, right inside and ready to open it for him.


    “We have a much larger house than Theta. I know you’ve been in there, and if you’ve got a free hour tomorrow...”


    “No.” His roommate opened the door, and he was inside before the frat guy could continue. As the door shut behind him, he thought he heard a growl, but it didn’t matter. Stephen wasn’t someone he really wanted to get to know.


    The next afternoon was the talent show, and Theo couldn’t wait. Any sorority and fraternity member that wanted to would be on stage, showing off for possible pledges. They had two hours to perform in the school theater, and by the time Theo and Anselm arrived, the seating was pretty packed. The school had awesome stage performances according to some of the people in his English lit course, so everything was well-lit and the acoustics were fantastic. One of the faculty, an older tabby cat with very thick glasses, stood on the stage frantically ushering people around. Once what looked like the fraternity and sorority members were seated in the first few rows, she tapped the microphone in her paw to get everyone to quiet down. Quickly, the two wolves found seats about halfway up, next to a group of male foxes who smelled like they’d just gotten out of sports practice. By how lithe they looked, Theo guessed they were all on the soccer team.

  


  
    “We’re going to start with Gamma Phi, then Alpha Mu, Lambda Gamma Kappa, and finally Theta Eta Mu. Girls, if you would.” She gestured to a group of vixens and lionesses sitting right in front of her. When they stood up, Theo heard howls and whistles emanating from most of the men in the room. The group was dressed as belly dancers, and when someone backstage turned on music, they all started rocking their hips in time with the beat.


    The second set of sorority girls elicited almost as many whoops and shouts – about half of the sorority was cheerleaders, so they pranced out in their uniforms. After that, the four of the wolves from Lambda came up on stage and did a barbershop quartet routine; whether or not he wanted to join the frat, Theo still clapped because they were so good. Marcus and Terrence both played guitar, so they had a nice dueling session on stage that caused a lot of the girls in the audience to whoop and shout as much as the guys had earlier with the cheerleaders. Anthony was only on stage for about a minute – he did a juggling routine with clubs, which produced more of a stunned silence than applause.


    Finally, Khan and Taye took the stage together. The snow leopard had dressed in a very crisp dark blue suit, with a lighter blue tie; the husky had chosen a dark green with an emerald tie. Out of all the frat and sorority members, they’d been the only ones to dress up, and when the wolf’s boyfriend lifted a violin to his chin, he understood why. That wasn’t an instrument you played in jeans and a sweatshirt. As the first few quick notes started up, the husky opened his muzzle.


    By himself, Taye had a beautiful, high tenor voice, but when combined with the violin, the entire room filled with their song. It was in Italian, he thought, but he still recognized the music as from one of the operas his mom really liked. This was from the scene where the hero was lamenting that he had been forced to kill his lover; she was dead on the floor, and the violin music represented her soul moving on. By the time the husky held the last note, letting the violin’s notes overtake his voice, all the sorority sisters erupted in applause. Theo couldn’t resist clapping either – it was wonderful. Taye and Khan both bowed, and after everyone quieted down, they stepped off the stage to the other members of Theta clapping them on the back. The wolf scooted down the row of seats, slipping between two of the soccer players who were trying to reach the front as well.

  


  
    “Did you like it?” the snow leopard asked once Theo got close enough to hear him. The wolf smiled, wagging his tail. He liked music in all forms, but it was especially nice if someone he knew possessed some talent.


    They parted with just a quick nuzzle; Khan didn’t want to look like he was favoring any one person over another for this entire week. They could only touch in private, at least for now, but once everyone announced who they were taking as new recruits the two males could start walking around holding paws and nuzzling in public just like everyone else on campus. The snow leopard had told him that the campus was very liberal about the whole “gay couple” idea. The wolf would need to talk to him about it later this week – his high school did not have the same level of understanding.


    Though it took the judges a while to debate, they eventually settled on two sets of winners; Khan and Theo took the prize for the fraternities and the belly dancers ended up with the gift card for the girls.


    Wednesday and Thursday passed by very quickly; Theo had four classes the second day, and once they were all done, he had dinner and then another chunk of English reading to finish before Friday. Theo called him about nine – their conversation needed to stay short, but the wolf still thought it was sweet when the snow leopard asked him over to the house Friday night for the bid party. At about seven on Friday night, every fraternity and sorority would hold a conference for the freshmen that were trying to join and give out letters to who they wanted in. While he was on the phone, he asked something that had been bothering him about Lambda since they’d arrived.

  


  
    “Are all of Lambda’s members wolves?” Khan paused on the other side of the line; Theo thought he heard the cat going through papers. He must have homework too.


    “To join, you have to be.”


    “Isn’t that illegal?” Anti-discrimination laws, barring any organization or business from favoring one species over another, had been enacted over fifty years ago. How could a fraternity get away with that?


    “They count as a historical society, so they’re allowed to. They were originally founded as a safe-house for wolves at fox and wildcat universities to avoid racism.”


    “So now they’re allowed to practice it?” That didn’t make any sense to him, but then again, a lot of things about college didn’t. This must be one of those “adult” things his parents kept telling him he would experience.


    “Basically, most people don’t realize it until they join.”


    “Does Stephen hate you because you know that, or what?” There was a pause, where Khan stopped moving around his room. His tone became very serious.


    “I don’t think we should talk about that right now.”


    Was it that important? What could be such a big deal that the cat wouldn’t talk to him about it. Then it occurred to him – they’d only been going out for a few weeks. This must have something to do with an ex-boyfriend. Khan probably felt like they hadn’t been dating long enough for this to really come up.


    “You can tell me later.” He could feel the relief through the phone. If he wanted to be with the snow leopard, he needed to understand that the other male was more mature, more secretive, and probably had things he didn’t want the wolf to know just yet. Once they said their goodbyes, Theo went back to working on his homework with the thought of the secret between them. Even if Khan didn’t want to share it, that didn’t stop Theo from wondering.

  


  
    On Friday afternoon, Theo stayed in his room while Anselm and most of his new freshmen friends went off to the bidding ceremony. Only those who legitimately wanted to join were permitted to attend, and though the wolf could pretend, he didn’t really care right now. All his homework was done until whatever Dr. Bartley assigned Monday morning. He could just watch TV, on his and Anselm’s tiny little set they’d found at Goodwill. Switching it on, he zoned out watching some comedian. He didn’t really care what was on – it was nice just to sit still and not do anything for a while. Neither he nor Anselm had their own computer, so this was his only blow to just sit there and do nothing. The door opening later alerted him to something else going on, but he didn’t get up until Anselm stood over him, smiling. He held up two envelopes, one broken open and the other still sealed.


    “Both of the frats want me to join,” he said, and Theo noticed after sitting up straight that the other wolf’s tail was wagging furiously.


    “Cool.” He commented, shaking his muzzle to focus on the world around him. The wolf flopped down on the bed next to him to read the letter in the first envelope. Theo half-listened; it was just a congratulatory letter from Theta Eta Mu, and when Anselm finished, Theo pointed at the other one. The canine shrugged his soldiers and tossed it toward the trash can – it hit the wall behind and bounced on to the floor. That was it for Lambda, apparently.


    “How are you going to pay for it?” Anselm looked like he was thinking for a moment before answering. There was no way his parents could give him the couple hundred dollars the frat expected.

  


  
    “I’ve got more than enough savings for this year’s fees. If I get a job over the summer, it’ll be fine.”


    “Alright.” It felt like a waste of the wolf’s hard-earned money, but if it made him happy, Theo wouldn’t complain.


    Theo groaned as his knot popped in – it felt so good to tie. Khan mewled underneath him, his claws coming out and pricking the sheets as the wolf’s working paw brought him over the edge almost in time. The snow leopard was on all fours, with the smaller male up behind him, and now that he was fully inside the cat, Theo wrapped his arms around his boyfriend and humped forward, nuzzling against the cat’s back as he got himself all the way to climax. He growled dominantly when he came this way, but he didn’t hear any complaints from the male underneath him.


    After the haze of the afterglow faded and the wolf was able to pull out, they cuddled together for a while, not bothering to clean up the mess right now. Since their third night together they’d showered together – the canine enjoyed the chance to explore the other male’s body, find his ticklish spots, and be able to paw him off again under streams of hot water. The snow leopard could go three or four times before he was completely sated, and it made the wolf very satisfied to finally feel the cat slump against him and his shaft to recede back into his sheath.


    They didn’t talk about anything in particular right now, nuzzling, kissing, and their arms around each other. The back of Theo’s mind told him they’d moved too fast and something bad was bound to happen, but he didn’t care. It was nice to have someone who didn’t just want to have sex with him, or just go out to dinner and never move beyond that. Khan was that perfect balance, someone who would go out with him in public, hold his paw and kiss him in a darkened theater, and then come back with him to a private room, turn off the light, and share physically how he felt. The scent of a big cat might enchant him, but with this handsome snow leopard it was a bit different. There was something else that connected them, but the wolf couldn’t quite place it. He could figure it out later.

  


  
    The bid party was still going on downstairs, and by the sound of it, no one was going to calm down and leave any time soon. It was already one in the morning, but tomorrow was Saturday – sleep could last as long as they wanted. Anselm, Luke, Stan, Mikhail, and Nobuyuki had all accepted the bids, along with Chris, a fruit bat, Matthew, another wolf, and Robert, one of the red foxes on the soccer team. They put Theta well above the minimum requirement for continuing their charter. Of them, Mikhail and Stan were the only openly gay ones and Robert was Irish (so many thought he could be gay, but no one could confirm it). Everyone else, though, would help eliminate the idea that everyone in Theta was gay.


    “Want to head back down to the party?” Khan breathed in his ear, his whiskers tickling the edges. The wolf flicked his ear back, making the cat smile.


    “We’re a bit too sticky for the party.” Khan rolled over on top of him, kissing him deeply, making him forget about the two dozen guys and girls downstairs.


    “Shower first, then,” he said after breaking the kiss.


    They fooled around a little more in the shower, but once they were fully clothed and downstairs again, everyone surrounded them and started asking questions. Apparently, most of the new pledges didn’t know they were together, and rather than being irritated, the straight guys were more curious about how it worked. They didn’t want to talk to Anthony or Mikhail about it, since they were so effeminate and in the same frat with them, but Theo was fair game for sex questions.

  


  
    “Which one of you is on top?”


    “Does he nip you? My cheetah girlfriend does that...”


    “Don’t his claws hurt?”


    “Do his spines hurt?”


    The last one was the only one he didn’t answer. Khan had told him he didn’t mind the wolf talking about their sex lives, as long as he didn’t want to share that carnal experience with someone else. Besides, how he dealt with the spines – gritting his teeth when the cat topped him for the first few thrusts and a lot of lube – wasn’t anyone else’s business. As for everyone else at the party, he wasn’t the only non-member here, but most of the others were girls. Some of them were member’s girlfriends, but it looked like there were just as many upperclassmen here just for the fun company.


    Most of the guys didn’t go back to their rooms that night. Marcus (who had been forbidden from drinking at the party) ended up with a vixen in his room. Terrence’s massive form ended up on one of the den’s couches because of this. The two freshmen fox pledges were on the floor beneath him. Stan and Anthony were in the lynx’s room, and by the noise, getting some alone time in. Taye and Michelle were downstairs in his bedroom. All the new other recruits, after cleaning up the house, crashed on the porch. Theo and Khan went back to his bed, but because they’d already gotten some fun in already, they just went to sleep.


    The next morning a few people had already left by the time Theo woke up, but every older member of the frat was still there. Taye was in the kitchen making hangover food – eggs, bacon, and sausages – in his boxers. Michelle was probably still asleep, but her scent clung to him as he wagged his tail and moved the food around in crusty-looking frying pans. When Theo opened the refrigerator door, the husky pointed to the freezer half of the appliance.


    “I think all the orange juice got frozen.” The wolf sighed and grabbed one of the Cokes instead. He normally didn’t like soda in the morning, but it didn’t look like he had a choice. Khan came downstairs a few minutes later, grabbing a few pieces of the slowly-cooling bacon as he passed. He already had a button-up shirt and tie on, and after giving Theo a quick kiss, he rushed out the door.

  


  
    “Where’s he going?” Taye smirked, eying one of the sausages that had burned.


    “Part-time job. He’s working as a translator for the police.”


    “Major requirement?”


    “Nah – he gets paid a lot for it.” The wolf cocked his head at the dog – Khan’s father owned a four hundred thousand dollar car. Why would the snow leopard need to work? Understanding his puzzled expression, the other male shrugged.


    “He’s been working since his freshmen year. Dunno why.” Not sure entirely how to react, the wolf ate a new more greasy sausages.


    One good thing about being in a gay-friendly dorm was that Theo and Khan could cuddle on the couch and watch TV without someone making unpleasant comments. Sure, there were still sarcastic responses – Mikhail said they looked old when they snuggled under a blanket together – but no one threw tantrums or anything. The new pledges all started to hang out at the house as much as Theo did, so he got to know them and their different personalities. Robert was from Ireland; he liked to drink Guinness and talk about how terrible American beer was. Nobuyuki still only had limited English proficiency, so he mainly sat quietly and read a book unless he got drafted into playing Xbox. Then he wiped the field with anyone and started smack-talking in Japanese. Theo liked to watch and giggle, getting the gist of what the fox was saying by his paw motions.


    Now that he was looking, Theo noticed just how indifferent the students that lived on campus were to gay couples. No one jeered when he and Khan walked to the cafeteria or the student lounge holding paws, and even if they ran into each other on a sidewalk and brushed muzzle, they didn’t see any disgusted looks. Taye said it was because of the school’s Methodist backing, but the wolf suspected it had to be something more than that. Who backed the school didn’t change the attitudes of the students.

  


  
    “It’s because of the other local schools,” Anthony told him when he asked the lynx. They were in the student lounge, waiting for a football game to finish. Stan liked to watch the sport, but since the other guys had overridden him in favor of some reality show, he’d come here to see the last quarter.


    “What’s up with the other schools?” Sure, the wolf only lived about an hour away, but Achaia had been the only college he’d been able to get scholarships to go to. The others in town hadn’t even bothered sending him applications.


    “Well, there’s three other colleges in the area,” the lynx started, looking over at the big-screen TV. The other guys in the room had all groaned collectively, so something bad must’ve happened. “One is a community college, where a lot of the upperclassmen here started. You get more scholarships here if you have a two-year degree already.” The only rabbit here whooped, while the tiger and bear in the room sighed, and after Theo turned his head slightly to the side to see what was going on, they passed the rabbit money. The wolf made a mental note not to bet against Stan. Anthony waited for him to turn back to the cat to continue.


    “The other two are religious schools too, but they’re both more conservative than Achaia. Hursi University used to be an all-feline school – I almost went there. They don’t mind gay students, but really don’t punish harassment. Unity University across town bans gays from attending.”


    “That’s illegal,” Theo mumbled, making the lynx shrug.


    “Yeah, it is, but because they’re completely privately funded there’s a loophole they’re exploiting. They’ve been that way for a few years now – if they find out you’re gay when you’re there, they kick you out and don’t have to refund your money.”

  


  
    “That.....sucks.” There really wasn’t anything the canine could say to that; he just needed to make sure he never stepped on to that campus. If they didn’t want him to attend, he wouldn’t bother visiting. Anthony smiled.


    “I dated a guy that went there once – he had to keep a cover girlfriend so no one could ‘prove’ anything was happening between us.”


    “What happened with that?” Stan was far enough away that the wolf figured the older frat guy could talk about an ex.


    “He started fucking her.”


    The game was over a few minutes later, and Stan was able to treat the three of them to pizza with his winnings from those two guys alone. Sure, his Art History degree might not be useful for this, but he told them he’d learned how statistics worked in high school, and now used that to guess how sports games would turn out. Everything was math, apparently, and he’d made enough money through his dad betting for him to buy a used car.


    “So what are you doing for the Carnation Ball?” Stan asked between slices. His half of one of the pizzas was the “vegetarian special,” loaded with peppers, onions, and thinly sliced squash in lieu of pepperoni. It smelled terrible.


    “What’s that?” Both Anthony and Stan looked at him like he was an idiot, but the cat explained.


    “It’s the mixer dance at the beginning of October, right after mid-terms. Every year has a different theme, and each year the frat or sorority who chooses it changes. Gamma Phi has it this year, and I think they decided on ‘Spots and Stripes’.” Theo’s thoughts immediately went to the fortune still in his wallet, snugly against a five-dollar bill. He’d refused to throw it out after the first night with Khan, and he strongly suspected now he would need to get it laminated – the tiny red printing was wearing off.

  


  
    “Then I guess I need to talk to Khan about it.” Anthony looked over at Stan, giving him a nuzzle before nipping at one of his long ears.


    “I’m bringing you,” he stated, making the smaller male huff.


    “And what if I’m not going?” The claws came out on one of the lynx’s paws.


    “Then I’ll tie you up and carry you.”


    “You’d do that anyway,” Stan responded with a teasing tone. Anthony looked like he was about to pounce him, but then seemed to realize Theo was sitting right across from the two of them. He just stuck his tongue out the rabbit.


    “Later.”


    “I guess we can go to the Carnation Ball,” Khan answered as he unbuttoned his shirt. He’d been gone for almost ten hours; Theo had decided to wait until he got back to talk to him about the mixer, rather than call him at work. The cat reeked of cigarettes, but right now more and more of the snow leopard’s spots appeared as he peeled off his sweat-soaked dress shirt and slacks. Theo smiled, feeling his sheath start to bulge as his boyfriend’s sky-blue speedo underwear came into view. Carefully he set his watch and one ring from his right paw on the top of dresser before turning back toward the wolf.


    “What brought this up?”


    “Anthony and Stan were talking about it.”


    “Do they know what the theme is yet? I know Anthony talks to a lot of sorority girls.” The image of the lynx, surrounded by vixens and talking about all the cute boys suddenly appeared in his mind, making him stick his tongue out at his boyfriend. Khan smirked, leaning down to give him a kiss. Their tongues met for a moment, but the only thing the wolf noticed was the acrid tobacco taste in his mouth. He pulled away, making the snow leopard try to nuzzle him.

  


  
    “You smoke,” Theo said.


    “Only at the precinct. It’s the only time off I get.” He tried to kiss Theo again, but the wolf turned away this time. He hated the smell of cigarettes – his dad smoked cigars on occasion, and they smelled so bad he had to go outside. He slid off the end of the bed, walking into the bathroom and reaching for the cat’s mouthwash. As Khan followed him, he thrust the bottle at the feline.


    “Swig.” Khan frowned at him, but still obeyed, and once he spit out the blue-colored refresher, Theo kissed him again.


    “I hate tobacco,” he explained, but still accepted the slightly smelly arms embracing him. Teeth moved to his throat, and he forgot all about his complaints against tobacco, asking him about his job, or the mixer.


    Theo had a few favorite things to do with a boyfriend – most of them were obvious, but one definitely stood out. Taking showers with the snow leopard was intimate, but more than anything, he liked to be shuddering in the male’s arms, hot water blasting down on both of them, while Khan jerked him off. The cat was starting to learn what spots really got him going, and had figured out this time that the wolf whimpered when Khan stood behind him, biting down on his neck and playing with him until he shot across the tiled wall.


    After a little rest the wolf could cum again too, but the snow leopard never let him get soft. He kept his paw around the base of the wolf’s knot, simulating a tie through the rest of the shower, slowly stroking him while they were drying off, and then pulling him to the bed. Khan slipped a condom over his length, covered it in lube, and rode his lap, slowly, sensually, pulling the wolf’s arms around him, kissing him as they tied together. Theo howled as he came, hearing grumbles in the next room, but he didn’t care. It felt good, and the cat didn’t leave the next morning or deny it ever happened. He didn’t have to hide his boyfriend from anyone here. It was also really nice to fall asleep, tied and with his arms around Khan. Did he love the snow leopard?

  


  
    Not yet. But he felt like he could.


    

  


  Chapter Four: Incumbent


  
    
  


  Not having someone push him to go to class really started to get to the small wolf after a few weeks. Some mornings he just didn’t feel like going, and after the first time, he realized he didn’t have to. They were his grades on the line, and no teacher at this point in his life took attendance, so his presence was really up to him. He’d felt guilty a few times, especially when he saw the teacher he’d skipped in the cafeteria later in the day, but college was a choice. The only person he never skipped was Dr. Bartlett, but that might be because he somewhat feared the old tiger could kill him with a stare. The next month went by very fast; mainly because the only time the wolf wasn’t studying or sleeping he was with Khan. Most of their dates were at the art house or a cheap restaurant, but they didn’t seem to last very long when compared to the rest of his week. The cat had even more to do during the week, so they both enjoyed the relaxing time they could spend together through the first few months of the semester.


  
    Theo smiled at the mirror – his Halloween costume was coming along quite nicely. Tonight was the fraternity-sorority holiday mixer, and though the small wolf didn’t plan to win the costume party, he wanted everyone to notice him. It had been a tough fight against going as a zombie, but he had gone for “wild wolf.” Not only did it let him dye his fur in streaks, but also he could wear little more than a loincloth and strips of cloth. Sure, he’d needed to sew everything himself and make sure the rags he’d used tore properly, but all in all, it came out quite nicely. His spotted muzzle showed off more blotches now, but they were brown. Streaks of red ran down his bare chest, shifting into tribal patterns across his belly. Both his paws were wrapped in imitation hides, with those straps winding up his forearms. His feet and shins were wrapped the same way, but they followed into patterns on his thighs. His loincloth was dark brown, and more than anything he really hoped there wasn’t a significant breeze. He might let Khan look under that small piece of clothing, but no one else.


    “Nice,” Anselm commented, coming out of their bathroom. He had gone for something more traditional for this holiday – a pirate. His loose shirt still showed off a little section of his chest-fur, but overall he was completely covered. Just to top it all off, the other wolf had strapped a fake parrot to his shoulder and donned an eye patch.


    Both of them absolutely loved Halloween. It wasn’t just that their childhood had been filled with gorging on candy in masks that one magical night a year, since neither of them was religious, it was the only holiday that was any fun. Christmas was a day where they were reminded their parents didn’t have much money. Easter was not much more than candy for them, and they weren’t allowed to wear costumes. Every other holiday only seemed to exist as an excuse for everyone to eat a lot and adults to drink. On Halloween, they could be whatever they wanted, and now that they weren’t minors, they had the freedom to dress provocatively. Theo had looked out the window a few minutes earlier and seen a sorority girl, one of the vixens, heading toward the party dressed like a French maid.

  


  
    “Is Lindsey going to the mixer with you?” Gamma Phi was considered Theta Eta Mu’s “partner” sorority, which basically meant they had parties together and members of each were encouraged to date from the other. Lindsey and Anselm had hooked up prior, but the other girls still considered it a fraternity-sorority hookup.


    “I’m meeting her there – it’s why I dressed like this.”


    “What is she planning to go as then?” For some reason, Theo couldn’t quite visualize the sexy lioness as a pirate.


    “A bar wench, big, wide skirt and everything.” The wolf giggled. Lindsey wasn’t particularly smart, but even he could admit she was extremely hot. He’d only talked to her once or twice (after the first night the other wolf had made a point to warn him when she was coming over), but she seemed nice enough. Vapid, but she was still sweet.


    “So are you ready?” Theo took one more glance in the full-length mirror he’d recently bought and attached to the back of his room door – all of his temporary dyes looked right, the imitation leather was tied correctly, and his spear (a knockoff arrowhead tied to a broom handle) was waiting. Now, they could go.


    If he had walked out of his room any other day of the week wearing nothing but a small swatch of cloth, the guys on the hall would have heckled him, but today, the wolf and panther that lived next door nodded appreciation. He’d put a lot of work into his costume, however little fabric there was, and compared to the panther, who had decided to dress like Adam, his work had paid off. The cat only wore a leaf-patterned thong and was in incredible shape – whatever party he was going to, he was sure to get laid. The wolf chosen to go as a slasher victim; Theo had helped him learn how to correctly mix corn syrup and food dye to make realistic dripping blood for his fake wounds. He wore his football uniform covered in the easily-washable stuff.

  


  
    “Theta-Gamma mixer?” the wolf asked, dabbing a little more fake blood around his eyes.


    “Yeah. You?” The panther turned to help him, matting the gray fur down so it looked like it had been more gruesome.


    “Lambda-Alpha mixer.”


    “Which house is it at?” Anselm asked as he shut the door behind them. Theo suspected the only reason the wolf had decided against a peg-leg was because of the stairs leading into the frat house.


