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  “The truth is… I’m sorry that I’m bad Polar. It’s just the way I was made. I came from Vulpie and… Part of his life when things were horrible… And I’m a horrible thing. But…I don’t feel like a thing. I feel like Vulpie. I have feelings for you. How can something not be real and have these, these feelings?”


  -Evil Vulpie
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  The Red Rock Bar


  The Red Rock Bar is one of the coolest scenes in Sufias City, and five workers from the Illehas Corporation, one of the most powerful companies in the world, are just beginning their evening amidst its smells and sounds.


  All five of the workers are wolves, each successful in their business work in Illehas. Mark, the wolf sitting at the right edge of their booth, is usually the leader of their escapades. He is a gray furred wolf, and is the general image of most of his kind. He is big, like most wolves, and his friends are no exception.


  James, another business man, is next to him and they tap their beers before taking their first drink. To James’ right is Scott, a brown furred wolf with a temper but a fire for amusement and fun. To his right is Polar, the most unique looking of the five. He is a white furred wolf with blue eyes. The rest of his friends are heterosexual, and he is gay. He is a middle aged wolf, and has recently broken up with his longtime partner.


  To Polar’s right, and on the edge of the other side of the booth, is Brock, one of the biggest of them. Wolves generally rule the world and party nights are always their domain. The Red Rock Bar brings them great smells of food and alcohol. Each of them is ready to blaze into the weekend after a recent successful business deal.


  “Boss can lick my boots. Fuck I’m glad it’s Friday!” Brock growls to his friends.


  “Who is up tonight? Which one of us can prove he’s a man?” Mark says, challenging the group.


  “I scored last week. I don’t need any action.” Scott replies quickly.


  “She never called did she?” James taunts him.


  “Fuck off.” Scott responds with his usual sarcastic and playful tone.


  “Hey Polar, what about you?” Scott asks the white furred wolf.


  “Oh yeah, that’s right! You’re a single man now! It’s your turn.” Mark says, grinning. Polar smiles, and guzzles down a swig of his beer.


  “Hey, we said we were going to pick up chicks, not guys.” Brock says, smirking. At this, Polar punches him lightly. Even though Polar is gay and they try to get a rise out of him occasionally, they have a healthy respect for the man. He is as successful in business as they are. Mark perks up and snaps his fingers, sparking his claws.


  “I’ve got the perfect thing for you!” He tells Polar.


  “Here we go.” Polar responds, expecting to hear another dick joke. Mark doesn’t taunt him, seeming excited.


  “You need to hook up with Vulpie.” Mark tells him.


  “Oh shit, that’s right!” Scott says, grinning.


  “Who?”


  “That little fox that hangs around the bar?” Scott asks Mark, smirking.


  “Yeah man!” Mark says, and nods at Polar. “There’s a fox boy that you’d love. He comes in here on the weekends.”


  “Yeah, yeah, I don’t just take anybody. Besides, I’m nearly a senior citizen.” Polar replies.


  “I’m telling you, the kid will suck your dick!” Mark taunts. “I swear it.”


  “Yeah, Vulpie loves wolf men.” Scott says.


  “You would know.” James says.


  “Isn’t that him?” Brock asks, not excited, but noticing the orange furred fox entering the Red Rock Bar with three friends. The fox has brilliant orange fur, with a streak of white going up part of his front. His eyes are blue. He is only five foot six inches tall, short like all foxes, and incredibly cute.


  Polar’s eyes widen when he sees the boy enter. With him are three wolves, two girls and one guy. The fox’s friends are dressed like punks, and he himself is wearing something underground, dark pants with a white stylish shirt. The group moves to a booth on the other side of the bar and Polar can’t take his eyes off the fox boy.


  “That’s him?” Polar whispers.


  “Looks like love at first sight.” Brock says, smirking.


  “He’s got a hard on already.” Scott comments.


  “Damn, he’s gorgeous!” Polar says, squinting at the young man from across the room. “I love foxes with bright fur like that, but I’ve never seen one shine like his.”


  “Do you only like men that look like women?” Scott asks Polar, with a taunting tone. “I’ve always wondered what it is that makes some men want to be gay.”


  “You wouldn’t understand.” Polar says. The white furred wolf slowly leans back in his seat. He swigs down another gulp of beer. “Hell, he’s just a kid though.”


  “Nah, he’s almost twenty or something.” Mark responds.


  “Really?” Polar asks. “Are you sure?”


  “Yeah, I actually know him a little. He writes software, illegal software.” Mark explains.


  “Oh, you know him?” Polar asks, his eyes lighting up.


  “Yeah, I could introduce you if you want.” Mark responds. It is clear the group wants to be amused by trying to find Polar a male date.


  “No, don’t.” Polar replies, and takes another drink of his beer. “He’ll think I’m some sort of old creep.”


  “You’re not old, Polar. You’re thirty two.” James tells his off duty co-worker. They are all still dressed in expensive suits, having come straight from work.


  “I’ve not had much luck with really young guys.” Polar answers. “I still miss Donner.” The white furred wolf says, thinking of his ex-partner.


  “Donner is ancient history, bro.” Scott tells his buddy. “Forget that fucker.”


  “Yeah, but we were the same age. This kid won’t want anything to do with me.” Polar says.


  “I’m telling you Pole, he’s a regular pillow biter. And I mean that in a good way.” Mark says.


  “Oh thanks for the insult.” Polar sneers.


  “He’ll like you.” Mark continues. Polar keeps looking over at the young fox man far away.


  “How would you know?” Polar asks.


  “Because Vulpie loves big strong wolf men!” Scott laughs. He looks over at Mark. “How many have we seen, Mark? Just how many times have we seen him leave this bar with another guy?”


  “Must have been like seven times.” Mark answers.


  “Shut up.” Polar laughs.


  “Serious as hell.” Mark replies.


  “Damn, I might actually have a shot.” Polar says, smiling.


  “We need some bitches in here man... No offense Polar.” Brock says, and Polar rolls his eyes. The white furred homosexual is actually one of the biggest of the group.


  “Just go over and talk to him.” Mark says, encouraging Polar.


  “What am I supposed to say? What does he do? What does he like?”


  “Just buy him a drink.” Mark responds, shrugging his shoulders. “He’ll get one look at you and before you know it, you’ll be rough ridin a fox boy tonight!”


  “You’re getting me horny Mark.” Polar replies, and Mark squints at him playfully.


  “Watch it fucker.”


  “Why not!” Polar says, and takes another drink of his beer. “I’ve always wanted a fox boy.”


  “Wait until he goes to the bar. Buy him a drink then.” Mark suggests.


  Vulpie walks to the bar inside the Red Rock after hanging out with his friends for ten minutes. They just came back from a concert and he is still revved up from the fun. He stands next to the bar and waves at the tender, a guy he knows well.


  “Hey Larry!” Vulpie says.


  “Kid, what ya need?” Larry, an older wolf responds. He is the head tender most of the time and has a thing for the ladies. He’s good friends with Vulpie.


  “I dunno, but I want to get messed up tonight.” Vulpie answers with a grin. He looks to his side when a tall white furred wolf comes to the bar, standing next to him. The wolf takes a large bill out of his wallet and hands it to Larry.


  “Give the kid what he wants. I’ll take vodka on ice.” Polar says, and looks down at Vulpie. The young fox boy is even cuter up close. Vulpie raises an eyebrow and looks up at Polar.


  “Thanks pal.” Vulpie replies with an intelligent voice. “Give me the same, Larry.” Larry nods, and works on their drinks. Vulpie sits down on a bar stool and Polar does the same. His group of wolf co-workers watches with amusement from the other side of the room.


  “You look like you just came from a party.” Polar says, giving Vulpie his best come hither face. At this, the fox boy smiles.


  “Rennonava rock, baby!” Vulpie replies, making a punk symbol with his black furred paw. His paws are the common contrast to his fox fur. Polar can’t help but stare at its orange glow.


  “Is that the big band these days?” Polar asks, with a smile.


  “Hell yes.” Vulpie replies. He smirks. “Don’t you rock?”


  “Well I’m in the Red Rock, so I guess so. I’m more of an old school fan.” The white furred wolf tells the much younger fox.


  “You don’t look old. You can’t be much more than me.” Vulpie says.


  “Thirty two.” Polar replies.


  “See, not bad.” Vulpie responds. Polar likes the way the conversation is going. Vulpie is not only cute, but friendly and smart. The wolf’s ego is boosted from the compliment. Larry brings them their drinks and Vulpie takes a big swig from his, squinting at the stern flavor. “Yow! That is great stuff!” Vulpie says, grinning.


  “It’s hard. You have to take your time with it.” Polar suggests. Vulpie leans closer to him, putting his arms on the bar and looking up at the wolf with a curious face.


  “If you’re a cop, you’re wasting your time.” Vulpie says with a playful voice.


  “I’m not a cop!” Polar laughs.


  “Really, you’re so big.” Vulpie responds.


  “Well, that doesn’t mean I’m going to arrest you. Have you been in trouble?” Polar asks, smirking.


  “Maybe.” Vulpie says, and winks at him. Polar’s heart flutters and he can’t tell if it’s the alcohol or Vulpie that makes his cock get hard so fast, but he doesn’t really care. He looks over the cute fox boy, imagining what he might look like underneath his clothing.


  “Oh, you are a flirtatious little thing.” Polar says with his warmest voice.


  “You started it.” Vulpie says, sitting up on his bar stool. “I can’t help but be friendly to a wolf that buys me drinks and looks amazing.”


  “Thank you.” Polar responds, smiling. “I saw you when you came in. You have the brightest fur I have ever seen. It’s wonderful.”


  “I know.” Vulpie says, and smirks.


  “So what about your friends? Will any of them be upset that you’re over here getting hit on?” Polar inquires.


  “Nah, they’re all straight.” Vulpie replies. “I’m…Adventurous.” He says, with a wild face.


  “I can see that. I’m glad I came over to see you. I would have never guessed the biggest jewel in Sufias City was right here in this bar.” Polar says, complimenting the young fox.


  “So what about you, Mr…”


  “I’m Polar.”


  “Polar, nice name.” Vulpie says, thinking out loud. “It matches your fur. Are you with someone?”


  “Used to be, but he was a jerk. Now it’s over and I’m on the prowl.” Vulpie finishes his vodka drink quickly, while Polar has yet to gulp his down. He watches the fox react to the strong alcohol. “Easy kid! Enjoy the taste.”


  “It’s the only thing that calms me down after an awesome show like Rennonava.” Vulpie replies. Polar smiles, enjoying the company of the young and exciting fox boy that seems to be made of pure fun. Vulpie looks Polar over and smiles. “Nice suit! How rich are you?”


  “I’m well off.” Polar answers, smiling.


  “Do you drive an expensive car?” Vulpie inquires.


  “Yep.” Polar responds. He pays attention when Vulpie moves closer to him, leaning on his seat.


  “I’ve got to ask you… You’re not one of those guys that likes to torture boys like me, are you? I saw you over there with that group. You all look rich.” Vulpie says. Polar shakes his head slowly.


  “No, I’m a nice guy. I’m the only gay one in the pack, but I don’t let them give me any hell about it. I’ve been in the game for a long time now.” Polar answers. Vulpie smiles.


  “You have a big house?”


  “It’s very nice.” Polar answers, and smirks. “Would you like to see it?” At this, Vulpie smirks and touches the wolf’s left leg with his right paw.


  “That depends on how adventurous you are.” He tells Polar. Polar’s fur stands on end and he laughs a little, taken off guard by how direct the fox boy is.


  “Damn, they were right about you.” Polar says, smiling.


  “Who? Has someone been spreading rumors?” Vulpie asks, smirking.


  “All good.” Polar says warmly. He reaches out and touches Vulpie’s right shoulder. He rubs his neck gently, and then retracts his claw, not wanting to scare him away if he is moving too quickly. Vulpie grins at the wolf.


  “What an awesome night this is. I get back from the concert and meet a knock out guy all in a few hours!”


  “I’ve got to admit, I’m really excited too.” Polar says, also smirking.


  “Do you want to waste any more time here…At the bar?” Vulpie asks, speaking in a playful voice.


  “Not a minute. You want to come home with me?” Polar suggests.


  “Hell yes.” Vulpie says, and licks his lips. The wolf touches the fox’s chin gently and smiles. They get up and leave the bar together. Polar’s friends now have something to talk about for the rest of the night.


  Polar’s house is huge and full with an expensive TV and sound system. After he welcomes Vulpie into his home, he puts on a mix of music that is both relaxing and tantalizing.


  “Make yourself at home.” Polar offers and Vulpie sits down on the comfortable leather couch while the wolf takes off his business shoes. He goes upstairs to undress and returns in a comfortable gray shirt and black briefs. Vulpie waits for him patiently. The wolf sits down next to the young fox and puts his arm around him, looking into his blue eyes.


  “Nice place. How long have you lived here?”


  “Six years now. I bought it completely last year. Now all I have is tax payments. It’s all mine.” Polar replies, with a warm voice, feeling Vulpie’s fox body warming next to his muscular wolf side. Vulpie reaches up and touches Polar’s big chest, enjoying the fellow male’s body. He rubs his pectoral muscles and whimpers a sound that makes Polar so horny he can barely control himself.


  “So how are we going to do this?” Polar asks the fox, squeezing him romantically with his big arm. “You’ve done this before, right?”


  “A lot of times.” Vulpie says proudly. “You don’t have to worry about commitment if you don’t want it. I’m so horny it doesn’t matter!”


  “You’re amazing.” Polar says, with a grin. “Do you have a condom? I can get them.” Polar offers.


  “I’ve had VED shots.” Vulpie replies. VED stands for Venereal Elimination of Diseases. It is a one shot cure-all versus most bacteria and viruses in the entire galaxy. The vaccination is rare as it can be dangerous when first taken, but is almost a free sexual pass afterwards. “I don’t want you to use one.” Vulpie says, mischievously.


  “My god, you are the best thing that has ever happened to me!” Polar says, laughing. “I’m clean anyway.”


  “Great. So am I.” Vulpie replies, and touches the wolf’s crotch. He doesn’t waste any more time. The smaller male presses up next to the wolf and rubs his penis and balls through his shorts. Polar groans with enjoyment while Vulpie plays with his tools. The fox leans over and undoes Polar’s shorts. The wolf is glad to slide them off and show Vulpie his big cock. Vulpie makes an excited face that causes Polar to achieve an erection almost instantly.


  The fox boy opens his mouth and goes down on the white furred wolf. Polar moans in ecstasy while Vulpie sucks his cock. He can tell by the way Vulpie uses his fox tongue that he is no stranger to giving oral sex. The white furred wolf opens his mouth and breathes loudly. He gently puts his paw on Vulpie’s head while the fox boy gives him head. Vulpie takes his wet fox lips from Polar’s cock after a few wonderful minutes of cock sucking.


  “Do you have lube?” Vulpie asks.


  “Right here.” Polar replies warmly, and reaches down to the table near them. He picks up the tube of sex lubrication he brought down from upstairs earlier. Vulpie helps him spread the cool wet lubrication on his cock until it slides easily in the fur of the fox’s paws.


  Vulpie jerks his shirt off in irritation, unhappy that he is not already naked. He stands up from the couch and Polar helps the fox remove his pants and boxers. Vulpie is hard and Polar stares at the naked fox’s body in delight. Vulpie crawls onto Polar’s lap and the two males kiss each other lustfully.


  When they are done, Vulpie crawls on the couch, getting down on his hands and knees. Polar mounts him and slides his fat wolf cock into the fox’s anus. They both cry out in a moan of ecstasy. Polar licks his lips and is in heaven. He clutches Vulpie’s hips and starts fucking the fox boy.


  “Oh god YES!” Vulpie whimpers in pleasure, exciting Polar even more. The white furred wolf makes love to the fox boy without restraint. Vulpie whimpers in pleasure while he lets the big male fuck his ass, and Polar is in love with the boy, allowing him to slide his cock deep inside his orange furred rear.


  “Does that feel good, Vulpie?” Polar breathes to him warmly.


  “Oh YES!”


  “Want me to fuck you?”


  “FUCK ME HARD! I WANT YOUR CUM INSIDE ME!” Vulpie whimpers in delight, and Polar gasps in pleasure. He can’t believe how unrestrained the boy fox is with his sexuality.


  “You’re so hot, kid!” Polar breathes to him while he fucks him, pushing his smaller body back and forth.


  “Oh that feels good!” Vulpie breathes, his spine tingling with the wonderful sensation of Polar’s fat cock in his ass. “Don’t stop!” Polar can’t believe that he is fucking a young fox boy in his home, something he has fantasized about his entire life. Vulpie is purely interested in sex, just as he is. Polar squeezes his fat cock in Vulpie’s ass over and over, his wolf balls slapping against the fox’s.


  “You like that, don’t you kid?” Polar breathes to his submissive partner.


  “Oh yes! Fuck me Polar! Pound me!” Vulpie moans. At this, Polar clutches Vulpie’s beautiful lean body and makes love to the boy with more ferocity and need than ever. The older wolf becomes aware that he is infatuated with this gorgeous little sex hungry fox. He sweats, spreading Vulpie’s insides with his tool in glorious repetition.


  “I need this! FUCK I NEED THIS!” Polar yells, squinting in pleasure. “FUCK you are SO Tight!”


  “Cum in me, Polar! I want your cum in me!” Vulpie breathes, and looks back at the wolf with a mischievous face.


  “I’m going to, you sexy fuck!” Polar replies, with his wolf tongue hanging out of his mouth in joy.


  “Shoot your wad in me.” Vulpie begs, with a desperate voice. Polar never expected the sex to be this amazing. Vulpie is utterly astounding. Polar realizes that while he fucks the young fox boy, he becomes more infatuated with him by the minute. It isn’t just the approaching orgasm that is building in his loins; it is a wonderful celebration of how magnificent this young man is. He feels as though he was sent from heaven, just to fulfill his needs. In this moment, pounding Vulpie’s fox ass, Polar knows he has fallen in love with the boy. He knows that even after he cums in him, he will need to be with him with a stronger desire than ever.


  Vulpie clutches the leather couch with his fox claws and whines in pleasure, making Polar grunt in savage satisfaction. Every submissive sound Vulpie makes excites Polar to new heights. With a huge load of hot cum in his big cock, Polar sweats in anticipation, fucking Vulpie to the well selected musical collection he has playing in the background.


  Polar has been so pleased by his own sensations of fucking the boy fox that he has forgotten to help tease Vulpie with all the tricks he knows. He makes up for that mistake by now reaching down and around to the fox’s crotch and grabbing his hard cock. Polar stroke’s Vulpie’s dick in thanks, while he invades the fox’s tight anus in lubricated powerful thrusts.


  “Tell me when you need to cum, and we’ll go to heaven together!” Polar breathes to the fox under him.


  “Okay!” Vulpie breathes back, thanks in his voice. “It’s going to be soon!”


  “Good, because I can’t hold this much longer!” Polar gasps in ecstasy, his orgasm just waiting to be unleashed. He strokes Vulpie’s cock quickly while he fucks him, and Vulpie whines in pleasure, clearly needing Polar as much as Polar needs him.


  “I’m going to! Now!” Vulpie whimpers and Polar removes his paw from the fox’s cock. He concentrates on making love to the orange furred fox, gripping his powerful wolf claws on the boy’s hips. Vulpie reaches down and masturbates, taking up the duty Polar has stopped.


  The final stretch of sex between the white furred muscular wolf and the little orange furred fox reaches a high point. Polar snarls and growls as wolves do when they are climaxing, while Vulpie whines loudly in a mix of a fox growl with a submissive song. Polar’s cock feels amazing as he shoots several gushes of thick semen into Vulpie’s fox ass. He pumps his partner with each massive squirt, growling with predatory instinct as he finishes with him.


  Vulpie enjoys every moment of the release between his dominator and his own wild climax. He cums powerful streams of wet semen loose from his hard cock, whipping onto the couch beneath his paws. The feeling of Polar’s cock inside him, squeezing his prostate while he cums, is absolutely amazing. He enjoys the slick feeling of the wolf’s messy semen in his anus, and the slowing pace of the muscular predator fulfilling its need. Polar slowly loosens his mighty grasp on Vulpie and leans forward, relaxing, lying down on top of the fox’s back.


  Vulpie’s fur is also on end, his balls and cock tingling from shooting off. As the white furred wolf pulls his now limp penis from the fox’s rear, his partner turns over. Vulpie lies on his back, looking up at Polar with a satisfied smile. He holds his paws upwards a little, grinning at the man that just pounded him.


  Polar licks his wolf lips and leans down to kiss Vulpie. The fox reaches up and embraces the powerful body of the white furred wolf, kissing him warmly. Polar kisses aggressively, and Vulpie keeps his fox muzzle open, tasting the wolf’s warm pleasant drool. Polar strokes the orange furred fox’s side while he kisses him, lying on top of the much smaller male.


  When they end their kiss, a string of spit trails beautifully from their two muzzles, before dripping downward. Vulpie licks his lips.


  “Oh, you Rock!” He whispers, grinning up at the wolf. Polar smiles mischievously.


  “Old School.” He replies. The fox with orange fur, with a streak of white up his front, sits up and snuggles to the wolf. Polar hugs Vulpie happily and rocks him back and forth in his arms.


  “What time is it?” Vulpie asks quietly. Polar looks underneath his expensive television, seeing the timer on his digital video recorder.


  “Almost midnight.” He responds to the fox in his arms. “Do you have your own place?”


  “Yeah, but its miles away from here.” Vulpie answers.


  “Then stay with me. Sleep in my bed.” Polar suggests.


  “I am really tired. I’ve had an exhausting night!” Vulpie says playfully.


  “I don’t want you going anywhere, kid.” Polar says warmly. He picks up the television remote nearby and turns on the screen. The wolf flips between some movies while he enjoys Vulpie’s warmth holding onto him.


  “I could sleep on you right now.” Vulpie says to the wolf, rubbing his white fur with his small paw. He squeezes the big male’s flesh and fur, admiring his muscles.


  “We’ll watch a little TV and then go upstairs.” Polar tells him in a content tone.


  A New Day Together


  Polar wakes up in his large clean bed alone. He can see where the sheets and covers have been recently moved. Vulpie must have gotten out of bed early. The white furred wolf blinks, yawning and feeling the effects of last night’s alcohol in his body. It creates a pleasant mix of being mildly tired and even more randy than before. The booze went through his system as he slept, and he has the usual morning erection.


  He gets out of bed and considers that he has a stranger in his house. He doesn’t really know the boy too well, and hopes he hasn’t been robbed. He is delighted to find out that Vulpie is just as playful as he remembered, and is up to something fun once again. He can smell a delicious flavor rising from downstairs. Someone is cooking breakfast, and its aroma is wonderful.


  The white furred wolf is hungry, and visits the bathroom before heading downstairs. Vulpie is in his kitchen, cooking a batch of kova eggs, Polar’s favorite. His predator nose detects the smell of his favorite flavoring being used in the mix.


  Vulpie isn’t wearing a shirt but he has his pants on. Polar looks over the orange furred fox’s tail and body, enjoying how cute the boy is.


  “Good morning.” Polar says warmly, and sits down at the divider that separates his kitchen from the den. Vulpie turns around with a smile on his face.


  “How hungry are you?” He asks happily.


  “Very.” The wolf responds. He squints and smiles at the boy. “How did you know to cook the eggs like that? You’re using my favorite mix of spices.”


  “Oh, I looked in your cupboard and saw that you had angray and klais flavors, and they taste the best with eggs. Is that how you like them?”


  “Exactly. Will they taste as good as they smell?” Polar asks.


  “You bet!” Vulpie responds, and goes back to his task of cooking the eggs in their pan.


  “And you’re cooking them sunny side up. How did you know that was the way I like my eggs?” Polar asks, impressed.


  “I notice things.” Vulpie says, looking over his shoulder with a smirk. “And I like to cook.”


  “A handsome cute lad that also knows how to cook… How am I ever going to get rid of you?” Polar asks, smirking.


  “I’m going to make it hard!” Vulpie says playfully. “I need to give you a hard time since you gave me one last night.” The fox looks over his shoulder wryly. Polar grins. His nose detects the smell of something in the oven.


  “Are you making my bacon too?” The wolf asks with an amused face.


  “Yep.” Vulpie says, and opens the mini oven, pulling out several strips of meat that smell wonderful. Polar watches the kid butter the strips with margarine and klais flavoring, painting them with a knife. He prepares them and puts them on a plate, and brings it over to Polar. “Try some.” The fox offers happily. The wolf picks up a strip of bacon and tosses it in his big muzzle, crunching it hungrily. Polar groans at how delicious it is.


  “And you flavored them like I always do. How did you figure that out?” Polar asks, smiling at the young man.


  “I thought you would like them this way.” He pulls the plate away, taunting the wolf. “But you’ll have to wait a few more minutes.” Polar smiles, enjoying the fox’s game. He watches Vulpie finish preparing the food, and put all of it on a few plates. He brings one over to Polar, with the majority of the eggs and bacon. Vulpie keeps what little is left, and tears off two napkins, giving one to the wolf with a fork as well.


  “Come sit at the table.” Polar suggests, getting up from the divider and moving to the expensive looking wooden modern piece of furniture. Vulpie takes up the advice, sitting down next to Polar with a fork of his own. He gets up again and walks into the kitchen.


  “What do you want to drink?”


  “Water.” Polar replies and Vulpie gets the drink for him. Sitting next to the white furred wolf, he smiles and begins eating his small meal. “Is that all you want?” Polar asks. “You gave me most of it.”


  “I like to starve myself a little. It keeps the fear up.” Vulpie replies playfully. “Besides, I need to stay in shape.”


  “I didn’t feel an ounce of fat on that body.” Polar says, smirking at Vulpie. “You don’t need to worry about keeping your figure.”


  “I bet you have to eat a lot to charge those muscles.” Vulpie responds, looking over the white furred wolf. The gray shirt he has on, and the black boxers he wears reminds Vulpie of the night before.


  “Today is Gym day, actually.” Polar responds as he eats. “So, Vulpie, what do you do? We cut the small talk short last night.” The wolf says, smiling.


  “I write computer software.”


  “Really?” Polar asks, interested.


  “Yeah, I work for Banes Technology.” Vulpie says. “It’s really boring sometimes.”


  “Banes is my company’s competitor.” Polar replies. “I work for Illehas Corporation, but I’m not smart enough to write software. I manage the financial accounts and have meetings.”


  “You’re a boss?” Vulpie inquires.


  “Not really, but I do have a lot of authority. I work mostly in account creation.” Polar answers.


  “Cool.” Vulpie responds, eating. “Are you off work today?”


  “Yeah, through Sunday. How about you?” Polar Asks.


  “Same here.” Vulpie says, smiling.


  “This is excellent, Vulpie.” Polar says, tasting the well cooked food.


  “Thank you for the food. I just cooked it.” Vulpie responds. He is done eating his small portion.


  “Do you want to come with me to the gym?” Polar asks. “I’ll bring you in as a guest.”


  “Yeah, I could use some exercise.” Vulpie responds. He stands up and walks away from the table, putting his plate in the kitchen sink. He walks back to the table and passes Polar, heading towards the den. As he passes, Polar swats his ass playfully with his big right claw, making the fox jump. Polar makes an amused face and Vulpie wags his tail at him.


  Vulpie’s orange phone, lying on the den table, starts ringing, playing a hard rock song as its tone. The fox walks over and picks it up, kicking back on the sofa.


  “Hello?” Vulpie says, as Polar finishes his meal. He takes his dish to the sink and leaves it soaking, before heading into the den as well. He sits in his recliner near the table and waits while Vulpie talks on the phone. He spends a few minutes talking about someone or something, and eventually ends the call.


  “You ready to go?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah, can we stop by my apartment? I have a pair of shorts there.” Vulpie asks.


  Polar visits Vulpie’s apartment, a small place in a rather decent part of the city, but they don’t spend much time there. Vulpie gets back inside the luxurious black sports car that Polar drives, buckling himself in his seat. They talk some more on the way over to the gym, and then go inside. Vulpie can’t nearly keep up with Polar, but they work out together.


  As Polar is lying on a bench, pressing three hundred pounds, Vulpie spots him. The white furred wolf moves the immense wait with powerful skill, and the fox doesn’t even need to help. When he is done pressing it ten times, Vulpie laughs.


  “That much weight would crush me!” He says to the wolf, looking down at him.


  “Ah, you could lift it.” Polar says with a smile.


  “No way!” Vulpie laughs. At Polar’s behest, they switch places.


  “I’ll spot you. It’ll make you feel strong.” He says, smiling down at the fox. Vulpie tries to lift the three hundred pounds but can’t even budge it. Polar lifts it, spotting for him, and carries most of the weight while Vulpie tries to press it. Polar basically brings the weight up every time, three times, and the fox laughs.


  “I’m so strong!” Vulpie says proudly.


  “See, it’s nothing.” Polar replies playfully. The two workout in their own areas after they move away from the bench. Vulpie runs on the tread mill for half an hour, sweating very much, and Polar stretches himself equally, curling huge dumbbells, and leg pressing massive weight. Polar notices Vulpie watching him while he curls a one hundred twenty pound dumbbell with his right arm, and shows off. He curls it ten times, doing more than he first intended.


  Vulpie admires the white furred wolf’s strength, and watches him in motion. The bright orange furred fox gets some funny looks from wolves around the gym. They all look at him and Polar with judgmental glances. Vulpie would be surprised if any of them didn’t think they were gay.


  “Excuse me, Miss.” A wolf says to Vulpie as he passes by, letting him know he disapproves. Vulpie doesn’t react, only smiling a little. Polar notices that the man said something to him, and after finishing his workout, he comes over to the fox.


  “Did he say something to you?” Polar asks protectively.


  “Don’t worry about it.” Vulpie says, smiling. He steps off of the tread mill and stands next to the wolf, sweating. They both are soaked after their exercising. “I need a shower.” Vulpie says.


  “They’ve got a nice one.” Polar replies, looking at some of the fellow wolves. They avert their eyes at his glances. Polar could be very intimidating if he wanted. Vulpie follows him into the locker room where they placed their bags earlier. The white furred wolf removes his sweaty shirt while Vulpie does the same.


  No one is in the locker room but them. The floors are clean, as are the showers, the floors and walls wet with the anti-bacterial solutions that all gyms have to prevent disease. Vulpie smirks and slides down his shorts, then the same with his boxers, exposing his fox penis to Polar’s view. The wolf sets his blue eyes on it and smiles, sliding off his shorts and boxers, making himself naked. Vulpie takes off his shirt and places it with Polar’s things in the locker.


  The two walk together, nude, into the large clean showers. Polar reaches up and turns on the shower head. It rains down warm water on his body and he washes his fur with his claws, using the soap he brought in his paw. Vulpie turns on the shower head right next to him and enjoys the water soaking his orange fur.


  “You might want to spread out a little. Not so close, Vulpie.” Polar suggests.


  “Why?” Vulpie asks playfully.


  “We’re in a public place.” Polar tells him.


  “So. There’s nobody around.” Vulpie responds, and flicks some water at the tall handsome wolf. Polar shakes his head, smirking. He watches the fox wash himself, enjoying the sight of his cute nude body, his bushy orange tail heavy with water. Polar washes his armpits and face with the soap. He rubs the fur over his body over and over, cleaning away all the sweat.


  “Can I have the soap?” Vulpie asks, walking up to Polar. Polar hands it to him, but Vulpie deliberately drops it.


  “Uh oh! Look at that, I dropped the soap!” Vulpie says, grinning up at Polar. He gets down on his knees as if he is looking for it.


  “You better not.” Polar says, smirking.


  “What?” Vulpie asks, smiling up at him through the raining water. He moves to do what he really intended, rubbing up to Polar’s front. Polar looks around and doesn’t see anyone, so he puts his arm around the fox. Vulpie puts his arms around Polar’s muscular waist, pressing his front against the wolf’s intimately. He is a good two feet shorter than Polar.


  Polar laughs quietly as Vulpie puts his muzzle on his white chest and playfully bites his fur. He licks and chews at his strong pectoral muscles, rubbing his black tipped paws over Polar’s mighty sides. Vulpie pushes his fox face into Polar’s chest, nudging him submissively.


  Polar can’t resist any longer. He reaches down and rubs his big claws over Vulpie’s wet furry ass. He clutches the boy’s cute butt, and slides his furry orange tail in his right paw, pulling up on Vulpie’s rear.


  “Wait until we get home, kid.” Polar says warmly.


  “I can’t! You’re so strong! Let me get a taste.” Vulpie whimpers, making Polar shudder in desire. The fox clutches the wolf’s big muscles, looking up into his eyes in awe. Polar lets Vulpie go down on his knees in front of his crotch. He cuts back the shower halfway, making it easier for Vulpie to see as he puts his paws on Polar’s front legs.


  Vulpie clutches Polar’s muscular legs, and opens his mouth, taking the wolf’s big hanging cock into his jaw. Polar groans in ecstasy, looking towards the entrance to make sure no one is coming. Vulpie sucks the wolf’s cock hungrily. The white furred wolf gasps and reaches down, putting his right claw on the fox’s orange head. Polar closes his eyes as he receives oral sex from Vulpie, but opens them again, remembering that he needs to look out for a stranger that may also want to use the shower.


  “That’s nice, Vulpie.” Polar breathes, looking down at the fox giving him head. The submissive fox licks and sucks even more aggressively. Polar’s big balls bounce off of Vulpie’s chin occasionally.


  With his big cock fully erect, Polar licks his lips while Vulpie works his magic. The sensation of the small fox’s tongue and lips are amazing on the wolf’s tool. Polar grunts in pleasure when Vulpie reaches under his dick and cups his balls in his paw. He plays with Polar’s scrotum while he sucks his penis, making the wolf squint in overwhelming pleasure.


  Polar’s eyes grow wide when he sees a wolf walking into the showers at a distance. He steps back, pulling his cock from Vulpie’s mouth. “Somebody’s coming!” Polar warns, and the orange furred fox jumps up to his feet quickly. He moves away to another shower head and turns it on, distancing himself from Polar.


  The wolf comes in the shower and seems to ignore them. Polar successfully hides his erect fat cock from being seen by turning his back to the stranger. When his erection finally goes away, Polar looks over at Vulpie and gives him a frown. Vulpie grins. Polar can’t help but smile as well.


  When they get back to Polar’s house, Vulpie walks inside with a big grin on his face.


  “Sorry about that. I hope your balls aren’t too blue!” The fox says with a laugh to the wolf.


  “Well I might have to make you fix that.” Polar replies with a smile, walking towards the small fox boy.


  “Is that a promise?” Vulpie asks, grinning. At this, Polar picks the fox up off his feet and carries him upstairs with surprising speed. Polar tosses Vulpie down on his bed. Polar now slides off his own shoes, shirt, shorts and boxers, making himself naked. His big wolf dick swings with weight as he approaches the bed, Vulpie lying on it playfully.


  “I’ve got what you need.” Polar taunts warmly. His dick becomes erect without as much as a touch. Vulpie laughs and the wolf helps him remove his clothing, stripping naked as well. Polar presses his right powerful wolf claw down on Vulpie’s white furred stomach, the streak of coloring contrasting from the rest of his fox body. It starts at his fox muzzle under his eyes and goes down to his crotch. Vulpie’s nude body is a beautiful sight to Polar.


  The white furred wolf finds a tube of lubrication from his night stand and crawls onto the bed with the fox.


  “Start doing what you wanted in the gym.” Polar instructs Vulpie and the smaller male grins.


  “My pleasure!” Vulpie replies in delight, and leans over, sucking Polar’s wolf cock. Polar unscrews the lid from the tube of lubrication and when Vulpie finishes a quick tasty slurp of his cock he soaks his tool with the lube. The wolf pushes the fox on his back playfully, and takes a hold of Vulpie’s legs. He bends them back over Vulpie’s front, exposing his crotch and rear. Vulpie playfully whimpers, feeling how strong Polar is.


  Polar reaches down and aims the head of his fat cock into Vulpie’s anus. He penetrates him in the missionary position, and takes a hold of the fox’s right leg with his left claw, and his left leg with his right claw. Vulpie reaches up with his orange furred arms and touches the white furred wolf’s big powerful chest and stomach with his black tipped paws.


  The male fox moans when the wolf slides his big cock inside his rear. Vulpie grins, looking into Polar’s eyes.


  “This is what you need, isn’t it kid?” Polar breathes warmly, fucking the fox boy.


  “Oh yes!” Vulpie whines in pleasure.


  “I’ll give it to ya.” Polar breathes, and makes love to the young fox. Vulpie reaches down and masturbates while Polar gives it to him. Polar keeps his eyes locked on Vulpie’s. He watches the boy’s reactions, his urges and pleasure at having the wolf in him. He enjoys the cute fox’s pure and unrestrained delight. Vulpie winces, taking Polar’s big dick, loving every moment of the domination.


  Vulpie reaches up with his left paw and touches Polar’s strong stomach in motion. He takes his paw from his own cock, and pushes back on Polar’s chest in pleasure while the big hungry wolf plunges his cock deep inside his fox ass over and over.


  “Fuck YES, Polar!” Vulpie whimpers, still looking up into the wolf’s eyes, who keeps his own gaze locked on the fox’s face. “Fuck ME! FUCK ME!”


  “Take it, Foxy.” Polar breathes, hanging his tongue out of his muzzle in ecstasy while he pounds the boy. “Here you go! It’s all for you!”


  “Fuck me! Fuck me!” Vulpie begs, sweating in pleasure. Polar can’t believe how great the sex is. The orange furred fox makes him so horny he can barely think straight. Vulpie clutches Polar’s white chest fur, making an overwhelmed face. Polar keeps his gaze on the fox boy’s eyes. Vulpie loves how Polar looks into his eyes while he fucks him. He can see that the wolf wants him to enjoy it.


  “I think I love you, Kid!” Polar breathes. Vulpie laughs before yelping slightly, his mouth agape as he enjoys being fucked. Vulpie licks his fox lips and breathes hard. Polar licks his lips as well, continuing to hold the fox boy’s legs while he works. He plunges his fat cock even deeper and harder than ever, causing Vulpie to cry out in both pain and pleasure.


  “OH MY GOD!” Vulpie yells happily. Polar feels semen moving up from his balls into his cock as he slams Vulpie. He knows he is going to cum soon, and it makes every sensation of the fox’s ass even better. “I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum so hard!” Vulpie whines. Polar’s long experience as a homosexual has trained him to recognize when his male partner can have an orgasm without even touching his penis. This is one of those moments. Polar knows he can force Vulpie to have an anal orgasm if he keeps up the pressure.


  He fucks Vulpie with as much intensity and speed as he can, deciding to unleash his own orgasm. His goal is to force Vulpie into cumming in a final stretch of wildness. It works. Vulpie whimpers loudly and cries out a long and loud yelp as Polar’s cock, pounding away at his prostate, forces an orgasm on the fox. They both cum, almost at the same moment. Polar growls and snarls loudly, satisfying his predatory need as he gushes a load of hot messy wolf semen into the fox’s ass. Vulpie’s cock unleashes its wad, shooting a much smaller but very intense wave of cum up onto his own body. Some of his own semen lands in his face.


  Polar growls long and hard, continuing to fuck Vulpie until he has cummed every bit of his load in the fox. Vulpie’s entire body tingles, especially his fox cock, balls and ass from the afterglow of the anal orgasm Polar just gave him. He shakes in pleasure, and moans loudly to the wolf. The white furred wolf gives him a warm satisfied face, grinning proudly. Vulpie continues to whimper, letting Polar know how grateful he is without even speaking a word.


  Polar gently lets go of the orange furred fox’s legs, and lies down on top of him. The fox embraces him and they kiss passionately before Polar rolls off of Vulpie and grins.


  “We should date.” Polar tells the younger male with a warm voice. Vulpie enjoys the afterglow of the sex so much that he can’t even find the strength to reply. The white furred wolf reaches over and strokes the fox boy’s head lovingly. “You bullzeyed yourself there.” The wolf tells him, rubbing the cum on Vulpie’s face fur. Vulpie smiles, having not realized two big strings of his own cum are glistening on his face. Polar leans over him, and puts his wolf face to the fox’s eyes. “Let me clean that up for you.” He offers. Vulpie smiles happily while Polar licks his face with his big tongue, cleaning the cum from his fur. He eats the fox’s semen, licking all of Vulpie’s face romantically. Vulpie reaches up and hugs the bigger male, an effeminate look on his fox face. Polar licks his lips. “Mmm, you taste different than a wolf.”


  “How so?” Vulpie asks, grinning.


  “Your cum is not as musky. It’s a little sweet.” Polar replies.


  “I have to warn you.” Vulpie says mischievously, reaching up and putting his arms around the white furred wolf. “I get a little clingy after sex.” He yanks on the wolf, wanting him to lie on top of his smaller body. Polar crawls on Vulpie and kisses him. He drools in the fox boy’s mouth, enjoying the orange furred male’s cute face.


  Vulpie breathes happily, groping Polar’s powerful body. The wolf reaches down and strokes the fox’s furry body, sliding his paw across his soft fur and flesh. Polar licks Vulpie’s neck, giving the smaller male a wonderfully tantalizing sensation of being tasted by a predator.


  The white furred wolf pulls some sheets from the bed and wraps the fox boy together with his body. Polar rolls onto his side, keeping Vulpie in his arms, facing him. Vulpie snuggles up to the big wolf affectionately.


  “Why in the world are you not already married to some lucky man?” Polar asks Vulpie, looking down at the cute fox in his arms.


  “I don’t know. I guess… I don’t like commitment.” Vulpie replies, smiling in the wolf’s arms.


  “Why not?” Polar asks. Vulpie shrugs. “You should think about it. You need to find a man that loves you.”


  “Like you?” Vulpie asks with a smirk.


  “Of course me!” Polar laughs.


  “But we just met yesterday.” Vulpie responds.


  “Yes, but we know each other really well now.” Polar says warmly.


  “Mr. Polar.” Vulpie says with a fun voice. The wolf stretches his right arm from Vulpie’s side towards his bottom, and touches the fox’s orange furred rear gently.


  “I’ve been really lonely ever since Donner and I broke up.”


  “Is that your Ex?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yeah.” Polar responds.


  “What happened?” Vulpie inquires.


  “A bunch of headaches.” Polar replies. “But I’m glad he’s not a part of my life anymore. I never felt a connection as strong with him as I do with you.”


  “I bet you tell that to all the boys.” Vulpie taunts.


  “No, just you. I’ve not had sex in three months.”


  “Ugh!” Vulpie replies playfully.


  “Awful, isn’t it?” Polar says, smirking. The smaller male closes his eyes. He rests in the arms of the wolf while Polar continues. “I know that I want you in my life. Sure, it’s happened fast, but is that a bad thing?” Polar asks.


  “No way.” Vulpie responds, smiling. He opens his eyes. “But I don’t really date guys. I do my own thing.”


  “So all this between us is just a fling?” Polar asks, sounding disappointed.


  “Well, no.” Vulpie says, and moves a little in Polar’s arms. “I like you a lot.”


  “But you don’t want to date me?” Polar asks, pressuring the fox. “Look, I remember what it was like at your age. I didn’t have as much fun as you, Vulpie, but I didn’t want to get married or slow down either. I just wanted, well, sex, and lots of it.” Polar tells him, showing empathy. “But I don’t want to see you out somewhere with another guy that might not care about you.” Vulpie listens, looking in the wolf’s blue eyes with his own. “I mean that.”


  “But we need more time to get to know each other.” Vulpie replies.


  “So let’s date.” Polar responds.


  “Okay!” Vulpie says, laughing. “Okay, we’ll officially date.”


  “Good.” Polar responds, and kisses the fox. The fox returns the gesture, and then snuggles even closer against the white furred wolf’s body. Polar embraces him powerfully, but gently.


  The wolf and the fox take an afternoon nap together, wrapped warmly in Polar’s expensive bed. Both of their naked bodies feel great, exhausted and rejuvenated from the workout at the gym earlier and then the amazing wild sex afterwards. Their muscles are warm with use, and the nap allows both of them to get their strength back. Vulpie’s fox ears perk and he sits up. Polar watches him. A faint sound is coming from downstairs.


  “My phones ringing!” Vulpie says. Polar lets go of him and props himself up on his left elbow, watching the naked orange furred fox boy get out of bed. Polar admires Vulpie’s wonderfully cute butt and tail. Vulpie reaches down and picks up a pair of black shorts, sliding them on. Polar sees how loose they are on him.


  “Vulpie.” Polar says, smiling.


  “Huh?” Vulpie asks, looking over at the white furred wolf that stares at him with a smirk. The fox wants to get downstairs to his phone before it stops ringing.


  “You’re wearing my shorts.” Polar says, grinning. Vulpie looks down and notices that his body is far too small to properly fit into the slick black shorts, made for a large wolf. Polar starts laughing and Vulpie does to. The fox poses for the wolf and winks at him. He goes downstairs wearing the wolf’s clothing.