    “The Alpha, it’s sure big enough.” The sorority houses more closely resembled tiny mansions than actual homes where people lived. Then again, there were three times as many sorority members as fraternity members. After taking one more moment to admire the nearly-naked panther – he could look, just not touch – the two wolves left the building, Anselm plastering a suitably piratical grin on his muzzle as they started walking to the frat house.


    On their way, Theo was glad that he and the panther next door were not the only ones on campus that figured Halloween was an excuse to be barely clothed in public. Two bitches they passed wore pillowcases wrapped around their breasts, loincloths that almost reached their knees, and veils; they were pretending to be harem girls. One of them giggled at his getup, probably because he was so skinny, rather than because of his paints. Dressed like this, he couldn’t really pretend he was anything but petite.


    Once they quickly stepped on the sidewalk leading to the frat house, Theo broke into a wide smile. Mikhail was standing at the base of the stairs leading up onto Theta’s porch, dressed as Spock from Star Trek. Sure, he had been played by a fennec, all the Vulcans had been, but not one nearly as gay as Mikhail. His date for the dance, a white fox, smiled at the fox as he finished a story.

  


  
    “...and that’s why Dr. Reese won’t look me in the eye for the rest of the semester.” Now that they were closer, Theo noticed something about the fennec’s date that confused him – the white fox was a girl. She wore an old-fashioned Star Trek uniform too, but she had chosen to dress in a mini-skirted red version. By the wolf’s guess, she was half-fennec and half-arctic fox. She gave Theo and Anselm a cursory glance, but her attention didn’t truly divert away from Mikhail. The wolf’s imagination made little hearts appear around her head, but he didn’t feel the need to mention the rainbow piercings the fennec fox still wore. She would figure it out.


    The four of them entered the party together, smiling at everyone’s choices. Marcus had gone the Roman route; he probably couldn’t decide on a costume, so he’d wrapped a sheet around him as a toga. His sandals at least looked authentic. Theo didn’t see Khan right now, but knowing the snow leopard, he wanted to make some sort of grand entrance. Terrence smiled at him when he passed – the bear was dressed as a Scottish warrior, complete with a short kilt and a wooden claymore on his back. Stan and Anthony were hanging off of each other, but that wasn’t strange. The lynx and rabbit had both dressed as Catholic schoolboys, making the sight of them nuzzling and kissing slightly more perverse. Once Theo found Taye, he patted the husky on the shoulder. He had decided on Adam too, probably as much to tease the gay guys present as to walk around naked with his girlfriend; Michelle had gone as Eve. At least the two of them had pinned their fig leaves to their fur, making sure nothing fell off at the wrong moment.


    “I like it,” Theo was about to turn around, but instead nearly buckled when arms wrapped around him from behind, and a familiar set of teeth gripped the back of his neck. He let out a small squeak, making his concerns move from the fear of a sudden draft to getting aroused in public.

  


  
    “Don’ be mean when he’s only wearin’ a rag,” Robert said beside him, playfully shoving Khan away. Theo silently thanked the Irish fox, dressed as a leprechaun, and spun around to face his semi-attacker.


    Khan, rather than going with something revealing, had decided on being as clothed and classy as possible. Though the wolf didn’t immediately recognize it, once the cat lifted a pipe to his lips and blew a few comical bubbles, he realized the spotted male was dressed as Sherlock Holmes. His coat, hat, and pipe were perfect matches to the old movies – Theo smiled at his boyfriend and leaned up to give him a nuzzle.


    “Don’t be mean,” he whispered, which only made the cat smile.


    “You like when I’m mean.” Khan gave him a quick kiss on his cheek before looking to the people around them. This was one of those events where the snow leopard needed to be officially the head of the fraternity, not just someone else enjoying being in costume. Theo could be his boyfriend for these first few minutes, but after that the frat president needed to be super-social.


    Mikhail and Amaze were drawing the most attention, but the white fox didn’t seem to understand why. A few whispers around them made it clear – no one expected the fennec to come with a girl. Apparently she was a student in the art department with him, and after mentioning the dance, she’d asked him to bring her. She was not affiliated with any of the sororities, but most of her friends were, so she didn’t want to get left out. Every time Mikhail said something intentionally funny, she would giggle and give him a nuzzle. It looked like everyone was taking the same stance the wolf had decided on – she would have to figure out he wasn’t really interested in her on her own.


    Khan only stopped to talk to him a few times over the next hour, but since this was basically his job, the wolf couldn’t really complain. Besides, there was no need to comment – he wasn’t spending time with some other guy, but rather making everyone feel welcome. Most of the time, Theo hung out with Taye. The husky was causing almost as many strange looks as Amaze was, but for an entirely different reason. So, just for fun, they stood nearly naked next to one another, smiling at the many girls and guys that passed, giving them both elevator eyes.

  


  
    “Most of ‘em think Michelle is just a cover,” Taye whispered, leaning over so no one would be overhear them.


    “Really?” He was honestly surprised – the idea of a cover girlfriend had never occurred to him. As soon as Michelle had shown up the first time, every thought of the husky being gay flew from his mind. Taye nodded, the look in his eyes telling the wolf the other canine found the whole situation hilarious.


    “At least once a semester, one of the gay guys around town asks me ‘why I bother having a cover’. That’s why so many girls hang out here – they figure that I’m gay too, and just trying to hide it.” Theo could only think of one thing to say about that.


    “That’s...stupid.” The husky chuckled.


    “Yeah, yeah it is. Watch.” On that note, he weaved through a few of the upperclassmen loitering near them to reach Michelle. When he leaned in quick to give her a surprised kiss, the reaction around her wasn’t what the wolf would have expected. When he and Khan kissed on the porch, or when Terrence made out with a sorority girl on the couch, the whistles and comments ranged from silliness to downright pornographic. However, the small group around the two huskies just giggled at the public display of affection.


    “Wow,” the petite wolf said once Taye came back to stand next to him, passing him a beer he’d picked up on the way.


    “Don’t be so shocked. I’ve kissed a guy once, when I was drunk, and I couldn’t live it down for weeks. Every now and then someone still brings it up, and that was freshman year.”

  


  
    “People are stupid.” The husky raised his beer at the wolf and smiled. It was such a bizarre notion – they wanted him to be gay? Sure, every gay guy had the fantasy about ‘turning’ the straight guy, but this didn’t quite follow that. It sounded more like straight girls didn’t see him as someone they could have sex with, so they wanted to consider him gay. After a long drink, the dog rolled his eyes.


    “I got used to it.”


    By the time everyone arrived – Lindsey was over an hour and a half late because her roommate was having a breakdown – the conversation mainly shifted to politics. It was election day in less than a week; everyone wanted to know who everyone else was voting for, and why. It wasn’t one of the important elections, the presidential ones, but everyone still was talking about what laws they wanted passed, which ones they hoped would be overturned, and which representatives would keep their jobs. A few people joked about Representative Lokey, an openly gay vixen, losing her job and coming to be the den-mother for Theta, but it was all in good fun. One senator was up for re-election too, but Theo didn’t catch his name.


    The wolf spent the night in Khan’s room after the party – it was fun standing in the shower, letting the snow leopard wash the temporary dyes out of his fur, and then moving to the bed for the cat to play with other parts of him. His favorite part of a night with Khan was always the next morning, waking up with a strong arm over him and steady breaths tickling the back of his neck. Theo always woke up first, which let him enjoy the warm embrace for a few minutes before his boyfriend stirred.


    Like most of the parties at the frat house, there were always people sleeping on the couches, especially freshmen who got too drunk to walk back to their rooms. By the time Theo got back downstairs, wearing a spare plain t-shirt and khakis he kept in the cat’s room, a couple of the new recruits were already stirring. Halloween had thankfully fallen on a Saturday night, so everyone could have at least a day to recover from spiked punches and coolers full of beer. Theo politely averted his eyes on seeing Marcus on the den floor, his tunic no longer covering him enough to be decent. By the smell in the room, more than one person had gotten laid after the wolf had headed upstairs.

  


  
    “Mornin’,” Khan said groggily, giving him a nuzzle. Like every morning, the snow leopard dressed properly in a button-up shirt and dress pants. It was like he expected someone important to pop up from around every corner. After grabbing something from the fridge to eat – there were two bagels hidden behind a bottle of vodka – Theo kissed his boyfriend goodbye. Khan had some other stuff to do with the local precinct leading to election day on Tuesday, so the little wolf wouldn’t see much of him until the polls closed. It didn’t really bother him; Mondays and Tuesdays were busy anyway.


    “Hey Guys,” Anthony called from the porch. Several of the guys sleeping there grumbled, but the look in the lynx’s eyes said that the snow leopard and wolf needed to come outside right now.


    The first thing that hit the young wolf’s nose as they took the stairs down off the porch was the terrible smell. Someone – multiple someones – had pissed along the base of the front of the house, leaving stains on the delicate woodwork and making Khan as he came down to see what was going on gag. Now that people were waking up, they could all smell it – the wood would have to be torn up to get the house to make it smell like it wasn’t an outhouse. Khan folded his arms across his chest, his lips pursed but without saying a word.


    “They had to do something with the sorority girls here,” the smaller of the cats commented, holding his nose shut with one paw. It took Theo a second to realize why the smell wasn’t bothering him as much. The mess was from wolves.


    “You think Lambda did this?” Theo asked, and by the distressed look Robert sent him, this apparently had been a worry amongst the members.

  


  
    “They deface the house a few times a year,” Khan explained, starting back toward the stairs up on to the porch. “Let me go get some gloves.”


    Even if he did have the time to visit, Theo would have avoided the Theta house Monday. All of the members had needed to work to clean up the house before anyone saw or smelled it; the Lambda guys had all come back from their own mixer far earlier than normal to watch them clean up. Snide comments had been thrown in both directions, but it wouldn’t do any good to call the police about it. No one had seen the other frat defacing the building, and Khan didn’t see a need for a big investigation surrounding their house getting pissed on. Having police there would discourage even honest people from coming by the house.


    Tuesday rolled around quickly, leaving many of the students to skip classes and go vote. No teacher really complained, since voting was something all the faculty and staff encouraged. Khan headed out early in the morning – he had classes throughout the afternoon today, so he wanted to get out and get it over with when there wasn’t a line. By the time he got to the firehouse that served as his local voting building, he regretted not calling his parents first. He’d never voted before, though he’d registered a few months ago in preparation of being able to. Hopefully this would be easier than his imagination was telling him.


    Once he walked in, surprised by how many people were in the fire house in the middle of the day – about two dozen, most of which were wolves and big cats that worked in the corner shops. Bayard and the fox that ran the art house were here too, since their theater didn’t open until noon. The fox smiled at him, but didn’t approach; the small wolf figured the two males had other things on their mind. The white wolf was arguing with the woman behind the table about his registration, but once Theo set his voter card and driver’s license down, the woman only gave it a quick glance before motioning him to one of the empty voting booths. Once he entered it, one of the other attendants, an older male deer in nice clothes, closed the curtain behind him.

  


  
    In front of him was one of the newer voting machines that had been featured on the news over the last few days. They had electronic touch-screens and looked like a game in a new arcade. Besides the two representatives for the district and the county sheriff, one of the two senators for the state was up for re-election. His pressed his answers in for the first few votes, but he paused, his finger an inch from the screen, when he read the candidates for the senate seat. Due to new state election laws, the species of the candidate had to be listed beside their party affiliation; this was for voters who remembered points or species from television interviews.


    DERIAN BYSEPT


    REPUBLICAN, HORSE


    BAATARSAIKHAN CARTER, SR


    INCUMBENT, DEMOCRAT, SNOW LEOPARD


    “What the...” ‘Baatarsaikhan’ was Khan’s full name – he shortened it because it was so hard to pronounce. The attendant knocked lightly on the wall beside him.


    “Do you need any help?” he asked nicely.


    “No, I’m fine,” Theo answered quickly. He voted for the incumbent, finalized everything, and walked out of the building. He didn’t turn to look at anyone until he was outside, and then only to be safe as he drove back to campus.

  


  
    Khan’s older car wasn’t in front of the frat house like it should be – instead, his father’s Porsche had replaced it. A few other cars that Theo didn’t recognize were in front of the house, most of them very expensive. Two black cars were unmarked, which immediately made the wolf think of bodyguard cars. Someone important was in the frat house.


    Most of the freshman guys were on the porch, looking nervous. They’d pulled the TV and Xbox out into the daylight, an extension cord creeping back into the house. Most of them were too engrossed in whatever shooter they were playing to look up. Theo peeked into the den, seeing several cougars in suits, all sitting quietly on the only couch. All of them turned to him, but he slipped back away before they could say anything. His suspicions getting stronger, he took the stairs up to find Khan.


    “....so I should be back in town a week after tomorrow. Skipper is pretty sure I’ll win today, so I have to be ready to give a speech tomorrow.” The door to Khan’s room was open, and when Theo stopped in the doorway, both people in the room turned to face him.


    First, there was Khan, dressed in a nice dark-green shirt and tie. Second was another snow leopard, in his mid-forties and extremely handsome. He trimmed the thick fur around his neck the same way the younger cat did, making him look very sleek. His scent told the wolf he was related to Khan, and his clothes almost exactly matched – he wore an olive-colored coat and dark green shirt. When he held a paw out for the wolf, it was a strong man’s shake.


    “You must be Theo.” When the older male smiled, the canine had to fight looking down – his teeth were brilliantly white just like his son, and his sapphire eyes were so bright Theo felt like they could bore into him. When he didn’t respond, Khan commented from further in the room.

  


  
    “Turn off the election smile, dad.” The older snow leopard flicked his ears, the dazzling look on his face fading just enough so the wolf could talk in front of him, but still showing his teeth.


    “Khan’s told me about you,” the older male started, letting go of Theo’s paw and motioning back at his son. “So, what classes are you taking?”


    The three of them talked for about an hour, the older male only flicking his eyes when Theo decided to sit on the bed next to his boyfriend and hold his paw. Most of the conversation stayed on college, especially since Theo was a freshman and was just getting used to it. Mr. Carter shared a few stories from Khan’s first year, despite the younger snowcat’s objection. All of them had a few laughs, and the older male even offered to treat the two of them to dinner that night. He liked Asian food too, so they continued their conversation and pleasantries in a small noodle shop about twenty minutes from the school.


    Once they got back to campus, Mr. Carter parted ways from his son with a one-arm hug, inviting Theo to their home for part of Christmas break. He blushed and immediately accepted. The bodyguards followed him out, taking their cars with them. Even before their unmarked cars were out of sight, the freshman frat guys flooded back into the building, peppering Theo and Khan with questions. The wolf couldn’t really answer any of them, so he slipped upstairs while the snow leopard explained what was going on. As it was, he had just as many questions, but they needed to wait until he and his boyfriend were behind a closed door.


    It took about five minutes for the spotted male to get back upstairs, and when he noticed the wolf’s glare, he quietly shut the door and flicked the lock.


    “You’re mad at me,” the cat stated, the corner of his mouth twitching in amusement, but none of it seeping into his voice. Theo folded his arms across his chest, even as Khan stepped closer to him.

  


  
    “You know,” the wolf began, turning his head slightly when his boyfriend leaned down to kiss him so his lips brushed the smaller male’s cheek instead of his lips, “your dad being a senator is generally something you tell your boyfriend.”


    “I figured it would come up.” Khan tried to kiss him again, and this time the wolf let him, but broke it almost immediately. Sighing, he slipped his arms around the cat’s waist. It was tough to stay mad at the big cat – his scent almost made the canine dizzy, his beautiful eyes, however twinkling with silliness like they were at the moment, did contain a lot of kindness most of the time. Even now, when he wanted to have a serious discussion, he was being disarmed by charm. Is this how his dad had gotten elected?


    “I’ll tell you anything you want to know,” Khan purred, nuzzling him and letting a powerful purr start to emanate from his chest. Damn, the wolf needed to figure out a way to disarm his boyfriend, but right now his nose was pressed in right over the cat’s chest. The vibrations went right down his muzzle.


    “Why does your dad have bodyguards?” He shivered when big paws slipped under his shirt, lifting it up so the cat could trace his fingers up and down the smaller male’s flat stomach.


    “He’s the first big cat to be elected to the Senate in fifty years. His team thinks someone could take a shot at him, so there are protections set up.” Theo’s shirt came up over his muzzle, and now he let the snow leopard have a full kiss, and even kissed him back. He might as well give Khan a little reward for being honest. Once that one broke after a few seconds, both of them panting and the wolf’s pants getting a little tighter, Theo moved his black paws up to the cat’s throat and loosened his tie.


    “So, he can afford that Porsche as a senator?” Khan stuck his tongue out, but the wolf saw a flash of something painful move across his eyes.


    “No – they don’t get paid that much. My mom’s money paid for that.”

  


  
    “Why wasn’t she here then?” The cat’s hold got a bit tighter on him, as though needing just a bit more reassurance.


    “She died a long time ago – drunk driver when I was eight. My granddad on her side owned a shipping company, so when he died my dad got the fortune.”


    “Oh.” There wasn’t really much he could say to that, though the evil part of his mind made him think it sounded like a very good plot for a soap opera. He just hugged his boyfriend back, but he didn’t really know how to react to that news – he couldn’t remember his mom ever getting more than a cold, and then she somehow had even more energy.


    “Anything else?” the smile was back on the cat’s muzzle, and the wolf finished threading his tie out of his collar. The buttons came next, and a little yanking to get Khan’s shirt untucked, but soon the larger male was half-naked just like him.


    Together they went to bed, but didn’t get any more naked. They held each other, the wolf asking soft questions, his face against the cat’s chest, and the cat answering in whispers into his ears. Theo loved being held by a larger male, and this situation, intimate without being overtly sexual, made him remember that their connection was more than just two friends messing around. He fell asleep to the gentle rumble of a powerful purr, so similar to the cat’s father’s expensive car.


    The wolf growled when a very loud beep woke him up. It was early morning, and after a quick glance at the bedside alarm clock, knew he had two more hours before he really needed to be awake. His “morning class” today started at eleven, and it was just after eight. Dr Bartley had canceled due to a family engagement, so he had planned on getting some extra sleep. The light on his crappy cell phone was also blinking – he picked it, groggily flipping it open to read the text message. It was from Anselm, and the words “COME TO ROOM. PARENTS” didn’t really trigger in mind for the first few seconds. Then it hit, and he jumped out of bed, startling the snow leopard awake.

  


  
    “What’s goin’ on?” the cat mumbled, shaking his head and causing a few stray white hairs to fling at the wolf. He brushed them off, reaching for his clothes from the night before. He had clean clothes, but they were in the bathroom closet. Instead of taking a shower, he shoved his legs into his jeans and tugged his shirt on.


    “Parents are here.” The snow leopard didn’t respond with words – instead, he just sighed and rolled back over. At least he understood that they hadn’t been dating long enough for the cat to care about his parents visiting. Either that or he knew it would be very awkward to show up in front of the wolf’s parents after a night here. He had stumbled across the cat’s father, not purposely sought him out.


    None of the Lambda guys were on the porch, so he didn’t get delayed by jeers or one of them bugging him over not joining the all-wolf frat. He passed a few other students, including a fox from his canceled English class jogging, but he couldn’t give them any time right now. He rushed to the dormitory door, almost toppling over when one of the jocks on the floor opened it right in front of him. Despite the other wolf’s shocked look, he didn’t slow down, slipping on the polished floor as he turned to head toward his and Anselm’s room. The door to their room was open, and he could hear excited voices.


    His mom and dad looked surprisingly similar – both were gray wolves, short and fat, with wide smiles and bright, blue eyes. Both of them spoke English well, but still had very thick accents, and even with it just being the four of them in the room, they tried to speak only the native language. When they smelled him, both turned and hugged him as he walked in. Their holds were tighter than normal, but he shouldn’t really be surprised; he hadn’t seen them since August. Home was only a few hours away, but with a boyfriend, he didn’t really want to leave campus on free days. Fate must hate him, because the first thing his mom asked made him instantly nervous.

  


  
    “Have you met the senator’s son yet?” His dad nodded excitedly.


    “Carter won the election – the news said his son goes to Achaia. Have you met him? He’s very handsome.” Theo blushed, his ears folding back, and luckily Anselm saved him by answering.


    “He’s the president of one of the fraternities.” Then the other wolf smiled a bit wider, and the small wolf knew he was screwed. “We can bring you over later.”


    Two hours with his parents passed very quickly – they wanted to know about his classes, about any of his new friends (he only really counted the fraternity guys), and how he was adjusting to not living at home. Sure, he admitted to some stuff, like missing some of his classes, but not spending the night at the frat house. They asked whether or not he joined the fraternity, and when he mentioned the expense, they dropped the subject entirely. Money was something his parents didn’t like to talk about, especially when it involved anything from college. His parents had told him in his junior year of high school that if he wanted to go to college, he would need to save his own money or get scholarships. The latter had luckily happened.


    Luckily he was able to get to class on time, but wasn’t really able to pay attention with the looming irritation of having to bring his parents to the frat house. Someone would probably mention him and Khan together in front of his parents – if it wasn’t Anthony deciding to be pro-active, it would be Mikhail talking about it randomly with Amaze. She was still completely oblivious about the fox’s sexuality, and no one had the heart to tell her. He would have to brief everyone while Anselm gave his parents a quick look at the house.


    By the time he got back to class with only twenty extra pages to read by Friday, his parents were thankfully out of the room and his roommate gone with them. They’d seen the campus during his senior year of high school, but he needed the time to jump in the shower and make himself more presentable. His parents had probably been able to smell the cat on him, even if they hadn’t done anything explicit last night. As soon as the hot water started to splash down on him, he started to feel a little better about how this day would end up.

  


  
    By the time he was drying off, he could hear his parents’ excited voices outside the bathroom. Quickly he yanked his clothes back on, rubbing the rough towel down his arms and over his head before he stepped back out. They were already excited about seeing the frat house and meeting the senator’s son. He really, really, didn’t want to bring his parents anywhere near the building, but he knew he couldn’t come up with a good enough reason without actually giving away the truth. So, rather than just going out to lunch or trying to go somewhere, anywhere else, they started walking across campus.


    Now the Lambda guys were on the porch, but with his parents and Anselm here, none of them would take the chance to insult him. Even as they climbed the stairs to the porch, the small wolf could hear the television and cursing coming from the den. His mother shook his muzzle.


    “They have that box the neighbor does.” Any game system was a “box” to his mom, and now that everyone there could hear them on the porch, Mikhail’s head peeked out of the room. Theo’s dad looked confused at the heavily-pierced fennec, but didn’t say anything out loud.


    “Khan’s upstairs,” he said, making both of Theo’s parents look at him.


    “You know the senator’s son?”


    “Sort of?” He answered diplomatically. He could smell the snow leopard coming closer – he must have heard the voices too. Footsteps on the stairs gave him a few moments to try and think of a solution, but one just wasn’t coming to him. How was he going to warn the cat with his parents present? Anselm tried to slip into the den to watch the game, but Terrence and Marcus physically blocked him. They wanted to see how this developed. Khan smiled at the two new wolves when he reached the bottom of the stairs and held out a paw.

  


  
    “Es is schön Sie kennenzulernen.” Both his parents smiled wide. Theo knew the cat could speak German, but hadn’t been expecting Khan to actually address his parents in their native language. His dad responded in a very pleasant baritone.


    “Sie sprechen Deutsch? Ich dachte, dass das hier gar nicht mehr unterrichtet wird!” Mikhail stood on his toes, whispering into Anselm’s ears. The wolf made a dismissive motion, waiting for Khan to respond. When he did, Anselm whistled.


    “Mein Name ist Khan Carter. Ich gehe mit ihrem Sohn.” Mikhail titled his muzzle again, and now the wolf answered him as both Theo’s parents’ eyes went wide.


    “He said ‘My name’s Khan Carter. I’m dating your son.’”


    

  


  Chapter Five: Giving Thanks


  
    
  


  “At least he’s not a deer again.”


  That had been the only comment from Theo’s parents about him dating Khan Carter, president of Theta Eta Mu. His last boyfriend had been a gazelle, but to his parents, there wasn’t much of a difference – they thought he should be dating someone large, masculine, and strong, not an effeminate dancer. A snow leopard served quite nicely, and the fact that he was significantly wealthier than both Theo’s and Anselm’s families combined was only a plus. Though neither his mom nor dad actually asked how much money the cat had, the “subtle” hints were obvious. They spent more time than would be appropriate talking to the cat about his choice in clothes (apparently his very nice suits were as high-end as they got), and once Mikhail mentioned his Porsche, that started an entirely new conversation about sports cars.


  Now it was the day before Thanksgiving, and the small wolf was home until Sunday afternoon. A sandwich sat half-eaten on the kitchen counter – the mayonnaise had gone bad, and though he already felt slightly sick to his stomach, the canine didn’t like throwing food away. Both his parents were in the tiny living room, his dad reading the paper and his mom watching a daytime game show. Would they get mad at him? Sure, they weren’t in fear of missing dinner anymore, but it was half a sandwich. He could take it. The fridge opening beside him made Theo jump, causing his dad to chuckle.


  
    “Is mayo bad yet?” His muzzle was illuminated by the dark-yellow glow coming from deep within the packed appliance; it was older than Theo.


    “I think so,” he answered. His dad peeked out at the sandwich still on the counter, and his smile got a little wider.


    “You can throw it out. It’s more expensive if you get sick.” Thankful for the chance, he wrapped the spoiled half-lunch in a paper towel and dropped it in the trash can. They didn’t really have snack food, so he reached around his dad’s head and pulled out the plastic bag of turkey.


    “When is Khan coming?” his dad asked casually as he found a little microwave dish full of leftover noodles and set it on the counter.


    “About two.” Theo wasn’t sure if this was a trap; his parents had put the invitation for his boyfriend visiting over this break, but he wasn’t sure why. In high school, holidays were for family only – even his friends (with the exception of Anselm) weren’t allowed in the house on any of the days around Thanksgiving or Christmas. Was it because he was now an adult, or because they wanted to grill Khan about life further away from the poverty line? Of course, the big question still loomed in his mind. Was he over-thinking everything?


    When he’d come out to his parents, they hadn’t really reacted. They had gay friends, Theo and Anselm both had gay friends at the time, and the whole thing had not become the confrontation the wolf had anticipated. When he brought a boyfriend by the house for the first time (a wolf), his dad had given him a condom and made a sarcastic comment in German about not getting pregnant. After he was old enough to get a job, they didn’t mind him going out late with any boyfriend, as long as they knew where he was. This situation still bothered him, though. They’d never warmed up this fast to anyone he’d ever dated. Was it because Khan was rich? Was it because he spoke German? Did it matter why they liked him? The front door opened without a knock or someone answering it – that could only be one group of people. A moment later, he smelled Anselm and that wolf’s parents.

  


  
    Just like Theo’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. Engel were fat, but they carried the weight a lot better. Both were well over six feet tall, which made the extra pounds not as noticeable. Due to the sudden onset of winter – it felt like fall had died about two weeks ago – all three of them were in turtlenecks, a pleasant counterpoint to his family in button-up sweaters. The new wolves smiled at him, and Theo returned it once he saw the foil-covered cake Anselm’s mom was holding. They were having dinner here tomorrow, but apparently they’d decided some festivity couldn’t wait. Besides, he bet they wanted to meet Khan after his parents had gushed about him.


    After carefully unwrapping the cake – it was vanilla covered in chocolate icing – the six of them all sat down in the living room, each being very careful with a paper plate, plastic fork, and a very large slice of the treat. Anselm sat next to him on the floor, his tail batting slowly against the battered couch. No one mentioned the approaching time, but Theo knew it was probably on their minds. He ate in silence, hoping the bell at the front desk would ring so his parents would be distracted for a while. It wasn’t the season for tourists, so their hotel only got one or two people a day. If they were lucky, there would be an influx during the Christmas season, but they couldn’t bet on anything significant until at least Memorial Day.

  


  
    “So, this cat is coming today?” Anselm’s dad asked between bites. Theo didn’t want to answer, and luckily he heard the bell from the front desk ring. The question could wait – he jumped up from the floor and slipped out of the room.


    The small wolf squeezed between the largest couch and the wall to make it to a connecting hallway, and after a few steps more he unbolted the door. It led to another hallway; across from this door he’d just opened was another that led to the Engel’s house. Both of the houses were only about as big as maybe four of the hotel rooms, but it worked fine for them. His room was actually smaller than even the single rooms on the end of the line of rooms. At the end of the hall was another locked door, and after he opened it, the front desk was presented in front of him.


    Their lobby wasn’t the nicest, but it served its purpose for the thirty rooms they could have vacant. The floor and ceiling was clean, white tile, offset by the maroon walls decorated with framed landscape paintings of natural environments that didn’t exist here; a rocky cliff from somewhere west, and a desert oasis probably from the Middle East.


    “You have double rooms?” The cat on the other side of the desk asked. Theo’s ears perked up and he stepped around the desk. It was Khan, wearing much less luxurious clothes than before – a t-shirt and jeans. He’d stopped trimming his fur since it was getting so cold, which made him look rougher and less like a rich kid. The snow leopard leaned over the counter and gave the wolf a quick nuzzle against his cheek.


    “Which car did you bring?” Theo asked quietly, hoping none of the four parents waiting in his living room came out to investigate just now. The cat flashed his incredibly white teeth, and before answering, pressed his lips gently against the wolf’s. When he broke it, he whispered the answer.


    “The Porsche.” Apparently Khan didn’t understand when the canine had asked his boyfriend to keep a low profile, but he could let that go for now. An argument now would just ruin the weekend. The door opened behind him – by the scent he knew it was his mom.

  


  
    “Which room you give… oh! Khan!” The bitch practically bounced forward to give the snow leopard a friendly nuzzle. Khan only kept smiling at the notion; it occurred to Theo that he was probably used to these sorts of familial exchanges.


    “Sorry I’m a bit late, Mrs. Gottlieb,” the snow leopard said with a glance at the clock on the wall. The petite wolf gave it a glance; it was only fifteen minutes past two o’clock. His mom smiled and took the cat’s paw.


    “It’s alright. Ready to come in?” Khan lifted a bag off the floor, and moved to step around the counter. Theo’s mom took the lead, and the cat stepped in behind the small wolf.


    “How weird is this going to be?” the cat whispered, but Theo didn’t answer. He could see his mom’s ears turned back toward them, and he didn’t know where the cat was sleeping over the next few days. The wolf wouldn’t put money down on Khan staying in the same room with him, but he could hope. His parents probably knew full well that they were having sex; it was college after all, and the snow leopard didn’t have a roommate. Surely his parents suspected at the very least?


    Once they got back into his house Anselm and Theo both stepped aside for the Engels to introduce themselves. Khan shook Anselm’s father’s paw and accepted a nuzzle from his mom – now Theo was sure it was just part of being the son of a politician. He didn’t seem shocked by the familiarity, or even hesitate when they started asking him question about his dad. After the first few polite answers, the oddly-patterned wolf stepped back up into the small crowd of people and pulled his boyfriend away.


    “Let me show you the house.” Khan smiled and allowed the wolf to lead him out of the living room; with seven people there was barely room to breathe.

  


  
    His tour didn’t take long; he walked the snow leopard through the dining room and kitchen, pointing out the trash can underneath the sink. There wasn’t a door on the other end – instead, a thick curtain cut off the only other hallway from the rest of the house. Even though he knew full well that the wallpaper was pealing and the baseboards were cracked, he felt self-conscious about it now. The evil voice in his head told him that the cat probably had never seen a house as shabby as this, but he squelched it for now. There were three doors off this hall; one was the bathroom, which the wolf showed his boyfriend where the light was. Which only turned on one hanging bulb, the snarky voice inside his head tried to complain again. One of the other doors led to his parents’ room, and the last door on the right was his bedroom.


    There wasn’t much to look at; most of the room was his bed, with about two feet of walking space next to it. His clothes were in drawers underneath the single bed, and his checkerboard sheets hadn’t been changed in a few days. There was a tiny TV on a shelf above the foot of the bed, with a DVD player that he had bought himself. The door clicked shut behind him, and he folded his ears back when arms wrapped around him from behind and the cat’s bag thumped against the floor.


    “Thanks for letting me come to visit.” Lips tickled the black edges of his ears, and he whined.


    “My parents invited you...” The arms gripped him a bit tighter, and the cat’s lips moved down to graze the side of his neck, making him shiver.


    “You let me come. You could have said you didn’t want me to.” God, he didn’t need to deal with this right now – he was already stressed about the cat being there, and now he was being sweet. He liked having a nice boyfriend, but did he have to be so charismatic? Most of the time the wolf remembered that he was dating someone who had probably been trained to help garner votes.

  


  
    “I think my parents are planning something for...” A firm paw turned his muzzle, and when lips met his he tried to remember the end of his sentence. Their breath mixed together; he turned around and pressed his slim chest against the cat’s body, whining slightly when the paw holding his muzzle moved down to trace along the underside of his chin. A knock made him jump and sharp claws to extend and knick his throat.


    “Just a second,” he huffed, disengaging from his boyfriend and opening the door, hoping that his fur wasn’t too disheveled. Luckily, it was Anselm at the door. The big wolf smirked and motioned with his thumb at the kitchen


    “Your mom wants to make sure Khan isn’t allergic to anything.” The cat in question stepped up and rested his muzzle on the shorter male’s shoulder.


    “I’m not.” The larger canine turned back to the kitchen as his mom called back – they were alone again as quickly as the wolf had come.


    “Let’s watch a movie,” Theo suggested, turning around to face his boyfriend. He could see a flicker of disappointment in the cat’s eyes; he had probably expected them to have more alone time here. However, the wolf didn’t want them to do anything here that his parents could walk in on. To be fair, almost every time they were in a private room clothes came off, but for now, that would have to wait. While the spotted male braced against the now-closed door, the wolf fished out one of his few DVDs from under the bed. He really needed something to store them all in, but for now they were just in untidy stacks near the wall.


    “How about this?” The wolf held up a cracked case with a coyote and cougar on the cover, both holding guns and looking too serious under the words Hydraulics in a bright, lightning-lined font. Khan tilted his head to the side.


    “I haven’t seen that one.”

  


  
    “It’s a fun action movie. Lots of explosions.” Sticking his tongue out, the snow leopard swung his body over to sit on the bed. After turning on the TV and putting the DVD in the player, the wolf sat down in front of the cat and didn’t resist when arms pulled him into the larger male’s lap.


    Sure, it wasn’t the best movie in the world, but it was fun to watch. The wolf liked mindless action films, especially ones with cars that defied the laws of physics. During one scene a tractor trailer went off a ramp, stayed airborne over six different vehicles full of stereotypically scared families, and when it hit the asphalt against kept driving straight. Of course, the fact that the trailer was full of explosives should have added something completely awesome to the scene, but that didn’t come back into the script for another ten minutes. Khan made a few disapproving noises early on, but still jumped during one tense scene where the coyote got attacked in an abandoned warehouse.


    Smells started to drift down the hall from the kitchen, making Theo wonder what the snow leopard was used to eating on weekends like this. He knew there’d be pickled herring and asparagus tonight, since they ate only traditional Thanksgiving food tomorrow. Both his parents had gotten their citizenship when he was little, and ever since then, they celebrated the “American” holidays with gusto. Khan audibly sniffed – something must have intrigued him.


    “I smell fish.”


    “That’s the Rollmöpse.” Khan stifled a chuckle.


    “That sounds like candy.” The wolf nuzzled back against his boyfriend.


    “It’s...” shit, what was it in English? The labels at the corner store were all in German. “It’s herring, wrapped around an onion.”


    “I think I had that in Berlin. Don’t you eat them straight out of the jar?” Now it was the wolf’s turn to stick out his tongue.


    “They’re gross that way. Mom’s probably putting them in the oven for a few minutes to heat up.”

  


  
    “So we’ll be eating soon? It’s barely three.” Khan’s arms were around the smaller male, so he could look straight down at his own watch.


    “Mom and Dad have to be at the front desk after four, and Anselm’s parents are cleaning the rooms that people moved out of this morning.”


    “Oh.” Khan nuzzled against his boyfriend and went back to paying attention to the movie. The movie ended about ten minutes later, amounting to little more than explosion after explosion until everyone bad was dead. Khan needed to stand up and crack his back, and as Theo was putting the movie back under his bed, his mom knocked on the door.


    “Dinner is ready.”


    The pickled herring was on the table, prepared just like the canine had expected. There was also bread to make sandwiches with and some sautéed asparagus (his mom’s favorite). Since his mom probably wouldn’t want to clean anything tonight after being at the front desk, there were only paper plates out. On the counter, as though begging to be taken was what was left of the beer – three Guinness and two Weizenbock. After looking over at Theo’s dad, who nodded, Khan grabbed one of the former beers and popped it open with the underside of the counter. Theo reached for one of the Weizenbocks, opened a drawer, and pulled out the bottle opener.


    “Will you be here for dinner tomorrow?” Theo’s dad asked from the couch. All the wolves in the living room quieted down, probably curious for the answer.


    “Dad’s in D.C. for the entire weekend, so if you’ll let me, I can stay here until Sunday.” Theo’s and Anselm’s parents all started muttering in German, and the smallest wolf picked up that they were throwing around which room he’d be sleeping in. After a few seconds, Theo’s dad spoke again.

  


  
    “We put you in best room. It’s not summer, so no one will need it.” Theo couldn’t help but smile – having Khan here all weekend would be fun, and with him not sleeping on the couch, they wouldn’t have to worry about his parents walking in on them if they decided to make things interesting. Judging by the way the cat’s tail lashed as soon as his dad relayed that information, he was probably thinking the same thing. However, none of that seeped into his voice.


    “Thanks so much. I can’t wait to eat dinner tomorrow.” Now it was Theo’s mom’s time to smile; she was very proud of her cooking, and liked showing off whenever someone new came by. It made her even happier that it was going to be the one day of the year she devoted the whole day to one meal.


    As both of the young males got plates full of food, Theo noticed Anselm’s parents quietly getting up, whispering goodbyes, and leaving the house altogether. After taking a glance at Khan, Anselm scooted over to give the couple room on the couch. Once they took a seat too – the small wolf was secretly glad the cat didn’t put an arm around him in front of his parents. This was only the second time they’d met him, and the canine didn’t want to push the hospitality. For the first few minutes, they all ate in silence, but soon Theo’s dad spoke up.


    “Your dad want to come by at Christmas?” The only bitch left in the room glared at him, but Khan still answered.


    “I think he will be busy for most of my break, but if he can, I’ll be able to tell you when it’s closer. There are a lot of people he has to meet with in December.” It sounded like a ‘maybe’, but the small wolf figured any politician was probably busy.


    “Are you going to bring Theo to the Carnation Ball?” The wolf nearly choked – how did his dad know about the fraternity dance? It had been planned for October, but due to a lack in fund-raising and several scheduling conflicts, the fraternities and sororities had to push it forward to the Thursday before finals started. Maybe Anselm’s parents had gotten a letter about the date change. The snow leopard’s ears flicked.

  


  
    “If I’m still in town, I don’t have finals this semester, so I was planning on going home early.” After a look at Theo, he added, “but we’ll talk about it.” His dad let out a noncommittal noise and went back to his dinner.


    His dad only asked a few more questions, which made Theo very glad his parents never really gave anyone he dated the third degree. They trusted him to make intelligent decisions about who he dated, and break up with them if they did something dangerous or incredibly stupid. After the first few minutes, Khan slipped his more agile tail behind the small wolf, tracing it along the small of his back. It might as well have been a hug.


    As soon as the nightly game shows came on a few hours of lounging later, the snow leopard couldn’t help but start chuckling which soon degraded into a fit of giggles. Both of Theo’s parents loved watching quiz shows, and they were very intelligent, but even the small wolf understood how silly they looked. Both leaned forward, keeping a critical eye on the contestant, and shouted out answered interchangeably between English and German. Both made very animated paw motions when one of the contestants kept getting question right that they didn’t know, and after recovering from his own laughter, Khan threw himself into the action. One category that night stumped the three of them, and that was where Theo muttered out the correct answers to outshine the others – pop music. By the time the family hour of television was done and replaced by some cop drama, Theo was very, very glad that Khan and his parents had gotten along.


    “Key for best room is in second-top drawer of desk,” Theo’s mom stated as she stood up, straightening her skirt before walking into the kitchen. His dad followed – the youngest wolf could hear the fridge door opening and closing, and then an audible pop. His mom preferred wine over beer, and they kept a bottle handy at all times. She would not have time to have a few glasses tomorrow, so his parents probably just wanted to relax. As soon as they were both out of site, Khan rested his head on the wolf’s shoulder.

  


  
    “Your parents are nice.” Theo nuzzled against the cat, relieved that no bumps had come up today. He’d be here for four nights, so if something stressful was going to happen, the wolf would prefer it waited until Sunday afternoon.


    “I’m going to go grab my bag,” Khan whispered before gracefully lifting off the couch and padding into and through the kitchen. He could hear the three in the room exchange a few words, but didn’t really pay attention. Taking a deep breath, Theo slumped down and closed his eyes. This would be his first chance to really spend time with the snow leopard without being surrounded by frat guys; he liked the other guys in the fraternity, but having them in the same room was not very conducive to privacy. By the time everyone else went to sleep, they only really had time to make out for little bit and get sticky. Having some time to themselves would be good.


    Once Khan came back with his bag, the two males walked back out to the front desk. After retrieving the key – the only one that looked expensive, since it opened the nicest room – he walked the spotted male back out of the lobby and turned left. After passing the blank stretch of wall that showed where his small house sat, they came to a door with a large bronze “1.” They couldn’t afford the nice card-keys that bigger hotels had, but they also didn’t have the problems that Holiday Inn did. Since they’d bought the hotel, no one had broken into any of the rooms. The lock stuck for a few seconds, but with enough jiggling he got the door open.


    Every time Theo saw the better rooms, they reminded him where all his parents’ money went. Unlike in their house, the wallpaper was recent and bright; the baseboards all had been replaced in the last few years. An abstract painting of fox kits playing in a grassy field adorned the wall above a cedar dresser; it matched the television stand and closet door. When he pressed the light switch right next to him, a pleasant glow from the bedside lamp illuminated the entire room without feeling too harsh. There was an overly-bright fluorescent light over the porcelain bathroom sink at the other end of the room, and several bright, clean bulbs in the bathroom. The king-sized bed had a thick, auburn comforter on it and half a dozen pillows.

  


  
    “This is really nice.” After leaving his bag on the floor, the snow leopard slipped by the wolf and slumped down on the end of the bed. With one pat on his thigh Theo padded up to him, blushing, and didn’t resist when strong paws pulled him down into the cat’s lap. A cold nose nudged his muzzle up, which was immediately followed by a whimper parting his lips when teeth locked around his throat. Khan only held him like that for a few seconds before letting go, kissing his Adam’s apple.


    “Stay here tonight.” There was a tinge of a growl in the larger male’s voice – a single note of dominance that made it slightly more than a request. Even with the shiver that the wolf couldn’t resist going down his spine, he knew staying in this room tonight would be a very bad idea. He’d only ever seen his parents angry once, and that had been when he’d “borrowed” their car without them being aware of it until the morning after. Not being combative about his boyfriend might be one thing, but him having sex a few doors away would probably be quite another.


    “I can’t,” he whispered back, still resting his paws on the feline’s shoulders. Khan smirked, reaching down into one of his jean pockets and lifting out a condom. The wrapper was bright blue, but its presence more than anything confused the wolf, since they didn’t need them. They were different species and gay – they couldn’t contract diseases (except for fleas) from each other, and neither of them could get pregnant.


    “Why’d you bring those?” The spotted male’s smirk warped into a slightly predatory smile.

  


  
    “I didn’t. Your dad passed it to me in the kitchen, and told me to ‘be careful’. So,” the cat nipped at his neck, making him jump, “I think you can stay here tonight.” His dad hadn’t known they couldn’t contract diseases from each other, but cared enough to pass the charismatic cat protection? Embarrassment temporarily rushed so much blood to his face he thought he could pass out at any moment.


    With one fluid motion Theo was out of the cat’s lap, instead sitting on the side of the bed with his boyfriend standing in front of him. Khan yanked his T-shirt off over his head, revealing his thin, fluffy chest. Almost as fast he shed his jeans, somehow undoing the button above his tail and the one in the front without the wolf seeing it. Those his paws slid down a bit slower, his teeth flashing as his boxers fell to his ankles as well. Once he stepped out of them, now completely naked in front of the wolf, he knelt down and rested his chin on the canine’s knee.


    “You’re really cute,” the cat purred, kissing down the inside of the wolf’s covered thigh. Comments like that always made him blush; he hated that he wasn’t masculine or muscular like a wolf was supposed to be. His boyfriend was handsome, especially exposed as he was right now. Why couldn’t he be? His mind suddenly focused on what was going on between his legs again when the cat’s teeth locked at the top of his pants and undid the button. His zipper came down between twp lips, soon followed by a cold nose against his still-covered sheath. Tight, white underwear shielded his sheath and sac from the snow leopard’s lips, but his hot breath could still make it react.


    Even with his worries about the weekend, his shaft quickly escaped his sheath. It pressed almost painfully against the inside of his underwear, and when the cat’s fingers hooked under the waist of his pants, pealing them and his underwear down past his knees, his knot responded by starting to expand. Lips soon moved to kiss the head of his maleness, but didn’t stop there. Instead, those lips descended, engulfing him to the top of his rapidly forming knot, bobbing without the cat’s teeth nicking him. Khan’s tongue felt so weird gently pressing against the underside of his maleness. It was rough, but not in a bad way – just enough to make him involuntarily thrust toward it, like it was textured just to please him.

  


  
    He never lasted long when there was a muzzle around him, and considering just how much he liked big cats – and the fact that Khan started purring after a few moments, adding a vibration that traveled straight up to his brain – he was surprised how long it took for him to let out a low whine and dig his claws into the sheets. The snow leopard didn’t stop moving as the wolf’s seed splashed against the back of his throat; the tongue still lapped against his flesh, the muzzle still bobbed, and the cat’s strong paws kept a firm hold on his hips so he couldn’t choke his boyfriend. Looking down at the cat between his legs only prolonged his climax – the feline’s eyes were closed, as though his favorite thing in the world was to just sit there, patiently bobbing and swallowing.


    By the time Khan lifted his lips completely off the wolf’s shaft Theo was panting hard and blinking to recover his unfocused vision. The naked cat stood up, lifting the small canine up in his arms. Now that he was spent he didn’t resist as the strong male walked into the bathroom, leaning slightly over and turning on the shower. It only took the showers in the hotel rooms a few seconds to warm up, and soon both of them were soaked. Now he let the wolf’s feet touch the ground again, and but he wasn’t very steady. Shampoo was in his fur as lips traced along the black edges of ears – he felt blindly and found the cat’s still-hard shaft. He hadn’t taken care of himself in the other room, and once the younger male started stroking, the nibbles changed to nips and then to gentle growls. Almost as quickly as the wolf had, the cat came across his chest in thick ropes, the seed disappearing into the drain.

  


  
    Theo really wanted to be topped by the cat, but after taking advantage of the shower, he didn’t really have to energy to work them both back up for a second time. Well, the cat could without a problem, but it would take him over an hour to be ready for a second time. Luckily, the cat decided to both take care of his own needs and give the young wolf a break. With the cat on his back, Theo cuddled up against him, watching as Khan started stroking himself off. While they lay there the spotted male came twice more, eventually just relaxing his paw and nodding off to sleep. It kind of negated taking a shower, but that had been more for the company than the cleanliness.


    Like every hotel room, the curtains for the window had a weird spot along the edge that they couldn’t protect from the blinding rays of the morning sun. Theo was shocked awake by one of them when he rolled over; blinking and looking at the alarm clock, he saw it was already past ten. No one had come to wake them up – apparently it didn’t bother his parents after all. Khan was still on his back, crusted cum across his belly and one paw idling scratching at his own waist. The other was under the wolf.


    “I think we need to get up,” Theo whispered, leaning over to nuzzle his boyfriend. The cat half-opened one eye, looking much more tired than nearly twelve hours of sleep should allow.


    “Hmmm?” He sat up then, wincing when he pulled his arm out from under the other male. Betting it was numb Theo gently traced one of his ring-spots.


    “It’s ten.”


    “Oh,” was Khan’s only response, and he automatically turned and slumped out of bed. It was then that the canine felt the pang in his groin – the scent of seed throughout the night had given him killer morning wood. No time like the present to take care of that.

  


  
    Once they were both fully awake – and both of them had taken care of each other in the shower – they got dressed, Khan in a much nicer shirt and dress pants than the day before and Theo temporarily in the clothes from the day before. He could change into something clean once he got back to his own room.


    The wonderful aromas of what was going to amount to Thanksgiving dinner were already starting to fill the house, but just to be safe, the wolf slipped through the kitchen when his mother’s eyes were facing the sink. As soon as he got cleaner clothes on – an old black t-shirt from freshman year of high school that had the words “my tail droops because you’re stupid” in angsty lettering and jeans cut off at the knee – he tried to slip past his mom again, but this time she caught him by thrusting a wooden spoon, dripping with something, at eye level in his desired escape path.