  Polar leans back in the bed and breathes in relaxation. He can’t remember the last time he’s had this much fun. After a few moments, he moves his naked body from the bed and clothes himself in a black pair of pants and a gray shirt. He goes downstairs, seeing Vulpie sitting on his couch talking on his orange phone. The wolf smiles, loving how coordinated the fox is. Even the phone matches his beautiful fur color. Polar goes into his kitchen and flicks on the light, heading to the refrigerator. He opens it up and pulls out some meat patties. He sets them on his stove and begins taking them from their packages while Vulpie talks on the phone.


  “Is it on now?” Vulpie asks with his exciting voice. The fox uses Polar’s remote to turn on the TV. He flips the channel to a tech show, talking about computers and software. The show also has commercials for rock bands and concerts. “And you’re going to get one?” Vulpie asks his friend on the other end of his phone. “Sweet!”


  Polar smiles to himself while he cooks the meat patties, wondering what the fox could be talking about. He guesses it is some sort of computer or geeky equipment since Vulpie writes software. “And Exclerea 12542? That puppy will fly!” Vulpie says in interest. His fox nose detects something tasty in the air, and looks over to see Polar cooking a late lunch in the kitchen. He’s glad, being a little hungry himself.


  “No, I’m over at a friend’s house.” Vulpie tells the animal on the phone. “Yeah, the guy from the bar!” Vulpie adds, and Polar’s ears perk up. He listens. “I know!” Vulpie says happily. “You wish.” Vulpie taunts to his friend through the phone. “No, I stayed over at his place last night. Yeah, I’ve been out with him all day. When did you come by my place?” Vulpie sits up straight. “We haven’t talked about tonight, but I’ll call you. I’ll talk to ya later. Bye.” The orange furred fox with a streak of white fur up his front claps his phone shut and looks at the TV. The sound isn’t turned up.


  “You have somewhere you want to go tonight?” Polar asks, turning and looking over at Vulpie. “That was one of your friends?”


  “Yeah, we were thinking about going to a club tonight, but that was last Thursday. He might be busy tonight anyway.” Vulpie responds.


  “We can go.” Polar suggests.


  “Ah, it’s hard rock and techno. Are you into that?” Vulpie asks him.


  “You know I rock. Sure, sounds like fun.” The wolf says, smiling. Vulpie does too. He walks over to the kitchen divider and places his phone on it, smelling the food Polar is cooking.


  “Mmm…” Vulpie moans.


  “I’m fixing the best burger you’ll ever eat.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “Smells great.” Vulpie replies, and stretches. Just as he is about to walk back to the couch, his phone rings again. Polar looks over his shoulder and smirks.


  “You’re a popular kid!” The wolf compliments. Vulpie smiles and reaches down to pick up his phone. Polar sees him hesitate as it rings. The cute fox looks down at the phone’s blinking light, reading the name of the caller. He pulls his paw back, just looking at it. Polar turns down the heat on the food he is cooking and turns around, watching Vulpie’s expression turn from happiness to what appears to be fear. “What’s wrong? Who is that calling?” Polar asks as the phone chirps.


  “Nobody.” Vulpie says, and by the sound of his voice, Polar can tell whoever is calling is much more than a nobody. The fox’s voice breaks a little as he talks.


  “It’s uh…Somebody I know from where I live.” Vulpie tells Polar, his voice shaky. Polar looks into the fox’s eyes and grows concerned, seeing how frightened Vulpie is. Polar walks over to the divider and picks up the orange phone. “No, don’t!” Vulpie warns Polar, and holds his orange arms together in worry when Polar reads the name blinking. Someone named Kenneth is on the line. The wolf flips it open, listening.


  “Hello?” Polar asks the mysterious caller. A voice comes back quickly and gruffly.


  “Who the fuck is this?”


  “Who the fuck are you?” Polar asks, watching Vulpie as he talks with the caller.


  “This is Vulpie’s phone, who are you? Where is he?”


  “He just stepped out.” Polar lies for the sake of Vulpie. The wolf can tell by the tone of the caller that he is not a cop or someone from Vulpie’s job.


  “Where would he step out to? He was supposed to call me but I haven’t heard a thing in weeks. And now some fucker has his phone? I get it! That fucking little whore! He’s sucking your dick isn’t he?” The caller growls.


  “I don’t think that is any of your business. You need to hang up.” Polar advises the caller.


  “Who the fuck do you think you are? Vulpie knows me. Let me talk to him, now!”


  “I told you he’s not here.” Polar says, and he can see Vulpie is relieved a little that he will not have to talk to Kenneth. Polar is fighting the battle for him.


  “Listen you bitch, If I find out who you are you’ll have to hold your neck together with a tie. I told Vulpie not to cheat on me again, and here he is, out doing it again!”


  “You’re his lover?” Polar asks. Vulpie looks ashamed.


  “Of course I am, dumb shit! Put him on the phone!”


  “If you say another word, I’m calling the police. Don’t call him anymore.” Polar says, and hangs up the phone. The white furred wolf puts down the phone and looks at the orange furred fox boy in concern. “That was your boyfriend?”


  “No.” Vulpie says, shaking his head. “I quit Kenneth a long time ago, but he won’t leave me alone!” The fox says fearfully.


  “He said you were going to call him.” Polar responds.


  “No way.” Vulpie replies. “I told him it was over.”


  “This guy sounds dangerous.” Polar says, putting his paws down on the kitchen divider. Vulpie makes an embarrassed face. “Has he ever beaten you?”


  “No!” Vulpie replies, but his voice breaks when he says it. Polar gives Vulpie a warm face.


  “Vulpie… Did he ever beat you?” The fox doesn’t say anything for a moment and eventually shakes his head in shame.


  “Yes. He… That’s why I broke it off with him.” Vulpie admits.


  “That’s it; you need to file a report with the police right now.” Polar says, and picks up the orange phone again.


  “No, don’t Polar! Stop!” Vulpie begs, and the white furred wolf does, looking down at the fox. “It’s my fault! I came on to him in a mall. I thought he liked me because of the way he looked at me, and I flirted with him. He didn’t want to have anything to do with me at first, but then he changed his mind. I wanted to be with him and offered for him to come to my place. After we did it, he acted disgusted at himself and blamed me for it. I shouldn’t have been so persistent.”


  “Sounds to me like he can’t come to grips with being gay. That’s not your fault.” Polar responds.


  “But I… I made it hard for him to resist.” Vulpie says. “I flirted with him the best I could and made him horny. After it was over, he really hated himself for it. I made it happen.”


  “So you flirted with him like you flirted with me.” Polar responds. “There is nothing wrong with that, Vulpie. I would never hit you.”


  “I know, but please don’t call the cops! His family doesn’t know what happened with me. It would ruin his life if they found out.”


  “Why are you protecting this jerk?” Polar asks, frowning. “That’s probably the reason he keeps bothering you.” Polar points his finger at Vulpie. “You see, this is what I was telling you. Some men can’t appreciate you and you’re playing a dangerous game with guys like him.”


  “He…” Vulpie says, and catches his voice in his throat. “Said he would kill me if I told anyone!” He whimpers, and Polar leaves the kitchen, coming to him, when he sees the fox start to cry. The wolf puts his arms around the fox and hugs him, pulling the fox’s face into his chest. Polar puts his big right claw on the back of Vulpie’s head and comforts him.


  “He isn’t going to kill you. Don’t worry.” Polar whispers to Vulpie. The orange furred fox cries, and tries to wipe his face clean.


  “I’m sorry, Polar.” Vulpie says, looking up at him. “You shouldn’t have heard any of that.”


  “I’m not sorry. I’m glad I did. You’re going to listen to me and report this guy to the police. You can stay with me if you’re afraid to go home, but he’ll probably never call you again once a cop shows up on his door.” Polar tells him.


  “Okay.” Vulpie replies, and clutches the white furred wolf.


  “Nobody has the right to hit you, ever.” Polar tells Vulpie. “Do you understand that?”


  “Yes.” Vulpie responds, hugging Polar. He looks up at him in worry. “What if he comes after you?


  “I can take care of myself. Little Kenneth wouldn’t be the first repressed boy whose ass I’ve had to whip.” Polar tells him and smirks. “I let them call me gay, because that’s what I am, but you won’t see someone call me a faggot without a busted nose.” At this, Vulpie grins. He embraces the white furred wolf’s muscular body.


  Polar lets go of Vulpie and brings the fox his phone. Vulpie follows his suggestion and calls the police department. He spends the next fifteen minutes describing his problems and concerns with Kenneth to them, while Polar finishes cooking in the kitchen. When Vulpie is done, he sighs in relief, relaxing on the couch. He takes off Polar’s black shorts and changes into his black pants and white shirt.


  “See, you feel better don’t you?” Polar asks. Vulpie clutches his phone in thought and puts it down. “Come in here and get something to eat.” Vulpie enters the kitchen, and Polar prepares him a plate. They eat together at the kitchen table, and Vulpie thanks Polar for the meal when they are done.


  “Let’s get out of here. Do you want to go to that club you talked about?” Polar offers, smiling.


  “Oh yeah! I want to see you dance!” Vulpie says playfully.


  “Now we’re talking.” Polar replies warmly. “We’ve got a Saturday night to spend.”


  “Don’t forget about Sunday.” Vulpie replies, grinning. “I like Lazy Sundays.”


  “I think I know what we’ll do all Sunday long.” Polar replies, grinning as well. “But tonight we get out there and rock. I want to get up on the music you kids are listening to.”


  “Let me call my friends. I want them to meet you!” Vulpie says in excitement. Polar is glad to see him full of fun as usual.


  Saturday Night


  Vulpie and Polar are on their way to the Veden Club, where Vulpie said he might meet his friends. They ride in Polar’s sleek sports car through the downtown streets, stopping and going from one stop sign to the next. It’s around nine on the Saturday evening, and Polar growls at the length of time the stoplights hold up his car.


  “These lights must be the worst in the city.” Polar says, as they sit in front of one for about the third minute. Vulpie reaches into his pocket and pulls out his orange phone that matches his bright orange fur.


  “Want to see a magic trick?” He asks Polar, smirking.


  “Why not.” Polar replies. Vulpie folds open his phone and types something in with the numbers. Polar watches in confusion. Vulpie uses his fox fingers to nimbly manipulate the phone. He stops and looks up at Polar.


  “Tell me when you want the light to change.” He tells the wolf.


  “What are you talking about?” Polar replies.


  “Go ahead.” Vulpie says wryly.


  “Right now.” Polar responds, at a loss. Vulpie clicks the send button on his orange phone. Polar’s wolf eyes widen as he sees the red light in front of the car turn green. He hesitates to drive for a moment, but does so, on the way to another red light ahead.


  “It just changed because we sat there so long.” Polar tells Vulpie. “And are you serious?”


  “Okay, then how about this one?” Vulpie asks, as Polar’s car approaches the next red light. “Tell me when.”


  “What is this about?” Polar asks. “Is this some kind of joke?”


  “Tell me when you want it to change.” Vulpie repeats. Polar licks his lips.


  “Now.” At this, Vulpie presses the send button on his phone again, and amazingly, the second red light drops its red light in exchange for a green signal. Polar’s wolf mouth gapes in surprise. “How in the world? Did you really do that?” The white furred wolf asks in shock.


  “Yep.” Vulpie responds proudly. “You better go before someone honks.” Polar drives forward slowly, looking down at Vulpie with a growing smile.


  “This is crazy!” The large wolf laughs. “Do it again. Make this one change.”


  “Tell me you want to see a magic trick.” Vulpie taunts. Polar smirks as they roll up to the next red light.


  “I want to see a magic trick.” Polar says in amusement and anticipation. Vulpie winks at him. The fox manipulates his phone, pressing three buttons in rhythm as he speaks.


  “Yellow, Green, Red, Green, Yellow, Red, Green!” Vulpie says quickly with his clear cute voice. The colors he calls out match the light in front of them, as it changes from green, red and yellow at his whim. Polar laughs in complete shock. “It’s green.” Vulpie says with a mischievous look. “Come on! Let’s go!” Polar drives forward slowly, glancing at Vulpie over and over until they come to another intersection. Vulpie slides his orange phone back inside his pants pocket and smiles up at Polar.


  “Are you gonna tell me how you did that?” Polar asks.


  “Nope.” Vulpie slyly replies. At this, Polar squints and speaks to the little fox with a playful dangerous tone.


  “Is this why you thought I was a cop when we first met?” Polar inquires.


  “Yep.” Vulpie playfully answers.


  “You used your phone to do that?” Polar asks. “How?”


  “I’m gonna let you wonder.” Vulpie answers and Polar raises an eyebrow.


  “Oh really.” Polar responds. “What are you, some kind of hacker?”


  “You could say that.” Vulpie replies. Polar looks over the fox, trying to figure him out.


  “With a phone.” Polar repeats. “Well what else can you do?”


  “You’ll find out.” Vulpie responds and smiles. The orange furred fox with a streak of white up his front relaxes his slender body in his leather seat and puts his black furred paws together on his lap.


  “You could get into real trouble doing that sort of thing, you know.” Polar warns Vulpie. “It’s crazy enough that you even could.”


  “Oh, I’m just having some fun!” Vulpie answers and grins. “That was nothing.” Polar glances at him while he drives.


  “Vulpie, I’m getting the feeling you’re a bad boy.” Polar tells the fox with a smirk of his own. “Are you a naughty boy?”


  “Don’t you know?” Vulpie answers, looking up at the wolf.


  “I’m going to have to straighten you out.” Polar tells him.


  “Straight? YOU’RE going to straighten me out?” Vulpie asks, laughing. “That’s funny!” Polar laughs loudly with Vulpie, the homosexual joke far too obvious to ignore. The two go on for a bit and Polar shakes his head.


  “And I thought I was horny.” He says, and glances at Vulpie while he talks and drives. “That must be all you think about.”


  “It’s cause you’re so sexy!” Vulpie playfully chimes back. “It’s taking everything I have to stay off you right now!”


  “You keep talking like that and I’m gonna have to take you home and fuck you… AGAIN!” Polar replies, grinning.


  “Oh! Is that a promise?” Vulpie asks, biting his tongue in his fox jaw.


  “Keep it up!” Polar says, giving the orange furred fox a pleased face.


  Polar and Vulpie arrive at Veden Club and Polar parks his car on a back street not far away. The two walk to the club, the building white and decorated with a green image of a martini drink. Inside, Vulpie meets up with some of his friends. He introduces Polar to them, and he is surprised at how popular Vulpie is. Everyone’s eyes light up when they see the orange furred fox coming.


  Vulpie introduces Lance, a nerdy looking young wolf, to Polar. Polar smiles and silently notices Lance shying away from standing next to him. Polar is, after all, very tall and strong. Lance is not gay, and feels a little intimidated. Lance also has a girlfriend with him, Maxine, who looks like a college student.


  Vulpie also greets Jason, a fellow fox, but also not gay. Many of Vulpie’s friends look to be avid computer fans. In truth, Polar feels a bit socially inadequate among them because he is middle aged. He doesn’t say much in the beginning, as the club music is loud techno and he doesn’t need to do more than say hello to get attention.


  Stacie is one of Vulpie’s vixen friends, and she gives him a big hug. Polar smiles. He notices that Vulpie fits in very well with the ladies. A boy like him could be considered one of the girls. Stacie introduces her boyfriend, Scotty, an average sized gray wolf.


  “Who’s this?” Stacie asks Vulpie, looking up at Polar with an excited face. Vulpie gestures to Polar and he nods.


  “Polar, my new boyfriend.” Vulpie answers.


  “He sure is big!” Stacie says, looking at her boyfriend with a smirk. Scotty rolls his eyes. “What a hunk.” Polar smiles. Vulpie turns around and looks up at Polar.


  “Want to dance?” At this, Polar stutters a bit.


  “I…m not a good dancer!” The white furred wolf laughs.


  “Aw, I wanted to dance with you.” Vulpie says, pouting.


  “I guess I’ll make a fool out of myself!” Polar says, giving in with a smile.


  Vulpie and Polar dance for about half an hour before Vulpie suggests that he and his friends get a booth. Polar is surprised at how great a dancer Vulpie is. The small fox has incredible moves, speed and coordination. While they danced, Vulpie would often break away and do his own thing, to the amusement of the others.


  The booth Stacie finds fits in Vulpie, Polar and all of his friends. Polar leans back and lets out a breath of relaxation.


  “I was not acting my age out there!” He says and some of Vulpie’s friends laugh. He looks down at Vulpie, next to him. “You on the other hand, you should be in music videos or something!”


  “Vulpie’s the best dancer in here.” Stacie says. “He makes the cheerleaders at ACLA look pathetic!”


  “I learned it all from Rennonava.” Vulpie says. He and his friends talk for a while about movies, music and things that are not Polar’s generation, but he tries to pay attention. He contributes a few gems about musicians that the younger crowd knows, but has a hard time keeping up.


  Vulpie puts his left paw in Polar’s right, squeezing it.


  “Are you having fun?” Vulpie asks, looking up at him.


  “Yeah, it’s great.” Polar answers.


  “What do you want to do now?” Vulpie asks.


  “This is fine.” Polar answers. He smiles.


  “Mr. Polar…” Vulpie coos.


  “If you want to dance some more, Kid, go ahead.” Polar offers. “I’m just embarrassed to get out there again.” The white furred wolf says with a smile.


  “You know what I want…” Vulpie says, looking up into the wolf’s blue eyes with his own. “I want to make out.”


  “That I can help you with.” Polar replies with a grin. He leans forward and greets Vulpie’s white muzzle with his own. The only white on Vulpie is the streak going up his front, and it covers all of his mouth, that is dampened by Polar’s wolf tongue as they kiss. Stacie notices.


  “Yeah buddy!” She cheers. Scotty just watches, half in disgust. Jason watches, wishing he were getting laid tonight whether it was a man or a woman, and Lance winces while he watches his friend kiss Polar. He thinks Vulpie is really cool, but doesn’t understand why he enjoys men.


  To Vulpie, it isn’t anything but pure heaven while he kisses Polar. Polar returns the lust well, stroking the fox’s slender and soft body with his big claws. “That’s what we should be doing.” Stacie says to her boyfriend. Vulpie’s friends are quieter than before, as they watch Vulpie and Polar make out.


  When Vulpie and Polar break lips, a trail of spit lingers between their fox and wolf mouths. Vulpie licks his lips and giggles a bit. The cute fox boy sends his black furred right paw down onto Polar’s crotch. Polar inhales while Vulpie strokes his package through his pants. Stacie watches Vulpie’s arm and is interested in seeing more of Polar, but Polar gently grabs Vulpie’s paw and pushes it away.


  “Not here, kid. Pump the brakes.” Polar suggests, looking down at the aroused fox.


  “You’re shy.” Vulpie taunts Polar, looking up at him.


  “Just because you don’t have any shyness, that doesn’t mean I’m embarrassed.” Polar laughs. Vulpie pushes close to Polar and the wolf wraps his right arm around the fox. Vulpie enjoys the warmth of Polar’s big predator body.


  “Vulpie.” Jason says from across the table. Vulpie looks over to the fox. Jason’s brown fur is a pale contrast to the brilliant orange fur Vulpie possesses. “I got my TX 4249 this week.”


  “Oh, sweet!” Vulpie replies, his blue eyes widening. “Did you get it installed?”


  “Yeah, no problems so far. It sucks air like a vacuum though! I’m playing Blaze Tail 3 on maximum graphics with eighty frames per second!”


  “That’s awesome.” Vulpie responds. Polar listens, having absolutely no idea what they’re talking about, but suspects it is about video games.


  “Yeah, cost me three hundred, but it was worth it!” Jason says in pride.


  “Just remember to check your power supply and make sure it’s rated for it.” Vulpie suggests. Jason notices Polar listening.


  “Video games.” Jason simply says, and laughs.


  “Oh.” Polar responds, and nods.


  “Vulpie built my computer! I have the best system out there now.” Jason boasts.


  “Well, second best.” Vulpie says mischievously.


  “Wow, you can do that?” Polar asks Vulpie.


  “Yeah, huh.” Vulpie replies. “I’m really good with machines.” The fox says.


  “I could have used you last month at the office.” Polar tells Vulpie. “The IT guys don’t know anything.”


  “Never do.” Vulpie says, and grins. “And I’ll prove that.” Polar blinks.


  “What do you mean by that?” Polar inquires.


  “Vulpie has something big planned!” Jason says. At this, Vulpie shushes his friend with a smile.


  “Big like stop lights?” Polar asks, looking down at Vulpie with raised eyebrows. Vulpie looks up at him mischievously.


  “It’s a secret.”


  “I hope you don’t get yourself into trouble.” Polar whispers to Vulpie. “You aren’t going to, are you?”


  “Of course not.” Vulpie answers and smiles. “Jason’s just making something out of nothing.”


  “My coworkers told me you wrote software and I wasn’t going to ask about the illegal stuff…” Polar says, letting his words linger. Vulpie rubs Polar’s leg with his paw.


  “Don’t worry. It’s just some dumb internet prank.” Vulpie says.


  “I don’t want anyone to take you from me.” Polar says, smiling down at Vulpie. Vulpie grins and they embrace, leading into another round of kissing.


  A man walks up to the booth and table, but isn’t really a living animal. It is the resemblance of a wolf, an automated robot that is common around the world, a robot waiter. Robots are in common use in every country and there are machines in the image of nearly every species. This one, the common generic wolf model, has all gray fur. Its yellow eyes are brighter than natural, indicating its technological insides. All robots such as this one that are made in the image of animals are usually referred to as Hollows. If it is a robot wolf, it is called an HW for Hollow Wolf. If one is a robot fox, it is called an HF, for hollow fox.


  The hollow robots are used in everything from directing traffic, to law enforcement, but their Artificial Intelligences are still quite lacking when it comes to conversation. Only very expensive models are able to converse without sounding completely rigid and fake.


  “Would any of you prefer to be served?” The HW inquires of the group with its strange voice. The group gives dismissals and the robot is about to leave but it notices Vulpie. “Good Evening Vulpie. You have a nice night.” The HW says, making its artificial smile.


  At this, everyone around the table looks at it and Vulpie in confusion. Vulpie laughs.


  “You too.” The orange furred fox replies and looks at his friends while the HW leaves.


  “What?” Scotty asks in confusion. “Why did it talk to you by name?” Polar notices Jason in awe.


  “Yeah, that was weird!” Stacie comments.


  “Who knows?” Vulpie laughs. “It’s a Stupid robot.” He glances up and sees Polar looking down at him with the same concerned face he gave him earlier. The white furred wolf squeezes the much smaller male with his powerful arm. Vulpie grunts a little.


  “Who knows…” Polar says with a raised eyebrow. Vulpie can’t help but smile. Vulpie distracts him by staring into his blue eyes with his own. The super attractive orange furred fox eventually makes Polar look away and grin.


  Sunday


  Polar sighs as he toils through financial reports. He is glad Vulpie has stayed with him all day Sunday, but he has had to occupy himself with a project for work all day. It deals with setting up new accounts for Illehas and many of the simple calculations are starting to wear on his patience.


  Vulpie has been around, talking on his orange phone for hours. He has so many friends that he can do nothing but socialize constantly if he chooses. Polar listens to him from a distance. Vulpie is downstairs in the den, chatting on about something exciting.


  The white furred wolf stands up and stretches. He puts down his lead pencil and ignores the reports for now, going downstairs. Vulpie is sitting in a chair near the large window of Polar’s den, looking out over the land, the phone in his paw and next to his ear. He see’s Polar.


  “Can I call you back?” Vulpie asks the person on the other end of his cell phone. He shuts it and looks at the muscular wolf. “How’s it going?”


  “Oh… Didn’t get it all done but most of it.” Polar answers. “This stuff should be done by the accountants but cutbacks put me in charge.” Polar says as he walks to and sits down on his couch, relaxing. “I’m so sick of it. Tomorrow my boss will be asking where the reports are and I have to get them in even though my workers were supposed to finish them Friday.”


  Vulpie walks over to the couch, his orange fur shining in the sunlight peering in through the window. He sits down next to Polar and pats the wolf’s knee with his paw.


  “But you almost have it all done now, right?” Vulpie asks.


  “All I’m going to do. The numbers will be wrong because Scott didn’t write in his hours correctly.” Polar answers. “I can’t fix his mistakes but still I’ll be to blame for being behind.”


  “Sounds like you’re a boss after all.” Vulpie replies, using powerful empathy. Polar looks to his side at Vulpie.


  “Sorry I’ve been ignoring you all day. I hate Sundays because I always put this stuff off until later.”


  “Well you were busy. We had a lot of fun.” Vulpie reminds the tall wolf.


  “Yeah.” Polar responds, smiling. His smiles fades as he thinks on about Monday and Vulpie observes. Polar thinks for a while and then looks again to Vulpie who waits patiently. He worries that the fox boy might want to go have fun and he is holding him back. “You know, you don’t have to stay here with me if you want to go home.” Polar says, secretly hoping that Vulpie will hang around. “You’ve been gone for days now.”


  “I’ve got nothing better to do.” Vulpie answers.


  “Thanks.” Polar responds, smiling. He’s thrilled Vulpie isn’t leaving yet. “I hope you’re not getting bored with me.”


  “I think you’re deep.” Vulpie replies, giving the wolf an interested face.


  “Really?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah. You own your own house and have an important job. I wish my job meant something.” Vulpie answers. Polar nods. He smiles at Vulpie. Vulpie moves next to him on the couch and gives him an adoring face. “And you’re nice, good looking and humble.”


  “I can see how someone would go crazy if they lost you.” Polar tells Vulpie with a thankful voice.


  “You save your money and keep your house looking great.” Vulpie goes on. “You stay in shape and are really fair. I think I just might like dating you.” The fox says with a smirk.


  “See, it was a good idea after all.” Polar says with a smile. His white fur slowly stands on end as Vulpie gives him his familiar seductive face.


  “You shouldn’t be so tense.” Vulpie tells Polar with a voice that is incredibly effeminate. It is amazingly cute.


  “You make me tingle with that voice.” Polar whispers. “How do you do that?”


  “What, this?” Vulpie asks playfully, using the female sounding voice again to entice the wolf. “Have you ever had an empty slurpy?” Vulpie asks with his blue fox eyes set on Polar’s.


  “Empty Slurpy? No, but it sounds great.” Polar responds, grinning.


  “I’m gonna give you one, so you can relax.” Vulpie tells the big wolf. “You just relax and let me take care of you.” The orange furred small fox reaches down and rubs Polar’s crotch through his pants. “I’m going to suck your dick so much that your balls will be covered with my spit, and then I’m going to make you cum so hard your balls will ache because you emptied them in my mouth!” Vulpie tells Polar, grinning and using the sexy voice. “Would you like that?” Vulpie asks playfully.


  Polar is so astoundingly aroused at Vulpie’s suggestion that he can’t find the words to answer. Before he can, Vulpie giggles and starts unzipping Polar’s pants. Polar helps Vulpie kick them off, as well as his boxers, and Vulpie kneels on the carpet between Polar’s white furred legs as the wolf sits on the couch.


  Vulpie takes a hold of Polar’s half erect cock and puts it in his mouth eagerly. Polar inhales, watching the beautiful fox boy give him head. It isn’t long before Polar’s dick is hard like a rock, and Vulpie works his magic, causing Polar to groan in pleasure.


  The orange furred fox deep throats the wolf’s huge dick all the way to his balls, gulping the long shaft of his penis with perfect skill.


  “OH MY GOD VULPIE!” Polar moans in delight, feeling his cock swallowed completely by the cute fox. He breathes hard, squinting and laying his head back on the couch in pleasure. Vulpie’s deep throated oral sex creates a series of gurgling wet sounds that are like music to the one on the receiving end.


  Polar clutches the couch with his powerful claws, his white furred muscular body lurching occasionally from the incredible bliss. He opens his wolf mouth and pants for air, looking down at Vulpie while the fox gurgles on his tool. “No one’s EVER done that!” Polar breathes. Vulpie pulls his fox muzzle back and frees Polar’s stiff cock from his mouth, leaving the drool covered wolf cock throbbing.


  “I’m just getting started Mr. Polar.” Vulpie says, giving Polar a completely delighted face. He leans forward and slurps Polar’s wolf cock into his mouth again. Polar grunts, relishing the sensation. Vulpie sucks Polar’s dick faster now, focusing on using his tongue to touch every part of it inside his mouth.


  The cute orange furred fox makes no attempt to keep his spit from oozing free all over Polar’s crotch while he furiously performs oral sex on him. Vulpie’s head bounces up and down rhythmically as he works on the big muscular wolf that begins to arch his back in ecstasy.


  “FUCK! that’s GREAT!” Polar howls and Vulpie hums proudly, not slowing his task. Polar finds himself gritting his teeth because of the massive pleasure Vulpie is giving him. He almost chips one of his canines. Just as he feels an orgasm coming on, Vulpie suddenly stops, taking his mouth off of the wolf’s cock and grinning.


  Polar watches the clever fox in amazement. Somehow he knew exactly when to pause to keep him from cumming too soon. Vulpie licks his lips, tasting Polar’s musky pre-cum before biting his tongue between his teeth mischievously. Polar winces while his exposed saturated erect cock pulses in the air with the beat of his heart, and Vulpie waits.


  “You tease!” Polar says, grinning.


  “Can’t rush it!” Vulpie replies, showing his fox teeth playfully. Vulpie watches the much larger male’s cock twitch until he knows it is time to continue. Vulpie’s bright orange fur is stunning in the light coming in through the window. When he leans forward, he opens his mouth and swallows the white furred wolf’s dick once more, causing Polar to release an overwhelmingly receptive sound.


  The powerful wolf sends his right paw gently to Vulpie’s head and strokes his ear while the fox pleases him. Vulpie slurps and smacks his fox lips, making sure to drool more and more spit all over Polar’s hard cock, keeping it utterly messy and lubricated. It is absolutely beautiful to Polar. He begins gritting his teeth again, the pressure of an orgasm building once more. He can feel his cum moving back into his cock, making it super sensitive.


  Now Vulpie starts using his teeth to skillfully yank on Polar’s cock while sucking, making the white furred wolf wince and laugh in pleasure. It never hurts, but Vulpie takes him right to the edge of it. “OH! YOU’RE SO FUCKING GOOD!” Polar groans with his eyes closed, grimacing with extreme pleasure. Vulpie hums again, this time making a new and even cuter noise.


  When Vulpie deep throats the wolf’s cock again, Polar actually wails a bit. The strong wolf drools, keeping his eyes closed tight and he clutches the back of Vulpie’s head. The glorious little fox rhythmically swallows all of the wolf’s manhood, adding in random teeth yanking to make it feel unbelievably wonderful.


  “OH GOD VULPIE! OH GOD!” Polar breathes, tears brimming in his eyes due to him holding them closed so tight in pleasure. He opens them, squinting, and watches the fox. “BEST I’VE EVER HAD!” Polar confesses with a moan of ecstasy. Vulpie hums a muffled laugh while he continues to suck.


  Polar sweats profusely, making the leather couch under him wet. He pants faster and faster, expecting Vulpie to bring him to an orgasm soon. Vulpie pounds the back of his inner throat against the head of Polar’s fat cock while he works, something that would gag anyone else, but the little fox seems to never lose control. Polar releases his grip on Vulpie when he feels the beautiful fox boy raising his head.


  Vulpie pulls his muzzle back and smacks his soaking wet mouth free from Polar’s pulsating cock and gasps loudly in entertainment. Spit flies from his mouth and hangs from the wolf’s dick. Polar instinctively reaches to stroke himself, as his cock is throbbing madly with the beat of his heart.


  Vulpie pushes the much bigger male’s paw away and taunts him, waving his fox finger and claw.


  “No no no! Let me handle this!” Vulpie says, grinning.


  “You’re fucking torturing me!” Polar gasps, squinting in need. “I have to cum so bad! Right now!” He clutches the couch, abstaining from stroking himself while his cock begs for more pleasure.


  Vulpie watches carefully, eying Polar’s erect tool as it throbs. Somehow Vulpie has anticipated Polar’s climax a second time and refused it, making the buildup of pressure in Polar’s tool beyond imagination.


  “I’m gonna make you cum your guts out!” Vulpie taunts and Polar is so thankful when the fox leans forward and slurps his wolf cock into his fox jaw again. The brief pause made it possible for Polar’s climax to subside a second intense time, and now as Vulpie pleasures him, the sensations are utterly magnificent.


  Polar gasps in ecstasy when he feels Vulpie touch his wolf balls with his right paw. While Vulpie sucks his cock, he rolls them around in his hand, using his claws to tantalize. He scratches the bottom of Polar’s large balls and massages them skillfully. The feeling on both his cock and his sack is so wonderful Polar groans loudly once again.


  Vulpie slurps and sucks hungrily, drooling even more spit all over Polar’s cock. Just as Vulpie promised, his drool has run down and soaked Polar’s furry white balls. Vulpie sends his claws behind Polar’s balls and massages the wolf’s perineum, the fur and skin between his balls and anus.


  Polar moans loudly, not knowing why he is surprised Vulpie is familiar with that trick as well. The young fox has clearly demonstrated that he is a master of performing gay oral sex. The fox with brilliant orange fur and a streak of white up his front uses Polar’s perineum to further control the ridiculous amount of pleasure he gives the wolf. By pressing up on the wolf’s perineum, it makes Polar feel as though his cock is being worked all the way inside him, even to the prostate.


  Polar can’t remember the last time he whined during sex, or if he ever even has, but he does now. He wails loudly in bliss and growls with his predator snarl as he badly needs to cum. Vulpie takes his claws from Polar’s perineum and quickly uses them to press down on the space between the wolf’s testicles, rubbing the centermost part of the balls, finding the same nerves that connect to the perineum and prostate, just in another spot.


  Polar moans into inevitable climax. Vulpie is ready. He quickly uses his right foxy paw to take hold of the wolf’s big dick while Polar cringes in ecstasy, his orgasm on its way. Vulpie sucks and slurps Polar’s cock with hungry ferocity, making the sensation better than anything Polar can remember as his cum rockets up through his cock.


  When it finally blasts free and into Vulpie’s eager mouth Polar yells loud enough to be heard outside the house and in the street. He cums wave after wave of messy wolf semen into Vulpie’s mouth while the fox sucks up all of it. The wolf snarls loudly, grimacing in unimaginable pleasure, watching the small fox consume his seed.


  Vulpie doesn’t miss a drop of Polar’s cum even though the load is massive enough to fill his entire mouth. He shows just how good he can be and Polar’s cock, balls and insides ache with extreme pleasurable pressure as he ejaculates a gigantic amount of thick semen in the fox’s muzzle. Each mighty shot of cum makes Polar spasm wonderfully. When he is done, he can barely move, feeling as if he has just cummed out his entire insides.


  Vulpie continues to faithfully suck and slurp Polar’s cock, using his fox tongue to rake in and swallow the entire load of wolf cum. He sucks longer than necessary, before finally removing his mouth from Polar’s dick and giving him a huge grin.


  “How was that?” Vulpie asks, and wipes his mouth playfully. Polar breathes heavy, still reeling from the unimaginable orgasm. Vulpie opens his mouth and proudly displays to Polar that he swallowed every bit of his cum, playing with the savage part of every man’s desire to have someone take all of their seed and see proof of it no less. Vulpie closes his mouth and licks his lips, smiling. “You taste great!” The fox proclaims.


  “Where the hell did you come from?” Polar asks, grinning with awe. “You’re a fucking sex beast!” The white furred wolf compliments while sweating. Vulpie laughs, proud. He gets up off his knees and crawls onto Polar and the couch, snuggling up to him.


  “Are we relaxed now?” Vulpie asks warmly.


  “I don’t have words to describe that!” Polar breathes, grinning.


  “Now you’ve had an empty slurpy!” Vulpie responds. Polar sends his right wolf claw to the left side of Vulpie’s orange and white furry face and clutches his fur. He yanks on the fox’s face fur playfully.


  “Where have you been all my life?” Polar says, showing Vulpie a little of his strength. Vulpie breathes with his mouth open happily.


  “Did I do good?” Vulpie asks with cute pseudo innocence. Polar smirks, loving how delightfully shameless the beautiful fox boy is. He lets go of his face.


  “You don’t think wolf cum is bitter?” Polar asks, smiling.


  “No your cum is yummy!” Vulpie responds, and pats the wolf’s muscular chest with his small fox claws.


  “Then I’m definitely going to make you do that again sometime.” Polar replies.


  “You needed that didn’t you Mr. Polar?” Vulpie asks mischievously. Polar uses his wolf paws to grope Vulpie’s fully clothed body, enjoying the slim little fox’s physique.


  “So what can I do for you?” Polar offers. He smiles, still enjoying the afterglow of the biggest climax he can remember. “After that, I’ll give you anything you want.” Polar tells Vulpie, and strokes the fox gently.


  “Ummmm.” Vulpie says in thought. “Well, can you take me shopping?”


  “Sure.” Polar answers. “Do you want some new clothes?”


  “Yeah, maybe a shirt or two.” Vulpie answers. Polar watches him think. He sees the fox has plenty of ideas.


  “You can ask for more.” Polar tells him, grinning. “I owe it to you. You’ve given me the best weekend of my life!


  “Aw, really?” Vulpie replies, grinning with his small fox teeth.


  “You’re incredible.” Polar tells Vulpie with a loving face. He massages Vulpie with his wolf claws, feeling the orange fur underneath the fox’s clothing. He is absolutely infatuated with the fox kid. All Polar wants to do is have him every day.


  Polar drives Vulpie to Lancers mall in his black sports car. The day is sunny and they get out and head inside. Vulpie is wearing the black jeans and white shirt he had on Friday, when they first met, and Polar sports khaki colored pants with an expensive shirt. He is very well coordinated, all of the colors matching his shoes.


  “Want to buy an orange shirt to go with that phone and your fur?” Polar taunts as they walk.


  “Oooo! Then I would be flaming!” Vulpie replies and Polar laughs. “Let’s try Sun Crest! That’s where I usually shop.” Polar follows Vulpie, admiring the fox’s bushy cute tail. As they walk, Vulpie turns heads and Polar notices.


  Women look at Vulpie in amazement and then humor as they think his super bright orange fur and stature is cute. Straight men look at him and think “there goes a homosexual.” After passer byes see Vulpie they get a look at Polar, walking with him, and most of them make the connection.


  Polar is taller than any wolf man he passes and his coordinated look and impressive strength make women eye him with interest, she-wolves and vixens both. Being a long time homosexual, he barely notices anymore. Women just have never fulfilled the raging need he gets. He watches Vulpie as he walks, and that need rises instantly. The sight of his small soft male frame makes Polar want to take him, and he fantasizes about it briefly even though he has had him twice already this weekend.


  Polar smiles to himself, remembering just how good the sex has been. His balls still ache from Vulpie’s masterful blow job. He reaches down and touches Vulpie’s left paw as they walk. Vulpie looks up and smiles happily. They hold paws together while they head towards the Sun Crest store.


  Now other animals around them know for sure that they are gay lovers and many of the women are absolutely dismayed that Polar isn’t available. The women look at Vulpie and sigh, jealous. Along the way they pass by men who sneer and grimace at the sight of them holding paws. An intimidating glance from Polar is all it usually takes to make one of them look away.


  Polar follows Vulpie into the Sun Crest store. The place is full of stylish clothing that is aimed at youths. Polar remembers when he was many years under thirty two and envies Vulpie. He realizes he doesn’t even really know how old Vulpie is. He knows he is at least eighteen, because he rents his own apartment. It prompts him to ask anyway.


  “Vulpie, how old are you by the way?”


  “Oh, I’m nineteen.” Vulpie replies and grins. “You don’t have to worry.”


  “Good.” Polar says and smiles. He follows the fox to a rack of shirts. Vulpie uses his fox paws to sift through them, blue eyes wide in interest. Polar can tell Vulpie enjoys to shop, and he is glad. Now he has a way to thank him for the incredible sex acts. “See anything you like?” Polar eagerly inquires.


  “Oooo! I like this!” Vulpie says and pulls out a small men’s blue t-shirt with a stylistic design on it. He inspects it. Vulpie is a perfect fit and since he is slim like a knife, it will show off his lean frame. He hangs the shirt over his front and looks up at Polar. “What do you think?”


  “Looks good on you.” Polar answers. Vulpie keeps it and looks through some others. He finds a pair of khaki pants and tries them on in the fitting room, as well as the shirts. Vulpie is flawless in everything he puts on, sized for an adolescent boy or small man and Polar enjoys watching.


  When he is satisfied with two shirts and the pair of pants, he looks up at Polar. “Okay.”


  “That’s all you want?” Polar asks. “Are you sure?”


  “Well… They’re twenty a piece.” Vulpie answers.


  “I said you can get whatever you want. Go and find some others too.” Polar says and offers to hold the clothes. Vulpie gives them to him and smiles thankfully. He reaches up and gives Polar a quick kiss. Polar’s heart throbs with love. He doesn’t care about the money. Secretly, he was prepared to spend one hundred or more on clothes if Vulpie wanted it, but Vulpie has approached the shopping a lot more conservatively than he expected.


  All Polar cares about is pleasing Vulpie so he will continue to date him. He was so lonely before the sexy little fox burst into his life this weekend, and he has no intention of letting him go. While Vulpie looks at new shirts and talks to Polar occasionally, the white furred wolf compares his new relationship to his last one and it completely reinforces his desire to solidify one with Vulpie.


  At first, Polar and Donner had a strong relationship and it lasted for two years, but then it ran into problems. Donner was a wolf like him and they could exchange powerful sessions of love making but their personalities began to clash constantly when they weren’t fucking, and even when they did, Polar didn’t feel love with Donner. He enjoyed the sex but Donner seemed to want to control him and was angry at life, especially of how hard it is to be gay. Polar, in contrast, adapted long ago and is much more mature.


  Polar has just come out of spending three months alone, before Vulpie. The fox’s energetic, eager and enthusiastic reception of him has given him just what he needs and he knows he wants more. He wants so much more. He knows Vulpie is thirteen years younger but being with him has rejuvenated his life. The fox is fun and super cute. Plus Polar has gotten the best sex he has ever had in his entire life with Vulpie. The fox can’t fuck Polar like Donner could, but there isn’t a better submissive partner that exists.


  Both times Polar fucked Vulpie the fox boy wanted him to. Sex is always so much better when both partners need it desperately and Vulpie is undoubtedly extremely horny. Polar has always dreamed of fucking a gay fox but never imagined he would find one this amazing. Vulpie’s looks and charm are surreal.


  “What are you thinking about?” Vulpie asks, smirking. Polar blinks and smirks back.


  “Nothing.” Polar replies.


  “You were staring off into space!” Vulpie says playfully.


  “Just waiting on you.” Polar answers and smiles happily.


  “Okay, I’ve got all the good stuff. The rest is blah.” Vulpie says, holding three more shirts. He heads to the counter and Polar follows. He puts down what he has and Polar adds the two shirts and one pair of pants he was holding. The cashier rings it up and Polar pays for it with cash.


  Vulpie gets two bags from the cashier and thanks her. Polar follows Vulpie out of the store and Vulpie looks up at him while they wander.


  “Thank you.” Vulpie says.


  “Don’t mention it.” Polar says and winks. “What do you want to do now?”


  “I dunno.” Vulpie answers. “Hey, want to go see a movie?” The fox asks with excitement.


  “Sure. After that I’ll take you out to dinner.” Polar responds.


  “Oh wow! Okay! What do you want to eat?” Vulpie answers with his cute voice.


  “Why don’t you pick after the movie?” Polar suggests.


  “You’re gonna spoil me!” Vulpie laughs.


  “You’re worth it, kid.” Polar replies, and embraces him with his left arm. The fox nudges up against him warmly even in public. Some male wolves present sneer at the sight of their intimacy, but Polar doesn’t care. Vulpie apparently doesn’t either. He is completely carefree.


  They walk together through the mall, looking at some other stores until they get back to Polar’s car in the parking lot. Polar and Vulpie get in and drive off, heading down the city streets towards a cinema.


  “I’m going to miss you tomorrow.” Polar tells Vulpie as he drives. He looks over at the cute fox. “I’ll be thinking about you all day and probably will be working late.”


  “Oh you’ll see me! I promise!” Vulpie answers, and makes a mischievous face.


  “What at work? I’m going to be busy.” Polar replies. He lets out a breath of content and looks over at Vulpie. “So where are you from? Where did you live before moving into Sufias City?”


  “Here and there.” Vulpie answers, his voice not as energetic as usual. Polar takes note.


  “Yeah I moved around a lot when I was younger.” Polar continues. “What home town did you come from?”


  “I don’t know.” Vulpie answers, sullen. Polar blinks.


  “You don’t know?”


  “Nope.” Vulpie responds.


  “What? What’s wrong?” Polar asks. Vulpie is quiet, something Polar has never seen. “Is that a touchy subject?”


  “I don’t want to talk about it.” Vulpie replies. Polar is concerned. He sees Vulpie is tense, not a characteristic he usually displays. He drives off the interstate and stops at a shopping strip to get a chance to talk. “Why’d you stop here?” Vulpie asks.


  “Why are you so upset?” Polar replies.


  “I’m not upset; I just don’t want to talk about where I came from.” Vulpie says, his voice growing hot. Polar reaches over and touches the fox’s leg with his paw.


  “Hey…” Polar says tenderly. “I’m sorry.”