    “Taste.” He flicked his tongue out; it was a red, too-sweet sauce.


    “Too much sugar.” She looked quizzically at him, but still turned back to the stove. As he squeezed past her to try and make it back to the living room intact, he heard a door opening in the back hall.


    “Oh, there you are!” His dad was here now too, and just when he thought he could get back to his boyfriend, an arm draped around his shoulders and pulled him to the side. Damn it, he could see the couch, with the snow leopard sitting next to Anselm as they watched the Macy’s parade.


    “Khan sleep well?” his dad whispered, one eye keeping tabs on the living room.


    “He liked the room.”


    “Good.” His dad gave him a nuzzle before leaning in close enough that the wolf could smell a hint of the older wolf’s breakfast over the other smells in the room.


    “Do you need more condoms?” Theo’s ears went flat against his head as blood rushed to his cheeks. Why did he need to have this conversation?

  


  
    “We don’t need ‘em, dad. I can’t get anything from him.” His dad suddenly looked very concerned.


    “You need to be safe. I have more...” Theo shook his muzzle – it was nice that his parents cared, but he never wanted to talk about this again.


    “He’s a cat, dad. I can’t catch anything from him.” Now it looked like his dad understood where he was coming from.


    “Oh. So, don’t need anything?”


    “No.” After a quick nuzzle his dad let go of him, muttering something in German probably related to being young.


    The balloon parade went on for a few more hours, with Anselm’s parents showing up by the time Santa Claus – a bear this year – appeared and started waving to everyone. Black Friday, the “official” start of Christmas, might be tomorrow, but that didn’t mean anything in this house. His parents were smart enough to avoid any kind of store tomorrow, so they would be sitting in and waiting for the news feeds on who hurt themselves trying to force down doors at four in the morning. Nestled against Khan as he was right now, the wolf didn’t really care about much else besides the delicious scents getting stronger and stronger through the house.


    “Theo,” his mom called from the kitchen, making him lift his head off the cat’s shoulder. Once he was within sight of his mother, she pointed at a pile of tarnished silver plates, forks, knives, and spoons left in the middle of their dining room table. They must have put the leaf in it this morning to accommodate the Engels and Khan. Obediently he began setting their Thanksgiving table.


    The turkey came out a few minutes later. Everyone immediately gathered around the table when Theo’s dad maneuvered the cooked bird on to a platter and started hunting for the big carving knife they only ever used this time of year. Khan was seated beside him, one of his spotted paws gripping one of the wolf’s discreetly under the table. The mashed potatoes, canned cranberry sauce, and dressing all made it to the table after the bird, and once plates started to get passed around, any idle chit-chat that would normally have started was silenced.

  


  
    Today might be a day for family, but during meals, the six wolves rarely let any words pass by their lips that didn’t involve passing something to them. The only snow leopard understood quickly that they were here to eat, so stopped trying to start up a conversation. Sounds of chewing and silverware clicking against plates filled the room, especially once his mom brought the desserts to the table. Theo loved pumpkin pie.


    No one really wanted to move after there was no food left on the table, so for now the plates and dishes remained in their places. Everyone walked/waddled into the living room; since there wasn’t room for everyone now that the small wolf’s mom and dad weren’t doing something else, Khan and Theo took up a seat on the floor. The cat slipped an arm around the wolf waist, giving him a quick kiss on the cheek while no one was watching; Anselm’s parent were nearly catatonic and his were fiddling with the DVD player. They had one tradition today that didn’t have anything to do with the holiday, and he hoped that the snow leopard enjoyed it.


    “I’m glad you came,” Theo whispered, leaning against his boyfriend. The TV got put on the right channel, and the menu for The Nightmare Before Christmas popped up, the creepy, fantastic music coming out of the crappy, secondhand speakers that were on the same shelf as the DVD player. Theo’s mom and dad took their seats, and the only cat in the room said something Theo had not expected.


    “I’ve never seen this.” Every pair of eyes in the room turned to look at him, but rather than being embarrassed, just appeared surprised by the sudden attention.


    “You’ve never seen this movie?” Anselm asked, looking incredulous.

  


  
    “No.” Now it was the smallest wolf’s turn to smile.


    “Then you’re in for a treat.”


    Theo’s mom hit ‘play’ on the remote.

  


  
    

  


  Chapter Six: Dreaming of Better Flowers


  
    
  


  Sometimes, being in a room of drunken frat guys was more entertaining than gross. It was the Monday meeting before the Carnation Ball, and after making sure all the freshman members understood proper conduct at the formal, a keg had ended up in the middle of the den. Xbox controllers were being passed between everyone that could fit in the room, and as the keg got lighter and lighter everyone’s coordination suffered. Theo didn’t know much about video games, since they weren’t something his parents could have afforded, but he suspected the game they were playing wasn’t very good. In the last hour he hadn’t seen the slightest hint of a plotline; four different pairs of tits jiggled while the females they were attached to slapped and kicked each other while wearing bikinis. Even Anthony and Mikhail giggled, but to be fair, the beer was probably helping.


  
    Khan was only playing every third or fourth time a controller got passed, since most of the time his attention stayed on Theo. The small wolf was in his lap, leaning back against him with one paw on the snow leopard’s thigh and the other gripping a red plastic cup with only a little beer left in it. It was his third – or fourth? – glass, and although his brain was fuzzy, he still knew what was going on around him. Sure, he probably needed to start studying for finals, since they started Thursday, but that could wait. The wolf was caught up on everything for Dr. Bartlett, making his first exam this semester a breeze (most likely). Sure, the tiger could throw a curve-ball, but the older students comforted him by saying that the exam would be difficult, but straightforward.


    “C’mon, play!” A controller ended up in his paws, and even if he barely understood where all the buttons were, he did his best. Marcus leaned against him on the right, mumbling something unintelligible. He always drank too much at these things, but since he didn’t start fights, no one tried to take the cup away from him. However, that also meant all the guys had to deal with him flirting and grab-assing at them.


    The gaming went on past midnight, but that was when Theo kissed Khan goodbye and ran back to his dorm room. While he had been in the frat house a light dusting of snow had covered campus, and he did not want to be outside in case someone decided it would be funny to start making snowballs. Winter combined two of his most hated states of being – if he was wet, he felt vulnerable, and if he was cold, he would be miserable until he found some place warmer.


    Anselm was already back in the room and sitting on his bed with a math book open across his lap. The small wolf only let his eyes linger on the other male’s bare chest for a moment before pulling his biology textbook out. Science had always been one of his weakest subjects, so a few extra days of studying would definitely help.

  


  
    The next two days were full of review; every teacher kept emphasizing how important the test was, and most gave general topics that would be on them. His biology teacher, Dr. Hampton, just said “everything,” which didn’t really help him narrow the list down. In all of his classes the exam would be worth almost a third of his grade, so he really couldn’t afford to screw up anything if he expected to retain his scholarships.


    Everyone had Thursday off as a “study day,” and Theo actually used it for that. Khan called – he left the cat a text message saying he needed to work on not failing. There would be an essay on Dr. Bartlett’s exam on one of three subjects; he practiced writing for each of them. Science notes ended up all over his bed, leaving only a tiny space on his pillows for him to sit. Anselm was out somewhere with his lioness girlfriend. They had been fighting over something or other the last two weeks, and hopefully today they would make up so she would stop calling Theo to get a hold of the other wolf in the room. Right now, he had better things to deal with than a bitchy cat. After grabbing a sandwich in the dining hall, the small wolf packed up all his notes, got dressed in his nicest suit, carefully put them all away for a final review in the morning, and headed over to the Theta house.


    Everyone was currently getting dressed by the time he made it to the porch – it surprised him how many freshmen didn’t know how to tie a Windsor knot. Mikhail and Taye stepped between confused wolves, foxes, and dogs, making sure everyone looked their best. Khan huddled in the corner on the phone, probably making sure the venue was ready. Rather than rushing to him, since he probably needed the quiet, the petite canine helped as many people as possible to stop worrying and get their clothes in order.


    Honks started to echo from the side of the road; people rushed for the doors. Once Theo peeked in that direction, he saw two limousines waiting with drivers and quickly filling with frat guys. It must have come out of the fund raising money, but this way they could make sure no one drove home drunk. Paws started pushing him toward the door – it was Terrence shooing everyone out of the building as fast as possible. For most of the guys, it would be their first big event to represent the fraternity, but for Theo it served at his first “dance.” He hadn’t been able to afford prom in high school, and as far as he was concerned, this was just as good.

  


  
    Right when Stan and Anthony’s paws were reaching for him, trying to lead him into the same limo as them, Khan caught up with the wolf. The four males piled into the first limo, scooting as over as far they could so as many people as possible could fit into the spacious wrap-around seats. For some reason, cans of Red Bull had been placed in the cup holders; Khan grabbed one and popped it open, motioning at one of the other cans that hadn’t immediately been grabbed.


    “Trust me – drink one now.” While the cat chugged, Theo looked dubiously at the tiny can. Wasn’t there supposed to be alcohol at the social? After noticing all the older males mimicking the fraternity president, the wolf shrugged and reached for one of the only remaining ones. Once he managed to get the thing open, it didn’t taste too bad. Most energy drinks made him want to vomit.


    As soon as they turned on to the venue’s road, Theo stuck his head of the window, letting the rushing air cool his overheated face. The heat was up far too high in the limo, but doing this made him feel like a pet dog. His tongue flapping idly in the wind, the wolf’s eyes locked on the Wilson Commemorative Hall. It had been built after a local millionaire left most of his fortune for public buildings – this hall had been the largest of the constructions. Roman columns and polished marble made it follow ancient style, but the inside consisted of several different spacious rooms. They had two of them tonight; one with a buffet table and drinks, the other cleared for room to dance.

  


  
    The limousines came to a stop right in front of the high steps, and once everyone piled out, Theo noticed people hooking up with their dates. Most of the girls had driven their own cars, parking across the street. Mikhail met up with Amaze, the white fox now dressed in a nice vintage spotted flapper dress. With the “Spots and Stripes” theme, the species that didn’t have either fur pattern – like the many foxes – had decided to have fun with it. The fennec fox currently giving his date a friendly nuzzle had rented a pinstripe suit with a wide-brimmed hat. Many of the wolves lingering around had also adapted to the theme; most had gone with pinstripes like Mikhail, but a few had painted spots into their fur to make them look more like African wild dogs. Despite the tension that should be there with Lambda and Theta at the same function, everyone seemed to be in good spirits. Before he started up the stairs, Khan put a paw on his shoulder.


    “Just a sec,” the snow leopard commented, and before the wolf could ask, spotted paws were deftly fastening a large carnation to his left lapel. Despite it being a giant dead flower, it didn’t look as tacky as he had expected. Most of the other couples were doing the same thing, though almost all of the flowers were ending up being pinned to females. It made him blush.


    “What?” Khan teased at the wolf’s flush. “You’re my date, so you get the stupid flower.” The cat leaned down enough that they could exchange a quick kiss before the two of them turned to face the building, working their way up between the many couples.


    Thankfully, the dance did not resemble a cheesy nightclub. Instead a small band of mice stood on a stage against the far wall, some tuning instruments while others adjusted their jackets and bow-ties. All of the staff were in fifties-style suits or tuxedos, making it feel more like a bar for the Rat Pack than a frat party. Theo really liked this sort of vintage look and atmosphere; it set a very nice mood, without having to deal with some of the more unpleasant prejudices from the period. After all, a pretty image could gloss over an ugly underbelly.

  


  
    Once the wolf was able to steal a few shrimp kabobs – it was less a buffet and more an appetizer bar – Khan pulled him to the dance floor. As a frat president the cat should be one of the most visible people here; Steven, in a very crisp tuxedo, almost never left the area in front of the band, shaking paws and smiling at almost everyone who approached him. The mood soured a bit when he pretended not to hear Stan talking to him, but the rabbit gave up after a few seconds and went back to his lynx date. The older wolf, his muscles evident even through the fancy clothes, tossed a dirty look Khan’s way before going back to schmoozing.


    “Why does he hate you so much?” Theo asked as the snow leopard led them into a spin. Once they were facing each other again, the cat frowned slightly.


    “That’s...sort of complicated.”


    “Try me.” Theo knew the steps to this dance, and knew the music – his dad was a fan of big band stuff. “We’ve got a few minutes.” His boyfriend’s frown deepened a little more.


    “It’s also something I’d prefer not to discuss in a crowded room of people.”


    “Then whisper.” If there was ever a time to bring this up, now was definitely it – the cat couldn’t escape without attracting unwanted attention, and he would not want to start an argument with so want witnesses. Keep his eyes locked on the cat’s own, Theo stared him down. After a few seconds, the frat leader sighed.


    “You’re not going to like it,” he whispered, leaning down so his lips tickled against the wolf’s black-tipped ear.


    “We’ll see.” Another exasperated sigh made the wolf flick his ear, but the feline still continued.


    “Steven doesn’t like me...because I fucked his little brother.” Keeping his breathing even was easy, but the small wolf missed a step and jammed down on the cat’s foot. He winced slightly, but kept the pace up.

  


  
    “Let me explain before you crush my toes. Last March, before Spring Break, we were having a party. Greg – that’s Steven’s younger brother – was there. We hit it off, and though nothing happened that weekend, he asked if we could hang out over the break. Well, we went out twice over that week, and when we got back to school....”


    “That’s when the trouble started,” Theo finished for his boyfriend, starting to wonder if the cat had a thing for young wolves. Anthony had mentioned Greg the morning after the two males’ first hookup; he’d been the last person Khan had slept with before that party.


    “Sort of,” the spotted cat continued, giving the smaller male a dip when the music matched. “We fooled around a few times, but things didn’t really go anywhere. Well, until Steven found out.” A smirk cut across the cat’s face, slightly spoiling the serious mood. “He was so angry – he thought I’d ‘turned his brother into a fag’.” At Theo’s glance, he elaborated. “I hadn’t been the kid’s first time, but I had been the first time Steven was aware of, so as far as he was concerned, I ‘made’ him like it.” They spun again, this time a bit further away from the Lambda president still meeting-and-greeting.


    “By the end of the year, Greg had transferred to an art school in Georgia and Steven had told all the guys in Theta that I was gay. They didn’t really mind at first, until they remembered I was going to be president this year. A lot of them quit, and most of those went to Lambda. Steven sees it as a loss that I still have a frat.” One thought immediately entered the wolf’s head, and unfortunately, he wasn’t able to stop its sudden overtaking of his vocal chords.


    “What the fuck?” The cat gave him a critical look, but answered anyway.


    “Some people don’t know how to deal with it when one of their siblings ends up being gay. Steven just didn’t take it as well as some people do. I mean, it’s not the worst thing that could happen. No one got shipped off to a brainwashing camp, and no one’s arm got broken.” The song was ending, so the snow leopard walked them both closer to the door connecting the two rooms. “Try not to think about it too much.”

  


  
    Once they parted ways, Khan to get some shrimp, Theo decided he could spare a few dances for friends. Sure, most of the frat guys would be fun to dance with (especially Taye, since he apparently had been trained in classical dancing), but there was one in particular who he could actually keep pace. Almost on cue, Mikhail finished twirling Amaze around, and noticing the small wolf standing by himself against the wall, practically leaped over there to pull him back on to the dance floor. Once they started working their way around, Theo noticed what was different about the fennec. Rather than the rainbow rings that normally framed his giant ears, he’d put in simple gold rings.


    “So what’s happening with Amaze?” The fox looked confused.


    “What about her? I don’t have a boyfriend; she’s a friend, so I brought her to this.”


    “She does know you’re gay, right?” Mikhail stuck his tongue out.


    “How could she not? I practically prance around, Theo.” Out of the corner of his eyes the canine could see the white fox being chatted up by one of the Lambda wolves. As that was going on, she kept glancing back at the fennec and smiling.


    “I don’t think she knows.”


    They kept dancing for a few more songs before Amaze stepped back in, but by then Khan had finished chowing down. The couple twirled around, changing partners every few dances and giggling when the new people were unexpected. Theo did get his dance with Taye, who ended up being as graceful as expected, and oddly enough, he also had a very fun twirl with Paul, one of the Lambda wolves. Not everyone in the other frat took Steven’s opinion on things; the skinny wolf even gave him a friendly nuzzle before going back to his mouse girlfriend.

  


  
    When a slow dance started, Khan pulled him back into the center of the room. Only three other couples were currently started to sway in the mostly-cleared dance floor. The lights had been dimmed somewhat to give the entire room a much more romantic feel; Khan’s paws gripped his waist a bit firmer – the cat nuzzled him, kept him close as they turned with the music.


    “Do you want to come visit me over Christmas Break?” The snow leopard whispered, giving Theo a kiss on the cheek.


    “Sure,” the wolf mumbled, blushing a bit from being intimate in public. He could hear the slightest hint of a growl coming from one of the other couples, but that didn’t matter. After that slow tune they parted again, this time because one of the vixen sorority girls wanted to dance with Khan. Theo planned to go get some more food, but Mikhail intercepted him. When he looked down, the fox was holding up his pants with one paw.


    “Did you drive here?” The vulpine asked, looking worried. “The button on my pants popped off. I need to get back to campus and change.” Theo tilted his head to the side.


    “I thought all the frat guys took the limos....” The other male looked even more worried.


    “I figured you drove or something. Shit.”


    “Stay here.” After turning and weaving between a few people, Theo tapped Khan’s shoulder and interrupted his dance. The vixen looked irritated, but he still stood up on his toes to reach the cat’s ear.


    “Mikhail needs a ride back to campus real quick. You know anybody who drove?” The snow leopard passed the question on to his dance partner, who mumbled out a few names. Khan smiled.


    “Find Nobuyuki – his girlfriend drove.” After a few minutes, he found the Japanese fox, his blue Mohawk shifted into a line of shocking pink spikes.

  


  
    “Can Mikhail borrow your car? He needs to run back to campus.” After disengaging from his date, a curvy vixen, he passed the keys without a word. Guessing brotherly commitment meant something, the wolf made his way back to the stumbling and embarrassed fennec.


    “Let’s go.”


    Nobuyuki’s drove an ancient Pontiac, probably older than the small wolf. Though he’d told the red fox that Mikhail needed it, Theo would be driving. No need for the sand-colored fox’s slight panic to translate to the road. Once they got the vehicle in gear (it took the canine a few moments to remember how to drive stick), getting back to campus took only a few minutes.


    Despite his insistence on running in by himself, Theo made sure to follow the fox in and make sure he didn’t trip and hurt himself. His ulterior motivation could be considered a bit voyeuristic; he wanted to the see the other male’s dorm room. Rumors had been flying over what the gay male’s dorm room must look like, and once the wolf stepped in past the door, he almost burst out laughing. Almost every square inch of the walls were draped in classy forties-style pinup girls. Full-bodied vixens, bitches, and cats looked coyly down at the beds and dressers, most of them in lingerie. Mikhail stumbled to the closet, yanking off his current trousers and reaching for another pair in a garment bag. Just to be somehow gayer, he had on a pair of hot pink Speedo-style underwear.


    “I like the old classy stuff,” the fennec said as he stepped into the new dress pants. They were heavily creased and didn’t exactly match his jacket, but ended up being close enough. Once everything was securely buttoned, they made their way back out the building. It hadn’t snowed heavily yet, but the cold took some getting used to. Theo’s fur was more than thick enough to cut out most of the bite from the chill, but Mikhail kept his arms tight around himself as they trudged back to the car.

  


  
    As soon as the two males stepped on to the cold asphalt of the parking lot, Theo felt a shiver go up his spine that had nothing to do with the cold. There were four large guys leaning against the side of Nobuyuki’s car – all showed strong muscles underneath thick sweaters, and even the twenty feet away that the small wolf was, he could tell all four reeked of some strong cologne. It took him a moment to realize why he couldn’t recognize any of them; they were all wearing ski masks.


    “Hey!” Mikhail called out, apparently oblivious to the sudden tension of the situation. “Get the fuck off my car!” When Theo turned to shush him, he noticed the fox’s normal giddy smile had been replaced with complete seriousness. One of the four males, all wolves, lifted a baseball bat from the ground beside him and growled. Theo grabbed Mikhail’s wrist, panic washing over him. All he wanted was to get back to the dance. He’d never been beaten up in high school – having big friends like Anselm stopped that – and now wasn’t a good time to start. They could probably beat the guys running back to the dorm, where security could be summoned and protect them. God, they could probably smell his sudden fear. Couldn’t they escape? Couldn’t they run? Couldn’t they do anything but try and take the car back? The first one charged, brandishing the bat like he planned to knock their heads clean from their shoulders.


    Mikhail flicked his arms out. The canine crumpled.


    Theo didn’t know what had just happened – everything had moved too fast for his eyes to follow. One second a big wolf was rushing at them, and next he was on the ground, coughing and wheezing. Had the fennec done that? Now his friend grinned slightly, sliding one of his feet back and holding his arms up like a boxer. He looked over at the small wolf, motioning to the ground.


    “Get down right now.” He wasn’t going to argue, and dropped once the other three decided to move forward at the same time. Putting his paws over his head, the canine jaw went slack as Mikhail suddenly transformed from an effeminate, frequently teased fairy to a poised, confident defender. One of the wolves swung; Mikhail caught his arm and twisted, sending him onto his back. Another tried to bite him – with one quick jab the larger male ended up on the ground, gasping through a punched throat. The third was able to punch him hard once in side, making the fox stumble before the smaller male leaped up and kicked him square in the jaw. By the time he ended up on both feet again, all four wolves were not getting back up again. Now Mikhail stumbled again, looking woozy before reaching into his jacket, pulling out something from an inside pocket, and throwing it to Theo. It took the wolf a moment to realize it was a cell phone.

  


  
    “Go into contacts. Dial ‘Officer Brenton’. When he picks up...” Mikhail blinked a few times, wiping the pained grimace from his muzzle, one paw holding his side, “...tell him it’s a Theta emergency. Then call 911.”


    “Are you alright?” the words sounded stupid coming out of his mouth, but he felt like it needed to be asked. Mikhail bore his teeth.


    “Fucker probably broke one of my ribs. Call!” The wolf wasn’t going to delay any longer and slid open the newer-model phone. It only rang twice before a very deep voice picked up.


    “Brenton residence.” Not entirely sure how to word this situation, the wolf just let his instincts take over.


    “Sir, I’m calling for Mikhail, in Theta.” After a slight pause, he added, “he says to tell you there’s an emergency.” A few seconds of silence, then the deep voice answered.


    “I’ll be there in five minutes.” Officer Brenton hung up. Now the wolf dialed 911, hoping everything would be alright.


    Half an hour later, everyone currently in Theta and their dates, minus Mikahil, were in the frat house. As a courtesy, Theo had said five ambulances were needed so the wolves that attacked them could be treated too, but they’d run off before the paramedics could show up. Officer Brenton, an incredibly built lion, took his and the fennec’s statements before escorting the small wolf back to the house and calling everyone else. The only person that didn’t seem relieved to see him was Marcus; the younger lion didn’t even give the older male a glance before rushing upstairs. Once the house got a briefing on what had just happened, they all waited to get a call from the hospital that said they could see how the freshman was doing. His parents were there, but Officer Brenton had said it would be best for them to just wait until they got permission.

  


  
    “Is he going to be alright?” Amaze asked, holding her high-heeled shoes rather than wearing them. Theo nodded.


    “The EMT said that he should be fine.” Khan stood beside him, putting a reassuring arm around her shoulders. She looked about the cry, despite the wolf’s reassurances. At least he could understand – if any of his friends had been attacked and he hadn’t seen it firsthand, even if they ended up being fine, he would be a mess. Oddly enough, the image of Mikhail defending himself stopped that from happening tonight. The large uniformed lion still in the room clicked his cell phone off, smiling as he turned back to the crowd.


    “He’s in a room, and ready for visitors.” A few claps and cheers erupted, but stopped once the police officer held his paw up for silence.


    “He said that he only wants to see Theo and Khan tonight. The rest of you can go tomorrow, after exams.” A stern look made no one argue; the gun on his belt probably helped too. The cat then turned to wolf and snow leopard, the smile back on his lips.


    “C’mon, boys. I’ll drive.”


    The police cruiser had been parked outside the house since exactly four minutes after Theo had called. Now they moved to get in, Khan in the back and Theo riding shotgun, the bigger of the cats gunned the engine and turned off all the emergency lights. They’d been running since he got here.