  “I don’t have one, okay!” Vulpie snaps. It is the first time he’s ever yelled at Polar. Polar squints, seeing Vulpie is very upset.


  “You don’t have a family?”


  “No.


  “No relatives?”


  “NO!” Vulpie growls.


  “Oh my god!” Polar says with a penitent voice. “I’m so sorry! Forgive me, Vulpie. I didn’t know that.”


  “Forget about it.” Vulpie says. “Let’s just go to the movie.”


  “We will, but I care more about you being happy than like this.” Polar responds. Vulpie looks at Polar and he has a cool expression. It fades away and slowly he becomes the Vulpie Polar knows.


  “Sorry about that! I get mad when I have to talk about it.” Vulpie tells Polar. “I don’t know why.”


  “What happened to your parents?” Polar asks quietly.


  “I’m an orphan.” Vulpie answers and Polar shakes his head.


  “You poor thing! I had no idea! It must be so hard for you…” Polar says with sympathy. “And you’re out there trying to survive all by yourself?” Vulpie nods. “Oh Vulpie, I’m such an idiot! I shouldn’t have pressed it.”


  “No, I’m just a baby.” Vulpie says and smiles.


  “You don’t have to do that.” Polar tells him.


  “Do what?”


  “Smile when you’re not happy.” Polar explains. “It’s kind of a defense mechanism for you, isn’t it? I’m not judging I just understand.” The white furred wolf says carefully. He reaches over and hugs Vulpie with his right arm. “It’s okay.”


  “Now you’re gonna leave…” Vulpie says, looking like he is going to cry.


  “No!” Polar says, shaking his head. “No, no, no, no! I am not going to leave you.” Polar tells him warmly.


  “Yes you will!” Vulpie says and starts crying. Polar turns off the engine, gets out of the driver seat, gets out of the car and walks around to the passenger side where Vulpie sits. He opens the door and picks him up gently. Polar sits back in the passenger seat, holding Vulpie in his arms, and shuts the door.


  He embraces Vulpie tightly, holding his fox face to his wolf chest. Vulpie clutches him. “I love you.” Polar whispers. “Do you hear me? I wouldn’t have said this so early before, but it’s the truth! I love you, Vulpie and you have a family with me.” Vulpie looks up at him, tears soaking his facial fur.


  “I’m damaged goods, Polar.” He whines. “You just don’t know it.”


  “That’s not true.” Polar replies. He holds him to his chest protectively.


  “No, I really am! You have no idea!” Vulpie whimpers. “It’s all too late…”


  “Too late? What’s too late?”


  “I have nobody… And… Nobody wants me!” Vulpie says, choking on his own tears.


  “Calm down… Calm down…” Polar whispers, while he rocks him in his arms.


  “I can’t! Now I’ve made you hate me!” Vulpie whimpers.


  “Not in the slightest.” Polar honestly answers. “I had no idea it was so hard on you. You have every right to feel this way.”


  “I bet you don’t break down and cry like this.” Vulpie says sadly.


  “When I was younger I did.” Polar responds. “It doesn’t matter to me that you’re not perfect. Nobody is. I certainly am not!” Polar laughs, trying to cheer Vulpie’s spirit. “This just came out at a bad time, that’s all. Right?”


  “Right.” Vulpie says, looking vulnerable.


  “I don’t think any less of you and I’m still just as crazy about you!” Polar says, smiling.


  “Really?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yeah.” Polar answers and squeezes the fox lovingly. “We all need a good cry once in a while.”


  “I can’t believe I ruined it all like this!” Vulpie says, shaking his head. “We were just riding along and I had to go crazy!”


  “Hey, I brought up your family.” Polar reminds Vulpie.


  “Are you mad at me?” Vulpie asks quietly.


  “Of course not.” Polar answers warmly. He licks Vulpie’s fox face with his wolf tongue, making Vulpie grin.


  “That tickles!” Vulpie laughs.


  “What, this?” Polar asks, and playfully licks him again with his wolf tongue. Vulpie giggles. A silent moment passes while Vulpie looks into Polar’s blue eyes and he moves up and kisses him. Polar embraces Vulpie and returns the kiss slowly, lovingly.


  “I uh… Did have a foster family.” Vulpie says and Polar shushes him.


  “Tell me when you’re ready. If that’s now, go on.” Polar says sympathetically. At this, Vulpie smiles and lets out a long breath.


  “Mr. Polar, I’ve never ever met someone like you.” Vulpie tells him happily.


  “Well I’ve never ever met someone as cute as you.” Polar responds and Vulpie grins. Polar looks at the cute fox with an atoning expression. “It’s my fault for doing this to you.”


  “What do you mean? I’m the one crying like a baby, twice this weekend!” Vulpie responds, wiping his eye fur.


  “No, it’s me.” Polar tells Vulpie gently. “It was the same with that phone call you got. I do this every time in a relationship. I push too hard even when I know I shouldn’t. I knew you didn’t want to tell me about your family yet, but I had to claw my way over you until I made you upset. The truth is, I just wanted to move our relationship too fast. I latched onto you and tried to smother you.” The wolf strokes the fox lovingly. “I forced you into telling me we were definitely going to date, even though we only met Friday because I wanted you so badly. I wasn’t fair when you told me it was too early and I refused. I should have respected your answer.” Polar strokes the fox’s ears gently.


  “That’s not it.” Vulpie replies quickly. “I want us to stay together!”


  “Then will you forgive me?” Polar asks.


  “Of course!” Vulpie answers and smiles. He hugs the wolf and the wolf embraces him tightly.


  “Are you okay?” Polar asks. Vulpie nods. “You sure?”


  “Yep. Thanks… For everything.” Vulpie answers. Polar gives him a quick kiss and gets out of the car, walks around and gets back into the car’s driver seat. He turns on the engine and looks over at Vulpie.


  “You want to go home or the movie?”


  “The movie.” Vulpie says, smiling. “And I love you too…” Polar freezes at hearing Vulpie say those words. It’s what he’s dreamed of for two days. “How’s that for pushing a relationship?” Vulpie asks playfully. Polar smiles happily and Vulpie gives him a big cute grin.


  Polar drives them back onto the interstate and turns on his media player, filling the car with a selection of interesting music. His taste is different than Vulpie’s preference of techno and computer enhanced artists, so it interests the fox.


  “Who’s playing that?” Vulpie asks about Polar’s choice of music.


  “Greenbac Liled.” Polar answers proudly. “You like them?”


  “Yeah, it’s nice!” Vulpie says with enthusiasm. “It’s kind of relaxing too.”


  “I didn’t think you’d be into this kind of music.” Polar replies with a smirk. “See what you’ve been missing?”


  “Have you seen them in concert?” Vulpie inquires.


  “Once, yeah.” Polar answers. “It was when I was about your age actually.”


  “I love going to see bands play!” Vulpie tells him. “The loud music and all of the fireworks at Rennonava is kick ass!”


  “Oh yeah, that’s that band you went to go see Friday, right before we met!” Polar says with interest. “Now you’ve got me interested. We should go see one together.”


  “That’d be awesome!” Vulpie says happily. “I’ll get you into techno rock!” Vulpie says, laughing.


  “I’m too old for that.” Polar responds, smirking. “But I’d love to go with you anyway.”


  “Aw, you said you were too old to dance last night and you had some good moves!” Vulpie tells him.


  “I guess that’s what you could call them.” Polar replies, and starts laughing. Vulpie laughs with him.


  “Let’s do it then!” Vulpie proclaims with excitement. “Later let’s find a concert to go to.”


  “Okay.” Polar answers happily. He is ecstatic, and can’t help but grin. Anything that confirms he will be spending more time with Vulpie sounds great to him. He watches the beautiful little orange furred fox as he talks and catches himself staring, and has to remember that he is still driving.


  “I’ll look forward to that all month.” Polar tells Vulpie. They arrive at the movie theater, and the parking lot is still pretty full even though it is a Sunday evening. The line to get in isn’t too long but they still have to wait a bit. As they do, every animal that sees Vulpie stares because of his super bright orange fur.


  Polar and Vulpie discuss which movie they want to go see and buy tickets. They have to wait twenty minutes before it starts, so they go in and meander about. Polar’s eyes widen as he sees two of his longtime friends. They are gay as well, and he didn’t expect to meet them here.


  One is a completely gray furred wolf, and the other has solid black fur. They are standing together in the red carpeted lobby and when they see Polar approaching, their eyes light up.


  “Hey Polar!” The gray furred wolf says in surprise.


  “Hey Mitch.” Polar says back and looks to the black furred wolf. “Lance, what’s happening?”


  “Just going to see some flick.” The black furred wolf answers. Both of them are slightly shorter than Polar. The white furred wolf is taller than nearly every wolf he passes. Vulpie walks up next to Polar and looks up at them with his blue eyes full of excitement.


  “HELLO!” Mitch says, grinning and looking down at Vulpie. “Is this your new boyfriend?” He asks Polar.


  “Yeah, Vulpie.” Polar answers. He looks at Vulpie and introduces him. “Vulpie, this is Mitch and Lance, two of my best friends.”


  “Hi!” Vulpie says with his characteristic cute voice and Lance and Mitch grin.


  “Oh my god he’s sooooo cute!” Mitch says gleefully, looking down at the fox. “Look at that orange fur!” Vulpie noticed instantly that both of them were gay and he enjoys them groping him visually, running their wolf eyes over his soft slender body.


  “Isn’t he?” Polar asks, laughing with pride, looking down at Vulpie. “I only met him Friday.”


  “Wait… You’re THE Vulpie?” Mitch asks, grinning at Vulpie.


  “The one and only!” Vulpie says in pride. Mitch and Lance exchange delighted wise glances. They look at Polar, making excited and entertained expressions. Their faces tell just what they’re thinking and Polar can’t help but grin. “You didn’t tell me your friends would be here!” Vulpie says happily. He looks over the two fit wolves with interest. They notice him eying them and so does Polar.


  Polar isn’t jealous. He’s delighted at having the chance to show Vulpie off. He looks down at Vulpie and pulls his wallet from his pocket.


  “Do you want to get a drink or anything?” Polar offers, alluding to the movie concession store. Vulpie takes his wallet and smiles.


  “Yeah, I’ll get a diet drink! What kind do you like?” Vulpie asks.


  “Whatever.” Polar answers and smiles. Vulpie waves at Polar’s friends and they nod as he walks away, still within sight, to the concession counter. Lance whistles while Vulpie steps away, watching the fox’s tail.


  “You hound!” Mitch laughs, looking at Polar. Polar grins and looks over at Vulpie, biting his wolf lip happily.


  “Where did you get him?” Lance asks with wide eyed wonder.


  “Picked him up at the Red Rock Bar.” Polar answers proudly, looking back to Mitch and Lance.


  “He has the cutest fur I’ve ever seen!” Lance says, still watching Vulpie from a distance. He looks to Polar. “How did you land that fox?”


  “He’s amazing!” Polar answers while smiling. “I’ve never had so much fun!”


  “I bet!” Mitch says, laughing a bit. Lance grins at his partner and laughs as well. Mitch stares at Vulpie from afar, and licks his wolf lips. “Mmmm! That’s one beautiful fox boy!” He declares. “What I wouldn’t give to have a go with that!”


  “You had him already?” Lance asks with eyes wide in interest. Polar grins.


  “How was he?” Mitch asks. “Is it true what he does?” The gray furred wolf smirks. “In bed?”


  “So you know about that?” Polar inquires. At this, both Mitch and Lance laugh heartily.


  “Who doesn’t?” Lance asks.


  “Yeah, Vulpie gets around, Polar.” Mitch says to his old friend. “You know that right?”


  “Yeah…” Polar says and smiles contently. “I know it, but I’m doing my damndest to keep him! He’s mine now!”


  “Polar, honey, you can’t control that one.” Lance tells Polar with a very gay voice despite his muscular build. “He’s too wild!”


  “You saw the way he looked at us.” Mitch adds.


  “Oh, you have NO idea how wild he is!” Polar answers with a grin.


  “No we don’t know, why don’t you tell us?” Mitch replies with enthusiasm. Polar just smiles. Lance listens eagerly as well as his partner. Polar looks to Vulpie to make sure the fox isn’t in ear shot.


  “Two times already this weekend, plus the absolute best blowjob I’ve ever had!” Polar tells them. Lance whistles again.


  “And you just met Friday?” Mitch asks incredulously. Polar nods. “Damn! The stories are true then!”


  “Good to see you getting some action, Polar.” Lance tells the white furred wolf. “He’s a HUGE improvement over Donner.”


  “Tell me about it.” Polar responds and nods. “It was getting pretty bad for a while there. I couldn’t stop blaming myself for it.”


  “Donner’s a bastard. Forget about him.” Mitch says.


  “Oh, I definitely have.” Polar replies. “Vulpie and I have something special.”


  “Vulpie’s the perfect way to get back in the game, but trust me; you can’t tie him down.” Mitch tells Polar gently.


  “I think I can.” Polar replies. “I’ve been working on him all weekend and it’s looking really good. He wants to go to a concert with me and even offered to come see me at work.”


  “Really?” Mitch asks in surprise. “Wow. I heard he’d fuck and run.”


  “Normally, probably yes.” Polar says and laughs. “But we’ve really clicked. I think I’m in love.”


  “You only met him Friday.” Mitch comments.


  “Yeah, but I believe it might be love at first sight.” Polar responds.


  “Polar, you’re really sweet. You always have been. Just don’t let yourself get hurt if he decides to run off.” Lance advises.


  “He won’t. I’m going to make sure.” Polar says with a smile.


  “Well if anyone could keep him, it would be you.” Mitch compliments.


  “Thanks.” Polar responds.


  “He wouldn’t… Be interested in a foursome, would he?” Lance asks, making an extravagantly obvious gesture. Mitch slaps his partner playfully. Polar thinks it over and smirks.


  “Well… If that’s what it takes to keep him, maybe.”


  “Are you serious?” Lance asks, very excited.


  “I’m going to give him what he wants. If that’s what he needs, sure, I’d be open for you guys to get in for some action.” Polar offers.


  “Shut up!” Mitch says happily. “Wow! Thanks Polar!”


  “You’re the best, P!” Lance says, grinning.


  “I think that’s how to rope him in. He just needs it, bad.” Polar says, grinning mischievously. “He’s mine but I know what he wants. He knows I know what he wants, and I’m gonna give it to him.”


  “That would be incredible!” Mitch breathes, looking at Vulpie from a distance.


  “I might suggest it if I think he’s getting bored.” Polar offers once more. “But not more than once, guys.”


  “We love you Polar!” Lance says, smiling.


  “Yeah…” Polar says, thinking. Vulpie comes near them and is standing beside him before he realizes it. He has a big diet drink.


  “I got you something to suck on.” Vulpie says playfully to Polar, pointing at the second straw in the cup.


  “Oh thanks!” Polar laughs and Mitch and Lance just watch, enthralled at the sight of Vulpie’s soft body. Vulpie immediately takes over the conversation with his charm.


  “So what are you going to see?” He asks Mitch and Lance.


  “Last Lands Left.” Lance answers. “It’s supposed to be really good.”


  “We are too!” Vulpie says happily. “I love movies because you never know what is going to happen in the dark!” Vulpie’s innuendo almost makes Mitch and Lance laugh. Polar smirks. He doesn’t attempt to stop Vulpie. He likes to see him flirt.


  “Yeah, it’s always a surprise.” Mitch replies.


  “It’s good to have someone to hold on to with a scary flick too.” Polar says, and Vulpie looks up at him with a clever face as he replies.


  “Yeah! I might grab you because it’s so long and hard to sit through one like that!” Vulpie says, his second allusion making Lance laugh.


  “Well I’ll be there for you.” Polar answers.


  “That’s good.” Vulpie says, and pauses, smiling. Everyone knows he isn’t done yet. “Maybe you can reach around and hold me if it gets too scary.” Mitch and Lance both laugh this time and so does Polar.


  “He is too much!” Lance says in amusement.


  “What?” Vulpie asks with pseudo innocence. “That’s why I don’t like scary movies!” He continues playfully. Mitch gives Vulpie a knowing look.


  “Now you be good to our friend Polar. He’s one of the nicest guys there is.” Mitch tells the orange furred fox.


  “Mr. Polar is wonderful.” Vulpie says, and snuggles up to Polar’s right side. Polar wraps his wolf arm around the fox and smiles.


  “Alright, well we’ll see you later. Have fun.” Mitch tells Polar and Vulpie. He leaves with Lance, heading down the hall towards the movie theater. Polar looks at a nearby clock in the cinema lobby and sees that the movie is starting soon. He and Vulpie follow them down the hall.


  “You have really cool friends!” Vulpie tells Polar.


  “Yeah, I’ve known them for years.” Polar answers. They enter the movie theater and pick a spot at the top in the darkness, the only light coming from the screen. It isn’t too crowded and Polar holds Vulpie’s paw as they sit together.


  “Thanks for the drink!” Vulpie tells him.


  “No problem.” Polar responds, shrugging it off. He leans over and takes a drink from one of the straws in the drink as it sits between them in the cup holder. As the movie starts, Vulpie is fixated on the screen as trailers for up and coming movies show. Anything with action and sex has him completely enveloped in interest.


  Polar glances to his side and watches Vulpie enjoy himself. He loves how much the fox lives in the moment. Vulpie doesn’t wait to have fun. The orange furred fox chats with Polar between each trailer and Polar listens, just happy to be with him.


  The movie plays. “Last Lands Left,” is about some of the struggles the world government faced before its founding, most importantly, the Great War. The movie focuses on the story of a young rabbit forced to use his mind to aid in the war. The rabbit is played by Kaylen Hiar, the most well-known celebrity. It has plenty of action, with Kaylen Hiar working alongside the military and meeting with several interesting wolf and fox characters.


  Polar enjoys the movie, but after an hour and a half of it, his interest begins to drop. He has seen many movies with similar action scenes before. Leaning back in his chair, he notices Vulpie is still riveted. There is a big battle on screen and the little fox watches with wide eyes and his mouth slightly agape.


  Polar smirks in amusement. He assumes Vulpie is fantasizing about being the winner of that on screen fight. Polar can see Vulpie imagining himself right in the thick of the battles.


  The white furred wolf is happy their choice in entertainment has kept Vulpie’s attention. Keeping Vulpie happy is Polar’s goal. He can’t bear to think of being alone again, especially after experiencing the adorable fox boy. Vulpie relishes the movie killing, grinning now. Polar relaxes, having his head turned towards the screen but secretly looking over at him. Vulpie’s delight reminds Polar of his youth when he used to love war movies as well.


  Polar stretches his right arm behind Vulpie’s back and rests it around him. He grasps the fox warmly. Vulpie looks left to Polar with an excited look on his fox face.


  “Oh! So much Killing!” Vulpie says with a mischievous voice. “It’s beautiful!”


  “They’re taking them out.” Polar replies, smiling.


  After the movie they head back to Polar’s car and get inside. Polar lets Vulpie choose where they eat dinner, like he promised, and Vulpie suggests a restaurant that Polar likes, “Meherester.” Meherester is an upscale place to eat, but it isn’t necessary to come dressed in anything particularly formal.


  They get a booth table and Vulpie gets in, Polar sitting down behind him on the outside. They sit next to each other, Polar much larger than Vulpie. Other guests in the restaurant watch them, some more tactful than others. It’s obvious that they are gay. The sight is unusual, especially with someone as big as Polar and someone as small and cute as Vulpie. A waitress comes to them, a female cat with brown fur and a nametag saying Brittany.


  She is very nice, seeming more interested in serving the gay couple than bothering them.


  “Hello, I’m your waitress, Brittany.” She says. “Would you like to try any of our specials tonight?”


  “What do you have?” Vulpie asks and she rattles off a list of steamed cooked, roasted and grilled meals. Vulpie finds a kid’s meal sized burger.


  “Give me the junior cheeseburger deluxe.” Vulpie tells the waitress and Polar looks to him.


  “Are you sure that’s what you want? You can get anything.”


  “Yeah. That’ll be fine.” Vulpie says happily. “It’s all I want.”


  “Okay.” Polar says and looks to the waitress. “I’ll take the steak plate dinner.” His order comes with a lot of food to feed his big wolf body.


  “Great, what to drink?” Brittany asks.


  “Water.” Polar says.


  “Me too.” Vulpie says as well.


  “It’ll be just a few minutes.” Their waitress says and leaves. Polar smiles at Vulpie, who is trying to sit up tall in the booth oversized for him. The fox leans forward and puts his small furry arms on the table. Polar does the same, relaxing, and puts his right paw on Vulpie’s left.


  “Aren’t you hungry?” The white furred wolf asks him.


  “Yeah.” The fox answers. “But there’s no reason for me to splurge. I don’t like fat.”


  “Yeah, but you’re in perfect shape.” Polar tells him. “You can afford to eat a little more now and then. I wanted to get you something great.”


  “Oh their deluxe burger is fantastic!” Vulpie answers with a smile.


  “I’m hungry! I can’t wait for that steak.” Polar says and licks his wolf lips.


  “Thanks for all of this today! It’s been great!” Vulpie says, and nudges close to Polar. Vulpie straightens and Polar joins him in a quick kiss.


  “I want you to have a good time.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly.


  “I’m so glad I met you!” Vulpie tells him with a smile. Polar wants to ask Vulpie when he is going to get to see him again next week. He hesitates after having blundered with asking about Vulpie’s family earlier in the night. He wants him to be a part of his life so badly. He raises his eyebrows when Vulpie sends his left paw to his belly.


  Vulpie strokes Polar’s muscular white furred abdominal muscles through his shirt while they sit and wait on their food. “Ooooo… You’re so strong!” Vulpie breathes.


  “You like muscles don’t you?” Polar breathes back. Vulpie nods, with a wild look in his eyes. Polar lets Vulpie massage his white furred body in different places, all of it done discretely in the restaurant.


  “So what are we doing after dinner?” Vulpie asks mischievously.


  “I don’t know.” Polar says and grins. “Is this what you want to do?” He asks while the little orange fox pets him.


  “Well you did make me a promise, remember?” Vulpie taunts. “Last night?


  “When?” Polar asks, smiling.


  “You said if I kept flirting with you you’d have to take me home and fuck me!” Vulpie tells him. “And here I’m doing it again!”


  “Well then don’t worry; I’m a man of my word.” Polar responds and grins. Vulpie bites his lip with his fox teeth playfully before licking his lips.


  “It smells good in here!” He says, looking around. The aroma of cooking food fills the restaurant with wonderful fragrances.


  “Yeah, you’ve got great taste. I like to eat here a lot.” Polar replies. They wait for a few more minutes, and before long Brittany returns with their food. Vulpie gets his junior cheeseburger and Polar the steak plate. Both are hot and ready to eat. They thank their waitress as she leaves.


  “This is the good stuff.” Polar says, looking down at his steak. He takes a fork, stabs a piece, and puts it into his wolf mouth. Polar relishes the taste of the cooked meat and smiles. While he eats, Vulpie tears into his cheeseburger hungrily. The fox eats half of it in a matter of seconds and then puts it down, waiting to let the first of it digest.


  “Are you sure you’re going to have enough?” Polar asks, looking over. Vulpie wipes his mouth with a napkin.


  “Yeah, it’s good!”


  “I’ve barely started here.” Polar says.


  “I’m not as big as you. I just don’t need as much.” Vulpie replies with a perky tone. “It’s how I keep my figure.”


  “You’ve barely eaten anything all weekend!” Polar tells him. The wolf uses his fork and knife to cut off a sizeable piece of his steak which he impales with his fork and gently puts on Vulpie’s plate next to his burger. “Eat that.” Polar tells him.


  “Oh, come on! I’m not hungry!” Vulpie replies.


  “Yes you are!” Polar laughs. “I’ll not have you starve yourself tonight! Now eat it.” Vulpie doesn’t argue with the wolf. He smiles when Polar gives him the knife and he uses it to cut the donated piece of steak into smaller ones. He hands the knife back to Polar and the wolf watches Vulpie eat two pieces.


  “Good?” Polar asks. Vulpie moans happily.


  “Delicious!” Vulpie answers in bliss.


  “You’re a predator too, foxy.” Polar taunts. “Have some meat.” Polar and Vulpie eat together and Vulpie enjoys the extra steak Polar gave him. They both have enough to be satisfied and when the waitress returns, Polar pays with his credit card.


  At the checkout desk Polar buys four mints and gives Vulpie two. They leave the restaurant and get back into Polar’s car. Before Polar starts the engine he looks to Vulpie.


  “Well…This is our last night of this amazing weekend.” Polar tells him warmly. “Do you want to go to my place, or do you want me to take you back to your apartment?”


  “Do you have more work to do tonight?” Vulpie asks.


  “No.” Polar answers, hoping Vulpie will come home with him again.


  “You made me a promise! You didn’t lie did you?” Vulpie asks playfully.


  “I was hoping you’d say that!” Polar says with a wolfish grin.


  When they arrive at Polar’s home, the wolf and the fox go into his house slowly. Each senses the other’s desire to take their time before making love. They prepare for a little bit, using the bathroom, showering, and freshening up with Polar’s cabinet full of male perfume.


  Vulpie is the last to finish and he comes out of the bathroom into Polar’s bedroom smiling. He smells wonderful, having put on some of Polar’s amazing body sprays. Polar wears a white robe that matches his fur and is naked underneath. He keeps his muscular wolf body concealed for the time being. Vulpie only wears his boxers, the rest of his lean soft fox body naked.


  He walks to Polar and they embrace. Polar bends down to kiss Vulpie, who stands on his tip toes. After they part muzzles, Polar pulls Vulpie gently and walks towards the door.


  “Come on, let’s go downstairs.” Polar says warmly.


  “Not in the bed?” Vulpie asks with a grin.


  “My couch folds out. It can be much nicer.” Polar replies and leads Vulpie down into the den. Polar works with the handles on the side of his leather couch and manipulates it so its back leans down flat, creating a makeshift bed. He then turns on his digital video device to play music, selecting a compilation of nature tracks. Polar keeps the volume low, to enhance the mood. The wolf then goes and adjusts the lights in the room, making it a little dimmer, to create a seductive tone.


  Vulpie waits patiently while sitting on the couch. Polar walks over and gets on the couch, crawling onto the fox. Vulpie moans as the wolf kisses him and he clutches his powerful furry body through the white robe. Polar reaches with his strong claws and pulls down Vulpie’s boxers.


  “Let’s get rid of these!” Polar says, grinning in the act. He exposes Vulpie’s deliciously cute white furred crotch, a beautiful contrast to the rest of his bright orange fur. The fox’s small cock is excited. He then holds Vulpie’s knees still and moves his wolf muzzle between the fox’s legs. Polar licks Vulpie’s fox cock with his rough wolf tongue and Vulpie gasps at the sensation. Polar stops for a moment and taunts him.


  “You’re not the only one who knows how to work a tool…” Polar coos, and swallows Vulpie’s little fox dick into his big wolf mouth. Vulpie whimpers, loving the feeling of being powerless while the predator sucks on his foxhood. He reaches forward and clutches Polar’s powerful head while the wolf performs oral sex on him.


  Vulpie gasps and moans in pleasure, Polar’s technique very good. The wolf uses his big tongue and long muzzle to suck mainly on the head of Vulpie’s small cock. Vulpie is extremely hard within moments, loving the wet sensation. Vulpie’s heart beats fast, making the blowjob feel even better.


  When Polar stops he smirks and removes his robe, tossing it aside, showing Vulpie his powerful naked body. The white furred wolf crouches down near the edge of the leather sofa bed. Vulpie wonders what he is up to. The fox sees him pick up some items from the floor he must have brought downstairs while Vulpie showered earlier. The cute orange furred fox grins, seeing the things in Polar’s claws.


  “Some toys!” Vulpie says happily. “I didn’t think you’d be that kinky!”


  “I’ve been doing this a long time, kid.” Polar responds, and gestures for Vulpie to sit up straight. The fox obeys. Polar grabs Vulpie’s lean fox legs and slides two leather straps around his ankles, one for each foot. A taught bridge of leather between the two now ensures that Vulpie’s legs will be held together in a submissive position by the connecting strap. The strap allows his ankles to be about a foot apart.


  “Oooo!” Vulpie laughs with delight. He adores the muscular white furred wolf as he fits Vulpie with another piece on his naked body. Polar straps and tightens a studded leather collar around Vulpie’s neck that sports an attached chain. The wolf straps the leather handle on the other end of the chain around his right powerful wrist. He tests the chain that now holds Vulpie captive by pulling on it slowly, bringing the fox forward by his neck. The little fox yelps in excitement.


  “You took care of me this afternoon. Now let me take care of you.” Polar tells Vulpie with a loving voice. He reaches down and grabs the strap between Vulpie’s ankles with his left paw and pulls Vulpie’s legs up and then sideways on the couch, making Vulpie lie on his side, exposing his cute fox bottom.


  Vulpie’s entire ass is brilliantly orange furred except for the delicious streak of snow white fur that runs just under his tail, over his anus and perineum and colors his fox balls. Seeing Vulpie’s tail end gives Polar an erection quickly. He reaches down and finds the tube of lubricant he left earlier when Vulpie was showering and uses it to soak his wolf cock with his right paw.


  Vulpie submissively lies still on his side, breathing in excitement and looking up at the powerful wolf. Polar strokes his cock, lubricating it well, while he looks over the fox boy that waits with eager anticipation.


  “Mmm! Put it in me Polar!” Vulpie begs with his super cute voice. “Give me that wolf cock!”


  “You want it deep inside you?” Polar asks while using his left claw to massage Vulpie’s furry bottom.


  “Oh yes! All the way! Give me all you’ve got Mr. Polar!” Vulpie adds with enthusiasm that makes Polar grin. When he finishes lubing his cock, he drops the tube away and strokes himself a bit more. Polar loves how Vulpie plays on the wolf fox taboo. Wolf and fox sexual relations are already considered unnatural when heterosexual. Polar and Vulpie’s homosexual escapades give Polar the greatest arousal he has ever experienced. He can’t wait to fuck the fox.


  Vulpie makes it difficult to hold back a quick pounding, while he swishes his bushy orange furred tail playfully. Polar bends his stance on the carpet and aims the head of his fat throbbing cock into Vulpie’s anus slowly. Vulpie smiles on the couch while Polar gently slides his cock inside the fox.


  Polar is careful not to hurt Vulpie, as the first insertion is usually the most painful, but as always, Vulpie only seems to derive pleasure. It causes Polar to push the full length of his tool in Vulpie’s ass with a wonderfully cute yelp from the fox. The sound from Vulpie is a willing invitation. Polar’s cock feels so good inside Vulpie’s tight anus. It causes Vulpie to clutch the sofa with a gasp and Polar moans loudly.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie thanks loudly. “Oh yeah!” Polar’s mission is to please Vulpie as much as possible this time. He intends to forsake his own need just to give it to the fox at any speed or angle he chooses. This will be the last time this weekend Polar will have a chance to get Vulpie off, and he intends to make him cum so hard there won’t be any way the fox will stop dating him.


  Polar slowly and rhythmically pumps Vulpie’s ass with his wolf cock, clutching the fox’s rear as he works. He watches Vulpie enjoy the sensation. Vulpie looks up sideways at Polar while the wolf works on him and gives him an enthralled grin.


  “Is that nice? How do you want it?” Polar breathes down to Vulpie, showing his teeth. He knows Vulpie loves being dominated, so he puts on an aggressive face.


  “Deeper!” Vulpie replies, smiling mischievously. At this, Polar uses his muscular legs and lower body to thrust hard and powerfully in the fox’s ass, doing it rhythmically, with slow retractions and fast deep insertions.


  “Oh you want it DEEPER huh? You fucking little bitch!” Polar growls, knowing his words are just want Vulpie wants to hear. He watches Vulpie wince and grimace now, the full hard length of Polar’s tool ramming deep inside him causing pain and great pleasure. Vulpie whimpers, clutching the leather sofa under him.


  Laying sideways on the couch makes it hurt more for Vulpie to take it in the ass, but the position is very satisfying. Polar keeps his claws tight on Vulpie’s soft rear while he continues to invade the fox’s hole with his full giant length. Vulpie starts to whine, panting with his eyes shut.


  “Tight little fox ass!” Polar growls playfully through his teeth. “You like that don’t you? You want more!”


  “Turn me over!” Vulpie begs.


  “That’s right; let me get on top of you!” Polar says with his new sensual dangerous voice. He pulls out of Vulpie, making the fox yelp, and grabs the straps between Vulpie’s ankles. Polar easily pulls the fox’s legs up high, holding them with the strap, and re-inserts his cock into the fox now in a missionary position. Vulpie’s tail twitches as Polar’s wolf tool penetrates him again.


  “There we go. Now I can fuck that little fox ass so much better.” Polar taunts.


  “Oh fuck me Polar! Fuck me!” Vulpie begs while Polar pumps his ass with his wet cock.


  “Beg for it.” Polar responds.


  “Fuck me please!” Vulpie whimpers, getting pounded.


  “Say it again!” Polar demands, grinning through his teeth.


  “PLEASE FUCK ME!” Vulpie moans loudly. “Just like that! YEAH! Oh yeah!” Polar is overwhelmed with excitement. The nymphomaniac fox makes him so horny.


  “Oh GOD you feel SO good!” Polar breathes, no longer using his aggressive voice. He fucks Vulpie at a fast speed, pushing the fox’s little legs back over his front to get a better angle. His white furred balls slap on Vulpie’s tail stem while he plunges his cock inside the fox.


  Polar almost forgets that he wants to get Vulpie off first and fights the amazing pleasure so he can ask what to do next to make it feel better for his fox partner. Vulpie strokes his little fox cock while getting fucked.


  “Is that enough?” Polar taunts with a warm loving voice.


  “NO! DON’T STOP!” Vulpie cries out, squinting in pleasure. The fox whimpers and gasps for air. “Get! Get behind me!” Vulpie breathlessly requests.


  “Okay.” Polar answers and pulls out of him. He quickly removes the straps from Vulpie’s ankles, freeing the little fox to move his legs. Polar tosses the straps aside and Vulpie drops his legs before rolling over on the couch, getting on all fours almost instantly as if by instinct.


  Polar crawls on the couch with his throbbing erection and pushes Vulpie’s orange tail aside, mounting him. He aims the head of his cock into the fox’s anus and penetrates him again, making Vulpie gasp. Polar does as well. It feels magnificent. Polar grabs the choke chain attached to Vulpie’s neck collar and pulls back on it, making Vulpie arch his back and whimper.


  “Oh you’re so GOOD!” Polar breathes, getting his cock all the way inside Vulpie again and again. Vulpie continues to masturbate while Polar fucks him and keeps him yanked back with the chain. The white furred wolf releases the tension on the chain and Vulpie gasps for air. Polar didn’t choke him long enough to bother the pleasure, only enhance it.


  Polar’s wolf tongue hangs out of his mouth while he fucks Vulpie. The fox boy makes him so horny he can’t think of anything else but cumming deep inside him, giving him his entire wolf load. Vulpie’s ass is very tight despite its frequent use.


  “GOD! I’ve never been with someone as tight as you!” Polar breathes.


  “DEEPER!” Vulpie begs and Polar moans with desire. He can only think of one way to give Vulpie more, having already put his entire length and girth in him so many times. Polar stands up partially behind Vulpie and mounts him again, this time, keeping his knees bent and feet on the couch. He penetrates Vulpie from on high, and Vulpie naturally bends forward, raising his rear to receive what Polar gives.


  Polar has to put both of his claws on Vulpie’s back and clutch his orange fur to stabilize himself while he slams Vulpie’s ass like a piston. The wolf has never gone to such lengths to please a partner, but it definitely is what Vulpie wants. Underneath him, Vulpie whines loudly in ecstasy, having his ass hammered hard.


  “Right there! RIGHT THERE! Oooo! RIGHT THERE!!!” Vulpie whines loudly. Polar is pleased he’s fulfilling Vulpie’s need, and increases his speed as much as he can. The way the white furred wolf fucks Vulpie would cause great pain to any normal partner, even a wolf. Polar is amazed that Vulpie can take so much with his little fox hole and still wants more.


  Polar watches Vulpie press his face and claws into the leather couch under him, the fox’s mouth gritting with effort. It is the look of extreme pleasure, but Polar knows it has to hurt. Polar breathlessly gasps for air and moans while he monster fucks Vulpie. He expected Vulpie to give in at some point, but the little fox hasn’t and doesn’t look like he’s going to until he climaxes.


  Polar’s cock aches with need. He’s ready to cum but knows he has to hold his wad if he’s going to get Vulpie off the way he wants. Their sweaty fur glistens as the fucking continues. Polar grits his teeth, both in exhaustion from the effort of fucking Vulpie and the need to cum.


  Suddenly Vulpie cries out underneath Polar and the white furred wolf gasps in relief when the orange furred fox’s anus tightens on his cock. The fox cums at last, and lets out a loud incoherent phrase, his words made nonsense by the extreme pleasure of his fox cock ejaculating. Vulpie lurches and drools, stroking his fox cock while it rockets out a generous amount of cum despite its small size. Vulpie’s fox anus squeezes rhythmically on Polar’s wolf cock with each ejaculation from his penis, making Polar’s dick feel amazing.


  Polar is proud of himself for completing his mission. With as much ass-pounding as Vulpie has received, the fox has to be delirious with pleasure. Polar also knows that once a male partner climaxes, the pleasure turns to pain if they are still getting fucked, so he quickly fucks Vulpie as fast as he can in a race to get out his own cum.


  Polar howls loudly and ejaculates a thick messy load of wolf semen into Vulpie’s fox anus with hard powerful thrusts, his pace dropping off as he enjoys the magnificent release. After several waves of gushing semen into Vulpie’s ass, Polar feels exhaustion overtake him and he leans forward on Vulpie a bit before pulling out and sitting next to the fox. A trail of cum follows his big dick from Vulpie’s beautiful fox hole as he pulls out and Vulpie rolls over onto his side, breathing hard.


  The fox has an incredibly tired look on his face, and he stares off at nothing, enjoying the afterglow of the sex immensely. Polar’s climax has left his cock and balls aching as well, and he is overjoyed to see the overwhelmed expression on Vulpie’s face. The little fox looks as if he’s had all of his energy pounded out of him. He lies helpless in ecstasy.


  Polar slowly grins, his throbbing cock feeling so wonderful from the ejaculation, but it’s his pride in giving Vulpie the ultimate anal orgasm that pleases him most. He can see Vulpie is completely spent. The orange furred fox has gotten everything he could have wanted. Polar knows he definitely hit Vulpie’s P Spot with the angle he used during the monster fuck, having rammed his cock down past the fox’s prostate over and over.


  Judging by the way Vulpie screamed during his sudden climax, Polar knows it had to feel massively fantastic. He continues to watch Vulpie, who just lies still and breathes, silent. Eventually Polar says something, grinning.


  “Well… Was it good for you?” The white furred wolf asks and Vulpie looks over at him with his blue eyes. Vulpie slowly makes a giant grin. Polar pants expectantly.


  “That…Was….AWESOME!!!” Vulpie says with glee. The wolf crawls next to him and lies down next to the much smaller fox, looking into his eyes. Vulpie attempts to warm up to Polar, but his testicles shock him with pain. He reaches down and holds them with a grimace. Polar sees and smirks proudly.


  “Those balls are sensitive aren’t they? That’s what happens when you get your prostate pounded! It hurts right under the jewels.” Polar says, smiling with his wolf teeth. Vulpie grins with one eye open.


  “No pain no gain!”


  “I didn’t know if you were ever going to cum!” Polar replies with a laugh as well. Vulpie crawls to Polar and kisses him hungrily. Polar embraces him, delighted at the fox’s thankful response. They kiss over and over and Polar breathes, relaxing.


  “I want another one!” Vulpie says mischievously.


  “You have to be kidding!” Polar replies with a laugh. He pushes Vulpie playfully with his paw. “I’m exhausted!”


  “Yeah but you’re so good!” Vulpie responds. “How about it?”


  “You’re crazy, kid.” Polar says with a smile. “Absolutely crazy. You’re a fucking nympho if I’ve ever seen one!” Vulpie lies down with a pseudo sad face, looking at Polar like he’s been deprived of his favorite toy. Polar grins with amusement. “You’re too cute.”


  “I know. I’m trying to make it work for me!” Vulpie says and smiles.


  “I’ve got to work tomorrow. I won’t be able to stand if I keep going like this!” Polar tells Vulpie and touches Vulpie’s face gently. He pets Vulpie’s fox muzzle and ears lovingly. Vulpie closes his eyes, smiling. They lay together for a while longer and eventually Polar confesses what he is thinking.


  “This has been the best weekend I’ve ever had, Vulpie.” He says to the orange furred fox.


  “Mine too!” Vulpie responds, grinning.


  “I wish it would never end.” Polar says and sits up. Vulpie does as well and snuggles up to the wolf.


  “Will you drive me home?” Vulpie asks.


  “No, you can walk.” Polar taunts and Vulpie smacks him playfully.


  “Of course I will.” Polar says and lovingly licks the fox’s head. They get dressed and exchange phone numbers eagerly before eventually getting into Polar’s car. Polar drives Vulpie to his apartment and when the fox gets out, holding the bags of clothing Polar bought him, Polar already feels lonely. Polar walks with Vulpie to his apartment and Vulpie unlocks the door to his place. He turns around and they exchange a final warm kiss.


  “Call me next week, okay?” Polar asks after parting muzzles with the fox. “I’ll be busy tomorrow, but the rest of the week we can do something after work.”


  “Okay!” Vulpie answers and smiles. He makes a very clever face. “Polar…”


  “Yeah?” The white furred wolf asks.


  “I’ve got a surprise for you. Be ready for it.”


  “A surprise? What do you mean?” Polar asks, looking down at the clever fox.


  “Goodnight.” Vulpie says and goes inside his apartment. Polar waves and walks away, confused at the fox’s last words. He gets in his car and while driving home, Polar wonders what in the world Vulpie could have been talking about.


  Vulpie.Net


  Polar comes into work at Illehas Corporation at eight a.m. He’s always on time. It’s one of the factors that have allowed him to get promoted many times. He used the elevator to ride up to the sixtieth floor, where he works with the rest of the financial creation group.


  Dressed in perfectly tailored, clean and sharp business attire, the white furred wolf comes into the FCG room looking great. Not only is he looking good, he feels wonderful thanks to his magnificent weekend with Vulpie. He passes by many cubicles, where most of the workers do their tasks.


  Polar has his own office, but before he heads into it, he usually goes into the recreation room and gets some coffee. Inside, he sees the wolves he works with the most, the ones that were with him Friday night in the Red Rock Bar after work. Mark, the lead trouble maker and gray furred wolf, is of course, talking while the rest of the group listens.


  James is there, another gray furred wolf, looking as if he is hung-over from his weekend. Scott, the brown furred wolf with a temper, is arguing with Mark over something. And Brock, one of the bigger wolves, Polar’s size, seems to be ignoring all of them, just drinking his coffee. When the group sees Polar come in, Mark immediately stops arguing and grins. Polar knows it’s coming.


  “What’s up Polar?” Mark asks.


  “How’s it going fellas?” Polar replies while going to the coffee machine. He sets up a cup to brew.


  “Two of us got laid this weekend.” Mark says, looking at the other guys with a smirk.


  “It doesn’t count when you pay.” Scott says, aiming his taunt at Mark.


  “Fuck off. She wanted it and was all too easy!” Mark replies. He looks at Polar who makes his coffee quietly with a small smile. “You could say, she was as easy as Vulpie!” Mark taunts and Polar turns, looking at them with a smirk.


  “Aw that’s right! Looks like someone’s got a new tail buddy!” Scott laughs.


  “He did, look at him smiling.” Mark says, laughing. “Never say I don’t give good advice, right Polar?”


  “This time you were right.” Polar says with a smirk and takes a sip from his freshly brewed cup of coffee. Scott laughs.


  “All the pillows at his house have fox teeth marks on em now!” Scott laughs. Polar smiles, letting them rag on him for a bit.


  “That fox is gonna be limping next time you see him!” Mark says, snickering.


  “Actually…” Polar says with a smirk. “You wouldn’t believe how much he could take.”


  “Boy’s a pro huh?” Brock asks in disgust.


  “It was beautiful!” Polar says, and can’t help but grin.


  “A wolf guy and a vixen, now that’s hot, but you and a boy fox!” James says and shakes his head.


  “What, I’m not good looking? You thought I was cute the other night.” Polar responds, handing the insult right back to James.


  “I don’t even want to know.” James says. Polar looks at Mark.


  “Mark, I had to work on the Telan account all day Sunday because you didn’t get those ratios done.” Polar says, using his authoritative voice. He’s over all of them on the chain of command.


  “I told you I didn’t have time.” Mark says, getting serious.


  “Well we need to make time.” Polar answers, using his diplomatic skills. “When I don’t get those reports, it makes me look bad, and then all of you. What am I supposed to tell Bram today when he asks why they aren’t finished? We have the meeting with lions group at noon.”


  “Yeah I know.” Mark says and sighs. “I swear I’m working as hard as I can.” Polar doesn’t push it any further. James, Scott and Brock all had their information ready for Polar last Friday. Mark was the only one behind.


  “I think I can fill in the gaps this time.” Polar adds. “But in the future, make more time for it so I don’t have to.”


  “Alright boss.” Mark says respectfully. After the showing of authority, Polar knows the best thing he can do is leave the room at this point. He takes his coffee and heads into his office that overlooks the city. It isn’t an especially large one, but still one of only six at the top of the building.


  Polar sits his coffee down and turns on his computer, sitting behind his desk. While he waits for it to come on, a flashing thought of Vulpie runs through his mind. He catches himself daydreaming about the boy fox even before he gets to work. The thought disappears when he sees his desktop on the computer screen, and all of the accounts he has to work on before noon.


  The white furred wolf doesn’t waste any time. He gets started on the projects immediately, hoping to be prepared for the meeting. He opens each of the account folders necessary for the presentation to the Lions Group and spends the next forty minutes making sure each detail is in check with what the accounting department sent to him.


  He picks up the phone and calls the general assistant in a cubical across the room. She is a brown rabbit, one of the poor species that never get paid much for what they do. Polar sympathizes more than most wolves due to his nature.


  “Melissa?” He asks through the phone.


  “Yes Mr. Arctic?” Melissa answers, using his last name.


  “The Lions Group Presentation looks good. I’m going to email it to you. Please have all of it printed half an hour before noon so I can check it one last time.”


  “Yes sir.” The assistant says and hangs up. Polar knows he can depend on her. Rabbits are very hard workers, feverish, especially when having to work with carnivores. One of Polar’s bosses walks into his office, a gray wolf named Justin Gerald.


  “Polar!” Justin says, coming into his office. “Good weekend?”


  “Oh, the best.” Polar says, standing up and smiling. He walks out from behind his desk and stands with Justin.


  “That’s great. Are we going to have the Lions Group Project ready on schedule?” Mr. Gerald inquires.


  “Yes. I went over the numbers myself yesterday and then again this morning. I’m having Melissa print them out now. You guys can sell this, I’m sure.” Polar answers optimistically.


  “If we do, remember, there’s a bonus in there for you.” Gerald tells Polar with the standard office voice.


  “Who cares? I do it because I love the work.” Polar says with grim humor. He knows it’s the kind of humor Gerald enjoys and his superior smirks. Gerald puts a claw on the fellow wolf’s shoulder.


  “Great! I’ll put you in for overtime.” Gerald tells him, making another grim joke.


  “What are you trying to do, bust my balls?” Polar responds tactfully. He’s learned very well how to handle the tedious every day interaction between superior and subordinate. Now that Polar has subordinates himself, he can recognize even better how to handle his own bosses.


  “Just keep up the good work. I can always depend on you.” Gerald tells him, and walks out of his office. Polar looks at the cubicles through his office window. He walks back behind his desk and sits down with a sigh.


  At noon, Polar is ready. He picked up the report from Melissa, who did a perfect job of preparing it, and enters the board room. He saw the Lions Group members arrive a few minutes ago, all tigers. The CEO and CFO of Illehas are present and Polar quietly sits down at the conference table while the CEO, Mandrake Felpin, an old gray wolf, discusses various things with the tigers.


  Polar sits next to his co-workers, another gray wolf, Bob Harris to his right, a she-wolf, Jenna Kale, to his left. He discusses some things with them while the meeting builds, Mandrake talking to Velfa Nasda, the tiger CEO of Lions Group, in all irony.


  Illehas Corporation is selling a high end financial program that aids in everything from stock selling to accounting. It is one of their best selling products, and Illehas Corporation begins by showing a PowerPoint presentation after dimming the lights. Bob Harris gives the presentation and Polar watches along with the rest of those present. Sometime after this stage of the meeting is over, Polar is planned to go over the Lions Group report he prepared, but first Mandrake Felpin decides to show the men and women tigers of the Lions Group a video about Illehas and their product.


  The PowerPoint board raises and reveals a flat screen high definition television underneath that comes on. The group watches ten minutes of the Illehas selling video until something cuts it short. Suddenly the television turns off and all of the lights in the building blink off then on again. Everyone looks around and Mandrake stands up in confusion. He isn’t about to let his deal get ruined by technical difficulties if he can manage it.


  “What happened to the video?” Mandrake asks. Before long an assistant brings in the company IT manager, Philip Niche, a cheetah.


  “Phillip, what’s wrong with the video?” Mandrake demands while the CEO of Lions Group waits.


  “I don’t know.”


  “You don’t know? Fix it!” The wolf growls. Polar taps his company pen on his report, watching the conflict unfold.


  “Sir, we’ve lost computer signal throughout the building.” Philip responds.


  “What?” Mandrake asks with wide eyes. There is a beeper on Philip’s belt and it gives off a sound. The cheetah picks it up and reads the message.


  “Right, none of the computers are responding.” Philip reiterates.


  “Well why the hell not?” Mandrake responds, using a voice that only CEOs can get away with. “We’ve planned for a month to have Mr. Nasda come see us and this is what happens? Unacceptable!” One of the Lions Group member’s cell phones beep and the tigress assistant to Velfa Nasda takes the call.


  “We’re doing everything we can, sir.” Philip assures the CEO.


  “We don’t have to watch the video but how can they trust us with our product if our TVs don’t even work!”


  “The video comes from a feed in the mainframe downstairs. Since the computers are down, so is it.” Philip answers. Polar notices Nasda’s tigress assistant whispering something to him. The CEO of Lions Group grows wide eyes and asks her something in return.


  “Unbelievable.” Mandrake says and Velfa Nasda raises his tiger claw to interrupt.


  “It’s happening to us as well.” The CEO says and everyone in the room is drawn in with confusion.


  “What?” Mandrake asks.


  “Maybe… This is some kind of power failure?” Nasda says with surprise.


  “Your home office is two hundred miles away.” Mandrake says, sitting down slowly. A few minutes pass while Mandrake thinks out loud. Nasda’s assistant gets another call and the group listens attentively. The assistant whispers something else to him.


  “They say it is happening everywhere, not just companies.” Nasda announces. “No computers work.”


  “It must be a terrorist attack?” Mandrake asks quietly. “We should turn on the news networks somehow to find out!”


  “No TV either.” Nasda adds. “They tell me nothing works.” A silent moment passes and Mandrake thinks. He stands.


  “Apologies ladies and gentlemen, but I guess we should postpone this meeting until we know what is going on. Nasda nods and stands, the rest of his company officials getting up as well. Polar makes a point to wait until the guests leave before he stands up. Mandrake speaks with Nasda all the way through the sixtieth floor, and they almost leave in the elevator, when one of the workers shouts out some news.


  “I can see something!” A dog worker proclaims. Both of the CEOs stop with their hosts and wait. “On the computer screen, in the bottom corner.” At this, everyone crowds around the computer until it is noticed that the same small object is in the bottom corner of every single computer on the floor.


  There is a flat screen TV on the wall at front of the room facing the elevator, frequently used for running the stock market channel. Mark looks up and sees the same small object displayed in its bottom right corner.


  “What is it? What does it say?” Nasda asks, coming back into the room.


  “It’s orange font. It says…. Vulpie.Net.” The dog worker replies. Polar blinks when he hears this. His entire body is overcome with a wave of heat and he squints in confusion. He disbelieves what he has heard.


  “What?”


  “V U L P I E . N E T.” The dog worker spells out for all to hear. Hearing it a second time, Polar almost loses his balance as he stands near a cubicle. A chill runs up his wolf spine. Mark, James, Scott and Brock all look at Polar from different places in the room. Polar stands so still he looks like a statue.


  Suddenly, every single computer on the floor, as well as the flat screen TV in the work room and conference room come to life. A loud sound bursts through the sixtieth floor, music, pop techno that begins to build from the wall speakers. An image appears on all of the screens, computer and television alike, of racing orange clouds that fades into the image of a robot wolf, huge.


  A chorus of a cute voice shouts, “Be happy.” In the background twice, and the robot wolf speaks, singing, afterwards. It begins a song as everyone stands dumbfounded:


  [Cute Voice]

  Be Happy!


  The cute voice sings, followed by the response of the robot wolf.


  [Robot Wolf]

  Come on let’s go get it on!

  [Cute Voice]

  Be Happy!

  [Cute Voice]

  Be Happy!

  [Robot Wolf]

  Come on let’s go get it on!

  [Cute Voice]

  Be Happy!

  [Robot Wolf]

  Everyone let’s go have some fun!


  The song is full of energy, and Polar’s fear is realized. Suddenly the image shoots to none other than the cute orange furred fox with a streak of white up his front, Vulpie. He wears a tight black outfit that is the sort of thing only seen in movies. It contrasts his orange fur and creates a Vulpie that appears like some sort of superstar; Polar has never seen anything like it before. Vulpie’s black shirt / jacket is partially unzipped, allowing his white chest fur to be displayed. Vulpie’s look is more than eye drawing. His appearance with the black futuristic clothing mixed with his outrageously bright orange fur creates a cute image that no one will ever forget.


  Vulpie begins to sing along with the robot wolf, while the background behind him changes constantly, as if he is literally inside a computer. Images behind Vulpie range to everything from deserts, to the sky, to mountain tops, shopping malls, schools, and even space. Somehow, Vulpie jumps and dances in every location as if he is actually there, and not super imposed. Vulpie shakes his head playfully and dances in a way only he can while he sings, making everyone watching utterly confused and shocked.


  Vulpie sings with his extremely cute and iconic voice, making him sound completely feminine and the song is very catchy, sexy in its aim.


  [Vulpie]

  I’ll never waste my time with boring normal stuff oh noes! ^.^

  Instead I’ll dance alive with wolfy happy boys who blow!

  [Robot Wolf]

  Follow me come on, we’ll get it on!

  Don’t hold back and have some fun!

  [Vulpie]

  I’ve got a feeling you would play with me all day! ^.^

  It doesn’t matter what you do, be happy let’s be gay!

  [Robot Wolf]

  Join the party, come dance with me!

  Vulpie’s rockin it! son you’ll see!

  [Vulpie]

  I’ll never waste my time with boring normal stuff oh noes! ^.^

  Instead I’ll dance alive with wolfy happy boys who blow!

  [Vulpie]

  Everybody get up, get loud and hug!

  I’m your friendly internet foxy thug!

  [Vulpie]

  Everybody get up, get loud and fight!

  We’re not holdin back, get crazy, alright!

  [Vulpie]

  Everybody get up, get loud and hug!

  I’m your friendly internet foxy thug!

  [Vulpie]

  Vulpie knows how to do things nice

  So listen sexy people, don’t make me ask twice!

  [Vulpie]

  I’ve seen you there, boring boy, you never play with us!

  You wanna have some fun, don’t fight it, don’t need to make a fuss!

  [Robot Wolf]

  Join the party, come dance with me!

  Vulpie’s rockin it! son you’ll see!

  [Vulpie]

  I’ve got a feeling you would play with me all day! ^.^

  It doesn’t matter what you do, be happy let’s be gay!

  [Robot Wolf]

  Join the party, come dance with me!

  Vulpie’s rockin it! son you’ll see!

  [Vulpie]

  I’ll never waste my time with boring normal stuff oh noes! ^.^

  Instead I’ll dance alive with wolfy happy boys who blow!


  As the song repeats its last chorus again, everyone present looks around and either laughs or holds their paws to their ears thanks to the music being loud. Some of the workers laugh loudly, seeing Vulpie dance, having no idea who he is, or what is going on. Mark runs up to Polar.


  “What the fuck is going on man?” Mark demands. Polar is so stunned by seeing his beloved Vulpie controlling everything that he almost doesn’t respond.


  “I don’t…Know.” Polar whispers.


  “You were with that kid this weekend right?” Mark asks with wide eyes. “That’s him!”


  “Yeah.” Polar answers with wide eyes. The CEOs of both Lions Group and Illehas watch with incredulous confusion and disgust. Vulpie flaunts his gayness proudly, but focuses more on letting everyone know that he’s in control. The song repeats once more, then ends, and the entire room is silent. The last image on the screen is an orange font on a black background that proclaims: “I OWN YOU.” With the message, is an extremely cute fox face, probably drawn by Vulpie and digitally included for fun. No one knows what to say. Some men and women start laughing once again. Finally Mandrake himself does as well.


  “What the hell?” He says while grinning. “Who was that…Fox Faggot?” Normally the CEO couldn’t get away with such bigotry, but given the circumstances, everyone but Polar thinks it is hilarious. Polar wants to disappear. He hopes Mark will not say anything. James, Scott and Brock are also nearby and watching Polar with wide eyes.


  “Oh my god, Vulpie…” Polar whispers.


  “He’s a fucking hacker!” Mark whispers loudly to Polar. “Remember?”


  “I know.” Polar says, thinking back to Saturday night when Vulpie played with the stoplights using only his phone.


  “What are you gonna do?” Scott asks.


  “I don’t know!” Polar growls. “I have no idea what he is thinking or how he did it!” He’s terrified soon the blame will come to him but his friends all amazingly keep quiet. Soon the room is full of laughter, as everyone discusses the phenomenon with glee despite the fact that none of their computers work. Polar sees Mandrake laughing with Nasda.


  Polar stands still, having no idea what to do. The computers all come back to their normal programming, as does the Illehas corporate video running in the conference room. The TV in the large work room returns to regular programming, the stock market channel. However, everyone can still see the small orange Vulpie.net logo in the bottom right hand corner of each computer or TV screen.


  The CEO of Illehas walks into the center of the cubicle work room and looks around. He picks up the remote control and turns the TV channel. He flips through several until he finds a news network on channel 9. There is a message that “An emergency news broadcast is currently being prepared.”


  “So that’s what the kids are up to these days!” James Ralph, a respected wolf businessman proclaims with a laugh.


  “That was the funniest thing I have ever seen!” Someone comments.


  “Yeah but what if all of our files are stolen or gone now?” Philip asks with a very upset face. “This is fucking BAD! We’ve just been completely hacked.” The cheetah walks through the cubicles and looks up at the TV Mandrake turned to the news channel. He grabs his cell phone from his belt and makes a call, and when Mandrake sees this, it gives him the same idea. The CEO of Illehas makes a call to someone, as do half of the animals present.


  “Did you know about this?” James asks Polar, standing close to his white furred co-worker.


  “No.” Polar answers.


  “Holy shit man!” Mark says, grinning. “They’re going to put him away for this!” Polar looks upset at the suggestion.


  “You’ve got to turn yourself in.” James tells Polar. “Come on man. You were with him last night! You even know where he lives!”


  “If Mandrake finds out I’m as good as fired.” Polar thinks out loud. “And this isn’t even my fault!”


  “He might let us off work because of this. Go to the cops then.” Brock advises.


  “Yeah man, but you have to!” James adds.


  “Why would he do this?” Polar asks quietly, looking incredibly worried. “Doesn’t he know how much trouble he’ll be in when they catch him?”


  “If he hacked the government, that’s the death penalty at least.” Brock comments. Polar puts his claws on his wolf face and clutches his muzzle tightly. He thinks about holding Vulpie when he had his breakdown Sunday night. He almost confessed this then. The wolf knows it.


  Channel 9 is now showing a government feed, as well as all of the others. Everyone can see the world government’s usual press podium now, and a gray furred wolf, the world president’s press secretary, walks up and stands behind it. The world government leaders are about to address the event.


  The world government’s press secretary takes a moment to settle the papers on the podium. It is clear that there are only a few reporters present and this announcement was obviously not planned.


  “Citizens of the world government...” The press secretary says, and everyone listens silently. The wolf looks directly into the camera. “As all of you have seen, someone has hacked into global media outlets. If you have witnessed this, be assured you are not alone. We have received confirmation that this technological attack has hit nearly every computer controlled device.


  This fox, is identified only as Vulpie at this time, by the suggested logo on media screens everywhere. Rest assured world government forces are already well advanced in finding and stopping this cyber terrorist immediately. It is the belief of this administration, that this fox or organization has control of every nation’s main computer systems.


  However, we strongly encourage everyone to remain calm. All species and persons are in the same situation. We are all connected, as are our financial and business markets. Though this terrorist has taken control of countless systems, it has been reported that he has been unable to penetrate bank securities around the world.”


  “BULLSHIT!” Philip yells loudly at the TV, and many look at him. “That’s not what my banker just told me!” The cheetah voices while the press secretary continues his message to the world.


  “It is advised that all business transactions and equally important market activities be halted until this crisis is resolved.” The press secretary says and pauses. Something makes him stop for a moment. “Also it has been reported that all hollow units, the robots that exist around the world, are also non responsive at this time.”


  “Holy fucking shit!” Mark whispers.


  “World government forces are working diligently to restore command but have not re-established this as of yet. Therefore, we encourage all citizens to go home and protect their families in case the machines no longer act socially appropriate.”


  “Oh my god.” The CEO of Illehas barks.


  “This is bad.” Philip repeats.


  “No trouble has been reported as of yet, due to hollow robot behavior, but safety is the highest priority of this government. Do not approach or try to manipulate any robot units you encounter.” As the whole world watches the broadcast, suddenly, the press secretary disappears and is replaced by Vulpie.


  A woman in one of the cubicles cries out in surprise when Vulpie shows up. He looks to be standing at the very top of an enormous skyscraper, the bright sunlight making his orange fur shine, and his face and upper body fill the screen.


  “That’s right!” Vulpie tells the world with his super cute effeminate voice. “Don’t worry, they’re not so bad! I’m going to take good care of them!” The orange furred fox gleefully says. Polar watches with his heart pounding in fear. “Take Mr. Big Tooth here for instance!” The fox says and outstretches his arm to the giant twelve foot robot wolf that was seen singing with him on the first broadcast.


  The camera pans back to Vulpie who continues speaking with his playful voice. “Mr. Big Tooth was developed by Delanson Corporation, contracted by the world government!” Vulpie tells the world with amusement. “He has a self-sustaining nuclear core that will allow him to function for more than five hundred years if necessary! Mr. Big Tooth was made to destroy enemy tanks! Since he’s a robot, bullets only make him irritated!” Vulpie makes a funny face. “But he wasn’t much on conversation before I reprogrammed him. Now he’s a really friendly guy!” Vulpie looks up at the giant menacing robot wolf, the camera following. “Hey Mr. Big Tooth! What does a good steak have in common with good sex?”


  At this, the monstrous robot smiles as if it were a real animal and responds with a frightening playful voice. “They’re both rare.” The camera pans back down to Vulpie, who looks extremely proud of himself. Vulpie disappears, and the world government press secretary returns, who looks surprised and concerned, having just watched the interruption himself. Someone in the Illehas corporation audience laughs. The press secretary hesitates before speaking, as if worrying Vulpie will immediately cut him off again.


  “We all can see what sort of person we are dealing with. He is by no doubt, the definition of a terrorist and seeks to frighten you, but his efforts will fail and when we find him, he will be brought to justice. The world government wishes for all of you to remain safe and respect that the law is still in place.” After the press secretary leaves the podium, Mandrake looks around briefly.


  “Go home.” he says, to all of the employees. The CEO of Lions Group leaves with his people and the workers start gathering their things.


  “This can’t be real… Tell me this isn’t real.” Polar says, shaking his head.


  “Fucking Crazy!” Mark says with a sneer. None of the workers manage to leave the room before Vulpie promptly returns to screens around the world with the sound of a building super energetic song. No one says anything, just watching, some in fear, many in anger, and many in entertainment.


  The hijacked computer systems around the world show Vulpie who once again performs a musical, this one, with a comical but threatening tone. The TV and computer screens show Vulpie singing, wearing the same black attire as earlier, and the feed appears to be live as before.


  The movie projects Vulpie standing on top of a ship in outer space, not wearing a space suit, completely healthy before switching to him standing with a group of robot wolves in a city who sing with him. The robots are the ones used in law enforcement, showing the extent of Vulpie’s power. As before, his voice is iconic as it is effeminate.


  Seeing robots sing with Vulpie is frightening, as their normal artificial intelligences don’t allow for much higher level thinking or any impressive social interaction. However, Vulpie has them singing and dancing alongside his movements. The sheer amount of precision they now display prove that Vulpie must have masterful control over the functions of millions of robots all over the planet. Vulpie swings his tail with his right paw briefly while he sings and dances, using the robots to help him with what seems to be a fully programmed musical number. The machines help him jump, land, slide, do anything to continue his charismatic number.


  In the midst of all of this, there are several flashes of war games and military grade machines engaging in the musical, bringing government official’s worst fears to life. While Vulpie sings and dances, hundreds of robots from around the world are shown partaking in his performance. He dances and plays with everything from programmable mobile artillery units to fully fledged tanks, giving him a ride to any scene he chooses. Vulpie plays alongside countless lethal war machines with glee. Vulpie’s movie shows him with gigantic war mechs, machines built for city sieges and robotic warfare. Also there are plenty of multi-legged robots that sport turrets used in gunning down enemies on a battlefield. The assortment of machines with him encompass military grade units from every nation. Vulpie slows the video for a moment to speak solely into the camera, taunting the audience, waving his fox claw while he prances through nuclear facilities.


  When this song ends, people are dumbfounded. Now there is a feeling of ill will, and fear. Vulpie’s display of weaponry has many questioning whether the cute fox is actually interested in starting a war. Polar looks to his co-workers. He is tight with anxiety and disbelief.


  “Can he actually control the robot military?” Somebody asks. It is what everyone is thinking. Polar can’t wait any longer. He leaves the building with some of the other co-workers but instead of returning home, drives downtown to the police station.


  Polar walks up to the front desk inside the police department, which has countless phones ringing from frightened citizens. He looks at the wolf behind the window.


  “Yes?” The policeman asks.


  “I need to report myself.” Polar says. “I know him. I was with him last night.”


  “Him?” The cop asks with wide eyes.


  “Vulpie.” Polar answers.


  “Stay there!” The cop says and quickly moves Polar on through the station with priority. It isn’t long before the police chief is involved and five Government Bureau of Investigation officers arrive to meet the white furred wolf. Polar is very cooperative and they are pleased, treating him well, even though they drive him to and hold him in a protective GBI office.


  Response


  Polar is still with the GBI five hours after they raided Vulpie’s apartment, finding nothing. Polar finishes telling the full extent of his relationship to an investigator, a black furred wolf named Druward. Two other government wolves are present as well. One of them is another investigator, named Rotick, a white and brown furred wolf.


  “You’re sure it’s him?” The investigator asks.


  “No doubt.” Polar answers sadly.


  “Well…” Druward says in thought. “We’ve been trying to find Vulpie for a very long time now. This kid is the world’s greatest computer hacker.”


  “I can’t believe this.” Polar replies. “He… I loved him.”


  “Sounds like he used you for sex.” Rotick comments, sneering. “We haven’t been able to catch him but, we have some of his biography on file. There is a long list of men Vulpie’s played with.”


  “We’re trying to contact all of them as we speak.” Druward adds. “They might be our only chance, as well as you.”


  “What do you mean?” Polar asks. The other government official is some sort of GBI technology professional, an older gray wolf.


  “This code that Vulpie has created, Vulpie.net, is unlike anything anyone has seen before.” The specialist says. “Every computer system it enters instantly loses control. He’s made some sort of viral weapon that answers only to him, and it changes so fast that we have no idea where to begin. In other words, all we may have as a bargaining chip at this point is you, because it’s clear he likes you, and maybe his previous lovers.”


  “Based on what you’ve told us, you may be his favorite.” Druward tells Polar. “We have no idea what he wants. He seems to have no motive. Maybe you could help us figure that out.”


  “I think he’s doing it for fun.” Polar says quietly. “I didn’t know about this side of him. I saw some of it Saturday night, but I had no idea he was capable of such things. If only he would have told me…”


  “The world government has teams working on this round the clock, but just how much work can we complete when Vulpie.net is on every one of their computers?” The GBI technology professional says. Druward raises an eyebrow and Rotick shakes his head. “The President has been briefed but even he doesn’t fully understand how concerning these security breaches are.”


  “I’ll help in any way I can, but what’s to become of my job?” Polar asks the Governmental Bureau of Investigation agents. “I work at Illehas Corporation as a manager in finance and account creation and it’s taken me years to get promoted to where I am. Knowing our CEO, he’ll have us all back for work as soon as possible and they’ll be questions about where I am.” Polar puts his claws together in thought on the table. “We were just about to finish a deal with Lions Group.”


  “Lions Group, one of the biggest movers and shakers in the business.” The tech professional comments.


  “Yeah.” Polar replies.


  “We’ll take care of that.” Druward assures, rubbing his black furred arm in thought. “Businesses do well that cooperate with the GBI, especially with this madness going on.”


  “Thank you.” Polar says and sighs. “But when they find out I was sleeping with Vulpie, I’ll never be able to live that down. They won’t trust me anymore.” He shakes his wolf head. “Nothing you guys can do about that though.”


  “If you help us, we’ll make sure they appreciate your contribution.” Druward tells Polar. The inspector is also a tall wolf and even though he is nauseated by homosexuals, he can see Polar is a very decent and fair man, and likes him. “I’ll put in a stop order on any action to have you terminated; it’ll be illegal to let you go or harass you because of this.” Polar’s eyes light up. “The government can’t have its witnesses worried about corporate drama and knives in the back when we’re busy trying to save the fucking world.” Druward thinks out loud.


  “Thank you.” Polar repeats, nodding. Druward leans back in his chair a bit.


  “But you stay in this until we get rid of Vulpie, even if it takes years, understood?”


  “Yes sir.” Polar answers.


  “Tomorrow we’re going to work with you and all the rest of Vulpie’s… Acquaintances at the GBI Headquarters. Get some rest and be ready to leave early.


  The GBI provides room and board for Polar while in their custody. They don’t police him around, but tell him which hotel to stay at for the night. It is a very nice one, as the government has unlimited funds. The white furred wolf calls home in his hotel room and speaks to his mother and father. He has to tell them about what is happening. Normally his sex life is his own business but now that the GBI will be using him while the search for Vulpie continues, he has to confess. He explains everything.


  “My job will be taken care of. They’ve promised to help me keep my position at Illehas by law if necessary.” Polar tells them. His mother and father are listening on a speaker phone hundreds of miles away. Polar’s she-wolf mother has always loved her son and accepted his homosexuality long ago. It took his father longer to adjust, but he as well recognizes that his son is still his son regardless of sexual preference. Polar’s mother and father love him unconditionally.


  “At least you’ll be safe.” Polar’s mother tells her son through the phone.


  “I can’t believe you got mixed up with that…Fox, but we’re here for you.” Polar’s father says.


  “Thanks.” Polar tells his parents warmly.


  “Stay safe.” Polar’s father says.


  “You too. I love both of you.” Polar tells his parents, and closes his cell phone, finishing the call. It rings almost instantly afterwards, surprising him. Polar opens it and puts it to his wolf ear again.


  “Your mom and dad sound really nice.” Vulpie says. Polar recognizes the iconic sound of the fox’s voice instantly.


  “Vulpie?” Polar whispers in shock.


  “It’s me.” Vulpie answers across the phone and Polar stands still, not knowing what to do.


  “Were you listening to my phone call?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah. I told you I had a surprise! What did you think of the entertainment today?” Vulpie replies playfully.


  “Vulpie, I cannot believe you did this!” Polar tells him. “Why didn’t you tell me?”


  “Tell you what… That I was going to take over the world?” Vulpie asks with an amused voice. “I don’t think you would have told me to go ahead.”


  “Do you know how much trouble you’re in?” Polar asks, looking distantly as if he can envision the orange furred fox.


  “Yeah, isn’t it exciting?” Vulpie replies gleefully.


  “No it’s not! You’ve ruined yourself! The entire world government is coming after you!”


  “They’ll never catch me.” Vulpie responds confidently. “Polar… Why don’t you come with me?”


  “What?” Polar whispers.


  “Come with me. I miss you.” Vulpie says with his cute voice. “I know you’re shocked about all of this, but now I can do all sorts of things for you. I control everything!”


  “You know I can’t.” Polar replies.


  “Why not?” Vulpie asks. “Those idiots will never beat the program I wrote. It’s my masterpiece. I can give you money and we can go anywhere in the whole world!”


  “Vulpie, you’re not thinking straight.” Polar tells his beloved fox.


  “I never think straight.” Vulpie answers, making a gay joke, but Polar is in no mood.


  “Listen to me… I care about you. I meant it yesterday when you cried and I held you. You just need help. What you’re doing won’t let people understand your pain.”


  “I’m not in pain.” Vulpie replies through the phone. “I’m a god now!”


  “No, it’s all going to come crashing down and then you’ll be all alone. Stop now while you can. Stop before someone gets hurt or worse!” Polar pleads.


  “Well, I tried Mr. Polar.” Vulpie replies with his cute voice. “If you don’t want to be a part of my new world, then okay.”


  Polar is upset the next morning. After sleeping in the government provided “High Inns” hotel, he awakes suddenly, dreaming about Vulpie. He sits up in his bed and realizes that yesterday was real. The craziness that he witnessed with Vulpie’s computer takeover actually happened. The quick playful phone call from Vulpie merited an immediate response last night, and he had to tell the GBI agents in their rooms nearby, which lead into another hour long interrogation.


  The muscular white furred wolf prepares himself in the bathroom and then leaves his room. He has been instructed to meet downstairs in the lobby where he will be driven to Sufias City’s Government Bureau of Investigation headquarters at nine a.m. It is one of the most important GBI locations on the planet.


  Since Polar awoke at eight, he finds the High Inns hotel’s gym. He figured it would have one and he needs to release a huge amount of aggression. The gym is very large, the sign of an expensive hotel, and there are only a few animals using it.


  A brown fox male lifts weights at one of the benches and there is a wolf or two curling dumbbells. There is also an arctic husky, part wolf by the looks of him, with the characteristic black fur and white underbelly and muzzle.


  Polar doesn’t even bother to warm up, neglecting his usual routine. He needs to release as much aggression as possible, so he takes one of the work benches used in bench pressing and slides two one hundred pound weights on each end of the bar. With the bar itself weighing around forty five pounds, the bar weighs four hundred and forty five pounds altogether with the additional weight.


  Polar lays back on the bench and reaches up with his wolf claws and arms, grasping the bar. He lifts the bar and slowly lowers it, struggling with the huge amount of weight, but manages to thrust it back up from his chest with a growl. With his wolf blood flowing, he lowers the bar to his hard chest and presses four hundred and forty pounds again. Polar grits his wolf teeth and goes for a third attempt. He sweats, lowering the bar to his chest, and then uses all the might he has to lift it. He succeeds, and once he has it back up, he puts it back onto the safety supports, the metal making a loud clang from the immense weight.


  Polar’s white furred wolf body is incredibly strong, though he isn’t bulky like a grotesque body builder. His strength comes from long legs, arms, and his wide upper furry body just naturally built for work. His muscles are big and taught, but not too big that he can’t dress well and look sharp. It adds to his already impressive good looks when someone has a chance to see what he’s capable of.


  He stands up from the bench, breathing hard with his wolf mouth open. From the corner of his eye, Polar notices the black and white furred husky wolf is watching him. Polar ignores it at first, thinking the man must have been wondering how much weight Polar had just lifted, but when he glances, he can see the man watching him has a soft expression.


  Polar instantly recognizes that the black and white furred husky wolf is gay when he sees him staring and makes no attempt to look away when Polar looks at him. Polar breathes heavily, watching him, and eventually the husky wolf looks aside and goes back to the leg press he had been using.


  Under normal circumstances, if Polar was single again, he would definitely talk with the man. However, Polar is feeling mean this morning thanks to the fact that he’s been exposed to a Vulpie he didn’t know about. Polar doesn’t hate Vulpie now; He’s incredibly angry and hurt that the fox didn’t tell him what he was capable of and was planning to do. If he had, Polar might still be with the orange furred fox today.


  Polar finishes a hard routine of lifting, and works his lower body some until he feels released from tension. Endorphins pump through his wolf body naturally from the exercise, alleviating his stress. He heads back up to his room and showers, having enough time to get back down to the lobby and meet the waiting GBI agents.


  Polar is escorted inside a black car and driven only a mile or two to the GBI headquarters. The building is huge and as Polar walks with the agents, he looks around in awe. They escort Polar inside, to an elevator and up to the second floor.


  The second floor is huge and has several rooms, also all large, divided only by glass barriers. The agents lead Polar to a room with two wide windows, sharing their morning light from outside. GBI agent Druward helped bring Polar inside.


  “Wait here. We’re getting the others.” Druward says and Polar nods. The white furred wolf sits down. He is the first one in the room. Only a few minutes pass before three more men are escorted into the room. Polar recognizes the first of them as the husky wolf from the gym.


  The husky wolf looks at Polar as he sits down at a chair. There is a conference table, and they can choose to either sit at it, or near it. Polar looks at the husky wolf, who gets up and walks over to Polar. The man outstretches a paw and smiles.


  “I’m Malick.” The white and black furred wolf husky says with a friendly tone. Polar smiles and shakes his claw with his own.


  “Polar Arctic.” Polar replies.


  “Wow, that’s a sexy name.” Malick says and winks. “I was watching you press that iron this morning. Man! What was that, four hundred pounds?”


  “Yeah.” Polar responds, smirking. “So, you’re one of Vulpie’s ex-boyfriends?” The white furred wolf inquires. “They told me they were getting all of them together.”


  “We might be here for a long time then.” Malick says, laughing a little. He takes a chair near Polar. Polar can see the wolf husky is interested in him. Malick is good looking and well dressed, as an attractive gay wolf husky should be. “I heard he’s been with about thirty men in the last three years.”


  “That wouldn’t surprise me.” Polar replies, and then sighs heavily. Malick watches the white furred wolf carefully.


  “Were you the last one he was with?” Malick asks.


  “How’d you know?” Polar replies.


  “They brought you in first.” Malick answers. “Plus, I heard something about Vulpie being with a white furred wolf. When did you see him last?”


  “Sunday.” Polar answers, and looks at Malick sadly.


  “Wow, the day before his computer attack.” Malick replies, raising an eyebrow. “Did he just cut out on you? He left me without as much as saying goodbye.” Malick confesses.


  “When were you with him?” Polar asks.


  “A year ago.” Malick answers. The wolf husky shakes his head in thought.


  “Can you believe this?” Polar whispers to Malick as they wait for the rest of Vulpie’s ex-boyfriends and GBI agents to arrive in the conference chamber.


  “I know, right.” Malick answers.


  “Does he still have control of every computer?” Polar asks. “I didn’t catch the news this morning.”


  “Yeah.” Malick answers. “Some countries are trying to play it down, but the President is going to address the world sometime today, and this morning his press secretary said Vulpie still owns the internet and everything attached to it. Not only that, they say he can control computers with no internet access, after his Vulpie.net gets inside. Who knows what he’s going to do.”


  “Who would have thought it?” Polar says and chews in thought. “Cute little Vulpie the villain.” He breathes heavily again. “I think he’s doing it for fun but it won’t be when it’s over.”


  “I don’t know if they’ll catch him. Do you really have that much faith in the world government?” Malick asks Polar. “I put my money on the kid.”


  “He called me last night.” Polar admits and Malick’s blue eyes go wide.


  “Are you serious?”


  “Yeah. He called me and asked me to come with him, to come live with him in some fantasy world.”


  “That sounds like Vulpie.” Malick says and smirks. “He must like you. Did you tell anyone?”


  “I already told the GBI last night.” Polar answers. He puts his powerful wolf claws together in thought. “I begged him to stop and he just kept on playing.” Other wolves enter the room in the next few minutes and soon there are more than twenty present. Six GBI agents stand in the room as well, drinking coffee, waiting.


  A wolf dressed in a nice looking suit takes a seat at the middle of the conference table and sets down a portfolio with files inside. He doesn’t look at anyone. He is a gray furred wolf wearing glasses, and prepares himself as if he were the only man present. He makes no introductions, and just waits like the rest of them until Druward returns.


  When Druward walks into the room, he brings more men with him, and looks around. All the men take seats except for the GBI agents.


  “Gentlemen.” Druward says, addressing the group of more than thirty gay wolves. “You all have been told why you’re here.” He walks down to the wolf sitting silently, wearing glasses. Druward outstretches a paw to the man briefly. “This is Doctor Faith Henrenson. He’ll be assisting us today in psychological matters. He is one of the highest experts in the field of sexual psychology and deviant behavior, and is on leave from the Kayman Institute to help us.


  Doctor Faith acknowledges himself by raising a paw without looking at any of the gay men. He seems disinterested in making eye contact.


  “Henrenson is going to help us build a psychological profile on Vulpie with all of your help.” Druward tells the group of Vulpie’s ex-lovers. “The more we understand Vulpie, the better chance we have of catching the little bastard.” Druward growls and waves his approval.


  At this, Doctor Faith, a typical gray wolf, flips through his folders and papers, taking his time. Henrenson looks around the room at all of the men and when he sees Polar, he points at him.


  “We’ll save you for last.” Doctor Henrenson comments with a judgmental voice and Polar licks his lips, insulted. The psych doctor raises his paws briefly and begins speaking to the group.


  “Well, nobody knows Vulpie better than anyone in this room.” Henrenson says. His voice is unflattering. The gay wolves get the feeling he does not approve of their lifestyle. Some of them cross their arms.


  “What a dick.” Malick whispers.


  “And we have a long history to cover here.” Henrenson says, looking down at his papers. He opens a file and reads over it briefly. “So, we know that Vulpie had a rough childhood, as is the case with many insane individuals.” Doctor Faith says with his disapproving voice. He looks around at the gay wolves. “And make no mistake; Vulpie is, by definition, a psychopath.”


  “And how would you know that?” Polar interrupts and all of the gay men are impressed at his courage. They look to Polar with interest. Polar gives Doctor Faith Henrenson a challenging glare.


  “Well… Because of the obviously pointless and disturbing videos he’s shown the world since yesterday.” Henrenson answers, touching his glasses.


  “Maybe you should start with me first.” Polar says, handing Henrenson’s first insult right back at him cleverly. “Because I don’t think Vulpie is your average nut job. He’s a kid with no grasp on how much trouble he’s in.” Polar’s words cause many of the gay wolves to smile, and agree; they’re proud that Polar won’t let Henrenson get away with his bigot attitude.


  “Yeah.” One of them says.


  “That’s right.” Another gay wolf voices.


  “That could be the layman’s assumption.” Henrenson responds, looking away. “But I’ve poured over his history and what you’ll see will probably convince you otherwise.” Dr. Faith Henrenson pauses for a moment in thought. He looks around at the gay wolves and raises an eyebrow. The gray wolf sighs. “I apologize if I sounded insulting but I’m very tired. I was pulled away from a ten year project at the Kayman Institute to come here for the GBI.” The group is silent but at least Henrenson half-heartedly made an attempt to ask for a pardon.


  The doctorate level psychologist finds a bound report in his papers and opens it. He looks over it briefly, thinking out loud. “Okay...” Henrenson says. He licks his wolf lips and glances around the room before addressing the thirty one gay wolves present. “Vulpie was born sixty miles east of Sufias city in a rural home in Vine County. His fox father worked on engines and other machines for a living, and his vixen mother was a housewife.


  Vulpie’s father, Phelps, was also a convicted felon that did time for robbery, sexual assault and drug dealing. Vulpie’s parents never got along it seems, because the police were dispatched to their home on more than seven occasions for domestic abuse. Vulpie’s mother, Vixy, nearly always denied the charges when police arrived even when she was visibly beaten or wounded.


  Vulpie’s father was suspected to have sexually abused Vulpie and his mother, most likely being one of the largest causes for the fights that broke out at their home. On a Saturday night, Vulpie’s father shot and killed Vulpie’s mother with a double barrel shotgun, blowing her head completely away… Vulpie was five years old, and Phelps shot him as well, but at a distance in the yard. Phelps probably thought he killed his son because he then used the shotgun to shoot himself in the mouth.”


  All of the gay wolves listening to Henrenson’s report of Vulpie’s youth have wide eyes. Polar’s mouth is slightly agape. He sits still, frozen in horror at what he hears. “Phelps and Vixy’s bodies were discovered that evening when the police were called in by neighbors after hearing gunshots, but Vulpie was not. The police knew Phelps and Vixy had a son and searched the property but didn’t find him.


  Vulpie apparently was shot in the foot with pellets from his father’s shotgun, and crawled off to hide in the woods. Four days later, a neighboring wolf farmer noticed that someone was breaking into his meat house where he smoked his slaughtered products, and found Vulpie hiding under his truck in the backyard.


  That man tried to reach under the truck and grab Vulpie but Vulpie bit him. The neighbor had to go to the emergency room because his claw was bleeding badly, and his wife reported Vulpie to social services, who came out to their house. They had to use a snare and a pole to drag Vulpie out from underneath the truck because he bit anyone that tried to touch him.


  Social Services then took him to the hospital to have his injury treated, but doctors had to fit the fox boy with a muzzle to keep him from biting. Afterwards, social services took Vulpie into custody and moved him to the Clarence Fenrir orphanage. He was supposed to start grammar school when he turned six, but Vulpie could not be around other children.


  Vulpie’s biting problem kept the orphanage from being able to find him a home. He had to be isolated, and was considered a “throw away,” because no potential foster parent wanted to deal with his emotional problems. Vulpie was aggressive to everyone, and chattered his teeth day and night. He was fitted with a muzzle at night because he cried loudly.” Dr. Faith continues, flipping the page on his report. Polar’s wolf eyes brim with tears as he listens.


  “When Vulpie was nine, Fenrir orphanage finally found a potential foster parent, a single wolf man, Vander Clishaw. Mr. Clishaw was the assistant pastor for the new trinity goddess church in Little County. He had a clean record and despite Vulpie’s behavior problems, he adopted the fox.


  Mr. Clishaw was secretly also a drug dealing pederast. Vulpie’s behavior didn’t change much within the first year, but it was found out years later that Vander raped him regularly. He shot Vulpie up with drugs to keep him quiet and eventually Vulpie stopped biting around age ten. Social services could only see that Vulpie was behaving better and didn’t know about the abuse, so they scheduled less and less visits to check on Vulpie’s safety. Social services allowed Vulpie to be home schooled, because his social skills were nonexistent and Clishaw appeared to be a charitable man.


  Vander Clishaw kept Vulpie for three years until Vulpie was twelve. Some sort of drug deal went down badly at his house and Vander had a huge dose of cocaine to cope. It was actually another drug dealer that saw Vulpie in Vander’s house and called the police for domestic abuse anonymously. The Police arrived and arrested Mr. Clishaw. Vulpie was found inside with both of his arms broken and his nose as well. Police removed Vulpie from the home and took him to a hospital for treatment.


  After Vulpie healed up he was adopted by a wolf family. Vulpie did not play well with others. He almost beat a bully to death with a baseball bat. Because he was a minor, there was no criminal punishment and instead, they put him in one of the most intense therapy programs. He was enrolled by social services into a school and boarding house for children with severe psychological trauma.


  Vulpie was forced to take three anti-depressants during this period, along with anti-psychotic stabilizers. At age thirteen, Vulpie was taking eight types of medication. Around this time, social services finally discovered something that fascinated Vulpie. He was taught a basic computer education course, and was completely absorbed into all the functions of a computer.


  Social services saw it as a good sign and allowed Vulpie to have his own personal computer with internet access, which he used constantly.” Faith Henrenson pauses and locks his wolf paws together on the desk, looking around at the gay men. “Vulpie basically became a computer around this time.” He says with a wise voice. “He refused to do his homework in any other classes. The only thing he responded to was the computer.


  As you all know, all fourteen year old children are required to take the Vata Aptitude test by law at that age. Vulpie scored a ninety nine.” Henrenson says and raises his eyebrows, looking around. “He learned everything necessary to take it online, by himself, on his own motivation. Social services was undoubtedly pleased, and since computers were his only interest, and they hoped, his only chance at adapting into society, they offered Vulpie the chance to enroll in the Rinwulv Technology Institute.


  Rinwulv Tech is the most renowned computer design university in the world. Normally only students eighteen or older could be accepted, and had to pass a computer efficiency examination to determine whether they’re worthy to be educated further.


  The test consisted of using computer software to create a web page, or draw an image using only basic commands.” Henrenson looks around again and actually smirks. “Vulpie took the hour long test time they gave him and wrote a computer program, functional with its own Artificial Intelligence. The AI could respond to questions either typed or spoken into a microphone.


  Rinwulv Tech accepted Vulpie at age fourteen, the youngest student in its history. Over the next two years, he worked with the best minds in technology.” Henrenson leans back in his chair, still looking down and reading the report. “Two years later, a hacker calling himself “Evil Vulpie,” cracked into the World Government’s Mainframe, including the Governmental Bureau of Investigation’s cyber terrorist wing, and posted tons of gay porn.”


  Henrenson makes a grim smile. “It didn’t take the world government long to figure out whom Evil Vulpie was, but when they went to arrest him at Rinwulv Tech, he had disappeared. His room was empty and all of his things gone. Not only that…” Henrenson says, holding up his right clawed pointing finger briefly. “Mysteriously, Vulpie’s social security number vanished, as did every record that could easily identify him.