  


  
    “How’s Vino doing?” Khan asked as they turned off the college’s main road. Officer Brenton huffed.


    “Better, now that he’s back to work. He’s walking on crutches instead of just being bedridden.” Before Theo could ask what was going on, the cat explained, as though realizing they were leaving important details out.


    “Vino’s my partner. He was in a car accident a couple months ago – shattered both his femurs. He had to have reconstructive surgery.” Another few turns and the deep voice asked another question in a more tentative voice.


    “How’s Amber doing?”


    “Maybe you should ask Marcus that,” the snow leopard answered a bit too quickly. When the wolf glanced back, the look on his boyfriend’s face told him not to pry right now.


    Theo hated hospitals. They always smelled like disinfectant, every waiting room was filled with stressed people, and they took forever to navigate. However, with a cop at the head of their party a nurse led them straight to Mikhail’s room. The fennec’s tiger parents waited in the room as well, looking relieved and worried at the same time. They both smiled at the small group before stepping back and letting them see the petite male in bed.


    Considering they had been attacked by three muscular wolves, the fox didn’t look too bad. He was bare from the waist up, thick bandages wrapped around his chest. An IV dripped something or another into the top of his wrist, but he was sitting up and looking irritated.


    “Sorry I worried you,” Mikhail said his voice a little wavy. It must be from the painkillers.


    “How’d you fight them off?” It had been bugging the wolf since the attack, but he didn’t want to ask it before the fox had been taken care of. The fennec smirked.

  


  
    “My uncle owns a dojo. I’ve been going there since I was five – good to know it finally came in handy.” He giggled, probably half out of pride and half from the drugs.


    “As long as you’re alright,” Theo answered, sitting down in an empty chair next to the plain bed. He put a reassuring paw over the other male’s as Khan put one on his shoulder. His friend was safe, if a little banged up.


    “Any news of the guys who did it?” Mikhail’s dad asked – he had only the smallest trace of an accent, like he’d done everything he could to eliminate the verbal trace of where he came from. Officer Brenton answered, and the sternness was back in his voice.


    “They’ll probably come in tomorrow or something, claiming they beat up each other. Since the guys didn’t see their faces, it’ll be tough to identify them. People get hurt every day.”


    “So there’s nothing we can do?” The tiger sounded angry, which the wolf totally understood. His son had been attacked, and nothing could really be done in retaliation.


    “I wish we could, but unless they turn themselves in...” That ended up as a bit more bitter than wistful, but for now, Theo just rested his muzzle against the side of the bed. No one died, no one ended up in traction, and even if they never caught the wolves, they would think twice before attacking Mikhail again. A few more minutes passed before he heard the two tigers in the room shuffle to the bed, each give the fennec a kiss, and then leave the four of them in the room. To be fair, they’d been here longer, but it made Theo feel somewhat uncomfortable to stay longer than the fox’s parents.


    “You know, you don’t have to stay here,” the fennec commented in a whisper, a stupid smile splashed on his lips from the drug drip. Theo shook his muzzle.


    “I don’t want to leave.” Khan pulled a chair next to him, putting an arm around his shoulders. The canine knew it wasn’t his fault that big wolves had attacked him, but he still felt terrible that the other male had to be in the hospital with bandages and IV drips. Even if the only thing he could do was sit here and provide comfort, he would do that. The fennec put his free paw over one of the wolf’s and smiled.

  


  
    “Thanks.”


    After everything that had happened, having dreams while dozing didn’t really surprise Theo. It started with him focusing on the stupid white flower attached to his coat, but soon that dead thing shifted into a rose, then a white dandelion (the kind with seeds, his favorite type of flower), and finally it blew apart, just like his ruined formal.


    Something woke Theo up very suddenly – the sun coming in through a large window. A heavyset wild dog had pulled back the curtains, smiling at the three of them. What time was it? Only one clock rested in the room, a big, round analog one on the far wall. As his eyes adjusted the time made him immediately jump out of his seat and cause Khan to fall over and off his chair, waking him up as his rump hit the floor. I was nine-thirty.


    His English exam had started at eight.


    Luckily, a friend of Officer Brenton happened to be in the waiting room, talking with a few nurses. The kangaroo knew about Mikhail and didn’t have a problem giving them a ride back to campus (it was on his way back to the station anyway), so they made it back without an issue. Khan’s first exam started at ten, so he went back to the frat house to take a quick shower and grab his books. There was no way that the wolf could finish a Dr. Bartlett exam in half an hour; he barely had been able to finish the mid-term in time. What was he going to do? Anselm wasn’t even awake yet – his exams started tomorrow. Grabbing a few pencils and some paper, he sprinted to his classroom. The door for Dr. Bartlett’s classroom was open, but when he went to step into the room, the old tiger glared at him.

  


  
    “Wait outside.” A desk and chair had been dragged out into the hallway like they were in middle school. He slumped down into it, putting his head against the cold plastic. There was no way he could pass this class with a zero on the final exam. Would he lose his scholarships? Most likely, especially considering the feline stood as the most respected professors in the school. Could he even get approved for loans? Several pairs of feet, booted against the threat of snow this week walked by as his classmates left the exam. After a the last of them left, a few patting him reassuringly or in pity on his back, the tiger’s authoritative voice called him back into the room.


    “You can come in now.” The wolf shakily stood up, keeping his muzzle down as he stepped into the classroom. Dr. Bartlett didn’t give anyone second chances – he’d made a girl cry with a disapproving glare earlier in the year just for skipping class. What would the cat do to him? A chair had been pulled up to face the desk, so he took the hint. Before any smiting began, the tiger stood and shuffled over to the door and shut it. Should he try defending himself? It was worth a shot.


    “Sir, I...”


    “You don’t need to defend yourself,” the tiger answered. Was it just the wolf’s imagination, or did the other male’s voice become softer and, quite possibly, understanding? Once the elderly male took his seat back, he continued.


    “I know where you were, and I know why you were there.” With deep wrinkles covering every corner of the cat’s face, Theo couldn’t tell if he was smirking or not.


    “Dr. Bartlett?” Could he, by any chance, be dodging a bullet?


    “You were at the hospital with Mikhail after both of you were attacked in the parking lot next to the frat houses. He broke one rib and bruised two others. He’s going to be released later today on heavy pain medication, and all his exams have been delayed until he gets used to the drugs, on my request.” Before the wolf could say anything else, the tiger added, “and you spent the whole night making sure that he had someone there for company.”

  


  
    Now he didn’t really know what to say. How did the professor know all of those things, and much more importantly, why did he care? As though reading his thoughts, the cat clasped his fingers together and rested his paws on the desk.


    “If I had my way, Theodore Gottlieb, I would give you an ‘A’ on this and let you go home for Christmas. Unfortunately, the Board of Trustees doesn’t let me do that, so you can take the exam at your earliest convenience.”


    “Why?” God damn it, why did he have to question this? Dr. Bartlett smiled for sure this time.


    “Mikhail is my grandson, and even if he protected you, you were still there for him. Now, when can you take the exam?”


    A few minutes later, Theo walked out of Dr. Bartlett’s classroom a bit dizzy. He would be taking the incredibly long and difficult exam tomorrow, and if anyone asked him why the tiger was being so nice, it had been requested by the professor that the wolf say he had burst into tears. The ancient cat didn’t want his reputation ruined, so it was up to Theo to take a little embarrassment in exchange for no repercussions. As for the truth, the only people that heard that version were Khan and Mikhail; it seemed fair to let them know. The fennec only laughed, which made him wince from his ribs expanding.


    Exam week passed in a blur of studying, cramming, and frenzied writing. Theo wouldn’t know if he had passed everything for about a week, but since he paid attention in every class, nothing had been difficult. Anselm took his at the same time, but ended earlier than him, since several of his teachers had exempted ‘A’ students from the final. Khan ended up only having two tests, both on the first day, so he left the campus early with a promise to come get the wolf a few days after Christmas for a visit.


    Most of his stuff would stay here for the course of the five-week vacation, but he made sure to pack enough clothes and his bathroom stuff. His parents didn’t keep enough shampoo in the house – unless you counted the tiny bottles for the hotel rooms. Anselm had already put his stuff in the small wolf’s car; he didn’t want to drag anything else through the snow that had fallen last night. Now the other wolf was probably in the frat house, saying goodbyes, but Theo didn’t see a need for that. He would be back in a few weeks just like everyone else, and having a goodbye drink just seemed like a bad idea before a couple hours of driving. So, he might as well get everything to the car and then grab his roommate.

  


  
    As he slammed his fiddly trunk door down, leaning on it until it clicked, a light cough somewhere behind him made the young canine jump. It was only Mikhail, almost three times as wide as normal between the bandages and an over-sized maroon parka covering his upper body. Before the wolf could say anything, the fennec quickly swung both of his padded arms around the wolf and pecked him on the cheek.


    “Thanks for staying with me in the hospital.” Theo blushed, but it did make him feel better about the entire Dr. Bartlett situation.


    “Welcome...” Since the fox looked as out-of-place as the wolf felt, he didn’t keep talking about the previous situation and instead reached into one of the giant pockets of his coat and pulled out a small box loosely wrapped in festive paper. Theo immediately folded his ears back in embarrassment.


    “You didn’t have to get me a Christmas present.” He hated when other people bought him things; he’d spent too many years being well aware of how much everything costs.


    “I didn’t. My parents did.” Damn it, he couldn’t turn down a gift from them, so despite his reservations, he tore off the paper. Inside the box wasn’t a nice message or a card like he had expected, but a small medallion on a chain, embossed with a simple picture of a walking fennec with a lion cub on his shoulders. Beneath the picture, in minuscule letters, was ‘Saint Christopher watch over us’.

  


  
    “My parents are Catholic – he’s the patron saint of travelers. You’re supposed to hang it in your car or something.” The fennec’s smile was a bit sarcastic, which made Theo believe he didn’t share in his parents’ convictions. Either way, the wolf closed the box and smiled.


    “Tell them thanks, and I’ll hang it from the rear-view mirror.” That changed the smirk to a real smile.


    “Merry Christmas, Theo.” Now the wolf returned the fennec’s peck, much to the fox’s apparent surprise.


    “Merry Christmas, Mikhail, and thanks for keeping me safe too.”


    

  


  Chapter Seven: The Senator’s Gift


  
    
  


  “And I wouldn’t give a shit if he’s the Prince of Brunei! He’s not sleeping in your room!” A spotted fist slammed down on an antique oak desk, causing two glasses of scotch to rattle dangerously. Theo felt voyeuristic watching this through the study’s cracked door, but when Senator Carter pulled his son away from dinner ten minutes ago with a testing smile, the wolf couldn’t resist but follow them down the hallway.


  The Carter’s private residence reminded the freshman wolf of the one time he’d gone to Monticello in Virginia. The whole building had been built of brick and marble with a giant dome over the largest common room, or as Khan called it, “the ballroom.” His grandfather had built it about fifty years ago, and since then it had hosted many of the governor’s fund-raising events and even seen the President visiting several times. Being inside made Theo feel poorer than almost anywhere else he’d been. Antiques filled every room – card tables from two centuries ago, painting done by masters from the Renaissance, and even a marble sculpture. One thing did stand out to the wolf as he had been led upstairs to leave his bag; one framed picture on the wall at the base of the stairs. Not only did it have Khan, his dad, and his mom, but there were two older people in the background – Theo guessed that was one set of grandparents.


  
    However, the wolf realized not everything was ritzy glasses and a private chef. When the snow leopard had insisted Theo drop his bag in his boyfriend’s room, the older cat had made a disapproving noise. At dinner, the Senator had said little that didn’t concern passing the salt or a dish. Now, the two cats were three feet from each other, both of them equally pissed.


    “You let Marci sleep in the same room with me.” His tone was accusatory, but Mr. Carter didn’t seem phased.


    “You were fifteen at the time, and I wasn’t Senator. If it gets out that you and Theo slept in the same room, all it will do is give the Right fuel against me and stop me from getting done what I need to get done.”


    “His parents didn’t care.” Now the older cat lifted one of the two glasses and drained it, making a sour face.


    “His parents aren’t part of the national government and every motion they make isn’t scrutinized. I talk to someone that someone else doesn’t like and it can screw me for months. They know I’m a proponent of gay rights, they know you’re gay because of Taye – who I know you weren’t dating – but I still have to tiptoe to get half the stuff I want passed even put on the floor. He’s not staying in your room, and if anyone asks you about it, I let him visit, and not give you a free fucking week. If you don’t like that,” now the cat drained the second glass, narrowing his eyes, “he can go home. This is my house, not yours.”


    Theo stepped back away from the door before it slammed open; making his way down the hall to the bathroom so he could pretend to be doing something. Before he even got the faucet turned on the wolf’s boyfriend stomped past the doorway with the canine’s bag in his paw. Apparently it may have been better if they had just done that in the first place. A moment later, Senator Carter peeked into the room with a genuine smile on his muzzle.

  


  
    “I’m sorry for all this. You understand I’m a politician, right?” The small wolf silently nodded, not entirely sure how else to respond. The handsome cat’s lips shifted into a smirk, much like his son’s but with a few more decades of perfection.


    “I’m glad you get it. Mind knocking some sense into Khan? I am under the impression people frown on parents beating their children.”


    Theo couldn’t really beat his boyfriend – both because that would ruin their relationship and the cat was bigger and stronger than him – but he still followed the snow leopard’s scent into one of the guest bedrooms. His boyfriend had ditched his very nice leather jacket, a Christmas gift from another Congressman, and now wore only a sleeveless, black shirt and shorts. The house stayed relatively cold since both of the residents retained very thick coats. The wolf had made sure to bring thick turtlenecks.


    “Don’t worry about it.” He kissed the very sexy cat on the cheek, putting his black-socked paws on the cat’s shoulders. The wolf looked so much like a fox that the cook had thought he was at first. Khan smiled a bit and turned his head so their lips met for a few seconds.


    “I’m just pissed at him,” the snow leopard whispered, placing his spotted paws on the wolf’s waist. He pulled the smaller male a bit closer, the lithe arms wrapping around him. Khan’s nose ended up pressed into his throat.


    “I want to stay with you this week.” Theo licked across the cat’s round ears, making his tail start to twitch in annoyance.


    “I’m still in the house. I’ll just sleep down the hall.”


    “Can we...” Now the canine put his arms around the male’s shoulders.


    “I’ll sneak over after your dad goes to sleep. Don’t piss him off, please.” He’d put emphasis on the last word for a very good reason – he was a guest and didn’t want to be kicked out before New Year’s Eve. He would be leaving the first day of the New Year, but until then, he would be on his best behavior.

  


  
    Leaving the snow leopard to fume for the next couple minutes seemed like the best idea, so he tiptoed out of the room and down the stairs. He wanted to have a better look at some of the more expensive things in the house – the closest he’d gotten to paintings as good at the ones in the Carter house had been in a museum. One of them particularly intrigued the wolf, so he made his way back to the dining room.


    Lucky for him, the cleaning lady had already left for the night. He felt bad watching help, whether it was private or public help like janitors, since he always thought people should be able to take care of themselves. The Carters had a private chef, two maids, and several bodyguards. Oddly enough, the big cats stationed around the house didn’t bother the canine, since someone had actually tried to kill the older cat a couple of months ago. Some canine pride group had taken credit, and several people ended up in prison. None of them gave him a sideways glance, but Theo knew they were well aware of how he moved.


    The painting that hung above the dining room table didn’t make sense to the young male at first, but now that he had time to study it, he started to pick out the more interesting details. At first, he just thought it was a field of flowers, but standing with his eyes only a few inches from the brush strokes, he could see small foxes standing inside many of the daisies, each with a set of barely visible fairy wings. He didn’t know how the artist had done it, but then again, he’d never been good at anything artistic. People were walking around behind him, but he figured it was just security guards changing shifts or something.


    “It’s called Fox’s Flight.” The senator’s voice made him jump, but when Theo looked at the cat, he noticed that his attitude had changed. Not only had he changed into a thick housecoat, but the irritation that had been in his eyes most of the afternoon and evening had dissipated. Now he just looked like an attractive older male, one paw holding a glass of scotch and the other pointing at a couple of different points in the painting.

  


  
    “Khan’s mother did it in college. She was amazing, but she stopped painting after she married me.” He sighed, a flash of something across his face, before he blinked a few times to bring himself back to reality.


    “Oh, right. Why I came out here.” The spotted male reached into one of pockets of his robe and pulled out a scarlet envelope.


    “You didn’t have to get me anything,” the wolf said automatically. Whatever was in that envelope, he bet it wasn’t as simple as a gift card.


    “I was thinking about giving you to this when Khan got home, but now that I’ve met you, I think you’ll enjoy it.” When the wolf ripped open the red paper, inside was a white, folded piece of thick paper. He flipped it open, scanned the small cursive printing and immediately flipped it back shut.


    “I can’t take this.” The snow leopard smiled at the wolf’s slight panic.


    “You can’t accept an official invitation to a Congressional social? It’s not that strange.”


    “You won’t let Khan and I sleep in the same bed,” he blurted out, but the cat still looked amused.


    “And this is not the same. Is there some reason you can’t fly to D.C. for a weekend and enjoy some dinner and schmoozing?”


    “I can’t afford...” Now the senator held up a paw.


    “I’ll cover the plane ticket, and you’ll be staying in my house in the district. Look...” The cat glanced and nodded back at the security guards, who stepped out of the room. Once everyone else was out of earshot, Mr. Carter put a paw on the smaller male’s shoulder and took a sip from his glass.

  


  
    “Khan’s never had a steady boyfriend, and I want him to be happy. If that means you come to D.C., or you stay over for a week, then so be it. You doing that won’t hurt my career. I’m trying to get re-elected next year, and having a gay son is....” It looks like the cat was searching for the right word, so Theo finished the sentence for him.


    “Problematic.” The senator sighed, now looking apologetic.


    “It’s not that I don’t approve, Theo, but it makes it tough. Is there anyone around where you live that has to deal with this kind of stuff?” It took the wolf a minute of racking his brain, but he remembered a scandal from his sophomore year of high school.


    “The superintendent got in trouble for firing a lesbian.”


    “Did he have a lesbian daughter?” Mr. Carter asked.


    “No, though he had a recently-acquired daughter.” Now the cat tilted his head, the same way Khan did when he was confused.


    “What do you mean?”


    “His daughter’s name used to be John.” Mr. Carter snorted, quickly covering his mouth and nose with one paw to try and stifle an onslaught of undignified giggles.


    “I can see why that would cause a stir.” After calming down a bit but in a significantly better mood, the senator kept talking. “Though I have to ask, Theo – why do you look like a fox?”


    Theo told Khan about the invitation to the congressional party, which made him feel better about the whole ‘sleeping in separate rooms’ policy. By the time it got late enough for sleep – and all the guards went outside to patrol – they ended up cuddling and watching a movie. Mr. Carter only peeked in on them twice, and neither time did he say anything or stare critically. Once they heard the door shut at the end of the hallway, they stripped down to their boxers, but didn’t do anything more than that. By the time an old grandfather clock down the hall rang midnight, Theo decided a shower would be a good idea. The drive down here had been hot, since the heat in his car only had “incredibly hot” and “off.”

  


  
    Once the water was ready he stepped into the shower, sighing as his fur matted down, washing out all the excess musk and oils he’s been worried about offending the senator with. He’d forgotten shampoo at his house, but the cat’s masculine-smelling stuff would work just fine for today, along with a lot of other stuff he didn’t think belonged in a shower. Tiny bottles with French names surrounded the one shampoo bottle – they look like moisturizer, but the few clear ones didn’t look like that’s what they contained. Just as he was washing the soap from his eyes, he heard the bathroom door open.


    “I’m almost done,” he called out, and after hearing the door shut again, he figured Khan has left, but then the shower door slid open and the spotted cat stepped in behind him. Arms went around his waist as strong jaws nibbled at one of his shoulders.


    “We can’t....” his words were cut off by a dominating bite on the back of his neck. He whimpered, his sheath stirring immediately.


    “Sure we can,” the cat cooed, his paws moving to the wolf’s groin. One set of skilled fingers got his member out into the warm water in a matter of seconds – the other lightly raked claws across his thighs, making its way between his cheeks. A finger pressed into his tailhole, the claw mercifully retracted, making small circles at the stroking began insistently. Theo whimpered, making the cat purr into his ears.


    “He’ll hear us,” the canine gasped, the feelings between the paws and hot water pouring down overwhelming him. God, he should never have told the cat how much he liked being played with in here.


    “No he won’t,” Khan responded, reaching over for one of the small bottles near the shampoo. Once he popped open the top, Theo knew the smell – lube.

  


  
    “Not in here,” he whimpered, his paws against the wall as something cold smeared against his tailhole. Why would the lube not wash off? A finger pressed into him and he stopped worrying about trivial details. Either way, the water turned off and the dryers turned on, hot air instead of hot water blasting into his fur. One finger pushed deeper inside him, leaving him to gasp and whine.


    It only took a few minutes for both of their fur to get dry, but not nearly as long for the canine to begin humping back and forth between the two paws, one stroking him, one stretching him out. He whimpering, whined, wiggled, but the snow leopard kept with the foreplay, getting him ready for something that didn’t seem to be coming. He lost his footing a few times from his knees buckling; luckily the teeth on the back of his neck kept him up. Finally the fingers left his insides and helped lead him out of the bathroom. Stumbling, the wolf allowed himself to be led to the king-sized bed, wondering in the back of his mind why all the lights were already out. The comforter came back, him on his back and the cat on top of him. The thick warmth of the thick comforter came back over them as Theo’s legs were lifted.


    “Shh,” the snow leopard purred as he leaned over the smaller male. Theo nodded, panting but having to bite his lower lip as the cat’s barbed shaft pushed into him. He tried to relax, but with all the teasing and pain of entry he found it very difficult. The cat’s spines hurt – they would feel very, very good once he stretched out, but for now the wolf just whined low and waited for his body to adjust. The paw keeping him hard helped to distract him, and as soon as the cat bottomed out the larger male held still, leaning over him to nuzzle and kiss his face.


    The cat started moving, lips pressed against his. Khan might have muscles underneath his thick fur, but he could stay flexible and dexterous, his hips slowly thrusting while his upper body remained still, big paws on the wolf shoulders, the canine’s paws moving up and down the strong arms. For now, nothing but fur touched his own maleness – if the cat pawed him off right now, the wolf could pop in this position just from the slightest touch. Nothing hit him deeper than when a big cat was over him like this. When the snow leopard found his rhythm, almost pulling out completely before shoving in as deep as he could, Theo let his tongue loll out, catching his breath with each inward thrust.

  


  
    He didn’t want to mention it; afraid it would spoil the mood, but seeing the spotted male on top of him, moving confidently, reminded him so much of his first time. It had been with a tiger, one of those “jock” types who didn’t actually play any sports but got as many girlfriends as someone on the football team. Theo had spent the night at his house to help him with an English paper, and after a few beers stolen from the fridge, they started making out. Clothes came off and the small wolf ended up on his back. That tiger liked guys as much as girls, but didn’t want the ridicule. Now Khan’s face sometimes changed to one with stripes, making Theo pant as much from the memory as from the current actions.


    “I’m gettin’ close,” the cat huffed, started to lose his pace, just moving as fast as possible now. The comforter slipped down a bit, exposing their shoulders to the cool air, and then teeth locked around the canine’s throat, he let out a quiet yelp, his toes curling at the wonderful warmth of being filled with seed. Khan slumped down on top of him, breathing hard before reaching a paw between the two of them and taking a hold of the wolf’s maleness. It only took a few strokes before he splashed cum all over his belly, lips against his stopping him from yipping.


    After another quick shower – this time to get rid of the scents that would give them away – the wolf slipped his clothes back on, kissed the snow leopard one last time before walking down the hall. His boyfriend and Mr. Carter slept at opposite ends of the house, with the wolf’s a few doors down from the Senator’s room. When he went to open to door, someone had taped a piece of printer paper to it with very exact handwriting.

  


  
    Thanks for not fucking in here. I can’t smell it from Khan’s room.


    Blushing hard, the small male walked into his borrowed bedroom.


    The lights turning on woke Theo suddenly, making him even more surprised to see the senator poking his head into the room. He had already dressed in a very nice, and probably expensive, suit with a baby-blue tie.


    “Sorry, Theo, but I need you to wake up. I just got a very important phone call and some people are coming over. Please put some clothes on.” With that, the older snow leopard was gone, leaving the wolf groggy and slightly confused as he stumbled around for some clean pants.