  Vulpie has been invisible for the last three years, and the GBI has never been able to find him. If he worked somewhere, even part time, he must have used a fake social security number and identification. The GBI tried to track down Vulpie but couldn’t, and eventually let it slide, without telling the public. All the while, the hacker identifying himself as Evil Vulpie continued to wreak havoc on the internet, stealing credit card numbers, modifying criminal records and more. He was seen occasionally on security footage, usually with gay men, but always long after he was gone. Now…” Henrenson says and looks around a final time.


  “Vulpie’s made a program so unstoppable that it can only be described as a kind of super internet virus. It is an evolved form of artificial intelligence that recognizes and takes control of any computer with a functioning processor. That’s how he’s able to control robots worldwide, and every computer or media outlet.” The doctor explains.


  “Oh and… There is one more thing I should mention.” Henrenson adds. “Three years ago, after the hacker Evil Vulpie appeared on the scene, Vander Clishaw was found dead in his home after he was released from prison. He was stabbed to death, fourteen times, with his tail cut off and shoved down his throat…” Doctor Faith Henrenson looks around at the group of gay wolves. “So… I believe Vulpie is a psychopath.”


  The room is silent. None of the gay wolves knew anything about Vulpie’s troubled past. “That’s the most horrible story I have ever heard!” Malick says and Henrenson looks over at him. Polar stares at nothing, thinking of Vulpie and all of the terrible pain that must be in his heart.


  “He killed that man?” One of the gay wolves asks.


  “Who else would have done that? When you want to kill someone, you shoot or stab them once or twice. You don’t do it fourteen times and then use their tail as a gag unless the act itself has meaning.” Doctor Henrenson replies.


  “Bastard got what he deserved.” A gay wolf comments. GBI agent Druward raises an eyebrow but says nothing.


  “Yes. I think we all agree he did, but that also means little Vulpie is capable of brutal murder.” Faith Henrenson tells the group. Polar thinks to himself about Vulpie suffering through his terrible childhood. He can see him hiding under the truck at age five, his little foot bleeding from his own father’s gun, in pain, terrified. The white furred wolf has to force himself not to cry in front of everyone.


  “So now that all of you know… I need to interview each one of you and find out everything we can about Vulpie. No matter how small the detail may be, we need to know.” Doctor Faith Henrenson tells the group. “When someone goes through as much trauma as this kid has and doesn’t recover, it’s only a matter of time before they do something horrendous. Now amplify that, considering Vulpie controls the entire world’s computer systems, and we have a huge problem.”


  “There are countless ships in space that he can hold hostage.” GBI Inspector Druward tells the group. “He could kill thousands of animals if he turned off their life support, all at a whim.” Druward looks over the men. “We need to stop Vulpie now. The longer he’s free to do as he wishes with our systems, the bigger chance he’ll kill innocents either directly or indirectly. Already he’s halted all business transactions because animals are terrified to use computers for their financial concerns with his logo on the bottom of the screen. If he isn’t stopped, the entire world’s banking system could collapse. And what if the worst scenario happens?” Druward adds. “What if Vulpie uses war machines to start killing whoever he chooses.”


  “He really has control of the robotic military?” A man asks.


  “Yes.” Druward admits. “He can control the ion cannon, the world government defense canon that can fire a nuclear 50 megaton blast anywhere on the planet…” Druward says with extreme concern. “Right now he’s taunting us, but how long until he goes over the deep end and starts the killing?”


  “Yeah, we’re not being assaulted by his techno deviant music at the moment, so let’s get started right now while we have the chance.” Henrenson tells the gay wolves. “I’m going to interview each one of you.” He looks to his right. Polar sits to his left, and will be the last wolf he interviews. There are thirty men that may have information. Faith Henrenson looks at the closest gay wolf.


  “You.” Henrenson says. “It looks like Vulpie is only interested in wolves. Tell me how you met him.” The psych doctor says, putting a pen between his claws so he can take notes. The selected man is a gray wolf, having the colors of most wolves in the world.


  “Well, my name is William.” The wolf says. He looks a little nervous to go first. “I met Vulpie two years ago at a friend’s party. My friend told me he was gay…” William says, his words trailing off.


  “And?” Henrenson pushes.


  “We had sex. After we were done, he left and I never saw him again, but I couldn’t ever forget him.” William replies. “I guess I wasn’t that great.” Will says, making a joke that causes some of the others to laugh.


  “No.” Henrenson says, looking as if he knows something. “I suspect Vulpie never stays long with his partners. But let’s move on.” He looks at the second wolf. “And you?”


  “The name’s Martin.” The second wolf replies. He has brown fur. “I picked up Vulpie about a year ago in a mall.” Martin explains. “He came home with me and the next morning he was gone.”


  “Yep.” Henrenson says as if he has it all figured out.


  “What do you mean, yep?” Martin asks, also going to make a joke. He points at William. “I’m better looking than him!” At this, the room fills with laughter. Everyone but Druward and Henrenson partake in the joke. Polar smirks as well. Henrenson ignores it and looks at the third wolf that has tan fur.


  “You?”


  “I met him at the grocery store. I’m Allen, by the way.” The third wolf responds. “I spent the day getting to know him and later we got under the covers. He was gone after that.” Allen explains. Henrenson takes notes. Polar sees where Henrenson is going with this.


  The fourth wolf doesn’t have to be asked; he keeps in step with the rest and introduces himself. He has black fur.


  “Nick.” The fourth wolf tells the group. “I saw him standing in line at a Rennonava concert. We hooked up and got it on in my car afterwards. He came home with me and we did it again. Then he left that night.” Henrenson records the words and then leans back in his chair.


  “Okay.” The psychologist says to the group of thirty one gay wolves. “Is there anyone here that Vulpie stayed with for more than one day?” At this, the wolves look around. No one raises their paw. Druward sneers, seeing that this isn’t the case with anyone, until Polar raises his hand. The entire room looks at the white furred wolf, Henrenson raising an eyebrow under his glasses.


  “You.” Henrenson says to Polar, thinking out loud. “Right, you were the last one he was with, correct?


  “Yes.” Polar answers.


  “Why do you think he stayed with you so long?” Henrenson inquires.


  “My friends from work suggested him to me.” Polar answers. “And like most of the guys here, I took him home for sex. He spent the night with me… And then the next day we went to the gym...”


  “You must have done something different.” Henrenson tells him. “My files and the interviews we’ve heard so far all confirm that Vulpie is a hit and run lover. He just hung around with you? Why?”


  “Well, because we did it again on Saturday…” Polar says, being a little embarrassed at having to disclose his intimate life. “Then I took him out to town, and went to a club he liked. The next day… We were intimate in the afternoon and then I took him to a movie, and dinner. We shared our love one more time Sunday night and then I took him home.” Polar explains. The group of gay wolves all listen intently. They give Polar inviting expressions.


  “Well, well well…” Henrenson says with a smirk of his own. “It looks like Vulpie’s sweet on you…” He pauses. “Or was it because he knew he was going to launch his Vulpie.net this week, and he was passing the time, putting it off, and maybe hesitating?”


  “Or maybe Polar’s just that good!” Malick says, and the room bursts into laughter. Henrenson waits for it to stop. Polar didn’t laugh. He sits still, looking solemn.


  “I mean no offense to anyone here…” Henrenson tells the group, and puts his paws up carefully. “But based on what we know about Vulpie, it is my belief, and those of my colleagues, that he is not gay.”


  “What?” One of the gay wolves shouts in surprise.


  “Honey, if Vulpie’s not gay, then I’m a rabbit.” Nick laughs, and his comment makes all of the gay wolves except for Polar join in at mocking Henrenson. The doctor waits once again for silence.


  “Vulpie has sex with male wolves to debase himself.” Henrenson tells them with a very serious face and strong voice. “He thinks he’s gay, he tries to be, tries very hard… But all of it, because he was abused terribly as a child and never had a chance to develop his sexual identity.” Faith Henrenson tells them. His intelligent words cause the group to give him a second chance on the idea.


  “Think of it.” Henrenson says, and holds his left claws up, pulling them down with the right fingers as he speaks and he makes each point. “Vulpie’s father sexually abused him, as well as his mother. Vulpie’s father shot and killed Vulpie’s mother, removing the feminine identity out of Vulpie’s youth. Then, that horrible choice of a foster parent, Vander Clishaw, raped Vulpie for amusement many times. He even shot the kid up with drugs so he learned to enjoy the abuse. And with Vulpie’s super bright orange fur, you know he had to think he was gay, especially considering how females treated him and how men treated him in public. Do any of you get it? Henrenson asks loudly.


  “Vulpie is disturbed.” Henrenson continues. “He needs help, but unfortunately, he’s also a genius, and isn’t going to stop this nonsense until someone pays. He wants someone, or some group of people to pay.” Faith Henrenson says, his voice growing louder and louder to make his point. “This isn’t a game, or making the world laugh, it’s an attack.” The room goes silent as Faith Henrenson speaks. Most of the gay wolves are starting to listen to him, realizing he may have a point. Polar recognized it before any of them. Henrenson raises his paw and points around the room briefly.


  “And each one of you may be in danger.” Henrenson tells them. He has a captive audience. “Do you think that a little fox capable of gutting a wolf and shoving his tail down his throat wouldn’t be capable of going after other gay wolves he may think are equally guilty?”


  “Yeah but none of us, I’m sure, ever hurt him like that!” Malick voices.


  “You didn’t have to.” Henrenson continues. “How did he arouse each one of you? He used that age old fox and wolf taboo!” Henrenson says with enthusiasm. “You wanted him because of that orange fox tail and how willing he was! He made it impossible for you to do otherwise, because he begged for it! He begged for you to punish him and each one of you did. Then when the deed was done, he leaves. Do you see it?” Henrenson asks all of them. “His glee in having gay sex with wolves is actually a twisted self-punishing act.” Henrenson says, looking at them through his glasses.


  “I am in no way saying that gay sex in itself is a twisted act, but we all know that it is seen that way around the world. Perception matters.” Henrenson continues. “And Vulpie seems to delight in showing how gay he is with these messages he forces the world to watch. He seems a little too gay, wouldn’t you agree?” Henrenson asks. The gay wolves are silent. “Maybe because he isn’t. Maybe it’s because he hates himself.”


  Suddenly there is a loud sound in the GBI room and it causes everyone to jump a little. It comes from the large sixty inch flat screen television that is mounted on the wall, usually used for teleconferences. Every gay wolf in the room looks at it, as well as Henrenson, and Druward. The screen instantly displays an image of Vulpie, sitting behind a new age desk.


  “God.” Druward growls.


  “That’s right! I hate myself!” Vulpie announces to everyone with a laugh. His voice is playful as always. Polar stiffens, witnessing Vulpie’s technological prowess. The thirty gay wolves all freeze, shocked. “Oh boo hoo hoo for Vulpie!” Vulpie says, using his fox paws to mimic wiping tears from his face. “Boo hoo hoo! I just wanna cry!” He drops his arms on the desk afterwards and sits there with a grin.


  No one knows what to say or do. Vulpie uses the television to look around the room, seeing all of his past lovers. The GBI agents are dumbfounded at how it is he is able to use a TV to take in images as well as send them out.


  “Wow! You’ve really got all my friends here! That’s a good looking group of wolves!” Vulpie says with his cute voice and a smile.


  “Yeah, we got them all together for you Evil Vulpie.” Henrenson says with a clever voice. “Now this way, you won’t have to hunt them down! Come and get them here at the GBI headquarters!” The doctor challenges.


  “I don’t wanna hurt them!” Vulpie says, looking around at the gay wolves. “And you can use that name for me if you want, but I’m gonna give you a nick name too!” Vulpie says mischievously. “I’m gonna call you Captain Sassy Pants!” At this, more than one gay wolf can’t help but laugh. Even Polar has to cover his muzzle with a paw to keep from grinning.


  “Whatever you want Vulpie.” Henrenson says, smiling back grimly. “That’s all that matters, whatever YOU want.”


  “That’s right! That’s all that matters!” Vulpie responds, smiling.


  “So you’ve been listening in?” Henrenson asks.


  “Yeah huh!” Vulpie answers gleefully. “Sorry, I just couldn’t help myself!”


  “Then what do you think about our discussion?” Henrenson asks, looking up at Vulpie’s image.


  “Very tedious Captain Sassy Pants!” Vulpie answers.


  “Oh, so you didn’t like me telling all of your partners about your past?” Henrenson asks.


  “Meh.” Vulpie says and shrugs his shoulders.


  “So you wouldn’t mind telling us about yourself then?” Henrenson pushes.


  “Tell you what?” Vulpie asks, and a robot’s fist and arm bring a box of low fat candy down on the table, leaving it for Vulpie, who looks up at the machine off screen and smiles. The robot pulls its arm away and Vulpie opens the box of candy, popping a piece into his fox mouth.


  “About how you killed Vander Clishaw. He got what he deserved didn’t he?” Henrenson asks with a strong voice.


  “I don’t want to talk about that.” Vulpie replies, crunching on the candy with his little sharp teeth.


  “Well we do. With all the awful things he did to you… Surely it was great to make him suffer like you did.” Henrenson says cleverly. “You cut him up real good didn’t you?”


  “Oh I made a list!” Vulpie says gleefully. “I even printed it out! It’s my demands list!”


  “Don’t try to change the subject.” Henrenson quickly says. “Why don’t you tell everyone here how you killed Clishaw? Why don’t you tell Polar?” The doctor asks, and points to Polar. Vulpie is visibly bothered at the suggestion. He stares at Polar through the screen and for a moment, looks vulnerable. Vulpie looks away and crunches another piece of candy.


  “Nope! I didn’t do that.” Vulpie says, eating his low calorie candy, rocking in a nice office chair behind the desk.


  “You’re lying.” Henrenson says with a smile.


  “I am not.” Vulpie replies with a very cute voice.


  “Yes you are.” Henrenson says, also making a playful voice.


  “You’re fun Captain Sassy Pants!” Vulpie says and grins.


  “Well, you know, it’s all fun and games isn’t it Vulpie?” Henrenson says with an aggressive smile. “Destroying world business, terrifying innocent people just for your own amusement! That’s so much fun!”


  “I’m not terrifying anyone! This world is boring. I’m making it fun!” Vulpie responds and smirks. He reaches over and picks up a piece of printed paper. Vulpie holds it up briefly so everyone can see it. “See! Isn’t it nice? I made my own demands list this morning!” Vulpie says playfully. “Since everyone is calling me a terrorist, I thought I should have one!” Vulpie makes an extremely cute face.


  “You know what the world government does to terrorists, Vulpie?” Druward says loudly from across the room.


  “Oh wait… Is this like bad luck? Maybe I shouldn’t have a list then!” Vulpie responds mockingly.


  “No, we all want to hear it Vulpie! Go ahead!” Henrenson says, smiling. Vulpie grins and sits up straight in his chair, putting on a show.


  “Ahem!” Vulpie says, clearing his throat. “First, I want my own holiday!” The orange furred fox says, turns and grins through the screen.


  “Never going to happen.” Druward says loudly. The black furred wolf GBI agent looks visibly angry. “You’re out of your fucking mind. We’re not ever going to give you something like that.”


  “Why not?” Vulpie asks, looking innocent. “Yesterday, I took over the entire world with my Vulpie.net. That’s the biggest best hack ever done! Everyone’s going to remember it too!” Henrenson glances at Druward, signaling for him to stand down.


  “So, I want my own holiday first!” Vulpie says, and looks up, as if fantasizing about it. He leans back in his chair for a moment. “You can call it something simple.”


  “How about Vulpie Day?” Henrenson asks, grinning mockingly.


  “Not original but I like it!” Vulpie says and makes a big smile.


  “You know Vulpie, usually in negotiations, if the first party meets the second party’s demands, then the first party has to get what it wants too.” Henrenson says. “Nobody here has the authority to accept your demands. We’ll have to get the President in on this.”


  “Then give him a phone call already!” Vulpie replies.


  “And you’ll remove your computer program from machines around the world, if we meet your demands?” Henrenson inquires. Vulpie is quiet for a bit, thinking.


  “Well…” Vulpie says with a sly fox face. “I haven’t finished my list yet.” Henrenson sighs. Vulpie looks at his list of demands and then back at the group. “Second, I want well, the President to tell the world that Vulpie ‘Owned Us.’”


  “What?” Druward asks.


  “Have him tell everybody on TV, and radio that I owned all of you.”


  “What is he talking about?” Druward asks.


  “It’s hacker talk.” Henrenson says “Owning someone is the highest insult in that underworld of…Programmers.”


  “That’s right!” Vulpie says gleefully. “Make the president say I owned him, and the world!”


  “This is the stupidest list of demands I’ve ever heard.” Druward growls.


  “Shut up Mr. GBI man!” Vulpie says to Druward. Druward is about to say something in retaliation but Henrenson gestures to the agent with his paw to remain calm.


  “Just… Let him go on…” Henrenson advises. “Let him talk.” Vulpie sees and watches in amusement. He looks at his list again.


  “Oh!” Vulpie says and grins. “Number three is one of my favorites!” He looks at them with a smile. “I want the government to donate ten million dollars to Mr. Polar Arctic.” A wave of heat rushes over Polar and he leans forward in his chair, looking down, embarrassed. All of Vulpie’s ex gay lovers look at Polar. Henrenson does as well. “Tax free of course!” Vulpie adds.


  “I won’t accept that.” Polar says, looking up at Vulpie, speaking to him directly. Henrenson notices the reaction between the two.


  “Why not? I’m giving it to you! Don’t you want to be rich?” Vulpie asks, looking down at Polar through the screen.


  “You can’t give money to me that you don’t own, Vulpie.” Polar replies, shaking his head. Vulpie is fixated on him, and Henrenson waits, seeing now what the best chance of defeating Vulpie is.


  “The numbers say I own everything!” Vulpie replies with a smile. “If I’m going to have demands, I want you to get something out of this!”


  “Stop it, Vulpie! Stop this right now!” Polar commands. The white furred wolf uses a powerful voice that fills the room. “It’s not too late to quit.”


  “Mr. Polar, I can’t quit!” Vulpie says playfully. “Look at all the power I have! Would you give that up?”


  “I would if I could live my life with you.” Polar responds and at this, Vulpie stops instantly. His smile disappears and he stares at Polar. Vulpie appears saddened by Polar’s words. Henrenson smiles to himself. Vulpie looks away and back and forth. Druward crosses his arms.


  “You don’t mean it.” Vulpie whispers.


  “I’ve never been so serious.” Polar responds. The gay wolves in the room watch Polar control Vulpie in a way none of them ever did. Vulpie slowly smiles again.


  “It’s like I told you Polar, I just met you too late in my life.” Vulpie says with a smirk.


  “If that’s the way you want it.” Polar replies. His words instantly wipe the smile from Vulpie’s face. The fox looks vulnerable. Henrenson is impressed that Polar is using his relationship so skillfully with the orange furred fox. He’s helping the government stop Vulpie, and at the same time, trying to re-kindle his relationship with the fox. Everyone else is silent.


  “He looks like he’s going to cry.” Druward says, snickering. Henrenson turns and looks at Druward and growls loudly under his breath.


  “NO! NOT NOW!” Druward’s words make Vulpie sit up straight and he gets an upset look on his face. The orange furred fox slowly shows his little teeth. Vulpie goes from looking vulnerable to psychotic.


  “You want to see someone cry? I’LL MAKE YOU FUCKING CRY!” Vulpie says loudly, his blue fox eyes filled with rage as he glares at Druward through the screen. His cute voice sounds evil now.


  “Calm down Vulpie.” Henrenson says, holding his paws up diplomatically.


  “You wanna see what I can do to make you fucking cry?” Vulpie hisses through clenched teeth, with his fox head turned slightly sideways. His cute face actually looks frightening when angry.


  “Don’t listen to him.” Polar says loudly, trying to get Vulpie’s attention.


  “Alright then! FUCK THE LIST!” Vulpie yells and shreds the paper with his fox claws feverishly. “How about I just start blowing shit up? You want that?” Vulpie threatens loudly.


  “No we don’t want that Vulpie!” Henrenson answers quickly. “Please don’t!”


  “Yeah, I DO control the Ion cannon in space!” Vulpie says with a cute evil grin. “I could nuke any FUCKING thing I WANT!”


  “We know you can. He didn’t mean it Vulpie. You were talking to Polar. Talk to Polar.” Henrenson pleads to the orange furred fox. Polar stands up and talks to Vulpie through the screen.


  “He’s a jerk, kid. The world’s full of them. Listen to me.” Polar says and Vulpie looks at Polar, still seemingly enraged. “You’re so smart.” Polar compliments Vulpie with a warm voice. “Why not put your talents to good use? What if the government could give you a job?” The white furred wolf suggests. He looks to Druward, who appears frightened that he made matters worse. “Right?” Polar asks Druward with a dangerous face.


  “Yes. The President could do that.” Druward says. Polar looks back to Vulpie with his blue wolf eyes.


  “We don’t need to see that you can hurt people. We know you can.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly. Vulpie watches the white furred wolf. The orange furred fox starts to slow his breathing. Henrenson watches silently, knowing that Polar is their only hope of calming Vulpie. Vulpie stops showing his teeth, the same way he did when he was a biter as a child, and listens to Polar as if spellbound.


  “I understand Vulpie.” Polar says and smiles. “I bet it is a lot of fun what you’re doing! You’re nineteen and you own the world!” Druward looks over, not sure where Polar is going with his comment, but Henrenson thinks Polar rather clever for it.


  “But you don’t have to be alone.” Polar continues.


  “Oh but I have so many new friends now.” Vulpie says, looking crazy. Robots can be seen walking past him in the background. “And the kids love me!”


  “You’re still a kid too. You need someone to look after you.” Polar says warmly. “You’ve never had that.”


  “Stop it.” Vulpie snaps at Polar. “You don’t mean any of it.”


  “You really think I’d do that to you? That hurts me.” Polar replies. Vulpie sits still. The other gay wolves are in awe of how good Polar is with Vulpie. Vulpie looks like he’s ready to give in for a moment, but suddenly sits up straight and shakes his head with a smile.


  “Nope! Not going to work!” Vulpie says playfully and turns off the video feed. The TV is lifeless again and Polar breathes hard, lying back in his chair.


  “You almost talked him down.” Henrenson tells Polar. Polar doesn’t respond. He sits still and looks at the floor. “Okay, from now on, nobody talks to Vulpie except him.” Henrenson thinks out loud.


  Vulpie Power


  The Governmental Bureau of Investigation provides meals for all of their guests that have had previous relations with Vulpie. The office has contacted the President of the World Government and he will be flying into the city as soon as possible. The GBI has let it be known that each of the gay wolves shouldn’t stray very far, just in case Vulpie decides to show himself again through his technological prowess, but many have left to go buy coffee or other things.


  Polar has spoken with each of the thirty one gay wolves. All of them have been delighted to get to know him. After the display of his relationship with Vulpie, they are very interested in the single white furred wolf. It is as if he has his own fan club. He stands with them in one of the GBI’s lounges, surrounded by a few talkative men. Polar holds a bottle of water in his paw and drinks from it occasionally.


  Malick, the black and white furred husky wolf, has been funny and clever in trying to become Polar’s friend. Polar likes him because he is a decent man. Polar also knows Malick would like to get to know him in an intimate way, but the white furred wolf is in no mood considering recent events. Polar thinks about Vulpie every ten seconds it seems. In addition to his mind being elsewhere, Polar has never been one to have many gay partners. He enjoys the intimacy of a monogamous relationship.


  Christopher is another wolf that has been trying hard to impress Polar. He has caramel colored fur and decent looks. His biggest strength is a warm smile and yellow eyes that clash with his fur color. No wolf or fox could ever be cuter than Vulpie, but Chris is just about the closest you could get. He listens to Polar talk more than anyone, and Polar notices that the caramel colored wolf remembers every word he says. Chris gives Polar a lot of attention and treats him as if he were wise when they speak. Polar can’t help but enjoy being complimented through Chris’ actions.


  Richard is another wolf standing with Polar loyally. His fur is gray with black splotches that randomly color his body hairs. One of the black splotches covers his left eye, giving him a cool appearance. He is an energetic man and finds ways to keep the conversation going with Polar even after the white furred wolf thought it would have been over long ago. Polar doesn’t mind. He has nothing better to do.


  Nick, the black furred wolf that met Vulpie some time ago at a Rennonava concert, is also with them. He is a good source of information on what’s hip with the world. He uses phrases and makes jokes that Polar sometimes doesn’t get, but learns their meaning along the way. Polar feels old sometimes even though he is thirty two. Perhaps it is because he listens more refined music and doesn’t bother to keep up with the ridiculous amount of new entertainment produced every day.


  Keith, another member of the newly created Polar fan club, is a wolf with simple gray fur. He is the stoutest looking wolf of the group, with the exception of Polar, who is taller and stronger than all of them. He doesn’t say too much, but contributes when he can. He gives Polar glances occasionally that Polar recognizes as challenging invitations. Keith is the type of gay wolf that likes rough work in bed. Polar had that kind of relationship with Donner, who was his previous longtime partner, and the thought of a similar one turns him off.


  Trent is another wolf with the group. His fur is light gray and he is not one of Polar’s favorite people. As is the case with any segment of society, there are always animals that are obnoxious. Trent is the kind of gay wolf that flaunts his orientation in a militant way. He doesn’t have any class. This is just another reason why Polar adores Vulpie in contrast, because he delights in showing off his foxy gay pride with humor and a cute personality. The kind of homosexual Trent is disgusts Polar because he is problematic. Trent makes jokes that degrade heterosexuals and alienate homosexual wolves from society. Being around Trent is like having an annoying relative to deal with. He hasn’t done anything bad enough for someone to ask him to leave, but he isn’t pleasant either.


  “You should have seen this guy this morning in the gym!” Malick says, gesturing at Polar, talking to the rest of the group. “He was benching over four hundred.”


  “Not bad.” Keith replies, eying Polar. “How many times?”


  “Don’t remember.” Polar answers, shrugging it off.


  “He was working off some steam.” Malick responds. “Then they brought him in here first.”


  “Yeah they grabbed me at work.” Richard comments. “They showed up in suits and everything.”


  “Yeah.” Chris says.


  “You must have made quite the impression with Vulpie. He sure listens to you.” Nick tells Polar. “But man, when he got angry! I’ve never seen that side of the kid before!”


  “I’d guess no one has because he only stayed for a day with each of us.” Richard says. “How much could we really have known him? They might be wasting their time with us.”


  “They’re bringing the president here. Did you hear them say it?” Chris asks.


  “Yeah.” Richard replies. “I always wanted to meet him.”


  “Man, he’s going to have a hard time dealing with Vulpie.” Nick says and smirks. “If they even get him to come back, he’ll probably just play a song or something when the Prez tries to talk.”


  “He better not.” Polar comments quietly. “This is a chance for Vulpie to save himself.”


  “What’d you guys think about Doctor Henrenson telling us Vulpie wasn’t gay?” Richard asks with a laugh.


  “Vulpie’s so gay his flames could burn a hole in a stadium ceiling!” Trent says.


  “I wanted to die laughing!” Chris laughs as well.


  “Yeah, but you have to wonder if he is because of all that horrible shit that happened to him.” Malick comments. Polar looks over at him, glad someone said what he was thinking. “God! I thought I had it bad trying to convince my family I liked men, but nobody ever raped me when I was five years old!”


  “Seriously.” Richard replies. “That would fuck up anybody.”


  “Vulpie’s a survivor though!” Trent says with more entertainment than Polar likes. Trent almost looks like he thinks it’s funny.


  “And his dad shot his mother in the face, and him too! Stuff like that is only supposed to happen in movies. It’s awful.” Chris comments.


  “Definitely would have given me second thoughts when he wanted to go down on me after hearing how he was such a biter as a kid.” Trent says. Polar doesn’t say anything, but he would love to knock Trent out for the way he disrespects Vulpie even after knowing how much the kid suffered. Polar sees Trent as not too much better than Vander Clishaw.


  “Don’t even say that!” Keith growls, holding his crotch. “Bad image.”


  “And thirty two of us in three years? That has to be a record.” Nick says. “I hope he wasn’t lying about the VEHD shots he told me he had.”


  “I got tested after we had our fling.” Richard states. “He did have the shots. Doc found traces of it in me, and kept me clean, so none of us should have to worry.”


  “I just don’t understand how somebody could be as smart as Vulpie.” Malick says. “I can’t do anything with computers. Have you ever tried to write a program? It’s impossible to figure all of that crap out.” He pauses. “It’s scary really.”


  “Making robots dance is about the creepiest thing I can think of.” Chris says. “How long did it take him to create the program, virus, or whatever it is?”


  “I was sure he was going to fire the ion cannon there for a while!” Richard says with wide eyes. “Everyone seems to think he can do it, and if so, he could vaporize all of us!”


  “Yeah, good old military made a giant death beam machine and left it floating in orbit so Vulpie could come along and grab it.” Keith comments.


  “Vulpie must be a genius to crack into everything all at the same time. That’s all there is to it.” Malick says.


  “Why don’t they just fly a space ship up to the cannon and disable it?” Chris asks. Nick looks at him.


  “Space ships navigate with computers you know…” Nick says, smirking.


  “Oh, right.” Chris says and nods. Faith Henrenson enters the lounge and looks for something to drink.


  Polar’s thoughts are distant. He keeps fantasizing about the things that happened to Vulpie as a child, and thinks of the Vulpie he knows. He worries that the Vulpie he knew is not who he thought he was. Polar is in love with him, but knows Vulpie is severely disturbed. He wonders if he could help Vulpie. Fixing his traumatic past would be difficult, but Polar believes it could be done. He dreams of it without realizing that he is taking giant leaps with his imagination.


  “He’s a really cute singer though!” Malick says, smiling. “Right? I mean you have to admit it, he’s talented. He wrote those songs himself and performed em with that high pitched voice he makes! It’s freaky but it’s sexy.”


  “The Vulpie voice!” Richard says, grinning.


  “I certainly think he’s talented.” Faith Henrenson says as he walks over to the group. The gay wolves look at him and clam up. “I’ve worked with hundreds of animals, different species, different ages, different sex, and Vulpie takes the cake.” Polar raises an eyebrow and listens. “But like all great artists, madness seems to come hand in hand.” Henrenson says and looks to Polar.


  “I never thanked you for your help today. I think you’re invaluable to the situation.” Henrenson tells the white furred wolf.


  “Sure. I didn’t do much.” Polar replies.


  “No, you did a lot.” Henrenson admits. “I think I made matters worse because he heard me telling all of you his life story and then it just turned into a disaster at the end. If it wasn’t for you, we’d be fucked.” Polar laughs in surprise, not expecting the doctor to curse.


  “Who knew he could listen to us in there… How did he know this building, that room, that TV? It seems completely impossible.” Polar says.


  “Well, as bad as things are, matters just got worse gentlemen.” Henrenson says, making a grim smile. Polar, Malick, Chris, Richard, Nick and Trent all perk their wolf ears.


  “What now?” Malick asks.


  “Vulpie’s used the armored core robot units from military bases in this nation to destroy most of the defense posts around certain buildings, namely the ones used in robot production…”


  “Oh shit.” Malick says.


  “That’s right.” Henrenson says and breathes hard. “Also, there is an off world robot production facility on planet Veida. He’s immobilized the workers there as well.”


  “He’s killed them?” Polar asks with wide blue eyes.


  “No.” Henrenson answers. “It actually appears that he tried not to kill anyone. His machines all used stun gauged weapons to remove the soldiers, but as far as we know, no casualties yet.”


  “Doesn’t the government have tanks left and other ways to fight back?” Malick asks.


  “Yes, but at this point, they’re just letting Vulpie have the machine factories, because the war machines he used to take them, are capable of mass destruction.” Henrenson pauses. “He basically just walked an army of them into the factories, and forced all of the animals out, sealing it shut so, we assume, he can make new machines. As good as Vulpie is with computers, I’d bet he’s fully capable of impressive engineering.” Henrenson tells the group.


  “He’s playing still.” Polar thinks out loud. “He knows as soon as he kills someone, it can’t be a game anymore.”


  “You really think he won’t kill? I wouldn’t bet on that.” Henrenson replies.


  “He won’t kill until he’s forced to.” Polar answers. “You need to stop him before it comes to that.”


  “That’s why the President is on his way. We’re hoping we can talk some sense into Vulpie, but who knows if he’ll even respond.”


  “I think he will.” Polar says. “It would be too much fun to avoid don’t you think?” The white furred wolf asks, smirking grimly.


  Doctor Faith Henrenson interviews the remaining of Vulpie’s ex-lovers individually while Polar waits with the rest of the other gay wolves. Most of them watch the news, getting updates on locations Vulpie’s machines have commandeered.


  The President of the World Government arrives at the GBI headquarters in Sufias city around three in the afternoon. Polar and the rest of the wolves all stand aside and watch in awe as more than thirty secret service agents pave the way for him to enter the building. All of the secret service agents are wolves, as they have to be the strongest and fastest animals to protect the President that presides over the world’s nations.


  The agents scour the building briefly, checking every entrance and exit at a distance, in an attempt to keep the President safe. Polar eyes the President as he enters the building. The President’s name is Vincent Riley Vargas, and he won the last election in a land slide. Vargas has one of the highest presidential approval ratings a commander in chief has ever enjoyed, and he earned it by using his trademark tactics of fairness and wit.


  Vincent Vargas is a wolf with solid black fur, and he is lean with the face of a perfect predator politician. He looks dangerous but also regal and has the yellow eyes of an intelligent man. As the President comes into the headquarters, he is greeted by the top GBI officials and Vargas brings an entourage of other important animals.


  Most of them are foxes. Vargas won the last election by such a high margin because he recognized the power of fox influence worldwide. Though there are many species on the planet that may vote, wolves are the largest demographic. Foxes are the second, and wolf and fox politics have always been complicated.


  Wolves, for instance, are much larger than all foxes. Though wolves are stronger, foxes stick together to the end. There have been many unpleasant relations between wolves and foxes throughout the ages, because many wolves look down on the smaller foxes, but the foxes hold their own by never surrendering their pack mentality. Vincent Vargas became president of the world government because he earned the trust of the powerful fox lobby. Even though every world government president has always been a wolf, the fox political lobby can make life a living hell for a wolf leader. Vargas has done so well in befriending fox interests, that his nickname during his political campaign was “the folf,” meaning, a wolf fox.


  In addition to such matters, wolf fox relations have always been strained by the desires of wolf men to have sex with female foxes, vixens. Female foxes generally have delicious looks, and their bodies have attracted attention from wolves since the beginning of time. Obviously, fox men hate and seek to punish wolves interested in taking their women. The act of fornication between vulpine and canine species is considered taboo.


  Polar’s relationship with Vulpie was extremely taboo. Not only is he a white furred wolf and Vulpie a cute orange fox, they both are male. Polar isn’t looking forward to having to deal with fox interests when it becomes news everywhere that he was Vulpie’s last lover.


  Foxes even have an association that blatantly seeks, protects and furthers the interest of their own kind. It is abbreviated as the AFR: The Association of Fox Rights. With the President are several AFR high level officials. The foxes walk with him purposefully. Polar bets the AFR is completely infuriated at Vulpie’s extravagant displays of homosexuality around the world, via his hijacked computer systems.


  Vincent Vargas finishes meeting the GBI officials and Polar and the other gay wolves watch the President shake Faith Henrenson’s paw.


  “It’s an honor to meet you Mr. President!” Henrenson says. The wolf president smiles with his trademark friendliness.


  “You’re the expert from the Kayman Institute?” Vargas inquires.


  “Yes sir.” Henrenson answers. “In the field of psychosexual matters.”


  “Right, they briefed me on the way here. Have you had any contact with Vulpie since this morning?”


  “No sir.” Henrenson responds.


  “Well I’m willing to negotiate with him.” President Vargas tells everyone. “With as much damage as he’s caused, all we can do at this point is stop the bleeding. The animals of the world need to be free of his games.”


  “You could try looking at his list of demands.” Faith Henrenson explains. “But we didn’t have a chance to go over all of them this morning.”


  “Right, because that white wolf stopped him.” Vargas says. He looks around. “Where’s the wolf that talked him down? The one that is close with him?”


  “Mr. Polar Arctic.” Henrenson says, and moves towards Polar, who is warm with anxiety. Polar walks to President Vargas, and the black furred wolf outstretches his claw for a shake. Polar shakes the President’s paw awkwardly.


  “Sir.” Polar says and nods.


  “You saved a lot of animals’ lives today.” Vargas tells Polar.


  “I don’t know about that.” Polar says, and steals a glance at the foxes from the AFR, who all give him dirty looks.


  “Vulpie readied the Ion Canon to fire...” The President says quietly. “The army confirmed it, but he didn’t.”


  “Thank god.” Polar responds and Vargas continues to hold Polar’s paw.


  “I’ve been told you’re the only one he’ll listen to. Don’t go anywhere. I’m going to need you.” Vargas tells Polar. The black furred wolf looks as though he is always calculating.


  “I’ll be here.” Polar replies and Vargas lets go of his paw. A member of the AFR, an important looking fox, steps forward. Polar looks down at the brown fox when he begins speaking.


  “So how do we contact this psycho?” The AFR member demands, looking at Henrenson.


  “It’s dismissive to call him crazy...” Vargas thinks out loud. “Let’s not make that mistake please.” Polar raises an eyebrow, impressed with the President’s perception.


  “Just talk near a computer or even a TV…” GBI agent Druward comments. “Somehow, he’ll hear you.”


  “Well I don’t see any point in wasting more time.” President Vargas replies, looking up at a wide screen TV high on the wall. At this, Druward nods and the GBI men and women work to situate chairs in the room so that everyone will have a place to sit. The secret service agents go to different corners of the room.


  GBI staff members find a podium for President Vargas to stand behind. They position it so that he can look up at the widescreen TV, in an impromptu video conference with the orange furred fox. After many minutes, the GBI finds a place for everyone to be.


  The fox men and women of the AFR sit not too far behind President Vargas and wait, many with looks of anger on their vulpine muzzles. President Vargas clears his throat and looks around, smiling grimly for a moment. He turns his gaze up to the TV and then speaks.


  “Are you there Vulpie?” The President asks. The room is silent. There is no answer. “Vulpie, I am the President of the World Government. May I speak with you?” Vargas asks the television high on the wall. More silence passes. Vargas waits. Suddenly the TV blips to life and Vulpie can be seen, spinning around, wearing army attire with a grin. The lean orange furred fox stands in what appears to be a command post of some sort.


  “What’s up?” Vulpie asks with his mischievous cute face. Everyone in the room watches Vulpie on the TV screen intently. If Polar wasn’t so worried about Vulpie, he would laugh at the gag commander outfit the soft fox is sporting.


  “Just here to talk with you like you wanted.” President Vargas responds with his politician voice. “I’m glad we have this chance.”


  “Me too!” Vulpie says gleefully and widens his blue fox eyes. He visually inspects President Vargas’ black furred wolf body. “Oh you’re so handsome! You look better than on TV!” Vulpie tells the President playfully.


  “Well I appreciate that. I hope my wife thinks the same of me.” Vargas replies, handling Vulpie’s flirtation well. Vulpie grins; he is clearly entertained at Vargas’ wit. President Vargas thinks for a moment.


  “I also want to thank you for not killing anyone today when you took the two military bases.” The President tells Vulpie.


  “Oh?” Vulpie replies. “Really?”


  “The lives of the animals in this world are more important than those buildings. They can be replaced. You clearly kept from using lethal force. Make no mistake, though, I do want you to relinquish them if you would do that for us.”


  “Well that’s not going to happen.” Vulpie replies and smirks.


  “You don’t want to negotiate with me?” President Vargas asks, holding up his wolf arms in a friendly manner. “Congress has granted me the right to use executive power with you. I can give you a great deal, if you are willing to give back.” Vulpie picks up his orange phone from his pocket in thought and chews on it, looking at the President.


  “You wanna see my demands list?” Vulpie asks playfully.


  “How about this instead… Listen to what I have to offer first.” President Vargas replies. Vulpie puts the phone down and walks around a bit. The camera follows him diligently. Everyone watching assumes a robot is holding it, filming Vulpie.


  “Okay.” Vulpie simply answers, smiling. The world government president takes a breath.


  “If you remove your program from all of the computers around the world, I will grant you a full presidential pardon. Do you know what that means?” Vargas asks.


  “Yeah huh.” Vulpie answers and grins. “But you’re lying. You wouldn’t do that.”


  “I will. You have my word on it as President.” Vargas replies with his political voice.


  “Not after everything I’ve done. Do you think Vulpie is dumb?” Vulpie asks, referring to himself in the third person.


  “No, it’s clear how clever you are Vulpie.” President Vargas replies. “That’s why I have another offer to extend.” Vargas shifts on his stance, moving his legs a bit. “If you surrender yourself to the government, I can promise you will not be harmed, but you will be held in our custody.”


  “Oh boy!” Vulpie says with a funny voice.


  “Now, now listen to me…” Vargas says, pointing a wolf claw up at the image of Vulpie. “I am serious, but you can’t mock an attempt this generous. I won’t offer another one. You’ve committed extremely serious crimes Vulpie, and it’s already unfair to pardon you for the things you’ve done, but I will, because I want this to end now.”


  “I’m not gonna turn myself in!” Vulpie says with his cute voice. “You’ll have me beaten day and night! I’ll be so sad and lonely!”


  “No, what I plan is to put you to work.” Vargas responds calmly. “You’re technological talents are amazing, Vulpie. It would be a shame not to put them to good use.” At this, Vulpie widens his eyes and opens his mouth as if excited.


  “OH! A JOB!” Vulpie replies mockingly. “Can I get a parking spot at the front of the building?”


  “What makes you think you’re so special that I should do more for you?” President Vargas asks Vulpie, switching instantly to an authoritative tone. “What about the lives of everyone else? This isn’t a game. This is a world full of animals that are hurt and scared right now, and it’s because of you. You think you should just be let off scot free, huh?” Vargas asks. “No apologies, no efforts to make things right, just what you want?”


  “Fuck you!” Vulpie snaps at the president and the room of foxes and wolves listen in shock. “I already can do whatever I want! I make the rules now! All that matters is who has the power! It’s mine!” The little fox goes from looking cute to psychotic, showing his teeth.


  Polar jumps up out of his chair. He walks next to the President quickly. The secret service flinches, always looking out for the commander in chief, but they realize the white furred wolf is up to something else. Vulpie sees Polar appear and focuses on him.


  “Vulpie! What are you doing?” Polar shouts loudly. “Who are you? You’re not the kid I knew and loved!” Vulpie blinks and stops showing his teeth. The orange furred fox’s expression changes to surprise. “I can’t stand to see you doing this to yourself! You’re destroying your life!” Vulpie is silenced by Polar’s words. The president stands still, amazed at what just happened, and so is everyone else. Slowly, Vulpie’s face turns defensive, then angry. He looks at Polar with an expression he’s never shown him before.


  “I don’t like you anymore Mr. Polar!” Vulpie hisses. The orange furred fox glares down at the white furred wolf with a hateful expression. “You’re just one of them now! You’re on their side!”


  “I’m trying to be on your side but you won’t let me!” Polar replies, while shaking his head.


  “You never loved me! Shut up!” Vulpie snaps. “Stop talking to me!” Vulpie’s words make Polar mute. The white furred wolf stands still, looking up at Vulpie in hurt.


  “Well I hope you’re happy with yourself! You’ve succeeded in getting rid of the only person that cares about you!” Polar tells Vulpie loudly. “Fine! Do what you want with yourself you selfish fox!” Polar says with tears in his eyes. He walks away from the President.


  Vulpie breathes hard. He no longer looks angry, he looks afraid. The President watches with astonishment as Vulpie goes from being relentless to completely vulnerable. There is silence and Vulpie ignores the President. He stares at the corner of the room where Polar went. The fox moves even closer towards the camera and speaks weakly.


  “Wait! Don’t go!” Vulpie begs, sounding completely terrified. “I didn’t mean it, Polar! Come back! Please come back!” The orange furred fox pleads. Polar sits in his chair, looking at the floor. Vulpie’s fox eyes brim with tears and he starts crying in front of everyone. “NOOOO!” Vulpie whines! “NOOOO!”


  Henrenson runs across the room and grabs Polar by the arm. The fellow wolf uses all of his might to lift Polar to his feet. “Get up! Fucking get up now!” The psych doctor demands, whispering. “Now’s the time!” Henrenson sees Polar is crying as well, keeping his wolf head low. “Come on! You can do it!” Henrenson whispers to the white furred wolf.


  Polar walks next to the President again, wiping the tears from his wolf face. It is a strange sight to see such a powerful wolf as Polar cry, but President Vargas is glad he is. When Vulpie can see Polar again his eyes light up with hope.


  “I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!” Vulpie whimpers, going down on his knees. Polar finally looks up at him and the white furred wolf gives the orange furred fox an ultimatum.


  “Accept the President’s terms.” Polar says. Vulpie breathes hard, looking from side to side. It can be seen that there are robots in the room with him, waiting for his command. Vulpie puts his fox paws over his face and bawls. He weeps loudly, clutching his face with his claws.


  “They’re all I have!” Vulpie says, crying. “It’s all I have!”


  “No, you have me!” Polar tells Vulpie proudly. Vulpie takes his claws from his face and stares at Polar. Polar finally smiles.


  “Come on, Vulpie. Let’s go home. Give up.” Polar says warmly. Vulpie swallows and nods, smiling while wincing at the same time.


  “Okay!” Vulpie whimpers in defeat, on his hands and knees. “Okay. Okay.” He repeats, breathing hard. Vulpie looks to President Vargas. “I’ll do it.”


  “Remove every single trace of that program.” The President commands. Vulpie sits on the ground and breathes, almost relieved.


  “It’ll… Take me about a day to get it out of the main systems, but longer for every computer out there.” Vulpie says.


  “You made the right decision.” President Vargas tells Vulpie. “Stay at that base and the GBI will pick you up. Have every one of those robots turned off when they arrive.”


  Vulpie Gives In…


  Within hours, Vulpie removes Vulpie.net from computer screens and media outlets around the world. It truly is amazing how fast he works. Polar sleeps well that night.


  The next day, the GBI arrive at the military base Vulpie took with his machines. They allow Polar to ride along in their flying transport at the President’s request. President Vargas, clever as he is, knew that without having Polar around the soldiers would not arrest Vulpie gently.


  The GBI agents find Vulpie standing in the courtyard of the destroyed base and approach him with machine guns drawn. Polar walks along with them, and he is the only animal Vulpie looks at when they arrest him.


  “On the ground FUCKER!” One of the GBI agents commands, aiming his gun at Vulpie. “Hands behind your back!” Vulpie obeys and the soldiers hold him down, cuffing his fox paws behind his back. The orange furred fox winces from how tight the agents cuff him.


  Several of the GBI agents glance at Polar and the white furred wolf knows what’s on their mind. They’re considering beating Vulpie despite his presence, but Polar can look very intimidating, and explaining a fight to the president would be difficult. The agents jerk Vulpie up on his feet and lead him along, towards the flying ship.


  Vulpie looks at Polar and smiles. They don’t say anything the whole way back to the GBI headquarters, as the ship’s engines are loud. When they arrive, the President of the World Government is waiting.


  The agents bring Vulpie into the headquarters gruffly, making a point to yank on his little fox arms every chance they get. President Vargas raises an eyebrow and the black furred wolf walks to meet the agents bringing in Vulpie.


  “Well here you are.” President Vargas says, looking down at the bright orange furred fox.


  “Hi.” Vulpie says timidly.


  “If I were another kind of wolf, you wouldn’t be able to walk right now.” Vargas tells Vulpie. “Luckily for you, I am a man of my word.” He waves his paws at the GBI agents. “Take those paw cuffs off of him.” The agents do so hesitantly, and when Vulpie’s little fox paws and arms are free, he rubs them. Polar stands by and watches hopefully for a good outcome.


  “Your selfish antics have taught us one thing, Vulpie. Our cyber security was not what it should be.” The President continues. “I believe you told me to fuck off before, but what do you say now to a job?” The president asks, smiling with wolf teeth.


  “Yes please!” Vulpie replies.


  “Then here’s the deal. You work when we tell you to work, and now you live in the GTD, the Government Technology Division. You can’t leave without an armed guard, and it will stay this way until you prove you’ve paid your dues. Understood?”


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie says with his cute voice. Vargas looks over at Polar, and then back down at Vulpie.


  “I’m not gay, but I can tell you one thing, that man loves you.” He says, looking down at Vulpie while pointing at Polar. “Don’t ever do something that stupid again.” President Vargas signals some GBI officials he’s been working with. “I’m expecting good things from you. Don’t disappoint me.” Vargas tells Vulpie, and leaves with his secret service escort.


  Now, Vulpie stands with GBI agents, who have been instructed to take him to the Government Tech Division, where he will be held. “Well, I guess I gotta go.” Vulpie says to Polar, smiling.


  “Yeah.” Polar says, smiling back. “Thanks for doing this.”


  “Save it for later you two. We’ll allow some conjugal visits.” Druward says with a smirk.


  A week later, Polar is allowed to visit the Governmental Tech Division headquarters where Vulpie is being kept. The guards let him inside the facility and he enters a very expensive building with super computers and other amazing technology. He is directed down a hall, and through a locked door, where he sees Vulpie working on a computer, next to some other professionals, both wolves.


  When Vulpie sees Polar his eyes light up. “Hey you!” Vulpie says with glee.


  “Hey.” Polar says with a warm smile. The two wolf engineers look at Polar.


  “This is Mr. Polar!” Vulpie says, introducing the white furred wolf.


  “How’s he doing?” Polar asks one of the engineers.


  “Kid’s a genius. Absolute genius.” The first wolf engineer replies. He shakes Polar’s paw. “Bruce.” The first wolf says, introducing himself. “Victor.” The second gray wolf says, introducing himself in a similar manner.


  “Don’t we have some work to do on that other project?” Bruce asks Victor, hinting at Polar.


  “Oh yeah.” Victor says, and eyes Vulpie before he stands up. “Don’t hurt him.” Victor tells Polar with a smirk. The two wolves leave Vulpie and Polar alone inside the work room. Vulpie can’t keep off of Polar any longer. He rushes onto him and Polar embraces the orange furred fox. They kiss passionately.


  “My room!” Vulpie breathes, and yanks on Polar’s paw.


  “Oh yeah.” Polar says with a grin. Vulpie leads Polar out of the work lab, down the hall, and into his private quarters. The room isn’t that big, but its new age and nice. Vulpie rubs up and gropes Polar hungrily as soon as the door is locked.


  “I missed you so badly Mr. Polar!” Vulpie moans and they kiss lustfully, Polar gropes the little fox in return.


  “When you get out of here, you’re going to live with me, aren’t you?” Polar asks Vulpie, smiling. Vulpie grins.


  “You’ll wait on me?”


  “Years if I have to.” Polar responds, smirking.


  “They say I’ve been really cooperative and might be able to live outside this place in another six months!” Vulpie tells Polar with excitement.


  “I’ll be ready for you.” Polar says, and strokes Vulpie’s bushy orange fox tail lovingly. “But right now I’m ready to fuck your brains out! What do ya say?” Polar asks, grinning.


  “Use me! Abuse me!” Vulpie replies mischievously. The fox pushes out of Polar’s arms and looks up at him with a wild expression. “But first, I wanna show you something!”


  “Alright.” Polar says, wondering if it’s kinky. Vulpie reaches down behind himself, grabbing his tail.


  “Are you ready?” Vulpie asks with a grin.


  “I guess.” Polar says, squinting. “What are you up to?” Vulpie pulls his tail lose and shows it to Polar, smiling. Polar’s wolf eyes widen and he stands completely still. He blinks. “What?” Polar asks and slowly his wolf mouth opens in dread.


  “Surprise!” Vulpie says with a big smile. He tosses the tail at Polar and Polar flinches, stepping aside. The white furred wolf looks down at Vulpie’s tail. There is no blood on it. It was detached so easily that Polar can only come up with one answer.


  “Oh my god!” Polar whispers. “No! You’re not Vulpie! You’re a…”


  “Fooled ya!” Vulpie, or rather, the machine says with Vulpie’s voice. “Yep, I’m a robot Mr. Polar! Don’t I look real?” Polar shakes his head, feeling frightened.


  “This… This is not funny, Vulpie. Is it you I’m even talking to?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah, it’s me, it’s just not the real me!” The Vulpie look alike replies.


  “It can’t be.” Polar says incredulously.


  “Damn I’m good, huh Polar?” The look alike replies.


  “I can’t take this anymore!” Polar breathes in fear, looking down at the small robot fox. He kicks open the door to the room and the white furred wolf runs.


  “Wait! Don’t run Polar!” The robot says, coming after him. Polar sees two guards in the distance with machine guns. They notice him coming and aim at him, having no idea what is going on. Polar waves his wolf arms and yells to them, stepping aside so they can see what is coming behind him.


  “SHOOT IT! IT’S A ROBOT!”


  “What?” One of the wolf soldiers shouts with wide eyes. Polar runs next to them and crouches at the end of the hall, as the machine that looks identical to Vulpie walks towards them.


  “Vulpie stop!” The guard commands. It keeps coming. “FUCKING STOP!” The Vulpie look alike grins. “OKAY DROP IT!” The guard yells to his companion, and they both open fire on the thing that looks like Vulpie. It bleeds and falls down as if it were really him.


  “Oh god! Damn! Are you sure it’s not really him?” The second guard asks with wide eyes.


  “Yes.” Polar says in terror. “God…”


  Three hours later, the World Government President is able to fly back into GBI headquarters, where Polar is waiting with GBI agents Druward, Rotick and others. Henrenson is still around, as the GBI requested he do some extra work for them after Vulpie had supposedly turned himself in.


  The secret service runs into the main headquarters with guns drawn, ahead of President Vargas, who has come to see the surprise himself. President Vargas grimaces as he enters the room and sees the thing that looks like Vulpie, sitting up and looking around, tied firmly to a steel beam that runs underneath the carpet of the room. The GBI put the robot in the same room where Vulpie communicated with the President and everyone before, in case they are contacted again.


  “Don’t get too close! It might have a bomb in it!” A secret service agent tells the President.


  “It’s been scanned. It’s clean on that front.” Agent Druward says, looking at it from a distance. It sits on its bottom, like a child in school, in the middle of the room while the wolves look at it from afar. President Vargas stares at it from a distance and eventually moves closer and closer. The robot looks at him and smiles.


  “My god, it’s a machine?” President Vargas asks the GBI with wide eyes. “It looks just like him!”


  “It’s unbelievable! He made a fucking robot of himself!” Druward growls.


  “It had me fooled!” Polar tells everyone loudly. “We were just about to…” Polar says, and trails off. “And it took its tail and threw it at me! I think Vulpie can see us right now through its eyes.” Polar says, still in disbelief. At this, Vargas sneers and grits his teeth.


  “Alright Vulpie! Show yourself!” The president yells, knowing he will be heard. Just as before, the large widescreen television on the wall of the room comes on, and Vulpie is displayed, smiling. He is wearing a blue shirt and khaki pants, the ones Polar bought him during their weekend of bliss, and appears to be inside some sort of mechanical structure, possibly a space ship.


  “What do ya think?” Vulpie asks, laughing. Druward’s cell phone rings. He takes the call, watching the TV at the same time. “Are you gonna tell the people I owned you yet?” Vulpie taunts. President Vargas grits his wolf teeth and clenches his fists.


  “Sir.” Druward says, speaking to the president. Vargas looks over. “Vulpie.net… Is back… Everywhere around the world.” Druward informs him grimly.


  “Hey! Watch this!” Vulpie says, and raises his arm in reality, on the video feed, and the robot in the room does the same. “Isn’t that awesome?” Vulpie asks with cute glee. Every GBI agent in the room glares at Vulpie as if they’d kill him on the spot.


  “You…Treacherous…Little thing!” President Vargas says, shaking his wolf head.


  “Thanks for the tour of the Governmental Tech Division this last week.” Vulpie says while using his fox claws like quotation marks mockingly. “I got everything I needed.” He adds with a grin.


  “But you gave up the robot factories! You can’t sustain the machines without those.” The President tells Vulpie.


  “You dummy!” Vulpie says with a laugh. “Mr. President Man doesn’t even know that the better factories are on planet Veida!”


  “But you lost those too! We’ve sent men on ships to Veida!” Vargas responds with wide eyes.


  “How many came back?” Vulpie asks, and gives everyone a big foxy grin.


  “We received reports.” Druward says.


  “I made em of course!” Vulpie laughs. “I sent everybody home, and blocked their communication.” A robot comes on screen and sets down a super high caffeine drink for Vulpie, who smiles in thanks. Vulpie opens the can and takes a big gulp of the cold, sugar free, energy drink. “So you should be nice to me, since they’re still in space.” Vulpie reminds the President.


  “What do you want Vulpie?” The President asks angrily. “What? What do you want?”


  “Well you’d know if you read my list of demands like I suggested.” Vulpie taunts with a laugh. Druward gets another phone call and takes it.


  “Why…Vulpie WHY?” Polar asks with a destroyed face. The tall white furred wolf gets choked up with emotion.


  “Mr. Polar, you blew the cover on my robot! I was gonna ask you to run off with me again, but you went and told everybody!” Vulpie replies, looking down at Polar. “I can’t have fun with you anymore.”


  “I don’t know who you are anymore.” Polar replies. This time, Vulpie doesn’t seem bothered.


  “Meh.” Vulpie says and shrugs his shoulders.


  “All of that crying… All a big show?” Polar asks, with clenched teeth.


  “No, it was real! I was feeling emotional that day!” Vulpie admits and smiles playfully.


  “You son of a bitch!” Henrenson growls. Vulpie looks over at the doctor and shows him a smile full of fox teeth.


  “Watch it there, Captain Sassy Pants! Remember who controls the ion Canon? I know where your house is, and your family to! Your wifey might be home!” Vulpie says with a dangerous amused face.


  “He’s controlling the robots again, everywhere, playing videos too.” Druward tells the group, picking up the information from his phone call. “It’s just like before.” Druward says and sighs heavily.


  “No! Even MORE fun than before!” Vulpie says and grins. “People recognize me on the street now! Yeah I go around with a bunch of robots for protection, but the kids love me!”


  “I bet they do, Vulpie, because they don’t know any better. They can’t see you for what you really are.” The President replies.


  “And what is that Mr. President Man?” Vulpie asks, gulping more from his energy drink.


  “A monster. You’re nothing but a monster! You don’t have to be big, to be horrible, and that’s just what you are!”


  “Oooo! Talk dirty to me!” Vulpie says, grinning with glee. “Evil Vulpie likes.” The cute orange furred fox looks around the room he’s in and stretches his soft little body. “Well guys, it’s been fun! I’m gonna go play now!” He takes a look at Polar, who stands, looking up at him in complete despair. “By the way Mr. Polar…” Vulpie says, giving the white furred wolf a sweet expression. “I do still really really really really like you! It’s just that you don’t seem to want to have any fun!” Vulpie sighs. “Sorry!” He smiles and the video of him disappears.


  “What are we going to do?” Druward whispers. “No machines to track him… He’ll know, and we can’t fly ships in space either, not to mention the innocents still in space at this very moment!” Henrenson slowly turns and looks back at Polar with a raised eyebrow behind his glasses.


  “I think I know what to do…” Henrenson says, and the President listens carefully, as do the other government officials. Polar sees the doctor staring at him. “You know… don’t you Polar?” Henrenson asks with a serious face. Polar stands up.


  “I can’t do that.” Polar responds, fighting tears because of Vulpie’s betrayal. The President catches on quickly.


  “Good idea.” Vargas comments quietly. Henrenson looks at the black furred wolf and nods.


  “I won’t.” Polar whispers. “I can’t kill him.”


  “Why not? The little fucker put the knife deep in your back!” Henrenson tells the white furred wolf. Now all of the many GBI agents and government officials know what the suggested course of action is.


  “It’s just…” Polar says, and has to close his eyes to keep from crying.


  “He’s beyond help, Polar.” Henrenson tells the tall wolf. “I know you feel sorry for him. Hell, I do on some level, but he’s a menace! Who better to put him down than you? You could do it and he wouldn’t even know it was coming…”


  “No!” Polar says. “You don’t understand! You can’t understand unless you’re gay. I love him, even if he doesn’t love me…” Polar chokes up again. “It would haunt me forever.”


  “I would make it worth the suffering.” President Vargas offers quietly. “You kill him and you’ll be set for life.”


  “I just… Need to be alone.” Polar responds, and walks away.


  Polar’s Struggle


  Polar has spent the day outside of the GBI building, walking through the streets of Sufias City, seeing Vulpie prance about in his videos playing on every TV and media outlet. The President asked him not to leave on his way out, so he finally comes back inside the GBI headquarters, but finds a secluded lounge to rest his wolf legs.


  President Vargas is still in the headquarters because his secret service is concerned about him flying due to Vulpie’s mastery over all computer controlled devices. The President waves off his secret service and enters the big lounge where he sees Polar sitting in a leather chair, staring down at the floor.


  Polar looks up at the World Government President as he comes in and sits down in a chair nearby. Polar shifts in his seat. The white furred wolf is uncomfortable having to be in the presence of the world’s commander in chief. President Vargas notices, and raises a paw in a friendly manner.


  “I like to talk to people.” Vargas tells Polar, looking over at him as they sit. “I think it’s good for me to get away from the yes men and get to know the people I’m supposed to be helping.”


  “I voted for you.” Polar says, trying to smile, but can’t.


  “We’re all just animals. We’re nothing more than men and women.” President Vargas responds. “So I like to find out what’s on animals’ minds.” Polar listens respectfully, but doesn’t initiate a conversation. They both know what Vargas wants from Polar. “I’m usually too busy to do anything besides sign this or that…” Vargas thinks out loud. “Thanks to Vulpie I don’t have much of a schedule anymore.” The black furred wolf wipes his nose with a paw and pauses.


  “And listening to others doesn’t exclude those who have come before us.” Vargas continues. “You know the age old saying…” The President says and talks to Polar as if they had known each other for years. “A loose vixen’s tail corrupts a good wolf too well.” The President says, letting his quote linger for Polar to think on. “Vulpie’s the male equivalent of that…Don’t you agree?” Polar is silent. He looks aside, but still gives the President his attention.


  President Vargas breathes purposefully. “What I’m saying is not politically correct, but with the Association of Fox Rights and interests off my back, I can talk to you, wolf to wolf.” The black furred wolf says to the white furred wolf. “You’re a good man, Polar, but Vulpie is the fox seducer. His feminine looks, bright orange fur, and that adorable voice…The package is probably just too much for a gay wolf.” Vargas continues. “But he’s not good for you.”


  “Have you heard this quote?” Polar asks. “Without foxes life would be to boring to live…” The white furred wolf says and smirks. “The fifth world government President said that one.”


  “Very good.” Vargas replies, smiling. “But you have to be careful not to mistake lust for love.”


  “I do love him.” Polar responds without hesitation. “But I understand the message.”


  “I had my own trial with a fox once.” The President admits. “She was gorgeous, petite, with soft red fur. I cheated on my wife for about two years, going to that woman while I slept beside my she-wolf and she knew nothing.” Vargas says and makes a penitent face. “But it nearly destroyed my marriage when my wife found out. I hurt the mother of my children so much that it’s taken years for her to forgive me. And she will never forget.” Vargas says, tapping his left claw on the chair he sits in. “It’s hard to resist, but you must. Men think harder with their loins than their mind.”


  “It’s not just the sex.” Polar comments while looking at the President.


  “But that’s the biggest part of it, isn’t it?” The President quickly asks. “Like I said, I can’t speak for gay wolves, but Vulpie looks to me like a fox boy that could turn a straight wolf gay.” Vargas licks his lips. “Vulpie doesn’t love you back.”


  “You don’t know that.” Polar responds.


  “He likes you. He enjoys you, but only to a certain point.” Vargas says. “He likes you more than anyone, but it’s all about him. Help us use his vice against him.” The President pleads.


  “I held him in my arms.” Polar says, and holds up his claws in the air, as if demonstrating his feelings. “Vulpie had a break down when I was with him. I was there for him, and I held him while he cried his eyes out. It wasn’t just lust even though it started out that way. We grew to love each other. He loves me now. That’s why I can’t do what you ask.”


  “Maybe he does love you, but he loves himself more.” President Vargas responds. “That’s obvious.”


  “He doesn’t know what to do with himself.” Polar answers. “He never had a family and isn’t able to open up to anyone, or feel other people’s pain. You’ve seen how unstable he is. He’s afraid.”


  “He’s afraid but extremely dangerous.” The President replies. “We shouldn’t make the rest of the worlds suffer just so Vulpie can do what he wants without restraint.”


  “I know, but I could never lie my way back into a relationship with him, planning to kill him at some point.” Polar explains. “If it happened, it would be when he’s vulnerable, needing me, and I would end his life instead.” Polar says and gets choked up again. He can’t believe how upset he is just by speaking about Vulpie. “I’m not that kind of wolf. I can’t do that to him. I won’t.” Polar says. GBI Director Druward comes into the lounge and the President looks over at him.


  “Sir.” Druward says. The fellow black furred wolf looks tired.


  “What’s it now?” President Vargas asks.


  “Now there are Vulpie gangs… Animals are vandalizing and spreading chaos every time Vulpie plays one of his videos for the world. A lot of it is done by kids, but organized crime is also taking the opportunity to do what it pleases in the anarchy. And we have no robot police officers to assist anymore, so our flesh and blood men are having a tough time combating the marauding groups of different species.” Hearing this, President Vargas turns and looks at Polar with an expectant face. Polar looks away.


  “This is what he’s doing to the world, Polar.” The President says. “Animals will use any excuse to create chaos if they have the chance, and Vulpie’s encouraging it, spreading this madness everywhere.”


  “There are hundreds of reported Vulpie gangs over this nation alone, already.” Druward tells the President. “They paint orange fox tails on their clothing and wait for Vulpie to play his movies. When he does, they go wild. Vulpie’s singing a song right now.” Druward says. “We’re just not getting it here in the GBI headquarters because he must have put us separate from everywhere else, so he can listen in.”


  “Are there any reports of animals actually seeing Vulpie?” The President asks.


  “We’ve received thousands of them from everywhere. Who knows where to begin?” Druward responds. The GBI agent looks over at Polar. The white furred wolf sits, looking distant.


  “Polar, it would be a service to the world nations.” President Vargas tells him. He clears his throat. “Ten million…” The black furred wolf offers the tall white furred wolf with a politician’s voice. Polar just stares back at the President, looking lost. “I promise you’ll be paid ten million dollars.” The President puts his claws together diplomatically. “That’s what Vulpie was demanding you get. I’ll give it to you if you kill him.”


  “That’s quite a deal, Mr. Arctic.” Druward comments.


  “How do you know he’ll even want to see me?” Polar responds.


  “It’s the best chance we have. You’ll have to go without backup, because he controls all of the cameras and surveillance worldwide. But if you get him alone, you could break his little neck.” Vargas replies. Polar feels intimidated by the President’s persistence.


  “I hope this isn’t normally how the government operates.” Polar says grimly.


  “Desperate times call for desperate measures.” Vargas responds. “I think every rational animal would agree.”


  “I have to think about this.” Polar replies. Secretly, he isn’t even seriously considering the offer, but can see the President is not going to stop pressing until he sees the progress he wants. “I need time.”


  “We can’t wait too long.” The President replies. “Think of the animals in space ships. Vulpie could kill all of them at any moment by using the computers to turn off life support.”


  “He wouldn’t do that.” Polar responds.


  “How do you know? He’s getting bolder and bolder.” Vargas says.


  “I just feel it. He’ll kill if cornered, but it’s all a game to him.” Polar explains. “Vulpie just wants to have fun. He is terrorizing the world, but he won’t really kill innocent animals unless we give him a reason.”


  “And how would you know that?” Druward asks. “He threatened to fire the Ion Cannon two times.”


  “I know, but I just don’t think he’ll do it without a reason.” Polar states.


  “You may be right, Polar, but we owe it to the animals of this world to remove him before he gets a desire to.” The President says to the white furred wolf. “How long will he go on like this, having unlimited power, before he gets bored? As emotional as he is, he’ll have a fit over something, and end up killing hundreds of innocents. Do you want that?” The President asks.


  “No sir.” Polar answers. “I know. I understand and agree, but I don’t know if I can do it, not only because I care for him, but because he’s so clever. He’ll see it coming a mile away. Vulpie doesn’t seem to make many mistakes.”


  “Then take your time with it.” Druward advises. “We don’t have any to waste, but if it’s the only way to lower his guard, do it. Offer to make love to him and make no attempt to try anything suspicious if you think it isn’t safe. Then, the second time, he won’t be expecting it, and you can do what needs to be done.” Druward suggests.


  “I can’t believe we’re talking about this.” Polar says, putting his wolf paws over his face. He breathes hard and drops his arms in thought. “How am I even supposed to contact him?”


  “Use your cell phone.” Druward suggests. “Go home, or go somewhere away from here, and make your phone call seem spontaneous. “He might come to you or tell you where to go.”


  “I know what I’m asking is very dangerous, Polar, but give it some thought. You’re probably our only hope at stopping the fox. We have to get the world back from Vulpie.”


  “Give me tonight to think.” Polar says and stands up. He walks away from the President and Druward.


  “You think he’ll do it?” Druward asks Vargas.


  “God I hope so.” Vargas growls.


  As Polar drives from the GBI headquarters in the evening, heading home, he veers off towards the large mall he took Vulpie shopping to. Polar drives into a space and gets out of his car. He can hear techno music coming from inside the mall. Vulpie’s songs are being played there whether visitors like it or not.


  Polar walks inside the large crowded mall, and hears Vulpie singing, one of his songs repeating, followed by more, voiced by the mall’s sound system. Every television and computer monitor plays the same video of whatever random entertainment Vulpie has chosen to show the world. All of the shops are still open for business, but owners have to suffer through Vulpie’s constant media.


  Mall management would very much like to disable the audio, but Vulpie’s program has connected the audio systems with everything else, including lights and power. The hacker fox has made it impossible for businesses to remove his presence; management would have to gut their buildings to remove everything producing sound. As for the video, Televisions and computers refuse to turn off as well. The only option of stopping his program would be to destroy the TVs and computers, which management obviously does not want. They need the televisions for security feeds and shop keepers need their computers to make and record sales.


  As the tall white furred wolf walks along, he sees a group of several teenage wolves and foxes in the crowded mall, loitering around a set of benches. They have sloppily painted orange tails on their clothing, on some of their jeans, on some of their shirts. Polar sees a Vulpie gang for himself. The kids are all enjoying the madness.


  Polar can’t help but walk to the gang and say something. “Is that Rennonava Vulpie’s playing?” Polar asks as the younger wolves and foxes look up at him, wondering what he wants.


  “Nah man!” One of the wolves says and grins. “It’s fucking Vulpie rock!”


  “It sounds so gay.” One of the foxes comments and grins. “Dumb ass cops and everyone can’t do shit to stop it!”


  “Because Vulpie is the ultimate hacker?” Polar asks.


  “Damn straight!” The first wolf says defiantly. “It’s mad world and Vulpie’s the president! You want to join our gang?” The wolf kid sneers. Polar grins at him, showing his teeth, and the kid backs off. Polar just walks away. As he moves through the crowd, his fur stands on end, as he sees and hears Vulpie everywhere. Polar sees why Vulpie calls himself a god, but the white furred wolf has dread in his stomach. He thinks about the offer from the President.


  Around this time, the music and all of the videos simultaneously get louder. Everyone stops walking or slows down, hearing the volume rise. Another performance from Vulpie is about to begin. Polar watches, looking up at a projected TV in the mall. The Vulpie gang he just spoke with stands up and howls, much to the distaste of mall security. Vulpie was right when he said the kids loved him, even though he himself is only nineteen.


  The Vulpie gang of foxes and wolves cheer loudly as Vulpie appears on screens across the world with his live gleeful fox face. He is standing on a modern city street somewhere dressed casually, and his appearance is completely mesmerizing in how cute he can appear. Vulpie wears a white shirt that snugly holds to his lean little fox body, and on it is a gay pride joke Polar’s never heard before. Vulpie’s shirt says, with purple and black letters, “I can’t even think straight!”


  Vulpie is dressed in slick black pants that shine when he moves, regardless of their casual style. His bright orange fur glows in the evening light of the city and he grins as he speaks to audiences everywhere.


  “Is everyone ready to have some fun?” Vulpie asks the world with his super cute effeminate voice. The Vulpie gang Polar met cheers loudly in response. Immediately, a disgusted male gray wolf yells loudly for the entire mall to hear.


  “NO! GET OFF THE TV YOU FUCKING FAGGOT!” Polar’s glad no one in the mall crowded with wolves knows he’s gay, because the hateful comment from that man sparks a huge round of similar ones from men everywhere in the building.


  “Go suck a cock, fag!” A wolf behind Polar yells.


  “Fuck yourself you little bitch!” Another wolf yells from a shop somewhere. A round of roaring laughter fills the mall from both men and women alike, and Polar cringes. Of course, Vulpie isn’t going to answer anyone around the world. He’s going to sing his song and have fun no matter what happens.


  With concert level volume, the most playful of Vulpie’s songs yet begins. A wolf drives up next to Vulpie in a red sports car, and Polar can’t tell from the video whether it is a robot or actually a real man. No one knows how Vulpie controls the camera to instantly switch from one spot to another so fast, but it does, focusing on the male gray wolf who’s grinning.


  “Hey Sweety!” The wolf says to Vulpie, referencing a girl’s dress up doll.


  “Hi Scott!” Vulpie excitedly replies.


  “You wanna go for a ride?” The wolf in the car asks.


  “Hell yeah!” Vulpie says and looks too cute.


  “Come on, jump in…” The robot wolf says, and Vulpie jumps inside the car as it drives off into the city. Vulpie giggles and begins singing, his voice guiding the video, as it shows him first playing with a credit card and then hair brushes in a store, grooming himself as if he were a doll.


  Vulpie’s song bursts into fast pop rock, and he sings and prances through a mall somewhere. His dancing and homoerotic smiles lead him into a night club, and all sorts of other exciting locations. It seems impossible for Vulpie to dance and sing at the same time, but he actually is. He has amazing control over his small lean fox body, and can jump, hop and skip all while singing.


  It’s amazing to watch. Even the wolves that sneer and yell loudly, continuing to insult Vulpie’s image as he performs, can’t believe how professional looking the presentation is. Vulpie’s playful music video is perfectly delightful, and has an extremely catchy tune that will be in animal’s heads for days whether they like it or not. It only takes a few moments to have every animal captivated, watching to see what sort of antics Vulpie will show next. The loudness of Vulpie’s broadcast prevents everyone from ignoring it.


  Vulpie sings back and forth with the robot wolf that is dressed in a red shirt and dark pants. Polar thinks it’s a robot, because it is too well coordinated to be alive. No other animal could keep up with Vulpie’s pace and sing at all the right moments. The two sing and dance all over the world at hot spots, dinners, movie theater parking lots, concerts, even flying together on a private jet.


  Everyone knows it can’t be real, but Vulpie makes it appear so. The fox makes a point to touch and interact with all of his environments, presenting an illusion of him being able to be anywhere at any moment. It’s frightening that he can do these things, and his overwhelming eagerness to display his homosexuality gives an immense level of “in your face!” chaos to the audience.


  Vulpie uses a gun during the song. He shoots at a wolf on a street corner and no one knows if it’s real. The song continues, and he shoots a fox on the sidewalk, and then later, a rabbit. Vulpie’s song intentionally appears threatening at the end with the images of him freely using the weapon, despite whether it is real or not. Many wonder if it actually is, and was just recorded.


  Vulpie’s cute grins and expressions also appear evil in a way that only a fox can with mischievous nature. Vulpie epitomizes the definition of a sly fox. It’s hard to tell whether he’s doing it intentionally, but his grins appear villainous as much as they are funny.


  When the song ends, Vulpie winks at audiences worldwide, and disappears. An image of an artistic fox avatar remains in his stead, and some much quieter techno music plays afterwards. Polar stands still, looking up at the screen and the white furred wolf thinks about the President’s offer.


  It’s clear that not even computer experts around the world are able to stop Vulpie’s program. Polar knows the orange furred fox won’t stop. The white furred wolf thinks about how much fun Vulpie must have just had for himself, teasing the world with no one able to punish him.


  The Vulpie gang in the mall behaved relatively well, not vandalizing anything, but still mall security bothers them. Curses and confused conversations are everywhere, as well as the opposite. Some animals see what Vulpie keeps doing as hilarious. Others absolutely hate it. Without a doubt, Vulpie is now a universe wide star. Every animal knows who he is. Polar thinks about it. He knows the fox is proud of his unstoppable mischief. The white furred wolf leaves the mall, full of ranting animals, and drives home. On his way, he makes a decision.


  Polar walks into the GBI headquarters the next day and sees Druward and Henrenson. The doctor has been working for the GBI to flesh out Vulpie’s motives round the clock. Druward smiles and walks over to Polar.


  “I’ll do it.” Polar tells Druward with a quiet voice.


  “Good. The President’s still here.” Druward responds. He signals an agent to go get him. The secret service enters the room, as does President Vargas, who is looking more aggressive than usual. Vargas walks up to Polar and signals for him to follow. Polar does, and he, the President, Druward, Henrenson and some of the secret service walk down a hallway, and enter a room with no windows and nothing inside but a table and chairs. An agent shuts the door.


  “Vulpie can’t hear us in here. This is the interrogation room used for… difficult cases.” Druward tells Polar. Polar takes a seat and the President does as well. Soon all of them sit.


  “Do you have any suggestions?” Polar asks the group.


  “Only that you get started now.” Vargas says with an uncharacteristically tired voice. “After that display last night…” The President says in disgust. “Stocks are tanking and companies are going bankrupt because no one trusts their investments with Vulpie running the show.”


  “I know; I was in the mall.” Polar responds.


  “I want to know how it’s going to be done.” Vargas tells Polar and looks over at Faith Henrenson.


  “Well, he has to come to you.” Henrenson tells Polar. “He knows where you live, but I think you won’t meet him again unless you go looking.”


  “Alright, well where do I look?” Polar asks.


  “I have a plan.” Henrenson tells Polar. “I think your best shot of getting him around, is putting yourself out there for him to see, but not too obviously. You’re going to trick Vulpie; if possible, into thinking you’ve lost your job because of his mischief.” Henrenson says and touches his glasses. “He’ll feel guilty… I think he’s capable of guilt for you and only you.” The doctor continues. The World Government President listens with interest.


  “There’s a bar in this city that is very popular. It’s so popular in fact, that there is a secret drug ring being run out of the establishment and the government has cameras inside, placed there to spy on criminals. The cameras feed directly to the GBI, where they investigate animal’s faces through the video, and we’ve seen that Vulpie has the uncanny ability to listen in and be present from afar via machines with amazing precision.


  You go to the bar and drink. Those cameras will upload your images to the GBI all night long, and your name will be referenced thousands of times in the computer system, as it constantly checks your history.” Henrenson looks to Druward. “So the GBI tells me.” Druward nods. Henrenson looks back at Polar.


  “Vulpie will definitely see you on his system. It’ll be incredibly easy, considering the GBI shares this information with other nations around the world. Your name and image will be broadcasted around the world, all underneath Vulpie’s fox eyes.” Henrenson pauses. “If you look distraught and destroyed, alone, pathetic, I think he may contact you.”


  “Why not just give him a phone call? I have his number.” Polar asks. “Why go through all of this work?


  “He may suspect something if you call him. Suddenly deciding to join his antics would be a move that doesn’t fit your personality. Vulpie likes to drag YOU into mischief. If he comes to YOU, he won’t suspect what your true intentions are.”


  “That’s brilliant.” The President says, impressed. He nods. “It seems like a stretch, but it should give you the cover you need to get close to him.” Henrenson is pleased the President approves.


  “It’s the only thing I could come up with to reunite you and Vulpie, where he thinks he can still have you. Hopefully, he’ll ask you to come with him again.” Henrenson adds. “And he’ll be watching you none the less. Wait until the time is right, and none of his machines are around to save him.”


  “Okay.” Polar says grimly. He can’t believe he is agreeing to go on an assassination mission after his beloved Vulpie.


  “It might take a while.” Polar thinks out loud. “I haven’t seen all of his personality yet. Now that we’ve had words, it will take some time for him to lower his guard.”


  “Exactly! See, you’ve got it!” Henrenson responds. “He’ll probably spend time trying to make you agree that what he’s doing is okay, and at first you shouldn’t. Build your rapport back up to the level it was when you were… In love, and then do it.” The doctor says.


  Polar is silent. The white furred wolf clenches his fists before putting his paws and claws over his eyes and muzzle. He clutches his face and breathes hard before dropping his arms with a distant look on his face.


  “You have my word on it. The offer still stands.” President Vargas tells Polar.


  “Of course…” Polar says and smiles grimly. “There is the chance I might not live with Vulpie very long.” He looks at Henrenson. “Right?” Faith Henrenson thinks on it and nods.


  “Who knows what Vulpie’s thinking?”


  “Tell me where the bar is and when to go.” Polar says to the group. He feels sick on his stomach. Memories of the best weekend of his life spent with Vulpie race through his mind. Henrenson slowly takes off his glasses and cleans them with his shirt for a moment.


  “Polar… There is something else I would like to share with you that may make your burden easier to cope with.” The doctorate psychologist says, and puts his glasses back on. He looks at the white furred wolf. “Do you remember when I told you Vulpie was a psychopath and you asked me how I knew? It was the first day we met.”


  “I remember.” Polar replies.


  “Well.” Henrenson says, and touches some work papers under his paws. “I’ve printed out the documented definition of one that is accepted by psychologists across the universe. I’d like to read some characteristics to you so you can see if Vulpie fits the profile of a psychotic individual.” Polar clears his throat. President Vargas leans forward, interested. Henrenson looks down and begins reading.


  “The psychopath is defined by a psychological gratification in criminal, sexual, or aggressive impulses and the inability to learn from past mistakes. Individuals with this disorder gain satisfaction through their antisocial behavior and lack remorse for their actions.” Henrenson says, and glances up at a Polar. “There are several items that are considered to recognize a psychotic individual.” Henrenson reads purposefully.


  “Factor one characteristics are classified as aggressive narcissism such as Glibness or superficial charm, a grandiose sense of self-worth, pathological lying, Cunning or manipulative abilities, a lack of remorse or guilt, being emotionally shallow, showing a lack of empathy, and failure to accept responsibility for one’s own actions.” The wolf psychologist states and Polar listens, his white fur standing on end.


  “Factor 2 characteristics of a psychopath are that of a socially deviant lifestyle.” Henrenson continues. “They include a need for excessive stimulation and a proneness to boredom, a parasitic lifestyle, poor behavioral control, promiscuous sexual behavior…” Henrenson says, and uses his voice to stress the lack of sexual control. “They also include a lack of realistic long term goals, impulsivity, irresponsibility, juvenile delinquency, early behavior problems, many short term intimate relationships, and criminal versatility.” Henrenson says, and sits up in his chair. He stares at Polar, waiting for a response. Polar is silent.


  “Vulpie hits every single one of those doesn’t he?” Henrenson asks. The President moves his tongue inside his wolf jaw in thought. Polar looks aside and breathes heavily. The room is silent.


  “A lot of those could be linked to any animal.” Polar says quietly.


  “True.” Henrenson replies. “But he shows each and every one. I just wanted you to know.”


  “Well… It’s extremely sad.” Polar says, looking at Henrenson. “But would you have ended up any different if you’d experienced Vulpie’s childhood?”


  “I probably would be a psychopath as well.” Henrenson admits. “But that doesn’t negate what needs to be done.” He points a claw at Polar. “Watch yourself with him. Remember that he lied about killing Vander Clishaw. He could probably justify it to kill you without remorse as well.”


  “I get it.” Polar responds with a glare. “There’s no need for more of this. I already said I’d do it. To be honest, all of that just now makes me feel sorry for him.”


  “That’s your weakness.” Henrenson tells Polar. “You’re kind hearted. You want to understand him, and it will help you on your way, but don’t forget what he is when the time comes.”


  “I’m sure it will be the worst moment of my life.” Polar replies in despair.


  Enter Vulpie’s World


  Polar awakes suddenly the next day. At the meeting at GBI headquarters where he accepted the President’s offer and was subsequently warned about Vulpie by Henrenson, he was told which bar to go to and when. The white furred wolf won’t be going to work today. His employer knows he is working with the GBI again.


  The GBI instructed him to lay low until night, and then head to the Open Claw Bar in the suburban part of Sufias city. Polar has been there before and remembers it well. Open Claw is a sports entertainment restaurant that was built outside of one of the best malls in Sufias City. It is in a shopping strip that connects to the mall building, but is large enough to appear like the tail of the mall.


  The wolf moves in his bed, his white fur ruffling in the sheets and puts his claws up in the air. He clenches them together and stretches, popping the powerful muscles in his back and arms, and breathes in relaxation before stretching his strong legs. He sits up, his morning erection poking hard in his black boxers. Polar reaches down inside his underwear and pulls the head of his large penis upward to keep it from bothering him.


  The tall wolf yawns, opening his big long muzzle, and gets out of bed. He walks over to his bathroom adjacent to his bedroom, and goes in. Polar uses it and showers before coming out and getting dressed. He puts on a pair of gray shorts and a black shirt, before walking downstairs to his den.


  The white furred wolf walks to the right of his den and into the kitchen that is divided from it, where he opens the refrigerator. He finds eggs, bacon, steak and more that he takes out and begins preparing breakfast for himself. The wolf is feeling particularly hungry, and cooks more than usual.


  While some of the meat fries, he picks up the second remote for his Digital Video Recorder and Television in the den, and turns them on from the kitchen. He turns up the volume. The expensive television is on a news channel, and he leaves it where it is. Polar didn’t know what to expect. When Vulpie hijacks the media, he turns every channel and source to his feed, but the fox leaves the media alone when he isn’t taunting the world.


  Polar turns up the volume more. A she-wolf reporter he is familiar with on channel 2 speaks with other members of the morning news show. Unsurprisingly, the topic is Vulpie and his antics the night before.


  “I want to know when this is going to end, if ever?” A male wolf co-host asks the she-wolf. “Is the government able to stop him?”


  “All the news so far says otherwise.” The she-wolf answers. They talk back and forth to each other with the news cast drama that is common to every station. They have another wolf sitting with them, and he appears to be some sort of expert. The she-wolf looks at the expert. “Mr. Nelsa, what is the word from the President today?” The expert looks to be from the GBI or a related agency.


  “Rest assured, first of all, that the President is safe.” Nelsa tells the two reporters confidently. “And he has been in contact with agencies worldwide.” Polar notices the orange Vulpie.net logo on the bottom right hand corner of his television. It has been on every TV and computer screen since Vulpie sent out his first hacker broadcast. Polar shakes his head as he cooks his breakfast, listening to the newscast.


  “What about last week when the Vulpie.net logo disappeared?” The male wolf reporter asks Nelsa. “It’s back now just like nothing happened.”


  “Vulpie lied to the President. He said he would remove the program but instead he decided to play a dangerous game.” Nelsa answers, holding his wolf claws together.


  “Is the government close to figuring out how to stop this terrorist?” The reporter asks.


  “Yes.” Nelsa answers. Polar snorts, wiping his wolf nose with a grim laugh. “I’ve been told that they are making progress but it still will be some time.”


  “All he seems interested in is taunting the world but is there a more sinister side of Vulpie that the public hasn’t seen yet?” The reporter asks.


  “We know what he’s capable of. So far Vulpie has refrained from using the millions of robots at his disposal in any deadly manner, with the exception of assaulting two military buildings.” Nelsa replies.


  “How is it possible that no computer expert in the entire world has been able to crack this code he’s written?” The reporter inquires. Polar listens closely while he cooks.


  “It would be beautiful if it wasn’t being used in such a malicious way.” Nelsa replies. He shows enthusiasm that indicates he is well versed in technology himself. “Vulpie’s program, Vulpie.net, is more than just a computer virus.” Nelsa explains. “It’s an advanced form of artificial intelligence that has overwritten the internet as we know it.”


  “Over written the net?” The reporter asks with a confused voice.


  “Yes. Normally, every single computer that uses the internet uses the same protocol as any other computer in the world.” Nelsa continues. “We have security features and other higher level functions available, but all of it revolves around our understanding of the internet’s code.” Nelsa uses his paw to make a point. “What Vulpie.net did when launched, was mix and overwrite every one of those basic codes, replacing them with protocols created by Vulpie.” The expert continues.


  “It’s impossible to use traditional methods of accessing the internet with a computer because Vulpie.net has merged with the central processing units in computers everywhere, and will not allow access.” He raises his paws. “In effect, we can’t begin to take Vulpie’s code apart because we have nothing to work with. Every machine that comes into contact with the code has its original programming overwritten. It is so aggressive that any computer not already exposed is completely infected within about a second after it is introduced to Vulpie.net.”


  “Scary stuff.” The she-wolf reporter comments. “So what is the government doing to attack it?”


  “We have to rely on uninfected machines at this stage and it is critical that we find a way to give them adequate defense to Vulpie’s code before we try to decipher it.” Nelsa continues. Polar hears him speak, and can sense the severity of the expert’s tone. “But as I said earlier, Vulpie.net is also an artificial intelligence. It has a mind of its own. When it encounters a new machine, it attacks it and adapts so fast that it is without a doubt, the single most powerful program ever written. If we are to remove it, first we have to create a program equally intelligent, that can in effect, do battle with Vulpie.net for initial control.”


  “Are there any programs that the government is working on that may be able to do that?” The male wolf reporter asks.


  “Yes, and we’re hopeful, but there is another problem.” Nelsa says and Polar looks over at the TV while he cooks. “Every time Vulpie.net encounters what we create, it stores it in its memory. So if we send incomplete versions of our program out there, it will be more than ready for the final version. Think of it like bacteria. Our programs are the antibodies and Vulpie.net is the bacteria. When bacteria are exposed to an antibody and do not die, they heal up and are stronger than before. We think the artificial intelligence in Vulpie.net is similarly capable of learning in a defensive way.”