    The bodyguards had come back inside the house, two of the cougars speaking into their cuffs. Another stayed near the front door, and a fourth kept walking back and forth through the many rooms of the house, looking alert when he paused to stare out a window. The wolf skirted all of them to make his way to the kitchen. The cook was already stationed in the room, making the wolf flatten his ears in embarrassment.


    “Can I get you anything?” the pudgy bear asked, some pots already on the stove. He could see sauces boiling, but didn’t really smell anything – he guessed the fan above the stove was messing with his senses.


    “I can get it...” When the wolf tried to step around the counter, the bear smiled and blocked his path.


    “I’m the cook here, and this is my kitchen. You want something, I can get it, and I’ve got too much boiling for you to risk knocking something over.” Suddenly feeling like a teacher was staring down at him, the canine mumbled.

  


  
    “Cereal...” Now the bear nodded at him.


    “That’s better. Stay over there.” He pointed to a barstool. Theo obeyed.


    His breakfast consisted of more than just cereal – besides some shredded wheat, the ursine produced cold milk, some toast with real butter (his parents used margarine), and a couple slices of grapefruit. All the while, the cook moved between sauces, stirring, adding spices, and checking whatever was in the oven. Khan stumbled down a few minutes later, grumbling about having to wake up this early on his vacation. By the time he reached the kitchen, the cook had produced just as much food for the spotted male, with the addition of a small cup of espresso.


    “Thanks, Rommie,” the cat muttered, reaching for the coffee first. It occurred to the wolf then that he’d never asked for the bear’s name. By the time they both finished eating, Khan’s father walked into the room, giving his son a nuzzle before reaching for another tiny cup of espresso.


    “Sorry about this, guys,” he started, draining the cup and shaking his head before continuing. “I’ve got George Millonakis coming by.”


    “Who?” Theo asked, surprised when both the snow leopards and the bear stared at him.


    “He’s the other senator for the state and has gotten re-elected a lot more than I have.”


    “...Oh.” Not really understanding how congressional elections worked (he just voted when those years rolled around), he figured he must be the senior senator. Weren’t most people in the Senate there for decades?


    “Please,” the emphasis was obvious in the older cat’s eyes, “don’t cross him. He’s old, crotchety, and difficult. I forgot he was coming today.”

  


  
    Once the senator finished his coffee, Theo and Khan went into the library. If there was one luxury the wolf wanted if he ever had money, it would be a library. His parents didn’t like driving to the nearest public one, and his high school didn’t buy many fiction books. Now the canine stepped up onto one of the rolling ladders, kicking off the wall with his tail wagging. Khan just took a seat in one of the overstuffed armchairs, smiling and turning on a lamp.


    By the time the wolf heard commotion at the front door, he was cuddling with his boyfriend in that big chair, him reading and the cat dozing. Normally the spotted male took a nap between classes, so between the lack of a normal schedule and the early wake-up, it didn’t really surprise him. One of the many cougars came into the room to check on them, smirking before speaking into his cuff. Why didn’t it bother him? Normally even security guards at malls made him jumpy and feel guilty, but these didn’t. Maybe it was because they kept his boyfriend safe as much as they did the cat’s father.


    “Khan,” Mr. Carter called from one of the sitting rooms, making the younger snow leopard wake up with a start, looking disoriented. Theo smirked, but once the cat got his bearings he jumped out of the chair, flattened his facial fur before walking out of the room. The wolf kept reading. It took another twenty or so minutes before the canine heard anything that actually perked his interest.


    “....and I’ve heard about your son’s boyfriend. Have you both lost all of your senses, or just most of them?” After carefully putting a cloth bookmark in the leather-bound novel, he slipped out of the room. One of the bodyguards glanced at him, but didn’t stop him from going around the corner. For the moment, he stayed out of the sight, only peaking to see where everyone was sitting.

  


  
    The first image that popped into Theo’s head when he looked at Senator Millonakis was Professor Bartlett, the old tiger at Achaia University. The russet fox, in a wheelchair opposite the other senator, looked incredibly ancient. Decades of wrinkles made his face droop and his paws gnarled, but his eyes looked just as sharp as if he were fifty years younger. They flicked between the two snow leopards, as though waiting to see how either of them answered his question.


    “I think it’s completely legal for me to have a boyfriend,” Khan answered, but the old fox snorted.


    “And it is ‘completely legal’ for me to have an affair and produce children outside my marriage, but that doesn’t stop it from being political suicide, and even if it had happened I would never invite her to a function.” With only a slight pause and a flick of his ears the vulpine added, “And my sense of smell isn’t shot yet. Come in here, Theo.” Sheepish, the wolf took a few steps in to be within the three male’s field of vision. Senator Millonakis looked him up and down, and then nodded slightly.


    “At least you look like a fox – much more respectable.” The wolf wasn’t entirely sure if that was a compliment to his looks or an insult to his species, but he let it go.


    “More respectable than what?” Senator Carter asked, holding a can of Coke between his paws. For some reason, the young wolf felt the other male looked odd wearing a suit while holding something other than a glass of classy alcohol.


    “Than if he was dating some floozy of a female snow leopard. There will be more problems with him dating a male, but you’ll be dodging some of the normal scandals at least.” It occurred to Theo what the male meant – if Khan had brought a girlfriend home, there would be scandal over possible pregnancies, contraceptives, and rumors of an abortion if anyone saw them near a doctor’s office.


    “I’m not a floozy,” the wolf mumbled, making the fox smile – or at least stop scowling.

  


  
    “I suspect not; whores are much less embarrassed about being talked about. You know what you’re getting into, don’t you?” He shook his muzzle as he took a seat next to his boyfriend on the couch. The spotted male put a reassuring arm over his shoulders.


    “What do you mean?” Theo asked, surprised when Khan pulled him closer, letting them touch in more than a platonic way. Senator Millonakis sighed.


    “As soon as the press gets a hold of the story, they’re going to swarm the college, and they won’t leave you alone until they get what they want. Khan Carter is a new senator, with nothing controversial in his personal life, and the rags as much as the legitimate press wants something to criticize him about.” He used the words ‘legitimate press’ like they put a bad taste in his mouth.


    “I think an exclusive would be the easiest thing,” Senator Carter added, making Khan stiffen.


    “I’m graduating in May,” the cat commented. “Can’t it wait until after that?”


    “I’m afraid not,” the fox answered, reaching over to a nearby table, lifting a glass of water with a shaky paw. “It needs to come out, and blow over, before the Congressional social you’re attending, or the press will hound you. We can’t keep them away from you there.”


    “The press isn’t allowed on campus.” It was more a realization by the young wolf, remembering an incident earlier in the year. Some local news station had tried to talk to students about the election, but the police had escorted them off.


    “That’s not because of me,” Khan reassured him, squeezing his shoulders in a one-armed hug. “That’s because of Molly McGrieve five years ago.” Theo rolled his eyes reflexively at the name; she was the last president’s only daughter. Her name had been a big selling point for the college to his parents, so he had to listen to it for months.

  


  
    “They can still harass you off campus,” Senator Millonakis reminded them. Theo wasn’t sure what to think about the whole situation. He’d never been locally known for anything. He’d been above-average in school, but not first in the science fair or on any sports team. Would this be as bad as everyone was taking it? Oddly enough, he wasn’t worried as much about talking to reporters, since that just sounded like a test with no wrong answers. What worried him was the strain this would put on him and Khan. Could they deal with each other, especially if the answers they gave reporters were twisted in each other’s minds? Theo liked to think he made logical sense most of the time, but that didn’t mean anything to a tabloid.


    “We’ll talk about it,” Theo answered, looking up at his boyfriend. The cat looked more tired than he had before the nap, but the snow leopard still smiled warmly back at him. On that answer, the fox looked behind him, motioning at a muscular badger in a suit. He walked up and helped turn the senator’s wheelchair back toward the door.


    “It’s good to see you off the Hill, Khan.” The wolf bet the older male was referring to the elder of the two cats, especially after Mr. Carter stood up to show the male out.


    “Come back whenever you feel up to it, Mark.” Senator Millonakis huffed, but didn’t stop smiling as they walked and rolled out of the room, leaving the two college students alone again. Khan’s grip changed, pulling the canine as closer to him and burying his face into the wolf’s neck.


    “I’m sorry this is going to happen,” he said quietly, kissing the fur he could reach. Theo nuzzled his boyfriend, shifting a bit so he was curled up, almost cradled in the larger male’s arms.


    “I didn’t break up with you when I found out your dad was a Senator. Why would I now?” True, the young wolf hadn’t really thought about the repercussions at the time, but after a little adjustment to the idea of the snow leopard being both rich and powerful, he felt fine with it.

  


  
    “Thanks,” the cat whispered, tilting his head up so their lips met, and the wolf stopped worrying about what might happen in a few days or few weeks. He would be here until New Year’s Day. A good resolution sounded like not stressing over what he couldn’t control.


    The first thing Theo did after he disentangled himself from his boyfriend was call his parents. They needed to know reporters would be snooping around the hotel soon, and might even ask them for exclusives. No one answered the house phone, so he called the front desk. It took five or six rings for someone to pick up, which meant they were helping someone.


    “Second Home Hotel,” Theo’s mom answered, sounding breathless.


    “It’s me.” He heard some shuffling, and then his mom’s voice came back.


    “What’s wrong?”


    “Nothing mom, I just needed to tell you some reporters might come by in the next couple weeks. They’re going to be asking about Khan and me.”


    “Oh! Magazine came by yesterday.” Theo’s eyes got wide.


    “What did you tell them?” His tail went between his legs, which made Khan sit up to watch his reactions.


    “I tell them to leave.” A customer said something in the background – Theo heard a booming voice, then silence. “They said they come back. They didn’t say when.” The young wolf sighed, bracing his elbows on his knees.


    “Don’t talk to them, mom, please.”


    “I won’t. How is Khan’s house?”


    It took Theo another ten minutes to satisfy both his parents that the house was grand and the antiques were awesome before he could hang up. Khan pulled the wolf back against him, kissing his ears. For now, or at least for the next couple days, they’d be fine.

  


  
    The rest of the week passed very quickly. The senator ended up being tied up with a lot of meetings and social events, so the canine only got to see him a few times, mainly in the morning. Theo also got to see his first stage musical – the Carters lived within a few miles of a ‘real’ theater, so the wolf and snow leopard spent a very romantic evening watching Hairspray. Once they got home, Mr. Carter didn’t say a word when they stumbled into the younger cat’s bedroom.


    Many of the senator’s friends and relatives ended up in the house on New Year’s Eve. For the most part, Theo didn’t have to dodge awkward questions, but it was obvious a few of the guests knew full well who he was and why he was there. It didn’t help that Khan kept “accidentally” catching them in doorways so they would get stuck chest-to-chest, his charming smile disarming the wolf’s irritation. Though Senator Millonakis had not been able to make it, his granddaughter, a doctoral student at the state college, arrived to represent him. Even Theo had to admit she was hot, especially in the auburn strapless ball gown she’s decided on. Unlike the senator, whose eyes looked like they could bore into you, hers glittered with mischief. Around eleven o’clock, she caught him in the kitchen.


    “What are you looking for?” she asked while he rummaged in the refrigerator.


    “A Coke.” Everything out in the ballroom was alcoholic and he really didn’t want to get tipsy around strangers. She leaned over him – even she, a vixen, was a few inches taller than him. Her breasts pressed into his back, making him blush.


    “It’s behind the champagne.” She passed him a cold can, smiling before retreating back out of the room with a Coke of her own. Once the wolf recovered, he popped the tab of his own can and started walking out of the room, suddenly blocked by Senator Carter.

  


  
    “Should I tell her or should you?” He’d opted for a navy blue tie today, but his dazzling smile looked just like their first meeting.


    “What do you mean?” Even as he said it, she glanced over at him, winking.


    “Let me put it this way, Theo. She knows you’re a wolf.” On that he moved back into the ballroom, leaving the canine more confused than enlightened. Once Theo re-joined the party, he noticed Khan was on his cell phone, despite the party all around him. When the wolf went to pull him away from whoever he was talking to, the snow leopard snarled into his phone and slammed it down on a table, causing the battery to pop out and fall to the floor.


    “Khan...” the snow leopard’s father warned before the wolf could, but he quickly explained.


    “Anthony got an advance copy of next week’s Enquirer. He’s on his way over with it.” No one really responded to that except for Senator Carter, who covertly pulled Theo and Khan into one of the side rooms. Almost everyone was distracted by the New Year’s Rockin’ Eve, so they could escape for a little bit without anyone noticing.


    “Is it what I think it is?” The senator asked, the three of them huddling like they were on a football field.


    “Yeah. We’re totally fucked once we get back to the college.” The cursing surprised the small male more than anything, but he guessed this situation probably warranted it.


    After talking over a few things – what Theo should say if press went after him off-campus, in what situations Khan could call the police – they went back to the party, the wolf trying his best to enjoy himself. At least he would get to see Anthony; the lynx hadn’t been able to visit over winter break, so this would give them a chance to catch up. The doorbell indicated the cat had arrived. Whatever was in the magazine, they needed to deal with it. Senator Carter led the lynx through most of the people, half because he wasn’t an honored guest and probably half because his shirt said “A hard Male is good to find” in big glittery letters.

  


  
    “Let’s see it.” The lynx pulled a rolled-up magazine out of one of his back pockets.


    “A friend of mine works for them as an intern, so I get the issues early – I figured you should at least see it.” Dominating the cover were two pictures, separated by a jagged line. They were both from the Carnation Ball, the one on the left of Khan and Theo walking into the hall, the second of Theo and Mikhail walking out together. Giant, yellow letters screamed LOVE TRIANGLE: CUTE FRESHMEN CHEATS ON SENATOR’S SON. As Theo opened the magazine, seeing more pictures from outside the ball probably taken from a car parked across the street. The wolf’s ears picked up cheering in the other room – the ball must have dropped. It was a new year, with an entire year’s worth of problems it one little magazine.


    Theo needed to call his parents again.


    

  


  Chapter Eight: Coffee and Confessions


  
    
  


  By the time Theo made it back to Achaia University, it seemed that everyone had gotten a copy of the Enquirer. Six copies ended up in Theta Eta Mu alone; Marcus and Terrence used them as beer coasters. Most people ignored the small wolf last semester; now a variety of students walked up to him, asked him about the Carnation Ball or even yelled at him for supposedly cheating on Khan. A vixen he’d never met told him he should be ashamed to lead someone as nice as the snow leopard on – the canine’s comments about the article being libel didn’t really dissuade her. Then again, the girls in the sororities started inviting him to parties. It occurred to him they probably thought of him as a local celebrity.


  The school, thankfully, knew how to react to this sort of scandal. When press swarmed, the president, an ex-hippie wolf, called the police to escort anyone with a zoom lens off campus. Luckily the frat houses counted as on-campus, so no one could stalk them outside the house either. A couple nocturnal reporters, one a raccoon and the other a bat, tried to sneak in, but Taye was cleverer; the second he’d seen the car park down the street, he’d called the cops. However, just to avoid everything, the wolf and snow leopard decided to play it safe and didn’t go out for a while.


  
    After two weeks, Theo was settled into his new classes, several of them with Professor Bartlett. The old tiger wasn’t any nicer in class, but he sometimes smiled at the petite wolf in the hallways, confusing whoever else was near him. The hype from the article – which the wolf still refused to read – didn’t seem to want to die down. Maybe it was because not many people knew who Khan’s dad was, or maybe because it brought so much attention to the school. Either way, the wolf just wished it would go away. One day after his new Shakespeare class (they were on King Lear), one of the secretaries from the Student Affairs Office caught him before he made it out of the building.


    “The Dean wants to see you.” The young skunk pointed at one of the ground-floor doors he’d never been in. Theo just nodded and followed the mustelid in.


    Motivational posters covered the office’s walls except for diplomas above his desk. The red fox, about the same size as Theo, motioned at a chair in front of his desk, a small nameplate stamped John Donovan. Once the wolf took the seat, the vulpine folded his paws on the desk.


    “I need to talk to you about someone who called me this morning,” he began. “A certain magazine wants to set up an interview with you.”


    “Why me?” Instant paranoia hit him about the Enquirer harassing the school offices now, which wasn’t helped when the Dean held up the offending magazine.


    “Because this article is really about you, not Khan, and there’s apparently a federal law against someone paying anyone related to a public official for an interview.” Theo blinked a few times – did he just hear Mr. Donovan say someone wanted to pay him?

  


  
    “I thought journalists couldn’t pay anyone.” That made the fox smile.


    “Actually, it’s just tradition that they don’t, but since no member of the press is allowed on campus without special permission, someone decided to sweeten the deal.”


    “What magazine is it?” Surely some small-time college magazine wouldn’t put up the cash for this.


    “It’s for College Pride magazine.” Theo didn’t recognize the title, so he shrugged. That caused the fox to flick his ears, as though he was suddenly nervous.


    “College Pride is an alternative lifestyle magazine for undergraduate, graduate, and doctoral students nationwide.” The wolf understood those code words.


    “It’s a gay magazine.” Theo said, and that made a blush begin to form at the fox’s throat.


    “Yes. The editor-in-chief has offered to fly an interviewer out here. You can refuse to answer any question she gives you, but she would be allowed to say what you refused to answer. Just be aware, nothing is off the table completely.” The young wolf fumbled with his backpack strap before asking the first question that had entered his mind.


    “How much money?” Mr. Donovan waited to answer until the wolf looked back up at him, but the answer made Theo’s eyes un-focus.


    “Fifty thousand dollars.”


    The wolf stayed in something of a daze through walking out of the building, down the sidewalk, and almost making it to his dorm. A scent pulled him out of it – a scent he recognized, and one he needed to recognize. It was one of the wolves that had attacked him.

  


  
    He stopped at a corner, inhaling deeply and trying to sort out all the different people in the area. Normally the young wolf couldn’t pull out anything specific this close to the cafeteria, but this was something he needed to pinpoint. There it was; a wolf walking away from Theo. It was still daylight, so he really didn’t worry about being jumped, making him start trailing thirty feet or so behind the other wolf. That trail took the two males completely through campus all the way to the frat houses. Why were they here? Then the wolf entered one of the frat houses, not skulking or sneaking in.


    He was a Lambda.


    There wasn’t time to deal with this right now – being essentially bribed to answer a few questions on the record needed to stay at the forefront of his mind, even if he had another class in a few minutes. Khan needed to know.


    “You can do whatever you want,” the snow leopard commented about an hour later. He wasn’t in the frat house when the wolf tried to find him the first time, but the second ended up successful. However, he’d been hoping for a more...combative answer. Why wasn’t Khan trying to talk him out of it?


    “But....do you care?” The cat shook his head.


    “I’m not going to tell you no – it’s up to you.” Could he turn down fifty thousand dollars? That would easily pay for the few bills school was throwing at him, things books, gas, and eating out would easily be covered. Furthermore, he could afford to go to Master’s School...


    “Anything you don’t want me to talk about?” Theo asked, trying to find out if there were lines the snow leopard didn’t want him to cross. So far, they hadn’t really argued or hurt each other’s feelings, but this interview could cause all the damage six months of problems would.


    “Look,” the cat answered, opening the drawers of his desk as he searched for something, “I’ve done press interviews before. I’ve done magazines. It’s honestly not a big deal. Any legitimate publication wouldn’t dare print something you don’t say, and to be fair...” He found what he was looking for and pulled it out. It was a copy of College Pride, a picture of a wolf with a pride flag draped over his shoulders on the cover.

  


  
    “I’ve been a subscriber since I got here. I’ve never read anything in here that would get them in legal trouble. Controversial sure, but never libel.” Theo took the magazine from his boyfriend’s paws, flipping through it to get a gist. Articles about local gay bars, gay rights rallies, safe sex, and interviews with activists filled it, along with advertisements for gay-friendly companies. It looked just like any other similar magazine, just catering to a specific demographic.


    “Then I guess I’ll do it.” Once he finished with the magazine and passed it back, he relayed his findings about the Lambda wolf. The spotted male only sighed.


    “The guys kind of figured that, but a scent isn’t enough to press charges – it’s too vague. We’ll keep a look out for it, but I wouldn’t worry about it right now.” He added with a smirk, “and I think those guys are terrified of Mikhail.”


    After confirming with the Dean of Student Affairs, the wolf tried to prepare for the interview, but soon realized there wasn’t anything else he could do. The interviewer would ask what he would ask, and if something came up he didn’t want to talk about, he could bypass it. Anselm and Mikhail both tried to give him pointers, but nothing seemed to stick. Marcus told him to keep his answers short and to the point, but Theo thought the interviewer would see through that strategy. When the appointed day came, he made sure to put on a coat and tie before having Khan drive him over to a local hotel. The interviewer would meet him in the lounge, where they would be within sight of the bar and patrons but still have some privacy.

  


  
    When he walked in through the automatic doors, he was immediately surprised by the person sitting in the lounge. She was a very pretty bitch, tall without being lanky and wearing a crisp pantsuit. Copies of College Pride, the last few months’ issues by the wolf’s guess, covered the coffee table in front of her, along with a small silver digital recorder and numerous writing pads. As soon as she noticed the freshmen, she stood up and walked over to him. What surprised him most as she got closer was her scent – it reminded him of his mom’s.


    “Thanks so much for doing this. I’m Kathy McFann,” she began, leaning down to give him a friendly nuzzle. “We don’t get many political interviews.”


    “I’m not in politics,” Theo answered, then realized how combative his response had sounded and quickly added, “not really, anyway.” The interviewer smiled warmly, probably used to this kind of awkwardness. After one of the staff brought over coffee for the two of them, Mrs. McFann motioned for him to take a seat opposite of her.


    “You know the rules for the interview, right?” Once he nodded, she held up the recorder.


    “I’ll be taping all your responses, and you’ll get a copy of all the files at the end of the interview, so you know I’m not editing or misrepresenting you. If I deviate for your answers in the final article without your express, written permission, you do have the right to file a lawsuit against me.” Though her words may have been serious, the young wolf could see in her eyes that this was all formality. Once she sat down as well, she pressed a small button on the side of the device, turning on a small red light. Her voice shifted from explanatory to official, her words perfectly enunciated now instead of a more casual voice.


    “Now, Theo, I understand that the Enquirer article is causing a lot of stir around Monroeville.” The wolf blushed, not used to being so formally addressed, but answered as confidently as he could.

  


  
    “It hit campus right after we came back from Christmas break. I think everyone ended up getting a copy.”


    “And what do you think of the article?” Theo noticed she wasn’t asking rapid-fire questions, like he’d seen on news networks when they wanted the interviewed person to screw up prepared responses.


    “I haven’t read it – the cover caused me enough problems.” That got her to smile, making him think this was more a two-way conversation instead of just question-answer.


    “I can see that. If you don’t mind me asking...” Theo knew this would be one of the first questions. “...was there any truth to the article, or its eye-grabbing headline?”


    “Of course not.” This, at least, had been one question he could prepare for. “Mikhail needed to run back to campus and wanted someone to come with him. I kind of wish the person who’d snapped those pictures had followed us back, though.”


    “Why is that?” Mrs. McFann said, scribbling down notes.


    “We both got jumped right before leaving campus. If the photographer had been out in the open, Mikhail might not have gotten hurt.” Though Mrs. McFann’s face remained neutral, her eyes twinkled at the implication. The Enquirer’s reporter might have been there, but decided not to get interfere in an assault. That would make the already less-than-reputable magazine look borderline criminal.


    “Is it true that Theta Eta Mu, the fraternity Khan and Mikhail both belong to, has become something of a gay ‘safe haven’ on campus?” The wolf frowned.


    “Not really. I mean, there are a lot of gay guys in the frat, but it’s not like all the gays on campus band together there.” She scribbled something on her notepad before continuing.


    “How did you meet Khan Carter?” At least the questions were staying on-topic.

  


  
    “We met at a frat party I got invited to by one of the other members.” She smiled, her scribbling pen seeming to work independently of her lips.


    “And how long did it take for you to find out who Khan’s father was?” Theo looked up as a waitress came by, replacing their coffee without a word.


    “He never told me, actually. I found out when I went to go vote.” That drew a chuckle from her.


    “At least you vote. Many people your age don’t bother, and then complain when nothing changes. What did you think of the senator’s policies? I understand you were able to meet him.”


    Crap. He’d been so worried about not pissing off Khan that he forgot to look up what the snow leopard’s dad stood for. The wolf knew the older cat was a liberal who supported gay rights, so that probably meant he went for things like gun control, government oversight, and being pro-life. Could he word a question that would let the other wolf lead him?


    “You mean his stance on gay rights, or his plan for it?” He said a bit awkwardly, but noticed her pen pause and the corner of her mouth twitch. She saw through it. Hopefully she would continue to be nice and not hang him out to dry.


    “Senator Carter has sparked mixed reactions from the gay community, since he supports the passing of legislation for gay marriage, but has not put any forward himself. Do you think he’s supporting the gay community enough, especially since he has a gay son?” Theo made a throat-cutting motion, and she took the hint – the recorder clicked off.


    “I don’t know how to answer this without pissing people off,” Theo admitted, blushing and folding his ears flat in embarrassment. Mrs. McFann tapped the recorder once, her index finger poised over the ‘record’ button.


    “You’re not speaking for the whole community, Theo. You’re just giving your personal opinion. It’s not like I’m going to print your mailing address at the end of interview so people can send you hate mail.”

  


  
    “...Alright,” he answered quietly. She clicked the button so they could continue. She then nodded, so the young wolf could pick up where they left off.


    “I think he’s doing the best he can do. He doesn’t have that much support and trying to single-handedly change anything in Congress doesn’t get you anywhere.” That seemed to impress her, since her penned started scratching faster, probably moving from normal words to shorthand.


    “Do you think the senator having a gay son influences his views?” That gave him pause, but then he thought of Anselm’s parents.


    “Not everyone who supports gay rights has to have gay kids, or be gay. I think he’s doing what he thinks is right.” She nodded, a smile creeping back to her lips.


    “And what about Khan? Do you think he could be doing more for the gay community?” At least the wolf had prepared for that question.


    “I think Khan’s just a college kid, like me. We can vote, but until we’re out of school, we can’t do much.”


    “Many college students are active in the gay community, though,” Mrs. McFann added, looking up from her notes.


    “But we can do more with good jobs, money, or being actually in politics. I’d like to be a writer, and gay writers can make good money.” He knew that wasn’t true just if he wrote books on gay issues – gay poets and playwrights could be very successful.


    “Good to know you’ve got a future planned. Many people your age don’t.” She set the notepad down, clasping her paws together.


    “Anything else you’d like to add before we conclude? We’ll be running this with a description of the senator and his position, along with an explanation of the Enquirer article.”

  


  
    “...That’s it?” They’d been here less than half an hour. The freshman had expected this to last at least a couple hours, if not the whole afternoon.


    “You got it, and we really do appreciate the interview. Mind if we take a few pictures before I pack up?”


    After Theo sent Khan a text message, Mrs. McFann called over a coyote sitting at the bar. He held up a very expensive-looking camera, taking pictures of the young wolf in the comfortable chair, with the interviewer, and with Khan once he showed up. She made comments about it possibly being a cover shot, but there were no guarantees. After a few candid and cute shots, the snow leopard but an arm around his shoulder and whispered something to him that made him much less nervous about a cover picture.


    “Think about how excited your parents would be if you were on a magazine cover.” Once the cameraman went back to the bar, Mrs. McFann shook both their paws and smiled.


    “Thank you so much for doing this. You should expect the compensation by the end of the day.” Being reminded of the money made him a bit uneasy, especially considering how little he had done to earn it. Khan led him out of the building, giving him a quick peck before they got into his car. The drive back to campus was silent, but when Theo looked over at his boyfriend, it looked like the cat wanted to tell him something.


    Once they were back in the frat house and the door shut behind them, Khan pulled the wolf to his bed. They made out for a while, but after a few minutes the cat pressed his face into the side of the canine’s neck. He made a few sounds, as though trying to figure out how to speak again, but finally said what he’d been holding on to.


    “Things are going to get a lot more in the spotlight, Theo. If you don’t want to deal with this anymore, you don’t have to do anything else out in the open. We can just be like any other couple.” The wolf slid his paws down his boyfriend’s sides.

  


  
    “It’s fine,” he whispered. “It’s more exciting this way.” After the snow leopard stifled his giggles, they collapsed down on the bed.


    As soon as the money deposited, the wolf sent most of it to his parents. Their house needed repairs, but Theo still wanted to be a little greedy. His car empirically sucked, needing to be maintained constantly and ran the risk of never starting up again each day. He wanted a better car. Not a new one – he didn’t even know how much a new car would cost – but something that had at least been made in the last decade. Except for the college bill, mostly supplemented by scholarships, a car was the most expensive purchase he’d ever made. He was smart about it, asking Khan, his parents, and Anselm’s parents for advice, but he still found a car that made him want to stroke the hood. Sure, the little thing might be foreign – he didn’t really pay attention when the dealer told him the make and model – but it was sleek and compact, and probably got better mileage than his old thing. Besides, it was painted a bright shade of blue, which always helped.


    The next issue of College Pride came out two weeks later, and though Khan and Theo’s picture didn’t make the cover, they did get a blurb on the front and a six-page article. The picture of the couple together did end up in the magazine before one of the senator, and after it made the rounds around campus, most of the negative pressure lifted. Theo’s mom framed the issue and put it in the hotel lobby; the wolf even got a call from Mrs. McFann a few days after the issue hit the stands, saying it was their highest-selling issue in a decade. Even one of the teachers told him how good of an idea it was.


    “This will definitely help keep the paparazzi away from campus,” Dr. Bartlett commented after class one day. The professor’s soul-melting glares had been one of the only factors that stopped people from bitching at the wolf in the tiger’s class.

  


  
    “I hope so.” As he finishing sliding his brand-new laptop into its carrying case – another purchase with his interview money – the next class started working its way in. The old tiger did all his classes before noon so he could help in some of the administrative office in the afternoon. One person in particular caught the young wolf’s attention; Steven Wadiermon, the president of Lambda, was in the next class. He’d dressed in a suit for the day for whatever reason, but his presence here gave the freshman an evil thought. It could wait until this afternoon.


    The rest of his classes went by quickly, since Theo’s mind was elsewhere. Steven being in any of Dr. Bartlett’s classes meant he had to be an English major, since the tiger only taught what he wanted. The only reason the wolf was in any of his classes was because the cat had chosen to teach the freshman-level English courses so he could start “conditioning” (his word) the students to write superior papers. This realization, however, could be the wolf’s out to make sure nothing happened to any of the guys in Theta for the rest of the year. If he remembered correctly, the other wolf was a senior, so at least for the rest of the semester, Khan could stop worrying.


    About an hour after lunch, the young wolf walked down to the fraternity houses. No one was on the Lamdba house porch for once, but the canine still knocked on the door. It wasn’t that cold today, probably in the mid-fifties, so waiting for almost a minute didn’t make him shiver, just get a little irritated. One of the wolves Theo didn’t know opened the door and smiled at him.


    “Whatcha need?” He didn’t sneer, growl, or make a snide comment. His tail was even wagging a little from excitement – that reminded him that not everyone in this frat was causing problems.


    “Is Steven back yet?”


    “I think so...” the other wolf commented, turning in a bit and opening the door wide enough for the petite wolf to step in.

  


  
    “HEY!” the wolf barked up the stairs, right next to the door. “STEVEN UP THERE?”


    “HE’S IN HERE!” someone yelled back between what sounded like small explosions. They must have a gaming room upstairs instead of in a downstairs den. The new wolf got out of the path between Theo and the stairs; he took that as permission. After getting to the second floor, he peeked into the first room on the right. About a dozen wolves were crammed around two TVs, all playing some shooter the wolf didn’t recognize. A couple of them turned to look at him, but Steven, his eyes narrowed at the screen, and didn’t turn until somebody nudged him.


    “What do you want?” Irritation filled his voice, his eyes going back to the screen almost immediately. It suddenly occurred to the wolf that he should have brought Marcus or Terrence with him – if the guys decided to beat him up for this, he’d be screwed.


    “You’re going to leave the Theta guys alone for the rest of the year,” Theo stated, causing the wolf to press the pause button on his controller. He turned, looking amused now even though most of the other guys appeared confused.


    “And what if I don’t?” Theo folded his arms over his chest and did his best “angry glare,” which even if he knew wasn’t that good would still help get his point across.


    “I’ll tell Dr. Bartlett that it was you who had Lambda guys attack me and Mikhail.” The other wolf snorted, but several of the other guys – one of which was the wolf Theo had recognized before on campus – looked very nervous.


    “Where’s your proof?” The freshman stood his ground, keeping his eyes on the frat president.


    “I think he’ll take my word for it.” Theo said evenly.


    “Why the fuck would he care?” Now the other wolf set his controller down on the couch armrest, standing up to face Theo. Most of the frat guys now started edging away from their fearless leader at that, as though expecting a confrontation to explode any moment. Theo knew he had the other wolf now.

  


  
    “Because Mikhail’s his grandson. If he knew what you pulled off, you wouldn’t pass his classes, and that means you won’t graduate.” Steven looked like he’d been slapped.


    “He can’t do that.” His voice had lost its bluster, replaced by a hint of panic.


    “He’s the oldest teacher here. If he said you did something to deserve an F, you deserve it.” Theo didn’t wait for another response. He just calmly walked out of the frat house, his ears swiveled backward to listen to the guys who weren’t in on it yelling at their president. It sounded like even if the wolf thought otherwise, the bullshit against Theta was going to end.


    When he entered Khan’s frat house, the den was packed as usual, but someone was in the kitchen alone. Mikhail leaned against one of the counters, fiddling with one of his earrings. He’d taken out the rainbow piercings for once, only one gold loop twiddling between his fingers.


    “What’s going on?” Theo asked as he opened the fridge for a Coke.


    “Amaze apparently didn’t know.” Once the top was popped and the wolf took a swig, he kept his eyes on the fennec fox.


    “Didn’t know what?” Now the fox sighed.


    “Apparently...she wanted me to be her boyfriend.” Theo couldn’t help but giggle at little at just how clueless Amaze was, but stopped as soon as Mikhail glared at him.


    “Well, I’m feeling good about solving problems right now,” the wolf commented with way too much confidence in his voice. “Just tell her you’re her friend, but like cock as much as she does.” The fennec looked so shocked at the advice at Theo couldn’t help but smile wide enough to bare teeth.


    “Just try it.” Theo practically pranced into the den, intent on telling Khan both of the things he’d just done. Unfortunately, the cat wasn’t in there, so he went upstairs.

  


  
    The snow leopard looked about as excited and confident as the wolf was, and once the canine completely entered the room, Khan swept him up in a hug. Not that the wolf was complaining, but once he was let go he asked what was going on.


    “I got the letter from Brownville University!” It didn’t click with Theo – Brownville was a city about an hour from here with six or seven colleges inside the city limits.


    “What about it?” The cat looked like he might explode from excitement into a puff of white and black fur.


    “I got into graduate school – I’ll be able to stay in the area!” Now the excitement jumped from the cat to the canine and the smaller male jumped into his boyfriend’s arms. Khan wouldn’t be just a nine-month boyfriend; they could be together for the summer, and afterward if they wanted to. And after all the recent crap, Theo was willing to try.


    

  


  Chapter Nine: Whiskey Hotel


  
    
  


  Even if Theo hadn’t really wanted to accept the tickets to the Congressional party, he started looking forward to it once he got back to school. Having a weekend where he could see all the monuments, go to a museum or two, and get a fancy dinner where he didn’t have to pay for anything just sounded so luxurious. When he asked Khan about the trip, the snow leopard didn’t share his excitement; he spent most summers in the district, and got to see every new exhibit when it opened. When he looked up what was new, he noticed some mummies on loan from Egypt. Khan might not be excited by seeing something old, but if the wolf could be dragged along to artsy films at the one-screen theater (even if he enjoyed most of them by the end), then the cat could come with him to look at historical stuff.


  Most of the guys in the fraternity had steady girlfriends/boyfriends by March. Mikhail found a chubby brown fox from the Drama department who made him laugh; Terrence ended up with the one girl in his Social Work class. Anthony and Stan fought, broke up, and got back together again. Even Amaze stumbled on a boyfriend before the semester started. She put up with the teasing that he might be gay from the frat guys, but all that stopped once she brought him over to the house one day – he was the straightest and most masculine coyote any of them had ever met. Anthony even commented he needed to go suck someone’s cock just to make the house gay again after the canine left.


  
    Khan and Theo fought a few times, but nothing serious. Every couple complains and gripes, the wolf reasoned, and the fact that they could deal with it showed they’d last through the separation during the summer. They were close enough to make visits feasible, but they would only be able to see each other once every few weeks. He really did hope things could keep going the way they were; it would suck to start next year without a boyfriend again. His parents had said a few times on the phone that they didn’t mind his boyfriend visiting, so at least the big hurdles were out of the way. Also, going out to dinner just wouldn’t be the same without an adventurous eater.


    If anything, the wolf wanted a boyfriend to remain consistent throughout the year. One thing that always bothered him with his friends were their “summer girlfriends” - they had a girlfriend at school, then got another one for three months to keep having sex when they were hundreds of miles away from their first girlfriend. He’d even seen both girlfriends meet once. That didn’t turn out very well. As he recalled, both ended up spending the night in prison.


    “Does Marcus have another girlfriend yet?” Theo asked Khan a few days before they were set to leave. The snow leopard rolled his eyes, peaking around the corner from where they were standing in the kitchen to keep track of everyone on the porch.


    “Probably not, I keep telling him he just needs to find a boyfriend, but every time I bring it up, he gets really antsy.”

  


  
    “Why’s that, anyway?” On a dozen different occasions the wolf had seen the lion frat guy hitting, kissing, or walking away with other males.


    “It’s because of his dad.” Theo wagged his tail a bit – this was the first time anyone had explained Marcus to him besides as a “two beer queer.”


    “Is he afraid his dad will get pissed off at him or something?” Khan chuckled at that.


    “Not....exactly.” After taking one more glance around the corner, the cat leaned in to whisper into the wolf’s ear.


    “Marcus’s parents got divorced a couple years ago, because Officer Brenton – Marcus’s dad – was cheating on her.”


    “That sucks.” He wasn’t going to feel bad for the police officer, but his sympathy did go to the young lion. Khan sighed.


    “That’s not the worse part. He was cheating on her with another cop.”


    “That happens.” Theo’s mom had joked in the past that if his dad ever cheated on her, she would bring a buff wolf from the grocery store home for a night.


    “The cop was another guy.”


    “Oh.” Now things starting to fall together in his mind, but he let his boyfriend finish.


    “Marcus is scared if he tells his mom, she’ll be convinced it was his dad’s fault. I think once he finds a steady boyfriend – someone he can ‘bring home,’ so to speak – all that will change.” Now the wolf couldn’t resist.


    “Someone like you?” The conversation degraded into cutesy noises, making Amaze when she walked through the kitchen make snarky comments.


    The first weekend of Spring Break ended up being the time when they would fly out, so the Friday morning departure time didn’t inconvenience him. Theo only ever flew on a plane to go visit his grandparents in Germany, so the short three-hour nonstop flight to the D.C airport felt very short in comparison. Khan’s skin looked a little green under his white fur, causing the wolf to pat him on his back and wait for his boyfriend to get his bearings back before departing the plane. The senator met them at baggage claim with multiple bodyguards; they got the couple’s bags before they headed to a parked limousine. This level of extravagance did make the wolf blush a little, but he tried to ignore it.

  


  
    “We’ll be at my townhouse in about half an hour,” the senator said with a smile. Two of the bodyguards got in on either side of him, leaving the wolf and younger snow leopard to face him. Theo smiled weakly back, somewhat concerned by just how close the heavily-muscled cougars were to him. He hadn’t minded them in the Carter house, but just being a few feet made them feel more...dangerous.


    “Why do you have private bodyguards, anyway?” Theo asked, wanting to put at least one of his questions about the older male to rest.


    “Well,” the snow leopard began while he fished something out of his pocket. “It’s because of some of the things that happened while I was running.”


    “What kind of things?” Khan shifted uncomfortably. Was this that bad of a topic?


    “Let’s start with the dozens of death threats I got when I announced I would be running for the senate seat. Then there was the sniper...”


    “The what?!” Theo leaned forward, his eyes going wide.


    “I was about to give a speech in Monroeville, actually. A sniper took a shot at me from a hotel balcony. The police caught him, and the bullet only grazed my arm.” He tapped his left shoulder to emphasize his point. “That’s when I started hiring security.”


    “But...but...why did they shoot at you?” Senator Carter’s position on gay rights couldn’t have been that controversial.

  


  
    “Because I’m a snow leopard. The vast majority of senators and representatives are wolves – certain organizations see this as a wolf country. It happens to any cat that runs, and sometimes to foxes.”


    “Not every senator gets shot at,” Theo blurted out, immediately feeling bad about saying it, but the older cat just chuckled.


    “No, but they all get the letters. ‘Run and you die.’ ‘Run and your family dies.’ ‘Run and we’ll blow up your house.’ Senator Millonakis actually got a few for supporting me during my first campaign.”


    “...Wow.” Theo let the topic drop after that. Maybe it was best if he didn’t question the presence of any big males in suits that would jump in front of a bullet for his boyfriend’s dad.


    Compared to the snow leopards’ mansion, the senator’s townhouse looked quite homely and compact from the outside. Once they got inside, it ended up being smaller than the frat house, though made larger by so few people in it at the same time. Some of the furniture looked expensive, but not nearly to the level of the mansion. The senator did have a big-screen TV and several gaming systems, though, a few older than anything the wolf had ever used. It was good to know that his boyfriend’s dad could enjoy some of the same stuff people his age did.


    Since they were able to take their own car, getting into D.C. proper didn’t take very long after the senator was settled. One of the bodyguards drove Khan and Theo into the historical section, and even if the bodyguard had to come with them, the wolf’s tail couldn’t stop wagging. Khan made a snide comment about him acting like a little kid, but the wolf shut him up by saying that would mean the snow leopard was having sex with a little kid. Once they pulled up to the Air and Space Museum, the two college students hopped out at soon as the car was in park.


    Theo wanted to see all the lunar landers and mock space shuttles. He didn’t know which ones were real or fake, but honestly, he didn’t care. It was something he would only have this one chance to see, so he was going to enjoy it. Khan patiently followed behind, answering the canine’s questions when he asked, but mainly just being the good boyfriend. Theo loved that he could actually hold his boyfriend’s hand in public; not only was it pretty well-taken here in the capitol, but the bodyguard didn’t hurt. No one would dare say anything with a giant, armed cougar only a yard or two from them.

  


  
    Mummies made Theo happy. History might not have been his best subject, but having grown up watching old, cheesy horror movies, it was the only movie monster he could see up close. With a keychain from the Air and Space Museum in his pocket, they walked over to the history museum with the giant banner for the Egyptian exhibit. That line here was significant, and they couldn’t cut in front of it just because of the bodyguard.


    It took a good twenty minutes to slip through the crowds so they could see the dozens of salty corpses (as Khan called them). Most were in display cases, but one recreated mummy from a medical school was set out on a slab for anyone to touch. Theo brushed his fingers down the linen for a few moments before their bodyguard pulled the two of them away – with so many crowded people, he didn’t feel comfortable letting them out of his sight.


    Once they made it to the Washington Monument, Theo found that the senator had set up a treat – normally, no one could walk down the fifty floors of the monument for security reasons, but an attendant met them at the entrance. They took the elevator up with everyone else, but after taking pictures from the top, the three males were led down the first flight of stairs. Each landing had a plaque commemorating each state joining the country; they actually had the time to read each as they moved down. The cougar with them started wheezing after thirty flights and had to take a few breaks before the bottom, but Theo only seemed to get more energy as they moved. At the base of the monument, the wolf’s tail was wagging so hard it batted against Khan’s thigh.

  


  
    The young wolf couldn’t help but nearly prance up the steps to the Lincoln Memorial – it was the most iconic national monument in his mind, and one that Anselm would definitely want pictures of. He snapped photos from every angle, and even if he wasn’t able to climb up on the statue (he had a weird fantasy of standing on the statues shoulders and doing stupid poses) he still got his fill, and even some souvenirs with the little spending money he’d brought with him. The evil voice in the back of his mind told him Khan would buy the wolf what he wanted, but even flying on the snow leopard’s dad’s dime, it still bothered him to ask his boyfriend to pass him a twenty-dollar-bill for a tiny snow globe.


    Khan might not have wanted to see it, but Theo dragged him into the American History Museum. The snow leopard had been here many times as a kid, so the place felt more like homework than somewhere you would go for enjoyment. Theo, however, wanted to see the new exhibits, and even if the cat kept sighing and plodding along, the canine noticed his boyfriend would smile just a bit whenever the wolf’s tail wagged when he read a plaque or touched a display case. He noticed their bodyguard chatting with one of guards once they made it to the Civil War section and blushed intensely – the male wasn’t just chatting, he was flirting with the male dhole security officer. After pointing the interaction out to Khan, the cat just shrugged.


    “Most of dad’s guards are gay.” Theo blinked a few times and leaned against a railing separating him from a Confederate soldier display.


    “That’s...weird.” Khan ran a finger down the side of the informational plaque, glancing over at their guard.


    “Nah. One guy ended up getting fired after he slept with dad’s girlfriend a few years back, and another had to quit because his wife wanted him to make more money. The ones that are left all got jobs with dad because he’s not going to fire them for being gay.”

  


  
    “It’s illegal to fire them for that...” They walked to the Union display and Khan rolled his eyes.


    “Of course it’s illegal, but it still makes most guys uncomfortable. Most of those big guys,” he said, motioning to the bodyguard, now stepped a bit closer to the red-furred canine, “keep in on the down-low, so to speak. Since I’m out, though, a lot of the gay bodyguards bet my dad won’t fire them for it.”


    “There’s a point to that.” The cougar seemed to notice they were moving on and stepped away from the other male, but not before Theo noticed him slipping a scrap of paper into the dhole’s paw. He smirked, took his boyfriend’s paw, and kept walking.


    By the time they made it back to the townhouse, the senator had already begun his “meetings” for the day. A dozen different senators and representatives would be coming by to see Senator Carter, the one currently there giving Theo and Khan only a cursory introduction when they walked past. Most over the course of the evening were wolves, some talking business, others asking who the older cat was currently dating (which Theo absolutely did not want to know), or about who else would at the social. There had apparently been rumors of the First Lady appearing early in the night, but Khan didn’t believe them.


    “What makes you think she won’t show up?” Theo commented from the couch, watching as his boyfriend tried to figure out how to turn off the closed captioning for the big TV. After fiddling with the remote for a few more seconds, the cat moved to the television’s buttons.


    “Because she never does – no one from the White House ever comes to these things, expect maybe a minor secretary.”


    “A minor secretary?” Theo said. That evil voice came back; Khan must be spoiled if he thought anyone from the White House counted as unimportant. The snow leopard, however, didn’t seem to notice his sarcastic tone.

  


  
    “Someone like the Secretary of Agriculture. He doesn’t really have anything to do with Congress, but comes just as the sort-of rep from the Executive.”


    “...Huh.” It still sounded weird, but if at all possible, the young wolf wanted to get a picture with this secretary. His parents would put a copy in every room of the house.


    By Saturday, the whole townhouse seemed on edge. Senator Carter paced around the living and dining room, his tail lashing when the dry cleaning ended up being late. Large cats wandered back and forth, some talking into their cuff links and others on cell phone. Khan and Theo ended up playing video games for most of the evening – the canine winning at the racing games and the cat at the shooters – but once it got close to the time to leave, the three males dressed in their recently-cleaned tuxedos, the wolf’s having been rented on the senator’s tab, and piled into the cat’s limousine. As they rumbled down the road, Khan put an arm over his shoulder reassuringly.


    “Thanks for coming,” he whispered, giving the lupine a quick nuzzle. Theo smiled, but that comment made a question pop into his mind.


    “Who were you going to give the ticket to if I said no?” Senator Carter did the sideways-cough people sometimes do when they’re embarrassed, so Theo prodded his boyfriend in the side with his elbow. The younger snow leopard smirked.


    “Do you really want to know?” Theo stuck his tongue out, but his boyfriend still answered.


    “We were going to draw straws for all the frat guys.”


    “So it would have just been random?” Khan gave him a squeeze across the shoulders.


    “Nah. We probably would have rigged it so Taye could go. That dog would have deserved something after putting up with all my crap.” Theo leaned against his boyfriend, trying to decide on which would have been funnier to see amongst a group of politicians – Taye, a classy husky who everyone thought was gay, or Mikhail, a fennec where there was absolutely no question on his orientation. The images made him smile all the way into the city.

  


  
    Senator Carter’s limousine wasn’t the only one in front of the building, and even as the small group got out, a dozen other people were headed past a small group of political press. Several fashion-based magazines were there too – they were younger women rather than older men – taking pictures of all the fancy dresses. Since the senator pulled them into line between the two most fashion-oriented groups, the press wasn’t able to notice them until it was too late to pull them aside for questions. Theo was sure someone would try and corner him inside, but he would deal with that when and if it came to pass. As long as he didn’t say anything stupid while a recorder was on, he should be fine.