  “Is there any hope for a fix in the next month?” The male wolf reporter asks.


  “Maybe before that, but I can’t disclose anything more specific.” Nelsa answers and Polar looks down at his food as he cooks again, laughing to himself. The white furred wolf remembers the tone of Vulpie’s fox voice when he called him in the past and told him about his code. Polar remembers how confident Vulpie was when he said it would never be stopped.


  If Polar has learned anything by now, it’s that Vulpie is a genius. He doesn’t have faith that the government will be able to develop a program to stop Vulpie.net soon, if ever. The orange furred fox created a work of art, not just a program. As Polar thinks on it, he wishes for a moment that Vulpie would have shared it with him instead of releasing it on the world. Polar knows he wouldn’t have been able to understand it, but he could still have admired it.


  When he finishes cooking his breakfast, he places it on a plate and takes it to his den with a napkin. Polar sits down on his couch and leans forward, putting his breakfast plate on the den table so he can watch the TV while eating. He picks up his den remote from the table and switches through the TV channels until he finds a comedy network.


  It is showing an episode that was broadcasted the night before. The show is performed by Kaylen Hiar, the only rabbit celebrity next to Rilla in the entire world. As rabbits are usually only four to five feet tall, Kaylen stands out, having a height of nearly eight feet and stunning good looks.


  Kaylen Hiar is one of the hugest movie/rock stars/comedians out there. Polar watches the rabbit’s show and eats his breakfast. The white furred wolf again is right to expect the topic to be about Vulpie.


  “Nation, we all know about this Vulpie character.” Kaylen says with a pseudo serious expression, causing the audience to laugh. “But it’s not the singing, the dancing, or his utter disrespect for this planet’s computers that makes him a threat. It’s that he’s making me and other comedians look bad.” Kaylen says and the audience laughs again. “How in the hell am I supposed to make this MORE outrageous?” Kaylen asks, and the TV shows a picture of Vulpie, taken when he was singing and dancing in his last video. It shows him with a big grin. The audience laughs again, as Kaylen stresses the word outrageous, making an obvious play on homosexuality.


  “Is there any way I can put this kid into a bad light?” Kaylen asks with wide eyes. “It’s like trying to make fun of the funniest joke ever!” Kaylen says and the audience roars with laughter. “Hmm. Should I attack his appearance? Perhaps there is something odd about it. Maybe I could take a jab at his feminine looks?” Kaylen goes on. Polar even begins to smile. “Just about the only thing normal about that… Is that he’s not wearing a silk Jenkins Ferrari dress.” Kaylen says, and the image of Vulpie is changed, obviously edited earlier by the staff, to depict Vulpie in a red dress with lipstick.


  The image changes to another picture of Vulpie, this one shows him playing with a war machine mounted with a minigun. Polar remembers it from the second video Vulpie taunted the world with. “But I’m no expert in the areas of foxology, so to better understand how I should aim my comedy, I’m going to speak with my fox expert, Richard Phoenix. Kaylen says, and the camera moves to display a brown furred fox wearing a suit similar to Kaylen’s who sits at the rabbit’s desk as if he were a serious news commentator. The audience cheers.


  “Mr. Phoenix, why don’t you tell me where to start? What’s the funniest thing about this fox? Where can I get my punch lines?” Kaylen asks. At this, the brown furred middle aged fox closes his paws together on the desk and also makes a pseudo serious face.


  “That’s a good question Kaylen, and we’ll start with what we know.” Richard replies.


  “And what’s that?” Kaylen asks.


  “Well I’m glad you asked Kaylen.” Richard responds and the audience laughs. “He’s gay.” The fox comedian responds, and simply sits still, looking at Kaylen Hiar as if his last statement was complete genius.


  “He’s gay? That’s all you have?” Kaylen asks while making a pseudo confused face.


  “Yes, because you see, he’s gay.” Richard repeats, not cracking a smile, and the audience laughs loudly. Polar smirks. Even though the show is degrading homosexuals, it’s expected because of Vulpie’s antics. Vulpie’s cute messages to the world are above and beyond homoerotic between his looks, behavior and sweet voice.


  “I think that’s obvious.” Kaylen replies to his fellow comedian. “But isn’t there something else that I haven’t covered yet, I mean, where is the real Vulpie hot button?”


  “Well Kaylen, the button is hot because he’s gay.” Richard says and nods. His repetition of the statement is beating the joke into the audience’s head in a rather funny way.


  “Since it’s hot, why don’t you tell me some other things I can use? I’m running out of ideas here, Richard.” Kaylen playfully asks.


  “Here’s a good one Kaylen, and you should try it on your show.” Richard responds, and the audience knows the repetition is coming. “He’s gay.” Richard repeats and now Polar laughs.


  “But being gay only goes so far Richard. You know, that’s offensive to some listeners because of their sexual preference.” Kaylen replies and the fox comedian nods. “Since you’re also a fox, give me something that I can kill them with! What’s funny about an orange furred fox prancing about like a, like a.”


  “A gay person.” Richard replies and audience roars with laughter.


  Richard is still making a fake serious face. Polar smirks, watching.


  “I still don’t think I follow you.” Kaylen says, creating mock confusion and at this, the brown furred fox comedian nods.


  “Well as a matter of fact, I happen to have some material that might help.” Richard says and the fox leans over and picks up a set of white signs about the size of a small television. Richard flips up the first one, and it reads, “He’s gay.” The amusement of the multi species audience grows even more. The brown fox comedian puts down the first card and then brings up the second one with percentages on it.


  “You see Kaylen.” Richard continues. “If being gay is 100%, Vulpie is approximately 450%.” The comedian says, still keeping a straight face. “That’s the argument.” He puts down the sign as if giving a presentation with great sources. “How about this one?” Richard asks and holds up the third card that displays a drawn black circle with the words “not gay” in the middle, and a poorly drawn fox outside of the circle.


  “You see, here is the area for not gay, and he’s clearly outside of that.” Richard says, pointing to the drawn picture of Vulpie. The audience roars with laughter and Polar chuckles some, but the white furred wolf is growing tired of the constant insults against a homosexual fox. Fox men around the world are upset that a male of their species is so openly gay, and the constant insults coming from this male fox comedian is what propels the joke so far. A wolf wouldn’t be able to get away with insulting a fox on such terms for this long. The AFR would be crying for blood.


  “Our resident fox comedian, Richard Phoenix everybody! Thank you!” Kaylen says and shakes Richard’s paw. The brown furred fox gets up from the table and leaves the stage with his signs while Kaylen Hiar continues his comedy show.


  “Since Vulpie is indeed gay…” Kaylen says with a pause, and the audience dies with laughter. “I wonder how long it’s going to be before my TV starts showing itself to other men and stops turning me on.” Kaylen says and has his audience going. Polar finally changes the channel, having enough of the jokes running down homosexuals. He flips through his channels until he finds something else that’s interesting.


  The white furred wolf starts thinking about Vulpie heavily as he eats alone. He suddenly feels very lonely. Even with everything that has happened, he still remembers his weekend with Vulpie as the best time in his life. The sex was definitely the greatest he’s ever had, but the cute interest the fox showed him filled Polar with a sense of warmth that he has never felt before. When he thinks of his mission for tonight, it makes him wince. He can’t find anything worth watching, and feeling aggressive, he decides to go work out at his gym.


  Polar changes clothes, heads out to the gym and exercises very hard, pumping a large amount of weight to let out his frustrations. After he is tired and sweating, the white furred wolf showers alone, and can’t help but remember being in the same place with Vulpie and the way the affectionate fox teased him.


  When he returns home, it is only the afternoon and still he has to wait until nightfall. Polar changes clothes and when he does so, blood rushes into his wolf penis thanks to his heart pumping so hard from working out.


  Polar groans and stands still as he gets an erection. Sometimes it’s impossible to stop. He has a powerful sex drive, especially after exercise. His wolf cock inflates with his throbbing blood and pulses, making him wince. The white furred wolf realizes he hasn’t cummed in days and badly needs some release.


  He instinctively touches his cock and begins to stroke it, masturbating, but thinks of what he needs to do tonight. The muscular white furred wolf dreams of Vulpie and how they first met. If he sees him again tonight, it would be in a similar fashion. Polar thinks to himself that if he ejaculates his load now, it may relax him too much, and keep him from being as highly aroused by Vulpie. He has to be on edge, and not seem as if he is calculating anything.


  Polar has no idea what will happen tonight, but he is concerned for his life considering Vulpie’s control of the lethal machines. He expects that if he is to succeed in the plan to allow Vulpie to lead him off to his company without expecting betrayal that sex will be the initial motivator the orange furred fox will offer. Polar realizes the best way to pretend that sex is all that consumes his thoughts, is to actually be in that state of desire.


  He refuses to masturbate and has to suffer until his erection dissipates. His fat long wolf cock pulses and he waits, watching it grow limp from lack of stimulation. Polar breathes hard, feeling pressure in his scrotum. His balls hurt from being denied ejaculation of his semen reserves but he will have to deal with it for now. Polar is as wise as he is good looking and strong.


  In the evening, Polar finally makes his trip to the suburban districts of Sufias City where he turns into the Wind Crest Mall’s enormous parking area. The Open Claw sports bar is on the tail end of the mall, so he drives his black sports car slowly through traffic until he can see it.


  Surprisingly, animals seem to be out and shopping more than expected on a weeknight. He has to take his time getting to a parking spot behind the mall. Polar slowly steps out of his expensive black car, well dressed, and two she-wolves standing just a few lanes away stare at him.


  Polar notices, and looks over briefly. The women look back, laughing with excitement. The white furred wolf has always attracted a huge amount of interest from the ladies despite his complete lack of sexual interest. He walks away from his car and locks it with the keypad in his pocket, ignoring the she-wolves.


  Polar takes the interest of women as a compliment, but only that. He’s had little question that he’s gay since he was fifteen and had sex with a male wolf friend. Instead of dating girls in his youth, he always had more fun with the boys, and eventually came to grips with the fact that he was born to want men.


  He’s had sex with women, of course, but only twice. Both times felt more like a chore than a huge turn on. Something about females just makes him feel bored. He’s wondered why it is that he prefers male tail instead of she-wolf poochy, but in the end, it doesn’t matter. He’s satisfied and at peace with his life. His parents were very accepting when he delivered the news of his homosexuality. Perhaps that’s why he hasn’t had as many problems adapting to the gay lifestyle compared to other men.


  Polar walks through the crowded mall strip, moving through the shops outside of the mall in the pleasant plaza extension where the Open Claw bar resides. He goes inside and finds that it is fairly crowded.


  The white furred wolf thinks to himself that he could be seen by Vulpie at any moment through his network, if there is really as much surveillance in the bar as the GBI suggested. Thus, he makes the most distraught face he can muster and slowly walks to the bar. The tall wolf takes a seat by himself and looks down at the counter. He leaves no expression on his face. He knows he shouldn’t try to overdo it.


  This plan to trick Vulpie is farfetched to begin with, but if there is any chance of it working, he has to think every moment. The bartender comes along. He is a gray wolf and looks at Polar with a face that suggests he might work for the GBI.


  “What do you want, pal?” The bartender asks.


  “I’ll take a shot of your strongest vodka.” Polar answers, choosing the drink he had in the red rock bar the first night he met Vulpie.


  “Right.” The bartender says and goes to his business. Polar looks to his right and sees some wolf men looking over at him with unhappy faces. They obviously aren’t part of the GBI scheme because they seem to be considering whether Polar is gay or not with amusement. Polar doesn’t look gay at all, but his neat expensive clothing gives animals the impression that he’s either a wealthy wolf or a homosexual. Both are true in his case.


  Polar licks his wolf lips. He could kick all of their asses if it came to a fight. There hasn’t been a scuffle Polar has ever lost. The white furred wolf looks at the men with his blue eyes and locks sight with the biggest of the three staring. They exchange the wolf’s challenging glare, and after a moment that man diverts his eyes. The other two do the same, as their pack leader has been defeated without a word.


  The bartender returns with a mixed drink and drops a shot of vodka in it for the white furred wolf. He winks at Polar before walking away. Now Polar knows for certain that the bartender is a GBI agent, and there are probably more in the building. He drinks his mixed drink quickly, remembering to appear as if he is distraught. The short glare with the three rowdy wolves nearby can only help the presentation of him having a hard night if Vulpie can indeed see him.


  There is a large TV screen showing an ultimate fighter match, a show that displays species from around the world fighting to decide a world champion. It is the most popular show in this bar, as many men show up to get drunk and think aggressive thoughts. Polar looks over and up at the screen, watching two wolves beat on each other. They fight furiously.


  He usually could care less about which one is going to win. Unless he is watching a sporting event with a friend, he finds it very boring, but tonight he watches. He has nothing better to do. Fighting is interesting even if it isn’t a big ego trip for him like some men, and it gets better with more alcohol intake. The bartender brings Polar a second drink and he consumes it before long, feeling a surge of warmth from the alcohol. He warns himself not to drink much more, because he needs to be more alert.


  Half an hour passes and Polar works on a third drink very slowly. The white furred wolf notices someone sit down to his left. He glances and sees that it is a gray wolf. He looks back to the TV and sighs. He considers that he is probably wasting his time. He is surprised when the gray wolf touches his left shoulder.


  “What are you having?” The gray wolf asks and Polar looks to him, squinting at his yellow eyes.


  “Vodka… Do I know you?” Polar asks.


  “You just look like you hate it so I didn’t want to get the same.” The gray wolf replies and smirks. Polar squints, surprised at the tone of the gray wolf. It’s far too friendly to be a stranger. Polar’s blue eyes widen as he stares at the gray wolf and notices that it wears an understated police officer’s uniform, and looks odd. Polar observes that the gray wolf’s fur all seems to be exactly the same color, and looks stiff.


  When Polar realizes the gray wolf is actually a robot, he leans away from it on his barstool. He doesn’t say anything, but stares at it with wide eyes. The robot wolf smiles, as if waiting for a response. Polar slowly makes an angry face. He knows who is controlling it.


  “Is that you Vulpie?” Polar asks with a hateful expression, growling. He makes sure to appear upset. The robot wolf smiles more and watches him with its fake eyes. “It is you, isn’t it?” Polar says and grits his teeth. “Get this thing the fuck away from me!”


  “Why are you so mad?” The robot wolf policeman inquires with a rather innocent voice for its size. A rush of heat flows through Polar as he thinks how to act. He decides upon a course of action and reaches into his pocket. He pulls out his wallet, removes enough money to pay for his drinks, and places them on the bar counter.


  The white furred wolf gets up and walks away from the robot, heading towards the exit of the bar. Sure enough, the robot gets up and follows him. No one around seems to notice it isn’t a real wolf. Polar leaves the Open Claw Bar and walks around the side of the building. When he sees the robot wolf cop coming, he outstretches his arm and points at it.


  “You want to kill me? Come on then! I’m not afraid of what you can do with this machine!” Polar shouts at the robot. It slows its pace and looks at him as it draws near.


  “I don’t want to hurt you.” The Vulpie controlled robot wolf tells Polar. “I just thought it would be fun to say hello!”


  “Oh it’s so much fun, Vulpie!” Polar responds, sneering at the robot. “You’ve been nothing but trouble for me! I lost my job because of you! Did you know that?” Polar lies skillfully. Normally he is a truthful man, but finds that he can twist the truth rather easily. His words cause the robot to blink and it holds still.


  “Really?” The Vulpiebot asks.


  “Yeah, really!” Polar sneers, showing his wolf teeth. “Thanks for all of this Vulpie! I wish I never met you!” Polar continues. “I don’t want to have anything to do with you ever again. Get away from me!” Polar’s words make the robot show a sad face as best as it can. Polar’s amazed that it is mimicking what Vulpie must actually be expressing.


  “I never wanted to hurt you.” Vulpie tells Polar through the machine.


  “Well you did and what’s fucked up is that we could have had a great life together.” Polar growls and shakes his wolf finger at the robot. “But you didn’t want it Vulpie!”


  “No, that’s not true!” The Vulpiebot insists.


  “You’re a liar.” Polar responds. “You’ve lied to me so many times that I can’t trust you anymore. Ask yourself why I should.”


  “I’ll make up for it! I promise! I swear I can!” Vulpie pleads through the machine.


  “How? It’s over. My life is ruined because of you.” Polar responds. “It took me years to get where I was at Illehas and it was all destroyed when they found out I was your lover. That’s all it took!”


  “I can take care of you!” Vulpie suggests through his wolf robot.


  “You can’t be serious.” Polar responds.


  “I am! I really am, Polar!” The Vulpiebot stresses. “I have all the money in the world! I wanted to get you to come with me before but you couldn’t and I know why! But now you can! Come with me!”


  “I can’t, Vulpie.” Polar replies. He can’t believe that the GBI plan may actually succeed.


  “Yes you can!” The robot says and raises its arms gently. “Please let me take care of you! I love you!”


  “You don’t love me, Vulpie. How could you? You only love yourself.” Polar tells the machine.


  “Please give me another chance!” The machine begs. “Please! I have space ships, planes, and all sorts of homes we can stay in!” Vulpie tells Polar through the robot. Based on the impulsive reasoning he hears, Polar is sure Vulpie is speaking to him. The white furred wolf tries to think of a way to give in without acting against his personality, as Henrenson would put it. Polar knows he has to seem natural in everything he does, and so far, the conversation has gone as he expected. Now he has to do the hard part. He has to fool Vulpie by accepting the invitation while seeming that he is against the idea.


  Polar steps backwards and shakes his wolf head. The robot comes to him again, arms still pleading.


  “You know, when I was with you I thought anything was possible.” Polar tells Vulpie through the machine. “What a fool I was. The only thing you’ve given me is regret.”


  “Anything still is possible!” The Vulpiebot responds.


  “I can’t even pay my bills anymore.” Polar lies and looks down at his shoes. “How can I pay for my house without my job?”


  “I told you I have all the money you need!” The Vulpiebot stresses. “I’ll give you all the money you want! Just ask for it! Come with this robot and he’ll take you to me!” The Vulpiebot offers and Polar looks up, as if surprised.


  “I’m not going to steal money.” Polar responds.


  “You’re not stealing; I’m giving it to you!” Vulpie replies through his machine, using his innocent logic. Polar purposefully makes a worried face and says nothing. He tries to make himself appear as if he is considering the offer with hesitation. Vulpie notices through the machine and it steps forward and touches Polar with its robotic paws. Polar flinches and pushes its arms away. “I have billions.” The Vulpiebot tells Polar. “I’ll give you as much as you want.” Polar looks back, doing an excellent job of seeming concerned but also as if considering the offer. Vulpie makes the robot smile. “Come on! Come with this robot! He can take you to me!”


  “If I do it…” Polar says quietly. “Will you promise not to take the money from poor people?”


  “I can take it all from rich jerks!” The Vulpiebot says playfully. “I promise!” Polar doesn’t say anything for a long while. He just stares at the robot. Eventually Vulpie makes it speak again. “Will you come see me?” Polar puts his wolf claw over his muzzle and rubs it, as if thinking hard and stressed.


  “Okay, but I just want the money…” Polar replies quietly.


  “Yay!” The Vulpiebot says with glee. The robot wolf cop touches Polar’s arm again, and this time, Polar lets it pull him around. The robot takes Polar to a gray car and unlocks it. Polar gets in slowly, staring at the robot as if afraid. He does an excellent job of showing apprehension because some of it is real.


  The robot wolf cop drives Polar about twenty miles until it reaches an open spot near the highway.


  “We’re here!” The Vulpiebot tells Polar happily. “I’m bringing the ship down!”


  “The ship?” Polar whispers. The robot smiles as best as it can and gets out of the car. Polar does the same as traffic rushes by. His wolf eyes widen as he sees blue and red lights fill the sky. A very large airship capable of entering space hovers down with its huge blazing engines in the middle of a field next to the interstate.


  Drivers passing by slow down, and watch incredulously as the lights of the ship fill the night. The robot takes a hold of Polar’s paw and tugs on his arm gently.


  “Hurry!” It says and pulls him towards the landing ship. Polar can’t believe what is happening. They just leave the car on the side of the highway and he and the Vulpiebot trot underneath the giant airship. Its bottom hanger opens and extends a platform for them to enter.


  Polar and the Vulpiebot get on the platform and it rises, bringing them inside with its loud hydraulics. Once the hanger beneath Polar’s feet is shut, he feels the ship lurch as it takes off again, blasting from the ground with its huge engines. Inside the hangar, Polar looks around and his white fur stands on end.


  Inside the medium sized hangar are about fifty more of the robot wolves like the one that brought Polar here. They look identical, the standard gray wolf policeman design, except they’re all armed and wearing body armor. Polar sees every one of the robots has a pistol and many have shotguns. They stand leisurely, but all stare at Polar with the same creepy glare.


  “This way!” The Vulpiebot next to Polar says, and tugs on his arm again. It pulls him towards an exit from the ship hanger that leads them down a steel hallway. As Polar walks with the robot through the airship he can’t believe any of it is real. Vulpie has amassed incredible power through his program. Polar wonders how many billions of dollars the ship they are in cost the world government and how Vulpie stole it.


  Polar and the Vulpiebot walk up a level and down a longer hallway until they eventually enter a large round room with only one entrance on each side. There is a ring of comfortable ledges used for seating, and it appears to be some sort of room designed for VIPs to use when they travel in the airship. Seven Vulpiebots are in the room, all of them heavily armed like the ones in the hanger.


  The Vulpiebot that guided Polar to the ship lets go of his paw and starts ignoring him. It walks away and sits in a corner of the room as if Vulpie suddenly let go of its mind. Polar waits, his heart pounding and breathing fast. The door on the other end of the room opens and Vulpie walks through, along with three more robots that sit down behind him. Vulpie wears a light bright blue shirt that matches the color of his eyes. He sports black pants with the shirt and his orange fur looks gorgeously brilliant and soft as always.


  Polar doesn’t know what to do as Vulpie runs up to him and embraces him. Vulpie hugs the white furred wolf tightly, looking up at the much larger male with a happy expression.


  “It’s really me this time!” Vulpie says, looking up at Polar with his cute face. Polar reaches down and touches the orange furred fox’s shoulders, which are only barely wider than the fox’s hips, and makes an overwhelmed face. “It’s me Polar!” Vulpie says with glee and wags his fox tail.


  Polar slowly embraces Vulpie in return and the adorable orange furred fox boy nudges the muscular wolf’s chest with his nose affectionately. Polar notices each one of the robots watching intently. He has no doubt each is programmed to protect Vulpie at any moment.


  “Well say something!” Vulpie taunts happily and Polar smirks.


  “You’re not going to take off your tail and throw it at me this time are you?”


  “No, it’s me, I promise!” Vulpie says and grins. “Later, I’ll even prove it to ya! You can see if I feel real!” The fox offers and bites his tongue between his little sharp teeth. Vulpie goes from looking excited to sorrowful and speaks with a desperate voice. “I’m so sorry about everything, Polar! I just couldn’t help myself, but I’m gonna stop it now! I won’t trick you anymore… No! Not you!” Vulpie says and smiles.


  Polar handles the situation well. He takes a step backwards from Vulpie and sits down in the comfortable area on the edge of the round room. He leans back against the wall and looks at Vulpie with a wise face. The ship trembles gently as it flies to some destination Vulpie programmed. Vulpie stands in front of him, holding his little black tipped fox paws together as if expecting to be yelled at. “I didn’t know you lost your job.” Vulpie says, looking completely vulnerable. Polar plays it cool, and only continues to look at Vulpie. He purposefully does not warm up to the fox yet, even though he secretly wants to. “I mean…I would have done something sooner.” Vulpie says, going on with a sad voice, and looking at Polar weakly. Polar still doesn’t speak. He lets Vulpie wonder what’s on his mind.


  The orange furred fox boy goes down on his knees and crawls to Polar’s legs while the white furred wolf sits. He looks up at him and smiles, seeking approval desperately. “But now it’s all going to be fine! You’ll see!” Vulpie says with his mischievous face.


  “It can’t be like it was…Vulpie.” Polar quietly replies and Vulpie looks devastated at the suggestion.


  “Why not?” Vulpie whimpers.


  “Because you lied to me.” Polar replies and shakes his wolf head. “How can you honestly expect me to trust you now?” Polar asks, using an impressive strategy. By putting the untrustworthy claim on Vulpie, Polar hopes to avoid inquiries into his own motives.


  “I know.” Vulpie says and looks about, as if thinking so fast his thoughts cannot be verbalized. “But, I had to do this!” Vulpie says, and clutches Polar’s knees with his paws. “I’ve been planning it for years! I couldn’t stop! And it’s already done now!” Polar puts his wolf claws over his face and rubs his big muzzle slowly while Vulpie watches. The white furred wolf sighs heavily and takes his paws from his face. He looks down at Vulpie with a tired expression. “Aren’t you impressed with all that I’ve done?” Vulpie asks energetically.


  “Oh, I’m definitely impressed.” Polar responds quietly. Vulpie grins.


  “I can do ANYTHING! ANYTHING!” Vulpie says and moves Polar’s knees with his little fox paws playfully. “But I’ve missed you…” Vulpie adds, trying to penetrate Polar’s cool exterior.


  “I’ve missed you as well.” Polar responds and Vulpie’s eyes light up. “But what’s going to happen now? What’s the big plan, Vulpie?” Polar asks.


  “Well!” Vulpie says and quickly hops to his feet in front of Polar. He can move his lean little body with surprising speed. “I’m seeing the world and doing whatever I want! I wish I had a more noble cause, but that’s it!” Vulpie says and grins. He tries to get Polar to smile to. “The whole world is going to remember it too! I’ve been having the best time of my life! I don’t see any reason to stop.”


  “Yeah but you’re pissing off the whole world too.” Polar says, and leaks a smirk, that Vulpie catches instantly.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie laughs. “I see you smiling!”


  “It’s not funny!” Polar insists, and can’t help but grin a little. The fox has finally amused him enough that he can’t keep from doing so.


  “Hey, remember when you told me I should have been in music videos? Look at what I did!” Vulpie says with glee.


  “This is NOT what I meant.” Polar stresses, still smiling.


  “Oh I can dance anywhere and do anything!” Vulpie says and swishes his bushy fox tail. He smiles even more at Polar, working on the wolf’s resistance.


  “You are in so much trouble.” Polar says, shaking his wolf head.


  “I’m only in trouble if I get caught!” Vulpie says and grins.


  “That makes a lot of sense…” Polar replies with a grim and entertained voice.


  “You’re right; I have been such a bad boy!” Vulpie says and jumps onto Polar’s lap before the white furred wolf has a chance to blink an eye. Polar grunts from the impact of Vulpie’s soft body and laughs in surprise. Vulpie puts his paws on Polar’s big shoulders and holds onto the stronger male, making an inviting face. The orange furred fox leans forward, opens his mouth and licks Polar’s right ear, making the wolf squint from the wet sensation.


  “You should punish me…” Vulpie breathes into Polar’s ear seductively. “You want to punish me Polar?”


  “Stop!” Polar says, squinting and moving his head, but Vulpie only intensifies his playful slurping of the wolf’s right furry ear. “Get off me Vulpie!” Polar laughs.


  “Why? I’m a bad boy! Someone needs to make me pay!” Vulpie breathes in Polar’s ear and Polar cannot fight the erection that he gets. Blood flows into his wolf cock, rushing in his large penis quickly while Vulpie licks his ear making all sorts of willing sounds. Polar grimaces, as his cock becomes so hard in his pants that it hurts. He remembers abstaining from releasing himself earlier in the day, and fears that maybe he should have, because Vulpie is relentless with his invitation.


  “Okay! Okay! But not now!” Polar says, and grabs Vulpie’s midsection with his powerful wolf claws, picks up the soft fox boy, and sits him down on the seat beside him. Vulpie has a wild look on his little face.


  “Why not now?” Vulpie breathes.


  “It’s too soon.” Polar replies, his heart pounding.


  “No, you want it!” Vulpie says grinning. “I can see you want it!”


  “Yeah but I’m not ready.” Polar says, and before he can finish his sentence, Vulpie crawls back onto him again, this time, using his right paw to grope Polar’s crotch. Vulpie licks Polar’s wolf face effeminately, using his fox tongue to stimulate the wolf’s white fur.


  Polar groans with the feeling of Vulpie dry stroking his cock through his pants. The white furred wolf notices once again that there are several robot wolves in the room with them, still watching.


  “Vulpie, stop!” Polar demands, breathing hard, but Vulpie ignores his request. Vulpie quickly sends his right paw down inside Polar’s pants. The fox puts his hand down under the wolf’s boxers as well, finding Polar’s cock with his black tipped paw. The orange furred fox grins gleefully while he squeezes and strokes Polar’s rock hard erection. Polar groans loudly, the feeling of Vulpie’s paw on his dick wonderful. “The robots!” Polar breathes to Vulpie with a grimace.


  “What? Them?” Vulpie asks, not even looking at his Vulpiebots. “They’re not going to do or say anything.” Polar inhales as Vulpie plays with his dick and the white furred wolf finally joins in with Vulpie’s lust. He uses his right paw to reach up and touch Vulpie’s soft tummy while the boy plays with his male part, and Vulpie takes this as a signal to move on to the next stage.


  Polar watches Vulpie unzip his pants. The fox pulls down Polar’s pants and boxers, and Polar makes no attempt to resist at this point. His rock hard erection feels so relieved now that it no longer is constrained to his pants. The white furred wolf gasps for air when Vulpie does what he does best. The little fox leans down, opens his mouth and eagerly slurps Polar’s wolf cock into his mouth.


  Polar moans loudly, letting go of his resistance completely. Vulpie’s wet mouth and tongue feel amazing on his cock. The fox boy performs oral sex on the white furred wolf with masterful ability. Polar uses his right paw to reach over and stroke Vulpie’s gorgeous tail as the fox stays bent sideways, sucking his cock. Polar puts his left paw on the back of Vulpie’s head while the fox uses his mouth to pleasure him. Polar gasps in awe of Vulpie’s technique.


  “Fuck you are too good at this!” Polar breathes while Vulpie sucks his cock. As soon as he speaks, Vulpie pulls his head up, his fox mouth wet with spit and Polar’s pre cum, and kisses Polar passionately. Polar returns the kiss lustfully, both of them gasping for air.


  Vulpie suddenly gets up from the seat next to Polar and unzips his black pants. Polar watches the orange furred fox remove his pants and boxers eagerly, displaying his own small hard erection and naked lower body. Vulpie leaves his light blue shirt on, adding to the spontaneous feel of the moment, and crawls onto Polar’s lap.


  Polar accepts him warmly as Vulpie clutches his chest, his small erection hitting the wolf’s tight stomach. Vulpie looks back and grabs Polar’s cock with his right paw, aiming it to his anus as he sits down on Polar’s lap, facing him. Polar watches in amazement. The only lubricant on Polar’s cock is Vulpie’s spit, yet Vulpie continues.


  Polar knows it has to hurt Vulpie, and he sees the orange furred fox grimace a bit while he sits on his dick, but Polar helps, clutching on the bottom of Vulpie’s ass with both paws. Vulpie’s ass is so tight on Polar’s cock with only the lubricant of fox spit that Polar has to grimace from the strain. He knows if it hurts him, it must be twice as hard on Vulpie.


  Amazingly, Vulpie squats down on the full length of Polar’s cock and lets out a hard breath of pleasure.


  “Oh right there!” Vulpie breathes, grimacing in pain.


  “I’m going to tear you apart like this!” Polar breathes, looking at Vulpie with his wolf mouth open. “You can’t dry fuck me.”


  “Wanna bet?” Vulpie asks with a mischievous face. “I need to be punished, remember?” Vulpie clutches Polar’s muscular wolf shoulders with his little fox claws and uses his bent legs to raise his rear end before squatting down on the full length of Polar’s giant cock a second time.


  Vulpie whines sharply in pain, and Polar grits his teeth. He helps Vulpie move his ass up a third time and then down, with his wolf claws tightly on the soft fox’s butt. Vulpie yelps again, squinting in pain.


  “You’re going to kill yourself!” Polar groans, concerned for the little fox.


  “Just have to get loosened up!” Vulpie breathes, and continues to bounce his rear on Polar’s big wolf cock. Polar helps, lifting up on Vulpie’s rear while the orange furred fox does the impossible. He begins fucking Polar’s hard dick at a reasonable speed. It is beyond amazing for Polar.


  Vulpie’s ass is so tight that the wolf finds himself not caring for Vulpie’s pain any longer. He only wants the fox to fuck his dick more, and he does. Vulpie faithfully bounces his tail end up and down on Polar’s big dick, wincing with each repetition. The little fox experiences as much pleasure as he does pain as he shows Polar what he’s capable of.


  “OH GOD!!!” Polar shouts while grimacing in pleasure, loving the tight hot pressure of Vulpie’s tender ass. Just as Vulpie said, the robot wolves in the room do and say nothing. Vulpie whimpers in the act, drool running from his little mouth. The fox opens his mouth and gasps hard, for air and relief, fighting off the agony of dry fucking Polar’s huge dick, bleeding, but also loving every moment.


  Vulpie starts to enjoy the sensation of fucking Polar, having numbed himself from the pain of having no lubrication. Now his fox hole is loose and he pants while he increases the speed of his bouncing rear end, his orange tail twitching.


  “You like that? You fucking like that?” Vulpie breathes, putting his fox face up against Polar’s big wolf jaw. Polar can’t even muster a word in response because of the overwhelming ecstasy he gets from Vulpie’s super tight ass. The white furred wolf only breathes, helping Vulpie continue. Vulpie licks Polar’s face with his fox tongue while he fucks the wolf’s dick. Polar eventually finds it in himself to speak again, and when he does, his words are perfect. He suspected earlier in the day that it might come to sex between him and Vulpie on their first re-encounter, and the need he has overrides any and all other priorities.


  “YOU’RE ALL I WANT!” Polar gasps loudly, his cock surging with pleasure in Vulpie’s tail end. “I JUST WANT YOU!”


  “I know!” Vulpie gasps loudly, happy. Polar clutches Vulpie’s ass even harder from underneath than before, forcing the fox to increase his speed, and Vulpie doesn’t deny him. Vulpie grimaces in pain and gives Polar the fast pace fuck he wants. It hurts Vulpie badly, but the fox has recovered from worse, and knows what he’s doing for Polar. A dry fuck is incredible for the one getting it, and excruciating for the one giving. The size difference between the wolf and the fox intensifies the effect, but somehow Vulpie is again able to go above and beyond any expectations Polar has.


  Polar looks up into Vulpie’s eyes and sees the fox is hurting, but doesn’t stop. The white furred wolf trembles in ecstasy, feeling his dick swell with semen. Somehow, just as always, Vulpie seems to know. At just the right moment, he leans forward and pulls Polar’s hard cock out of his beautiful fox ass with a whimper. Vulpie quickly crawls off of Polar and goes to the floor, kneeling between Polar’s legs.


  Polar sees what Vulpie is offering and slides forward, putting his hard throbbing wolf cock in front of Vulpie’s face while he strokes it. Polar climaxes, and when he cums, he howls so loud it hurts his own ears. He ejaculates long messy strings of wolf cum onto Vulpie’s cute face while the fox holds still, wanting to be covered with Polar’s semen.


  The white furred wolf trembles with each hard universe shattering squirt, until he has unloaded all he has onto Vulpie’s willing face. When it’s over, Polar can barely believe how wonderful his cock feels. He stares down at Vulpie who grins, wolf cum all over his little face and shirt. Vulpie gives Polar a long while to admire his own load, before the orange furred fox reaches down and pulls his blue shirt up, wiping his face clean of Polar’s cum.


  When Vulpie finishes, his blue shirt is soaked and stained with lupine semen, and its remnants still cling all over Vulpie’s cute face. Vulpie licks his fox lips and tastes what is around his mouth, eating a bit of Polar’s semen happily. Polar sits still, sweating, still holding his cock even while it is limp, and looks down at Vulpie in awe.


  Vulpie finally stands up and winces when he does. Polar knows the fox’s ass has to be hurting tremendously. Regardless, Vulpie leans forward and grins, putting his paws on Polar’s head.


  “That’s my man!” Vulpie breathes, holding the white furred wolf’s head and Polar slowly touches the smaller male, gently picking him up and bringing him into his arms. Polar leans back again, this time, holding Vulpie in his arms lovingly, face to face. Vulpie licks Polar’s face and Polar replies by giving the fox an equally wet kiss.


  “Whoever did that for you?” Vulpie asks, grinning at Polar.


  “No one.” Polar breathes in thanks, grinning as well.


  “It’s good to have you back, Mr. Polar!” Vulpie says playfully, looking extremely proud. They both breathe happily, relaxing after the stress of the wild fuck. Polar stares into Vulpie’s blue eyes while admiring the silky texture of his orange fur. The white streak of fur that comes up from Vulpie’s fox crotch, covering his lean belly, his little chest, neck, his muzzle, and the bottom and part of the front of his face clashes with the rest of his super bright sun colored fur. The athletic but soft fox boy is loose in his wolf paws. Vulpie stares back, breathing contently.


  Vulpie turns and repositions himself sideways in Polar’s lap so he can lean his right side up against the wolf. Polar puts his arms around the orange furred fox and feels complete, having Vulpie with him again. Vulpie lays his head sideways on Polar’s chest and shuts his eyes, resting peacefully.


  As Polar holds Vulpie in his arms he struggles with many thoughts. Vulpie is so beautiful to him, even after everything that has transpired. Even though Polar knows he should carry out the President’s and the GBI’s request to assassinate Vulpie, he doesn’t know how he can possibly do it.


  Polar loves Vulpie. He knows it balls to bones, and can’t shake the desire he has to be with the fox. Despite that, there are robots, Vulpiebots, everywhere. Polar suspects Vulpie always keeps them close and if that’s the case, he wonders if he’ll actually ever have a chance to be completely alone with Vulpie. Even then, Polar doubts his own ability to betray him. He wonders what he has gotten himself into. Thinking about all of this, Polar is glad Vulpie cannot read his mind. The fox still lies in his arms, happy and at peace. The air ship shakes slightly from turbulence, causing Vulpie to open his eyes.


  “Who’s flying the ship?” Polar asks. “Is it one of your machines?” Vulpie sits up straight in Polar’s lap and makes a smile.


  “Yep!” Vulpie says with pride. “We’re just flying away from where I picked you up. The ship can stay in the air for three days without having to land anyway. It has a radioactive selrenium engine core!”


  “Wow.” Polar says, knowing Vulpie is amused at the wolf’s ignorance. “Well…” Polar says, and strokes Vulpie below his light blue shirt, touching the fox’s naked rear end and tail with his left paw. “I didn’t expect any of this to happen. Can you sleep on this ship?”


  “Yeah it’s fabulous!” Vulpie replies happily. “There are rooms near this one where we can. But first I need to check on my Vulpie.net!” Vulpie says and crawls out of Polar’s lap and arms, putting his black furred fox feet on the ground of the ship. When he stands up a sharp pain in his anus causes him to whimper. He reaches back and rubs his soft orange furred rear end with his left paw, and bends down, picking up his pants and boxers with a grimace.


  “Someone’s going to be sore tomorrow.” Polar says playfully.


  “Yeah…” Vulpie says and looks back at the white furred wolf with a grin. “You won’t be getting another one of those without lube for a long time!” Polar looks at Vulpie’s blue shirt. The white furred wolf’s cum stains are half dry on it, making it stiff and white encrusted where his messy semen landed. Polar stands up, and as he pulls up his boxers and then his pants, dressing the lower half of his strong wolf body, he watches Vulpie put on his pants. As Polar looks down at Vulpie’s cute semi erect penis, he blinks, realizing he never noticed the fox boy climaxing.


  “Did you get off?” Polar asks Vulpie.


  “Nah. It hurt too badly.” Vulpie answers, taking a few steps, wincing as he puts his shoes back on. He looks up at the tall wolf. “I just wanted you to.” The fox adds and smiles. Polar smiles back with a thankful expression, and looks around the circular room. The many robots present still wait and watch silently.


  Polar’s first night on his mission has been an incredibly fast paced one. The airship bounces again slightly as it flies, and Polar looks out through one of the small windows in the round chamber. All he can see is the blackness of night while the vessel travels through the sky.


  “Come on!” Vulpie says, and gestures for Polar to follow as he walks to the other end of the circular room. The robots step aside for Vulpie and Polar walks behind him, looking at them in awe. The white furred wolf follows the little orange furred fox through another chamber, this one small, with seats on each side. It looks like a room designed for VIPs to sit and converse about their business.


  Vulpie comes to another door that slides open automatically as he approaches. The fox walks inside and Polar recognizes what must be the cockpit of the ship. The wolf steps inside the broad room at the front of the ship, where there are many control panels, lights, buttons, screens and all sorts of gauges used to maintain the ship’s systems.


  Vulpie takes a seat in front of a small table to the right side of the cockpit. Polar notices a chair to the left of Vulpie’s position and sits down as well, behind another parallel desk like structure. There is an orange colored laptop computer on the desk in front of Vulpie and the fox flips it open quickly. Polar smirks as he notices.


  “Orange.” Polar comments. Vulpie smiles to himself and his blue fox eyes widen as he reads what appears on his computer. After a moment, Vulpie brings his little arms and paws up to the laptop and uses his clawed fingers to type with impossible speed. Polar watches, raising an eyebrow. Vulpie uses his little fox fingers with nimble perfection, telling the computer something. After a moment, he looks over at Polar and smiles.


  “Everything’s A-O-KAY Mr. Polar!” Vulpie tells the white furred wolf.


  “You pilot the ship with the laptop?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah, I give it instructions. I can do it from anywhere and with any computer.” Vulpie brags, crossing his legs. Vulpie puts his paws together and just stares at Polar, thinking something with a clever face.


  “So where are we going?” Polar asks, looking back at Vulpie.


  “Nowhere in particular. Where would you like to?” Vulpie responds. He smiles mischievously. “This baby can fly all over Sufias and in space if I want, and it’s disposable. I’ve got more off world.” Vulpie proudly proclaims.


  “But no one else can fly because your program has control of every computer, right?” Polar asks.


  “No, they can fly as long as I let them!” Vulpie answers with a very entertained face. “I leave all of the ships alone except the ones that try to go to my planet or get in my way.”


  “Your planet?” Polar inquires.


  “Yeah, planet Veida, where my new robot factories are.” Vulpie answers. “I had my machines kick everyone out of there remember?”


  “Looks like you’ve got it all figured out.” Polar comments.


  “I sure do.” Vulpie replies, unafraid to display his cyber world domination proudly.


  “There aren’t any animals in danger in space because of you, are there?” Polar asks. “You’d let them get off of their ships and go home, right?”


  “I did that.” Vulpie says a waves his little paw dismissively. “I haven’t killed anyone.”


  “I’m glad.” Polar says quietly. Vulpie bounces one of his crossed legs in thought.


  “This is still all too much for me to believe.” Polar says, and shakes his head.


  “It’s awesome, isn’t it?” Vulpie asks gleefully. “And I’ll have so much more fun with you here!” Vulpie uncrosses his legs and sits up straight in his chair, wincing as his soft butt still hurts. “So, where do you want to go?” Vulpie offers playfully. “Like I said, this ship can take us anywhere you want!”


  “You’re serious?” Polar asks.


  “Of course I am!” Vulpie laughs.


  “I don’t know…” Polar responds, and leans back in his chair. “I wasn’t prepared for a vacation. I guess… Well I’ve always wanted to see the Wispy Canis Lupus Mountain range.” The white furred wolf says, thinking out loud.


  “Sounds cool!” Vulpie replies with a smile. “I’ve never heard of it before!”


  “Yeah, but they’re about a thousand and a half miles north east of Sufias City.” Polar responds. “The mountains are supposed to have this constant mist that never goes away because of the geography. It hovers over the valleys and blows through the mountain range, covering everything sometimes. I’ve only seen pictures of it, and it looks beautiful.” Polar says, enjoying Vulpie’s offer. He doesn’t know what else to do, and if it makes Vulpie happy, it may help him accomplish his mission.


  “Great! Then you can hang with me for a while and we’ll go there! If we have fun, we can fly off somewhere else too!” Vulpie offers. “And if you ever want to go home, I can drop you off!”


  “You really want to fly all of the way out there for me?” Polar asks, moved.


  “Why not?” Vulpie asks with a happy face. The fox turns back to his computer and begins typing quickly. He discusses the prospect with Vulpie.net. Vulpie finds all of the information available for the Wispy Canis Lupus Mountain ranges instantly. Since his program is in charge of every computer worldwide, he’s able to find hiking trails, parking lots, campgrounds, tourist locations, everything. “Oh wow!” Vulpie says, reading his computer screen. “It says you gotta pay one hundred credits just to go inside the park.” Vulpie looks over at Polar and smirks. “But we’re too cool, so we get a free pass! We’ll just fly in and land the ship, and I’ll call in some of the other ones too!”


  “Yeah, I heard it was expensive and it’s so far away from where I live, I just never had an opportunity to go.” Polar comments.