    Besides the senators, representatives, and their guests, the so-called “guests of honor” were the millionaires donating a good chunk of their fortunes to important races around the country. Every Democrat in town was here, eating, drinking, and debating tactics about how to win their locals races or outsmart the majority in Congress. Though Theo stayed close to his boyfriend, the conversations they passed intrigued him. He might not be big into politics, but all the people here talked about it like it were a sport and their team was having a losing season. They wanted to cause an upset in the next game, or election, and take control back. All the money made here would help in that goal.


    Theo and Khan both said hello to Senator Millonakis as soon as they found him, and even with the fox’s daughter blatantly flirting with the young wolf, they were able to escape quite easily. Many people wanted to meet the two of them – well, many people wanted to meet Khan, and only a few wanted to talk to the wolf. The snow leopard didn’t come to these sorts of events very often, so everyone had their one chance to catch up with him here. One representative actually pulled Theo aside and asked how the College Pride interview had gone, since the older wolf was thinking about giving the magazine some of his time. The younger wolf gave what little advice he could, since he really didn’t know if him doing an interview would be the same as the elected wolf.

  


  
    One thing the petite wolf had to keep in the forefront of his mind was that no one here was camera-shy. He’d smuggled his tiny digital camera inside the pocket of his jacket and asked almost every elected person in the room for a picture with him. It wasn’t just as proof he was at this event; it planned to make a photo album of every picture he got as a “D.C. Trip” scrapbook. Provided, if he stayed with Khan, he would probably get more of these opportunities, but just in case, the pictures would be fantastic mementos. He even got a few with some of the Secret Service – his mom and dad would recognize some of them from the photo ops and speeches that aired on the news. Of course, he answered almost as many questions as he asked the officials.


    “So how do you like D.C.?”


    “Who did you come with?”


    “Are you the wolf I’ve been hearing so much about?”


    “Who did you vote for?”


    It suddenly occurred to him that this wasn’t a game between two teams – this was a fraternity, just like Theta. Everyone belonged to the same sort of brotherhood, everyone knew everyone else, and more than any other similarity, everyone wanted to know everyone else’s business. Some of the foxes even huddled together, forming their own little cliques as they exchanged news and gossip. He didn’t really know of anyone here except the senator and Senator Millonakis, so he just roamed, talking to people who stopped him or smiling at people when he went for more soda (no champagne for him) and food.

  


  
    “Confirmed,” the wolf heard one of the Secret Service wolves say into his cuff about two hours into the party, “package from Whiskey Hotel arriving.” Puzzled, Theo weaved back through the crowds and conversations to find his boyfriend.


    “What’s ‘whiskey hotel’?” Khan shrugged, tilting his head toward his father, and the older snow leopard’s ears flicked in recognition.


    “That’s the White House. Where’d you hear it?” He relayed the message and both cats smirked nearly in unison.


    “That means the First Lady must be here after all.” Almost on cue, a commotion rose from the front doors. Everyone started swarming, far too many people for the two snow leopards and wolf to try and fight their way through. When the third polite avenue had been cut, Khan’s tail started to lash.


    “I’m going to go get a smoke before dealing with this.” Even if the wolf didn’t like it, it would be better that the cat lit up than go into a nicotine fit while he was near so many cameras and reporters. Staying about a yard from his boyfriend, the two males made their way up and out onto one of the patios on the second floor. If they had just gone outside downstairs, reporters would have swarmed them. Oddly enough, there was one of the Secret Service agents out on the balcony, probably on the lookout for snipers. Once the cat got his cigarette lit, Theo stepped upwind of the slight breeze once the first puff of smoke started.


    “How’re you dealing with all this?” The spotted male asked between puffs. Even if he couldn’t smell it, the wolf still double-checked to make sure there was some gum in his pocket for once they got back inside.


    “Fine. I’ve gotten a lot of pictures – my parent’s will like them.”


    “Anybody giving you problems?”


    “There’s Secret Service everywhere,” Theo commented dryly. “That means dozens of guns in the room. No one’s even being irritating.”

  


  
    “They won’t shoot someone for being a dick,” someone said from the doorway, “as nice as that would be.”


    The freshman didn’t recognize the tall fox in the doorway from the party, but he did seem to light up the small balcony when he walked out. His trimmed, dark blue suit, red tie, and ebony walking stick made him look like such the dapper gentleman, but his smirk said he wasn’t aloof. He limped out into the brisk air, his breath visible for only a moment when he exhaled. After a quick glance at the guard, he reached into his pants pocket.


    “Either of you got a light?” Khan, looking a bit thunderstruck, passed over his tiny lighter once the vulpine put a cigarette to his lips. After he had a few puffs, he looked at the small wolf.


    “You were in College Pride, right? Theo, isn’t it?” The wolf blushed – it felt so weird for someone who looked so at home at this event to pay attention to him instead of Khan.


    “Yes, sir,” he mumbled, making the fox cough suddenly.


    “Now I was hoping not to hear that. I thought everyone your age was rude and didn’t care about politics, let alone care enough to come to one of these events.” Was it safe to tell this charming man why he was here, even if the smirk had not dissipated? His pause gave the other male enough time to chuckle.


    “I know you’re here with your boyfriend. I’ve met this dashing young snow leopard before.” He extended a paw and Theo shook it – as soon as the male smiled wide, he recognized the older fox.


    “You’re...you’re...” The vulpine put a finger to his lips with a sideways glance, like he was a child avoiding his parents.


    “We don’t want the press or guests to come interrupt the only free minutes I will have this whole night. At the moment they’re distracted by my wife, and I would like to keep it that way while I have a smoke.” He took another drag to emphasize his point. “So can you resist the urge to shout ‘you’re the goddamn president’ from the second-story balcony?” Theo nodded instantly.

  


  
    “I’ve never heard you curse,” Khan commented, starting to work on a second cigarette. He probably wanted this once-in-a-lifetime chat to last.


    “That’s because cameras are always on me. I used to be a sailor – it takes all my willpower not to make some of those paparazzi’s fur curl sometimes.” He sighed. “That is one disadvantage of being a politician. You’re not allowed to speak like everyone else anymore. Besides, it’s good to see a sensible couple here, not a married couple hoping their spouse will walk in front of a bus or cheat on them so they have an excuse for divorce.”


    “But...you’re a Republican,” the wolf blurted out. Shouldn’t the fox be talking down to them, trying to explain how evil their relationship is, or just ignoring them completely?


    “And?” President Forks retorted, waving his paw at the canine. “That doesn’t mean I’m better than you – it means I think taxes are bad and the government shouldn’t get themselves involved in people’s lives. I might be Baptist, but the church isn’t going to tell me what’s best for this country. Let me tell you,” he added with a tone of heavy sarcasm. “There’s nothing some of my party members hate more than me being an actual Republican.”


    “A...what?” now the wolf was just confused, but the President seemed prepared to explain.


    “I don’t like taxes, I don’t trust the government, and I don’t think we should pay poor people to stay poor. Every ‘moral high-ground’ is the Religious Right trying to assert themselves in the government.”


    “Oh.” Theo had always figured the two were completely entwined, but considering if anyone knew politics it would be the President, he better start thinking of them as two separate entities.


    “So,” the fox continued, both his paws folded over each other on top of the cane, “what I’m saying is that it doesn’t matter if you’re gay. I don’t care, and you should relax. How’s Achaia’s football team doing this year?” The final question threw the wolf off more than anything else in the last few minutes – why did the President of the United States care about any of his small college’s sports?

  


  
    “Better than last year...” Khan answered, sounding like he might pass out any moment now. Now Theo realized, even with the cat being somewhat desensitized to being out here, he had probably never been within touching distance of the single most powerful person in the country.


    “Well they didn’t win a single game last year, so that is at least an improvement.” After putting out his cigarette on the balcony, the president sighed and tilted his head until his neck cracked. “I don’t think I’ll be able to hide out here for much longer. Do you have a camera?” Theo nodded and the vulpine motioned to the balcony.


    “Do you want a picture to show your parents before the press gets up here? I bet that’ll make them proud.” In mere seconds they posed, Khan snapped the picture for him, and the camera passed back into his paws. Theo put the camera away right before someone else came out with a telephoto lens. The new tabby cat gasped at his discovery and before the two college students could be accosted, Theo grabbed his boyfriend’s paw, leading him back into the party.


    “That was....” Khan, for the first time, seemed to be at a loss for words. Theo just stood up on his toes and kissed the spotted male on the cheek.


    “That was awesome. Let’s go get some more shrimp.”


    

  


  Chapter Ten: Crunchy Prophecies


  
    
  


  It took almost twice as long to fly back to Monroeville from the capitol; a freak thunderstorm had grounded their connecting flight, leaving them to sleep overnight in a nearby hotel. Neither really minded – it was nice to have a night alone with no one down the hall to wake up – but when they got back the end-of-term crackdown had started. Papers began to get assigned; buildup to final exams began to bubble. One of his classes with Dr. Bartlett even piled him with what felt like half their main literature book; even if the old tiger liked him, he did not have the courage to complain about it. If he did, the cat might glare hard enough to reduce his entire body to ash.


  Khan didn’t have much a workload – he’d taken his language proficiency tests last semester, so the end of this year would be more him saying goodbye to teachers than stressing out over exams. It did irritate the wolf on a certain extent that his boyfriend could read or play video games most afternoons, but at least this would be the end of “easy” year for Theo. Next year would start all of his upper-level writing and literature classes, entire semesters with Dr. Bartlett, and entire shelves worth of reading. It would suck, but he could get his degree in three years if he kept to it. Anselm didn’t need to stress; with his major, he could almost sleep through classes.


  
    For the first time since Theo had started hanging out at the frat house, there was relative quiet. Khan had instituted a “study time” rule – if anyone was in the den, on the porch, or anywhere else public with a book out, everyone had to keep the noise down. People still played video games and listened to music, but headphones became much more common and no one yelled or got drunk anymore in the common rooms. There was still a lot of alcohol in the house (especially in Marcus and Terrence’s room), but Theo noticed the lack of little red plastic cups on every available surface.


    Theo’s and Anselm’s parents came by again two weeks before finals. They liked the campus, and since Mr. and Mrs. Engel had not toured the school in the same way the smaller wolf’s parents had, they could take everything in with a guided tour from the two canines. Khan appeared during the tour, be charming as he always was around anyone older and treating the group to lunch. Sometimes, Theo suspected his boyfriend turned the charm up so high around his parents so they wouldn’t question extravagant gifts like the trip to D.C. Then again, it could be that he acted like that around anyone he wanted to impress. Would the wolf’s parents count in that category? Why would he need to impress them any more than they already were?


    It hit Theo by the time they made it to the music building. Khan hadn’t relented on the charm because he was in it for the long haul. Just like for Theo, this wasn’t a nine-month relationship for the snow leopard; his plans included staying nearby, continuing to woo the canine’s parents, and everything little thing to keep this going. What did the cat see in him that could prove they would last? Khan had said on several occasions that the wolf was much more mature than most people his age, but that couldn’t be the only thing.

  


  
    “You’re so cute,” the cat cooed one night as he pulled the small wolf into his lap. Neither wore anything; once Khan’s bedroom shut, they rarely wore anything even if they were just studying. Theo’s tail batted against his boyfriend’s thigh. Even after the entire year, just getting to run his claws down the other male’s chest got him excited. He didn’t want to go further than this right now, but with strong paws on his hips, it took a lot of willpower not to. He had a paper to write.


    “You’re so handsome.” His lips found the point where the cat’s neck met his shoulder – a weak point he’d recently discovered. He could feel the other male’s shiver.


    “So when do you want me to come by next month? Do you want some alone time with Anselm and your parents?” It would be May in three days, and the end of the semester a week later. They would be a few hours apart, rather than a few minutes, but still close enough to work a relationship. Besides, ‘a few hours’ meant they would have to spend the night at each others’ houses so the driving strain wouldn’t be too much. That would definitely be fun.


    “Whenever you want,” he whispered. It was true – he’d seen Anselm and his parents every day for eighteen years. His boyfriend could occupy some of his time normally devoted to his only neighbors.


    “I’ve got an event with my dad that first weekend. How about I come over that Tuesday afterwards?” He nodded slightly, letting his paws roam over his boyfriend for a little while longer before reluctantly rolling off of the cat’s lap. He flopped down on his belly, pulling his laptop in front of his muzzle. His thoughts of trying to finish his paper almost immediately dissolved when the other male slid down on top of him, the cat’s sheath completely-by-accident pressing in between his rump cheeks. Teeth pressed very lightly into the scruff his neck, and Khan’s paws closed the laptop and set it on the floor.

  


  
    They wouldn’t have much alone time until finals, and even if Theo really needed to devote all his time to writing and reading, the cat knew all his buttons. Light nips at his ears, slightly extended claws down his sides, and his shaft escaped from his sheath at remarkable speed. By the time he was arching his back into his boyfriend’s paws, the wolf knew he wouldn’t get anything done for a while. The purring male kept hitting, stroking, nipping special points without ever reaching under him, and quickly making it so that they would need to changed the sheets in the morning due to the precum stains. Right when he started to hump back the cat rolled him over, causing his maleness to point to the ceiling. They tried not to make any noise, but the wolf couldn’t help but whimper a little when the cat climbed into his lap with a bottle of lube in his paw.


    The slick substance always made the wolf shiver, especially when he was the one on top. Lube dripped down his length, the cat’s finger lightly tracing across his head and making him wiggle around. Those same fingers when to the snow leopard’s tailhole soon after; after making sure he was ready Khan reached back to angle the wolf’ shaft properly. Theo held his breath as his boyfriend slid down, not exhaling until his knot was pressed into the male’s rump. The smaller male placed his paws on the cat’s hips until his boyfriend adjusted, and tried very hard not to thrust up, instead letting the spotted male set the pace.


    Theo could never hold off when he was on top. Whether it was just the incredible warmth of being inside his boyfriend, or the fact he so rarely had someone bottom for him he didn’t know, but it only took a few minutes for him to start whining, one of his paws starting to tug at the cat’s shaft, urging him along. The wolf’s body was telling him to tie – he shouldn’t, but he didn’t care at the moment about what else needed to be done tonight. He jerked his hips up as he reached his peak, feeling the male’s ring stretch around and then lock behind his knot. Khan has already climaxed once onto Theo’s belly, but the cat extended his claws into the canine’s white-furred chest a few moments later, the feeling of being filled more than enough to bring him over the edge again. More white, milky fluid spurted into the wolf’s fur, but he didn’t mind. They had an attached bathroom.

  


  
    Even if the snow leopard might feel exhausted now, he couldn’t really slump forward, so instead they both moved together, easing the cat onto his back and the wolf up on his knees. They were basically in missionary position now, and the smaller male leaned over to lick his boyfriend’s nose. Khan’s whiskers twitched, baring his teeth in a silent, appreciative hiss as the wolf’s wrapped his paw around the cat’s cock. He loved that his boyfriend’s libido really didn’t need a rest, and the internal squeezes around his knot felt so good when he got Khan off after he’d tied. This went slower, more loving, and a few drops of seed still ended up between the wolf’s fingers. They stayed like that for a while, neither even glancing over at the clock until the canine’s knot shrunk enough for him to pull out with a grunt from the feline and a sigh from the canine.


    “Shower?” Theo panted, always feeling accomplished after making his boyfriend feel this good.


    “Uh huh.” The wolf stumbled with the cat to the bathroom, hoping the other male would let him finish his work once they got out. He doubted it.


    After all the stress from papers and projects, Theo had hoped the level of desperation and panic would subside when the semester entered its last week, but he was sadly mistaken. Everyone knew that finals would be tough, but most freshmen had a ridiculous level of work. Theo, Anselm, Mikhail, and Amaze spent most afternoons in the library, quizzing each other for their upcoming finals or just helping each other stay motivated and organized. Amaze, being an art major, didn’t have as much research to do, but still had just as many projects due as they did tests to take. Mikhail probably spent the most time studying – if he failed any of his classes, he couldn’t even attempt the certification tests he would need.

  


  
    “What’re your plans this summer?” the fennec fox asked, flipping between a multiple-choice test and one of his textbooks. Amaze shrugged – she made all her decisions on-the-fly – but Anselm answered him.


    “I think I’ve got an internship in Brownville for most of it. I have to do one before I graduate, so might as well get it done now.” This would be the first summer the two wolves had ever spent apart. Well, an internship only lasted six weeks. They would at least have some time together. Besides, most of his friends lived locally, so they could come by the hotel. Marcus has already asked to visit in June; why should he turn down people he’d see for the next three years?


    A fox and vixen were at the table next to them, leaning against one another and not trying very hard to stay focused on their studies. There was a reason Theo was in the library with friends over the last few weeks. The freshman dorm never got below a dull roar and any time he ended up trying to work on something in Khan’s room he ended up messing around with his boyfriend instead. Most of the time, it wasn’t just his boyfriend pulling him away from a paper. When he saw the male’s spotted fur, his slinky but still muscular body, his smile, his teeth, or just his eyes, he couldn’t resist when they were alone. Sure, the dates and the romantic evening were nice too, but sometimes, especially it seemed when he had more important things to do, he just wanted to do naked things with the snow leopard.

  


  
    “Would you mind helping to quiz me? These stupid terms for different types of wallpaper are pissing me off.” Mikhail passed the list over to the small wolf before he could answer, but he still started rattling off the questions. At least the petite fox didn’t need to read two-hundred-year-old books and try and figure out what the author was thinking.


    Even if the small wolf’s parents wanted him to call and tell them how he did on his finals, he couldn’t really give them any educated guess. Dr. Bartlett graded in such a bizarre way that he could only guess at what grades would be. He had written until his paws cramped and hoped it had been enough. If there were even the tiniest details he missed, he knew the tiger would notice and red-pen him to death. Anselm’s finals all broke down to small quizzes on movies, or in one case, a party to celebrate having finished all their editing projects. When the muscular wolf came back with cake and cookies from a final exam Theo got really irritated, but then, the other male had enough cake to share so everything evened out.


    The frat house kept everything completely quiet until the last member had finished their last exam, but after that, everyone collectively needed to let out all the energy they’d been holding back the last month. On the last day of final exams Khan and Anthony orchestrated a giant party at the Theta house. Every member of the fraternity showed up with everyone they were dating. Amaze showed up with her coyote boyfriend, both drinking and having a good time with everyone else. Khan tried to keep a handle on things, but gave up after dark when the Lamdba house and all the sorority houses started making a ruckus too. Theo liked when people finally let loose – especially someone like Taye, who always seemed very in control of his actions. After about a half-dozen beers, the small wolf ended up in someone lap. He didn’t know who, but by the scent, he guessed it was Marcus. The powerful lion wrapped his arms around the smaller male, but didn’t grope or tickle. Instead, a chin came to rest on his shoulder.

  


  
    “You know,” the cat slurred, the smell of spiced rum on his breath, “if I had ended up with you the first night, we would’ve had a lot of fun.”


    “No we wouldn’t,” the wolf retorted. “You would’ve fucked me, and then said it never happened.” Even though he’d expected the big male to get pissed and push him off, instead Marcus shrugged and nipped Theo on the shoulder.


    “Yeah...but I got a boyfriend now.”


    “Really?” It wasn’t that he didn’t believe the lion; he wouldn’t lie about that when he was drunk, but it just seemed so unlikely.


    “I found a guy back home. Big, like me.”


    “Got a picture?” The question came out before the wolf realized he was thinking it, but that might just be the beer. On command, though, the cat reached into his pants pocket, having to almost goose the wolf to do so, and pulled out his cell phone. The screen was big enough that when Marcus’s thumb tapped the little icon the wolf could get a decent look – the lion’s guy back home made the wolf giggle a little despite himself. He was a hyena, blotchy fur that looks like someone had thrown paint on him and not washed it off. The male might be pudgy, but that wasn’t what made the small wolf giggle; he was dressed in only a pair of denim overalls, leaning against a wooden fence, with one shoulder strap undone. It looked like a hillbilly pinup.


    “He’s cute...” the wolf choked out, but that didn’t stop the big cat from rolling him off of his lap. Khan founded him a minute or two later, still giggling but not able to stand up, and helped him find some place to take a breather.


    Achaia University, unlike most colleges, did not wait a whole week between the end of final exams and the graduation ceremony. While Theo nursed a hangover in a dark room, Khan put on his polyester robe and marched across a stage. The wolf, unfortunately, could not get a seat; since the snow leopard was an only child and didn’t have any cousins, his entire immediate family flew to Monroeville and monopolized all the tickets. Anselm and him spent most of the morning packing – his parents would be there to help after the senior class departed – but didn’t go out for lunch. Khan has asked to spend that time with him before the cat had to go home, and since he’d be eating dinner with his and Anselm’s family, it didn’t bother him.

  


  
    They met outside the freshmen dorm building at one in the afternoon. Though Senator Carter was on campus, the younger of the snow leopard couldn’t borrow the Porsche, and somehow it still felt very romantic in the wolf’s new pre-owned car. Khan still wore his black dress shirt and tie from under his robe, since he didn’t want to run back to the frat house just to change. They went down the interstate a few minutes to one of their favorite Chinese restaurants. The place had been closed since March for remodeling; they were lucky it had reopened in time for them to get one last meal there before heading home. Once the car was parked (Theo loved having brakes that didn’t jerk) the two males stepped out into the unusually hot spring day and padded across the parking lot. One of the cat’s paws ended up entwined with Theo’s.


    “I hope I can visit more than once or twice over the summer,” Khan commented as they moved closer to the building.


    “We both have running cars now. It’s not that big of a deal.” One kiss landed on his cheek before they entered the restaurant, greeted by one of the female red pandas in a red Chinese-style dress. They’d put up artsy décor and put in more plush chairs, but the two males weren’t here for of that, however nice it might be. They were here for the food.


    “What drink would you like?” Their waitress, a surprisingly slim panda, asked as they sat down.

  


  
    “Water.”


    “Tea.” She walked away almost as quickly, and once she was out of sight, the snow leopard’s tail started waving behind him like a banner.


    “So what will you do when we’re not seeing each other every day?” He asked as the small wolf reached for a few sugar packets. The tea here was, for some reason, unsweetened.


    “I’ll probably get a lot more done,” Theo answered sarcastically, accepting the light kick under the table.


    “I mean, you’ve got my cell phone number and everything, but do you want to video chat some days or something? Your laptop will do that.” The smaller male shrugged, smiling at the waitress as she set down their drinks.


    “We’ll figure all that out later. Let’s just enjoy some good food.” Now that he’d delayed that conversation for at least a few days, the wolf addressed the panda holding her notepad at the ready.


    “I’ll take some dumplings.”


    “I’ll take some fried wontons,” the snow leopard added. They hadn’t needed to look at the menu since last semester. Once she disappeared again, they started sipping drinks after Theo made his sufficiently sweet enough. Mostly they stayed in a comfortable silence through the appetizers – neither had eaten breakfast, so once food appeared their attentions were completely focused. Both ordered the same thing – pork with vegetables – and they worked through that almost as fast. The whole staff liked them, since they tipped well and didn’t complain unless there was an actual reason. When the bill came, two fortune cookies rested on top of the small piece of paper. Theo cracked his open first.


    “Many rewards await patient people...in bed.” The feline cracked his next, actually eating the cookie before reading the slip of paper.


    “You’ll be seeing spots in your future.”

  


  
    “...In bed.” They both chuckled a little, but the wolf added something to that.


    “More like all the time.” Khan leaned forward to bump noses with his boyfriend.


    “You know, I’ve gotten this one before.” The snow leopard reached for his wallet, and after putting his credit card down on the bill to cover one last meal for the year, the cat pulled out a little laminated cookie fortune.


    “I got this first day of classes – there are only four or five different fortunes here. I figured I’d hook up with a Dalmatian or something.” Theo felt like he was blushing from his ears to the tips of his fingers as he made the same motions, setting his faded fortune down on the table next to the cat’s. The snow leopard glanced down to read it before placing his paw over the wolf’s own.


    “Glad I found you instead.”


    “I’m not spotted,” Theo mumbled, but the cat’s other paw simply lifted and gently brushed along the top of his muzzle.


    “Maybe not as much as I am, but you are.” Out of the corner of his eye the small male noticed a small group of waitresses watching them and gossiping, but by their expressions he knew it wasn’t mean-spirited.


    “I’m glad I found you too.” They both leaned forward and kissed over the broken fortune cookies and treasured little slips of paper.
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