  “Well you do now!” Vulpie says proudly. Something else on his computer screen catches his blue fox eyes. “Oooo! There’s a road that goes all the way through the Wispy Canis Mountains and people ride motorcycles on it! I want a big bike! I’m gonna get one!” Vulpie thinks out loud. “And we’ll ride in to town and buy some equipment so we can go hiking! Do you wanna do that?”


  “Sure, I love hiking. I used to do it a lot.” Polar replies, thinking back to his younger years. “But how are we going to drive? You don’t have a car in this ship do you?” Polar laughs.


  “About ten.” Vulpie responds nonchalantly. He looks to Polar.


  “This ship is a stealth runner and can drop off all sorts of stuff!”


  “Well…It all sounds great!” Polar says, raising an eyebrow. For a moment he worries that he might end up having too much fun and forget what he’s supposed to be focusing on. “Let’s go for it.”


  “That’s the spirit!” Vulpie replies happily. He looks back to his computer and types in a command. Polar holds onto his seat as the ship lurches. He feels it turn almost halfway around, changing course. “There! The ship will fly us in tonight and we’ll land… there…” Vulpie says while looking at an extremely detailed digital geographic map Vulpie.net has acquired for him. “We’ll be there in only a few hours, but I’m sleepy!” Vulpie says and the lean fox slowly yawns. “I’m going to go to bed, but you can stay up if you want! You want to watch TV?” Vulpie offers and Polar feels as though he is in some sort of parallel dimension. Vulpie’s casual control of everything from battleships to off world colonies is too amazing to comprehend.


  “Uh… Actually I think I’ll turn in too.” Polar answers. He is tired now that he thinks of it. Vulpie gets up out of his chair.


  “The beds on the ship are so sweet!” Vulpie says with glee and gestures for Polar to follow him as he walks from the cockpit. Polar does, and follows the brilliantly orange furred fox to a door on the left that is one room away from the big round room they made love in. Inside the door is an impressively large bedroom, designed for VIPs on the airship. It has a big bed and its covers are messy, no doubt because Vulpie has been sleeping there.


  As Polar walks inside the eggshell white room, the electronic door slides shut behind him. It muffles the sound of the rest of the ship. Inside the bedroom it is completely quiet. Vulpie prances around the room a little, showing it to Polar.


  “I love it! I sleep better on this bed than any I’ve ever had!” Vulpie tells the white furred wolf proudly. The little fox boy sits down on the bed and removes his shoes while Polar walks forward, looking around. Thoughts of his mission run through his mind. They appear to be completely alone.


  The white furred wolf watches Vulpie undress down to his black boxers and crawl onto the bed. “Well are you coming?” Vulpie asks, looking up at Polar with a cute face.


  “Yeah.” Polar answers, smiling, and bends down, sitting on the edge of the bed. He slowly takes off his shoes, freeing his clawed wolf feet while his heart beats faster. Polar believes he is alone with Vulpie. He struggles internally. He tries not to show that anything is bothering him, and keeps his back to Vulpie while he undresses, thinking of snapping Vulpie’s neck.


  Polar’s heart beats so quickly he is afraid he may begin to sweat. He thinks to himself that this may be his only chance. Even though he wants to be with Vulpie, his logic screams at him to fulfill his mission without hesitation. Unfortunately, Polar is plagued with the worst hesitation imaginable. He can’t envision killing Vulpie in his mind because the thought of it is too horrible for him to conceive, yet he calculates that breaking his fox neck would be easy enough as they sleep.


  The white furred wolf’s struggle isn’t made any easier when Vulpie grabs and starts playing with his tail. Vulpie tugs on Polar’s tail lovingly, stroking it and swinging it back and forth like a kid with a jump rope.


  “Da! Nah! Nah! Nah!” Vulpie says while swinging the wolf’s tail, teasing him. Polar removes his shirt, having undressed down to his boxers now as well. He looks back and smirks at Vulpie while the fox toys with his tail.


  “What are you doing?” Polar asks while grinning.


  “Your tail is almost as big as another part of you!” Vulpie replies, and makes a big sexy smile. The deliciously cute fox boy climbs inside the bed covers and pokes his head out at Polar.


  “Almost?” Polar replies, while fighting to hide his secret dilemma with an amused smirk.


  “I’m going to sleep so good tonight Mr. Polar!” Vulpie says happily. “I feel really safe with you!” Hearing this, Polar feels terrible. He grinds his teeth inside his wolf jaw, struggling immensely with his thoughts. “Mr. big strong Polar!” Vulpie continues. Polar finally turns around and lies down on the bed with Vulpie. He crawls inside the covers and Vulpie snuggles up to the much larger male with a very content whimper.


  Vulpie’s sound and loveable furry touch make Polar despair at what he is considering. He looks down into Vulpie’s blue fox eyes and Vulpie stares back, his face delighted.


  “I get scared sometimes!” Vulpie tells Polar.


  “Why is that?” Polar asks, putting his powerful arms around him.


  “I dunno. You just don’t know what’s going to happen, you know?” Vulpie replies innocently. He makes a clever face. “Before I had you with me again, all I had was the camera in the corner of the room and the robots outside!” Vulpie says and Polar’s eyes widen. Vulpie’s face is mischievous and Polar holds completely still, wondering if the cute fox knows.


  Polar knows he needs to say something unless he wants to appear caught off guard. He can’t come up with much on the spot, especially with Vulpie staring straight at him, in his arms. “What are you talking about?” Polar asks with a loving tone, making sure to sound very calm. Vulpie touches Polar’s strong chest and abdominal muscles with his little fox paws while grinning.


  “You’re just so strong!” Vulpie tells Polar with a clever face the wolf recognizes. “It’s so nice to have you protecting me! The machines can break steel, and they’re always watching and all of that, but Mr. Polar, you are so big!” Vulpie says, showing Polar an expression with his fox smile that looks like suspicion. Vulpie does it so perfectly that Polar can’t be entirely sure, but he decides to completely abandon his thoughts of the mission.


  “That’s right; I’m your iron wolf now.” Polar says calmly, hiding his fear very well. He embraces Vulpie with his strong furry body and Vulpie winks at him. The fox turns around, putting his back to Polar’s front as they rest on their sides together in bed. Polar’s heart is beating so fast he fears he might have a heart attack. Only after the lights go all of the way off after a moment, does he start to relax.


  Vulpie makes some cute noises and moves a bit in Polar’s strong arms, but says nothing else. Polar decides to do the same. In the dark, all sorts of wild ideas run through his mind. He fears that Vulpie might have listened in on his acceptance of the assassination mission even though the GBI said the room they talked in was secure. Polar worries that the fox boy might have heard the entire plan discussed to kill him and is toying with him.


  Polar knows how smart Vulpie is. The white furred wolf considers that his worries might all be for nothing, but the fox’s behavior, such as the final wink Vulpie gave him moments ago, makes Polar less than comfortable.


  “Whatcha thinkin?” Vulpie asks Polar in the dark, breaking the silence. The question terrifies Polar. The tone of Vulpie’s voice was playful as always, but dreadfully sly.


  “About what?” Polar responds, swallowing slowly.


  “You’re all stiff.” Vulpie says, his cute voice filling the darkness. Polar realizes he hasn’t moved at all since Vulpie winked at him, and wonders again whether Vulpie is toying with him, or is ignorant of his secret mission and is just making conversation with his lover.


  “Those drinks must have dried me out. I had more than two at the bar.” Polar responds, thinking quickly. Vulpie laughs quietly, sounding satisfied. Polar breathes, and tries his hardest not to worry. Eventually he convinces himself that Vulpie doesn’t know a thing and is only being talkative as always. Vulpie falls asleep first, resting guilt free. Polar feels the soft fox boy’s breathing slow down and his body become loose. Now that Vulpie rests, Polar finally can as well.


  Vulpie’s World


  Polar wakes up to Vulpie’s bright face the next day. The orange furred fox awoke the white furred wolf by crawling on top of his front. Polar smiles at him.


  “Hey cutie…” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly, looking at the fox boy’s adorable smile.


  “Morning sleepy head!” Vulpie says with his cute voice. “It smells great up here!”


  “What do you mean?” Polar asks, squinting.


  “The air up here in the mountains smells so fresh!” Vulpie says, and takes a sniff as they sit inside the bedroom of the landed airship. Polar blinks.


  “We’re in the Wispy Canis Mountains?” The wolf asks.


  “Yeah! I’ve got the ship’s doors open because it’s so cool outside! You were right! There’s mist everywhere, even during the day! It’s so fun! You’ve got to see it!” Vulpie tells Polar, bouncing on top of the wolf in excitement. Polar laughs at the playful fox.


  “Alright! I’m up!” Polar says, grinning. Vulpie yanks the covers and sheets off of Polar, revealing the muscular white furred wolf’s body, only clothed with his boxers. Polar has a huge morning erection and Vulpie looks down at it, grinning.


  “You been dreaming about me again?” Vulpie asks, biting his tongue between his fox teeth. Polar rolls his blue eyes.


  “Haven’t you seen it enough, kid?” Polar asks, and sits up. His hard cock pushes out on his boxers. Vulpie stares down at it with interest. The orange furred fox looks at Polar, who smirks.


  “Do ya think it points north, Polar?” Vulpie asks.


  “Oh shut up!” Polar laughs, grabs a pillow next to him and throws it at Vulpie playfully. The orange furred fox dodges it and stands up, raising his little paws innocently.


  “South?” Vulpie inquires. Polar gets out of bed and stands up, stretching. He walks to Vulpie and puts his strong wolf paws around him, leaning down, and gives the fox a slow, warm, and wet morning kiss. Vulpie pushes up to Polar, putting his paws on the wolf’s abdominal muscles while they great each other. At the end of their kiss, Polar licks Vulpie’s nose on purpose, playing with the fox. Vulpie pulls his nose back and laughs. He jumps out of Polar’s arms, the orange furred fox hopping towards the bedroom exit with excitement.


  “There’s a shower down the hall if you wanna use it.” Vulpie offers and leaves the room. Polar scratches his groin through his boxers, causing his big dick to swing, and follows.


  When the white furred wolf walks out into the airship hallway, seeing the cockpit to his right, his blue eyes widen in awe. At night all he could see was blackness through the cockpit windows but now, he sees a beautiful forest outside. There appears to be another vehicle parked in front of the airship, and is equally huge. Polar can only see part of it, and will have to exit the ship to find out what it is.


  He looks left and sees that the waiting room behind the cockpit and ship bedroom is empty. The wolf walks through it and the mechanical door on the other side opens for him, showing him the round room with small outer windows that he and Vulpie made love in the night before. A single robot wolf is standing inside, and looks to Polar with a smile.


  “Good morning Mr. Polar. The bathroom is down that way.” The Vulpiebot says, outstretching its mechanical arm towards the other side of the round room.


  “Thanks.” Polar says with an unsure tone. He is far from used to speaking with robots. Up to this point in history, animals universe wide have only designed robots capable of basic responses and behaviors. Vulpie’s modifications have changed them so much that they now almost appear to have minds of their own. Vulpie has tweaked their facial animations and gestures, giving the machines a far more lifelike appearance.


  The tall white furred wolf walks through the wide round room, and ponders to himself if it is the middle of the ship. On the other end, his blue eyes catch the corner of the circular room where he and Vulpie fucked wildly last night. Polar licks his wolf tongue against his teeth as he remembers it vividly, Vulpie’s little ass taking his fat wolf cock without any lubrication. It was magnificent.


  The automated door at the entrance to the circular room opens for Polar and he looks to his right. There is a small hallway he didn’t notice the night before. He peers into it and sees the bathroom door, labeled as “Restroom.” The door slides open for Polar as he goes inside and sees a spectacularly clean space age lavatory. It has carpeted floors, obviously designed to be kept clean at all times, and in addition to the standard toilet, it has a very large shower stall.


  Polar goes inside the restroom and slides off his boxers, freeing his long wolf tail, making himself naked. He drops the boxers on the floor and as he goes inside the shower stall, wondering at everything’s perfection, he has to remind himself that he is not dreaming. He is on a stolen military grade airship, and Vulpie is the captain. The white furred wolf showers in the stall and freshens up, dripping dry in the stall.


  He steps out of it, his white fur heavy and damp, and finds a big towel that appears to have been left for him. He uses it to dry himself and wraps it around his midsection, covering his lower body. Polar ties the towel in a knot and leaves the bathroom, heading back to the ship’s bedroom where he left his clothing.


  Inside the bedroom Polar dresses himself and leaves once again, this time, heading down the hall past the circular room and down the flight of stairs he came up last night. He enters the hanger that brought him into the ship the night before. It is open, and as Polar walks down its angled deck, he is greeted with the smell of pure fresh mountain air. There is a grayish white mist that has filled the hanger. Polar walks free from the hanger and sees for himself that he is in the Wispy Canis Lupus Mountain range.


  The ship appears to have landed on top of an isolated mountain, full of trees and mist. Amazingly, only a few trees appear to have been destroyed as the ship landed. There is a flat ground next to the airship that looks to be natural. As Polar walks from the airship in awe, he looks to his left and sees the second huge ship he noticed from the cockpit earlier.


  It is rectangular in appearance, and has two very large hangar doors of its own open. Polar can see that the second ship is not a vessel designed for animal passengers; it carries large tactical machines. Inside the rectangular ship are all sorts of military grade war machines, enough to map out and protect the miles of space around the landing sight.


  Polar would be admiring the nature around him first, but the two ships and their contents are even more astounding. There are more than fifty robot wolves walking about, working on tasks programmed undoubtedly by Vulpie. Six of them are standing next to a round device they seem to have set up, which appears to be a generator. It has several fat shielded electric cables running from it that Polar follows with his wolf eyes.


  He sees that the generator is powering several machines far from it. The first one he sees, sitting in the open space a few hundred feet from the two ships, is unmistakably an anti-aircraft device. Polar is no expert on war machines, but he knows what giant missiles aimed towards the sky do. The anti-aircraft missile turret has more than thirty rockets aimed towards the clouds. The heads of each missile are painted orange, a bit of comedic art ordered by Vulpie.


  Polar notices another one of the anti-aircraft missile turrets far from the two ships and open ground on the mountain range, hidden among some small trees. This one is aimed out away from the location, no doubt to intercept any incoming threats long before they arrive.


  Polar shakes his head as he looks around. The white furred wolf is witness to what Vulpie is capable of with his program, and it is beyond belief. The little fox is now a military force in his own right, having control over any war machine, structure or devices he so chooses. The rectangular ship seems to have brought most of the defensive war machines. The robots have set up everything while he and Vulpie slept.


  Polar is so amazed by the robotic military masterpiece that he jumps when Vulpie speaks to him. The little orange furred fox has snuck up behind him from somewhere.


  “Cool, huh?” Vulpie asks with a naughty voice, looking up at Polar. The white furred wolf looks down at the fox and shakes his head.


  “You did all of this? How in the world is that possible?” Polar responds.


  “You ain’t seen anything yet!” Vulpie replies playfully. “This is just a little insurance while we stay here in the mountains! I’ve got all the radio frequencies jammed and no one can use the internet or satellites but me for a hundred miles; I like to be extra safe!” Vulpie explains.


  “And the robots set this entire place up?” Polar whispers.


  “You see em doing it now don’t you?” Vulpie laughs. Polar notices that there are more than eight very large vehicles behind the rectangular ship. They appear to be military grade suburban utility vehicles, all painted black with tinted windows. The group looks like a presidential escort. In a sense, that’s exactly what they are, for Vulpie, except all of the escorts are robots.


  With wide blue eyes, the white furred wolf takes a look around the entire surrounding area. There actually appears to be a forest trail that runs along the area the ships landed in, and it proceeds from one direction of the mountain forest to the other. Polar notices there are many robot wolves patrolling the surroundings, armed with shotguns, machine guns, and exotic looking tools of death.


  “Remind me never to get on your bad side…” Polar tells Vulpie and the little orange furred fox giggles playfully.


  “You better not!” Vulpie taunts.


  “You could start a small war with all of this…” Polar thinks out loud.


  “This is nothing.” Vulpie says and Polar watches the cute orange furred fox explain proudly. “I have millions of hollow wolves, foxes, all sorts of robots! They’re all Vulpiebots now! I’ve taken every war machine with an artificial intelligence along with my fun! My bots have helped me take all kinds of old fashioned weapons too! I’ve got most of my Vulpiebots stationed off world right now so no dummy comes along and messes with them with a pathetic militia, but I could have them back on the planet in an hour!”


  “You keep your army in space?” Polar asks.


  “Of course!” Vulpie says happily. “How else can I keep an eye on them? I wouldn’t want them to kill innocent animals or anything. They’re all programmed to defend themselves ya know! Oh, I’ve got several ships still on the planet with more, but since every ship in space now has no choice but to fly with my code in charge, that’s where they’re best kept.” Vulpie says with an extremely intelligent voice. Polar is witnessing for the first time, Vulpie’s militant side, and it’s unnerving.


  “Gee, that is scary.” Polar replies. “I can see how you took over the robot factories so easily a week ago. What are you planning to do with all of these lovely weapons of war?” The white furred wolf asks, looking at Vulpie with a wise face.


  “Fuck up anyone that gets in my way!” Vulpie replies with a face that is either cute or evil; Polar can’t tell which it is. The orange furred fox walks up to Polar and hugs him with his little arms, looking up at the wolf as if expecting reassurance. “What do you think?”


  “I think you’re… Well, a naughty boy.” Polar says with a smirk, thinking of his mission. Vulpie grins. Polar no more cherishes the idea of secretly making an attempt on his beloved Vulpie’s life, but seeing the fox’s unstoppable military power has a lasting effect on the wolf. He is in awe of Vulpie’s genius level intellect, but also realizes the fox boy will eventually do something very bad with all the power he has.


  “Hey! My bots found a great store on the Canis range highway! Highway seven is the road that runs all the way across the hundreds of miles of mountains! We can ride on Highway seven until we get to a tourist shop that sells hiking gear and stuff! Then we’ll have everything we need to go camping!” The fox pulls back from Polar and reaches into his pocket, pulling out a wad of cash. Vulpie holds it out for Polar, offering it happily. “Here’s some money!” Polar takes it with wide eyes, seeing Vulpie is giving him hundreds of credits.


  “Thanks.” Polar says and makes a smirk.


  “The next time you check your bank account you’ll find it’s a little bigger!” Vulpie responds, grinning. Polar blinks and puts the cash in his pocket slowly.


  “How much bigger?”


  “I just added a few zeroes!” Vulpie says playfully. Polar allows himself to enjoy the thoughts of financial freedom. He knows Vulpie is telling him the truth. The white furred wolf looks at Vulpie, who continues to grin proudly. “Now there’s about ten million dollars in there!” Vulpie says playfully and shows his teeth to Polar. The orange furred fox grins mischievously as he speaks, and his tone makes Polar’s white fur stand on end.


  “I bet a wolf would do just about anything for that much money!” Vulpie says, giving Polar a clever face. Polar’s heart rate increases as he hears Vulpie’s words. He hasn’t forgotten the things Vulpie said the night before and his comment makes Polar terrified once again that the fox might know about his mission. “Wouldn’t you?” Vulpie asks, smiling at Polar. The wolf can’t read Vulpie. He isn’t sure whether the fox is toying with him or just behaving in his usual carefree style.


  “Not anything.” Polar says, using a disinterested voice. The white furred wolf’s tone is guiltless and it seems to make Vulpie stop smiling. “Money isn’t everything.” Polar continues. “I wouldn’t stop being able to think of where I got it if I stole it.” Vulpie keeps looking at Polar but his cleverness seems to have disappeared. Polar stays calm as always, but believes Vulpie does suspect something and was testing him. The ten million credit gift is especially frightening as it is the exact number President Vargas offered Polar to kill Vulpie if he had the chance.


  Polar is perfect with his behavior. He finds that he is much better at playing secret agent than he believed he could. He looks away from Vulpie and admires the beautiful cold misty mountain air. You can only see so far into the distance, as the mist of the Canis Lupus Mountains clouds the view.


  “I know I’d do anything for ten million.” Vulpie says, and Polar’s heart misses a beat. He keeps himself cool, behaving as if the fox’s comment has no effect on him. The white furred wolf is sure Vulpie knows now. Polar handles it by looking down at Vulpie as if confused. Vulpie appears to buy it, seemingly surprised that Polar makes no reaction.


  “Yeah it’s a lot of money. Thanks.” Polar says with fake irritation. He watches Vulpie listen and eventually the boy looks away with a confused look on his little fox face. Polar watches him carefully. It appears that he has beaten Vulpie’s suspicions once again. When Vulpie looks at him afterwards, he has a happy loving face.


  “So, do you wanna go get some stuff to camp with?”


  “Sure! It’s so beautiful here…” Polar says, looking around, enjoying the scenery. He doesn’t have to pretend that the cold wild air of the Canis Lupus Mountains is dazzling. Vulpie grabs Polar’s big wolf paw with his little fox claw and pulls.


  “Come on! Let’s go then!” Vulpie says with glee and yanks Polar along. Polar follows, walking and watching the robotic wolves work. There are about twenty of them waiting at the nine SUVs near the rectangular drop ship. Vulpie walks up to the front of the armada of SUVs and a robot wolf opens the back right door for him.


  The fox gets inside and Polar follows, the robot shutting the door automatically when they get in. There is a robot wolf sitting in the driver’s seat.


  “Let’s go!” Vulpie tells the robot driver and it turns on the vehicle. The twenty robot wolves with the caravan of SUVs all climb inside the other vehicles and Polar straps himself in as he rides at the front of the fleet with Vulpie.


  The nine SUVs drive for about half an hour until they finally pull in at a fair sized restaurant and hiking equipment store. It is the place Vulpie suggested earlier, and the robots were programmed to take Vulpie and Polar to the exact location. Vulpie gets out, and four robot wolves walk closely with him as he approaches the store alongside Polar.


  Polar notices most of the robot wolves come with them, but some stay behind to secure the perimeter. The white furred wolf thinks to himself that there is absolutely no chance of being alone with Vulpie. Each one of the robots is armed. Vulpie swings Polar’s right paw with his left little fox claw and smiles while they go to the store.


  Polar smiles back, and some of the robots give them room to go ahead. There are some cars in the parking lot on the misty mountain range highway, but the shop is not crowded. When Vulpie and Polar go inside, they immediately attract the attention of the owners.


  The shop is a new age log cabin and its left half is a restaurant that overlooks what can be seen of the misty valley on the side of the mountain highway. The right half is the hiking gear store. There is a middle aged gray wolf standing behind a counter at the restaurant’s entrance and his yellow eyes go wide as he sees Vulpie and his companions.


  The wolf looks at Polar in fear, and at the ten robot wolves walking outside the building and watching Vulpie’s safety carefully. The middle aged male wolf has a nametag that identifies him as Thomas.


  “Hi Tom!” Vulpie says with his super cute voice and the middle aged wolf doesn’t reply, just staring at Vulpie.


  “You’re him!” Tom says in fear, not of Vulpie, but of Polar and the robots. “Vulpie?”


  “Yep! We’re here to eat and buy some stuff! What do ya have?”


  “Anything you want…” Tom answers. “It’s yours. I’m the owner.”


  “Aw we’re not gonna rob ya!” Vulpie laughs playfully. Tom glances at Polar again. The white furred wolf notices that he seems to be afraid of him.


  “What are you doing up here?” Tom asks, looking down at Vulpie with disgust. “Is it true? You’re some kind of terrorist?”


  “That’s a stupid word!” Vulpie says, making a tired face. “I haven’t done anything terrifying yet!” Tom stares down at Vulpie, looking at the orange furred fox with a face that clearly identifies he is repulsed. Polar recognizes when a male is nauseated by homosexuals and the face Tom gives Vulpie shows that opinion. “Well are ya just gonna stand there?” Vulpie asks, and walks up to Tom. The gray wolf steps aside, as if not wanting to be touched by the gay fox.


  “This way…” Tom says, looking at Polar and Vulpie’s escorts with a confused fearful expression. He leads Vulpie, Polar, and six robot wolves inside the restaurant portion of the building. There are a couple of animals having breakfast, wolves, foxes, cats and more, and all of them stare at the new guests. Each of them watches Vulpie with wide eyes as they recognize the little fox that has been seen round the world.


  A she-wolf trots into the restaurant from the other portion of the building and yells to Tom with concern.


  “Tom?” She asks with a worried voice. Tom turns around and shows his wife a fearful face.


  “It’s okay honey. Go back.” He gives his wife a quick look, indicating he might be suggesting for her to call the authorities.


  “I’m not gonna hurt him.” Vulpie says, looking back at Tom’s she-wolf wife. The she-wolf looks down at the orange furred fox. “Don’t bother calling the cops either. Your phones won’t work.” Vulpie tells her mischievously, and looks back at Tom. Tom steps aside and lets Vulpie choose a table. Polar sits down with the fox and looks around the room, seeing all of the animals inside it terrified.


  If Vulpie was by himself, none of them probably would be afraid. They all probably would think of attacking the little fox for his worldwide antics, but the armed escort and Polar’s presence have all of the strangers worried. All of them know Vulpie can control machines from the news.


  “What do you want for breakfast?” I’m not really hungry.” Vulpie asks Polar lovingly. The white furred wolf looks at Vulpie and smiles.


  “Quite an entrance.” Polar comments.


  “Isn’t it fun?” Vulpie asks with glee. “Just wait until we go somewhere crowded!” The other half of the twenty robot wolves stay outside, watching the road, while the ten inside split up. One of them walks back into the kitchen and waits. Another transverses the room and finds a corner to stand in.


  The animals in the restaurant look at Vulpie and his armed escorts in fear. There is a cat couple, a male tabby, and white female, as well as a couple of brown foxes. The brown fox man and wife watch Vulpie carefully. A high percentage of rich animals are foxes so it isn’t surprising that some would be enjoying this high priced establishment.


  There is also a wolf couple sitting nearby to the table Vulpie chose, and they are young. The male gray wolf looks to be around eighteen or nineteen, and so does his she-wolf girlfriend. The she-wolf is dressed with some expensive casual wear, and the young male wolf is good looking and wearing a punk shirt. He has the dress of a surfer, a rich kid that impresses girls with daddy’s money on a regular basis.


  There are more animals dining, but the surfer wolf gets Vulpie’s attention because he stares at him and Polar. Vulpie looks back and smiles with a cute face. The surfer kid says something to his girlfriend, gets up, and walks over to Vulpie and Polar’s table.


  “Hello?” Vulpie asks with excitement, looking up at him. The surfer wolf smirks and nods. He takes a chair nearby, turning it around and sitting down on it, watching Vulpie and Polar.


  “Wow man! You’re Vulpie right?” The stranger asks with the dumb tone of a rich kid trying to sound hip.


  “Yep! Yep! Yep!” Vulpie replies with a grin. “Whatcha want?”


  “Aw nothing, man!” The rich wolf kid replies while scratching his broad shoulders and nice shirt, acting cool. “I just wanted to say hello, man. I’m Keith. That’s Lauren.” The rich wolf says, and points to his girlfriend. The she-wolf waves meekly. Though she is much larger than Vulpie, she can tell something is dangerous about the orange furred fox. “She’s my girl.” Keith adds while nodding.


  “Cool man!” Vulpie replies, smiling. He uses his left paw to point at Polar. “That’s Polar. I’m his girl!” The fox boy tells Keith and Polar laughs in surprise.


  “Oh, right!” Keith says, laughing as if stoned. He might be even though it’s not even noon. “I’m cool with that. I’m down with the live and let live, man.” Keith says, nodding as if wise.


  “Are you curious?” Vulpie asks, smiling mischievously at the wolf boy.


  “Nah, man.” Keith says and chuckles. “It just would be stupid for me not to meet you if I had the chance, ya know?” The rich kid looks at Polar and the tall white furred wolf gives the youngster a look of warning. Polar uses his eyes to glance at Vulpie and then back at him, before shaking his head while Vulpie is not looking. He is silently suggesting for Keith not to get involved.


  Keith sees Polar’s body language and looks at Vulpie with a dumb face. The rich wolf kid isn’t really unintelligent; he just uses the irritating “everything goes” attitude that is so popular with others like him. The young wealthy wolf rubs his nose, still playing it cool.


  “So like, what are you doing? What’s your game plan?” Keith asks, still interested in Vulpie. Polar notices that Keith is busy trying to keep his ego inflated at every moment.


  “Going round the world partying!” Vulpie replies, grinning. “What else is there?”


  “Far out.” Keith says and nods again. “So like, can you sign an autograph for me? Dude that would be so awesome!”


  “Sure!” Vulpie says cheerfully, looking over Keith. Keith reaches into his pocket and pulls out some crumpled paper. He finds a pen and puts them on the table in front of Vulpie.


  “Yeah, just use that paper, it’s all I got.” Keith tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox picks up the pen with his black tipped paws. He uses it to sign his name so fast in cursive that Polar can barely see it happen. Vulpie’s handwriting is beautiful. The little fox picks up the paper and hands it to Keith.


  “There ya go! Sell it online or something!” Vulpie suggests.


  “Awesome! Thanks brah!” Keith responds, using the surfer slang for bro. The wolf takes the autograph and stands up before sliding his chair away from Vulpie.


  “Where are you guys camped at?” Vulpie asks, looking at Keith’s girlfriend. The she-wolf watches Vulpie from a distance in concern.


  “Oh, we haven’t found a place yet but we’re looking.” Keith answers and walks back to his table. Vulpie smiles at Polar.


  “See! I’m a celebrity now!” Vulpie tells Polar with glee.


  “Yeah.” Polar responds quietly, smirking at the orange furred fox. Vulpie looks around and stares at one of his robots still holding the room under their protection. That robot turns and walks to the owner of the restaurant. Tom winces as it approaches and speaks.


  “Order up?” The robot asks and Tom nods slowly. He signals for his wife to go over to Vulpie and Polar’s table. Tom’s she-wolf wife looks nervous about being around Vulpie, but she gathers some menus and brings them over anyhow.


  “What do you boys want to eat?” She asks, putting down a menu for them.


  “I want an egg, two pieces of bacon, and one hash brown!” Vulpie tells her with a smile. Polar can’t get over how nonchalant the orange furred fox is about taking the entire restaurant hostage and ordering breakfast as if they are regular customers.


  “Okay, hon.” Tom’s wife replies, giving Vulpie a sweet fearful face. “We can do that.” She looks to Polar. “And you?” She asks. Polar opens his menu and looks through it. He hasn’t thought of what he wants as Vulpie obviously has. The white furred wolf is hungry and he sees a rather large breakfast plate that would satisfy his stomach. He can eat a tremendous amount without gaining any fat.


  “Give me the large breakfast plate.” Polar responds, looking at Tom’s wife with an unsure face. The white furred wolf doesn’t like intimidating her.


  “Yes sir!” Tom’s wife says quickly and she leaves their table. One of the robot wolves follows her into the kitchen. Tom watches, but notices that the Vulpiebot only appears interested in preventing his she-wolf wife from poisoning Vulpie’s food. It meets her along with the robot wolf already inside the kitchen, and Tom can watch his wife work on the meal requests with the robot wolves observing.


  “They’re programmed to do that too, huh?” Polar asks in amazement, looking down at Vulpie. “You’ve thought of everything. This isn’t the first time you’ve done this, is it?”


  “Nope!” Vulpie responds proudly. “My robot friends will make sure our food is nice and clean!”


  “How in the world can you make them do all of this, and they don’t even have to ask for directions?” Polar inquires.


  “It’s why I wrote Vulpie.net.” Vulpie answers, shrugging his cute little shoulders. “There’s soooooo many commands that have to be processed for robots to run. It was way too complicated the way they were sent out of the dummy factories. All of it used to run on if-then equations. Ya know, a robot can only do its next action if a previous requirement is satisfied?” Vulpie asks, and Polar listens attentively, trying to keep up with Vulpie’s genius hacker mind.


  “So I wrote my program to figure out the simple stuff so I don’t have to instruct them. My AI is superior to everything!” Vulpie continues.


  “AI?” Polar asks and blinks, realizing he asked a dumb question. “Oh right, artificial intelligence.”


  “Ya!” Vulpie responds with glee. “My Vulpie.net thinks the way I think. It tells them what to do all the time. While we sit here and eat, it is constantly running every computer out there, and it’s infinitely better than that stupid internet shit.” Vulpie says and laughs. “There is no more internet… Only my Vulpie.net!”


  “Fascinating.” Polar replies in awe. “Can they ever get rid of your program? The government seems to think so.” The white furred wolf asks his brilliant little lover.


  “Nope. Never!” Vulpie says mischievously and confidently. “Never, ever, ever! Ya know why?” Polar shakes his head in confusion. “A computer is like a brain, Mr. Polar.” The orange furred fox explains. “It only knows what to do because it relies on memories. Those memories are files. For instance, you know you’re Mr. Polar because your brain tells you about all of your happy memories and long life!” Vulpie says with a smirk. “In the same way, a computer starts up and runs based on its magnetized memory files. Once my Vulpie.net gets in a computer, it replaces every single memory file with the ones I made, and my Vulpie.net makes a copy of all of the files that used to exist. So, it looks like the computer still works and behaves like it used to, but really, it’s all an illusion!” Vulpie says with pride. “That’s how I can take over all of the computers and TVs at any moment!”


  “Because you wiped the entire world’s computer memories away and replaced them with Vulpie.net?” Polar asks, following Vulpie’s line of thought.


  “Yep.” Vulpie answers playfully.


  “Then that means all of the global financial data is gone too, right? All that’s left is what your Vulpie.net copied? And no one can use a computer to talk to your program because Vulpie.net infects it, and then replaces its memories?” Polar inquires further.


  “Exactly!” Vulpie says and grins. “See! You got it!”


  “Then that means the only way to get rid of your program would be to de-magnetize the computer.” Polar continues. “And that would destroy all of its programming, basically making it worthless?”


  “Yes.” Vulpie answers with a naughty voice.


  “So what happens when business people trade stocks on their computers and bankers use computers to move money around digitally?”


  “They’re all just talking to my Vulpie.net. I let Vulpie.net play with them. I can make it all disappear with the blink of an eye!” Vulpie taunts. “So money is not a problem.” Vulpie says and grins. “I can take any number from any currency in any country because I own the system baby!”


  “That’s so evil, Vulpie.” Polar says, taunting Vulpie with a similarly playful tone, using his hacker name to entertain the fox.


  “I know you like it!” Vulpie says, and sticks his tongue out at Polar, before biting it between his sharp fox teeth playfully. “So no, those dummies can never stop my Vulpie.net. It’s too late!”


  World Government President Vargas stands in his office with his black furred wolf arms crossed. He has been preoccupied for the previous half hour thanks to the Association of Fox Rights. The powerful fox lobby has always been an organization the president respects, but he hates having to deal with them when they’re upset.


  This morning the highest ranking representatives from the AFR contacted Vargas with potential news on Vulpie’s whereabouts. A resident of the Lupus Canis Mountain ranges reported seeing a low flying huge ship the night before and the GBI suspects Vulpie could have been using it as a transport.


  The AFR has demanded that President Vargas use his executive powers as commander in chief to seize the opportunity and make an attempt on Vulpie’s life. They have been in the Stone House, the presidential home for the world government leader, all morning. The Stone House is near Congress and the Senate.


  In the room with President Vincent Vargas is Nathan Fenrir, the AFR appointed chief executive. Nathan is a middle aged brown fox that has incredible political clout and every time President Vargas deals with him, he deals with the Association of Fox Rights through him. Mr. Fenrir has been irate about Vulpie’s presence worldwide ever since his appearance, believing that Vulpie is painting all foxes in a less than favorable view.


  With the AFR chief executive there is another very important AFR member, Desmond Adolfo. He is an elderly brown fox, and served as the Association of Fox Right’s chief executive in years past. Mr. Adolfo’s words are listened to on the senate hill and that’s why President Vargas was sure to secure his favor during the presidential elections.


  Because of the news on Vulpie, the general of the entire world government’s army forces, Edwin Hall, is present. Mr. Hall is a brown furred wolf, and is second only to the world government president himself in authority over the Sufian army. He is a five star general and has listened to the AFR representatives, but doesn’t have President Vargas’ patience.


  GBI Director Druward is also present, representing the Governmental Bureau of Investigation. The black furred wolf has said little so far, taking President Vargas’ lead while the AFR foxes go on and on about what should be done with Vulpie.


  “We know where he is, so this is the time to strike!” Nathan Fenrir tells President Vargas with certainty. The President is standing, half leaning on his desk while the other members present sit on two sofas in the Stone House’s Presidential room. There are no electronics present, so Vulpie cannot possibly listen in. “Too much time has been wasted already!” Fenrir adds. Fenrir is only five and a half feet tall, far shorter than the average six to seven foot wolf male, but makes up for his small stature with clever aggressiveness. Foxes can be absolutely brutal when they work in large numbers. That’s why the AFR has such political power.


  The wolves present listen to Fenrir as he goes on, each of them having to be patient with the irate fox. Desmond Adolfo can be just as irritating as Fenrir as well.


  “Well, we don’t know for sure that Vulpie was on that ship.” President Vargas tells Fenrir.


  “Who else would it be?” Nathan Fenrir quickly asks in return.


  “Even if it was Vulpie himself in the ship, there’s no good route to approach a tactical strike.” Vargas replies. “If he is in the Lupus Canis Mountains, that terrain is impossible to secure without satellite and air force control. As soon as he detects a strike force coming, he’ll probably turn the ship’s engines off, or force them to return to base.” The black furred wolf says with his politician voice. “Assuming he doesn’t just destroy them.”


  “He couldn’t possibly have infected every plane or ship’s computer!” Fenrir responds. He looks to Edwin Hall, the supreme general of the world government’s army forces. “That’s impossible.”


  “We suspect it.” Edwin Hall responds. The brown furred wolf speaks to the AFR fox as calmly as he can. “Every ship had net access.” He continues. “And the president is right, without satellite imaging from space and proper navigation and communication, the mission would be a failure.”


  “Then send the men in on the roads. Don’t use ships. Do it the old fashioned way.” Fenrir suggests. Edwin Hall glances at President Vargas. It is clear that the AFR executive is determined to force a strike against Vulpie no matter what.


  “He’s been able to commandeer the machine controlled ships and war machines across the world… We’ve seen what Vulpie is capable of.” GBI agent Druward tells Fenrir. “It’s unlikely that this kid wouldn’t use the power he has to protect himself.”


  “He’s a computer geek with a crush on himself, not a damned military tactician!” Fenrir replies, using his fox paws to show his frustration. “Kill him now!”


  “Any man we send into those mountains will die.” Druward says, licking his wolf teeth with his tongue. “That’s my opinion. Vulpie’s stolen so many war machines he probably has an ungodly entourage protecting him.”


  “Surely the world government is capable of winning a war against a kid!” Fenrir adds. “It’s won plenty of wars without computer controlled tanks, planes and ships! Don’t tell me it can’t be done.”


  “If we fought him on those terms, we would be at a severe disadvantage.” Edwin Hall tells the fox. The brown furred wolf leans forward, making his point. “Our men will be blind while he’ll be able to map out their positions with thermal imaging from the satellites he’s stolen. He’ll cut off our ability to use them, and we also are sure he is able to block radio communications. There is absolutely no way to maintain control in that situation. The soldiers would be easy targets for him. This is not how we should fight. We need to hit him when he thinks we’re helpless, but have finally beaten his code.” The army general says wisely.


  “Plus Vulpie hasn’t actually killed anyone yet.” Druward comments. “If we attack him and don’t surrender our troops, he’ll have to use lethal force.”


  “It’ll come to that sooner or later.” Fenrir replies.


  “We have a man on the inside.” President Vargas reminds Fenrir. He has already briefed the AFR executive about Polar earlier. “We should wait and see if Polar will come through for us.”


  “You don’t even know if that man is still alive.” Fenrir responds.


  “We saw Polar leave with a robot, and then enter a ship near the interstate with a similar description of the one spotted in the mountains. I think it’s very likely he’s with Vulpie right now.” Druward says.


  “That’s a waste of time. We should wait for one of Vulpie’s queer lovers to finish the job?” Fenrir responds. Only an AFR member could get away with using such language in the President’s presence.


  “He’s more than that. We’ve seen it. Vulpie’s vulnerable around him. It’s the best chance we have.” President Vargas comments. “Polar has more than enough strength to kill Vulpie and they’ll be sure to spend plenty of time in close contact. If we attack, we’ll put Vulpie on alert. He’ll have his guard up.”


  “It’s just not a good idea to rely on a plan that foolish.” Desmond Adolfo says, voicing his elderly fox opinion. “Every day Vulpie makes it harder for foxes to live and work in society because of his shameless indecency!”


  “Yeah but remember who you’re dealing with.” Druward tells the veteran AFR executive. The black furred wolf uses an intelligent and gentle voice so as not to anger the politically powerful little man. “This kid took over the world’s computers by himself. We’ve seen that he’s probably utterly insane. He won’t go down without a fight and we can’t fight a war without radio, radar and communication.”


  “That’s right.” Edwin Hall agrees, the brown wolf nodding. “And I won’t send soldiers to their graves when we know there is little chance of them succeeding.”


  “This is unacceptable.” Fenrir tells President Vargas. “You told us you would eliminate Vulpie with the harshest prejudice and now you want us to wait while he and that white wolf are probably sucking each other off?”


  “Don’t you think we should give it a few days at least?” President Vargas asks.


  “No, I don’t.” Fenrir says. The Association of Fox’s Rights leader clearly hates Vulpie too much. Normally a wolf would just laugh off a fox’s demands, but being the president, Vargas has to deal with the AFR all of the time.


  “I’ll only wait a few days.” Vargas tells Fenrir with finality. “If Polar doesn’t kill Vulpie by then, I’ll send in a strike force.” Fenrir shakes his brown fox head after hearing Vargas’ reply.


  “If the strike fails, he could nuke something in retaliation. We still haven’t been able to fly a ship near the ion cannon.” Druward tells the two AFR members while the commander of the army and the President also listen. “That gun could wipe out the building we’re standing in and everything within sixty miles.”


  “And it can recharge within only about six minutes.” The general of the world armies comments.


  “Oh, my tummy is full!” Vulpie says after eating his single egg, two pieces of bacon and one hash brown. The fox and the wolf are still having breakfast in the restaurant on highway seven, with Vulpie’s twenty strong robots still guarding the place. The cute orange furred fox plays with Polar as the white furred wolf tries to give him some of his breakfast plate. “You’re gonna make me fat!” Vulpie tells Polar, pushing the wolf’s paw away as he offers more food.


  “You don’t have any fat on you.” Polar laughs quietly at the fox boy. “You need to gain some weight. I want some extra cushion on your tail end.” The white furred wolf whispers to Vulpie. At this, Vulpie giggles. Tom and his she-wolf wife watch the couple from a distance, saying nothing. The other restaurant guests, now held captive by Vulpie, make no attempt to go anywhere.


  “Not everybody can be as big as you…” Vulpie whispers back to Polar with a sexy voice. Polar uses his fork to impale a sausage and quickly puts it on Vulpie’s plate. “Quit it!” Vulpie says, chuckling with his adorable effeminate voice. Despite the fox’s objections, the white furred wolf gives his fox lover additional food.


  “You’re not doing this again.” Polar says with a smirk. “You can’t keep up with me on a hike unless you have some energy to burn.” The white furred wolf raises an eyebrow, looking over the short cute fox boy. “You don’t need to worry about keeping in shape. You can’t weigh more than a hundred and forty something pounds.”


  “I weigh one thirty five!” Vulpie voices.


  “What are you, like five foot six inches?” Polar asks, licking his wolf lips. “You’re under weighted. You should be one forty at least.”


  “No that’s fat!” Vulpie laughs.


  “You complain about being fat just like a woman, do you know that?” Polar taunts Vulpie while grinning. The orange furred fox boy looks proud at the statement.


  “If I eat it, you have to promise to help me burn it off…” Vulpie whispers to Polar. The white furred wolf listens and gives him a warm smile. Polar leans over and whispers back.


  “Well that’s what I had in mind.” Polar replies.


  “Mmm!” Vulpie moans with a smile.


  “You’ve never been hiking until you’ve made love on the trail. Have you?” Polar asks Vulpie with his sensual voice.


  “No.” Vulpie answers, intrigued.


  “It’s true about guys getting horny in the woods you know.” Polar tells Vulpie quietly.


  “Oooo! Stop it! You’re turning me on!” Vulpie laughs quietly. “I’ve never done it in the woods.” The orange furred fox says with interested blue eyes. Polar smiles and continues eating while looking at Vulpie. The fox grins and breathes contently. He looks around, having finished his very small meal, but Polar points at the additional food on his plate.


  “Eat that.” Polar commands. And Vulpie sighs. He uses his fork to stab the extra sausage Polar provided and the white furred wolf watches him eat. Vulpie makes a face as though he’s having sex, enjoying the extra food immensely. He usually starves himself so much that the taste is wonderful. “See. Good huh?” Polar comments, enjoying seeing Vulpie eat the amount he truly should.


  Vulpie uses his fox teeth to tear the sausage apart and he consumes it quickly, along with the second piece, showing how hungry he is. The orange furred fox never eats more than is required to stay alive, and having seconds is like dessert for him.


  “God, you’re starving!” Polar tells Vulpie happily.


  “Not really.” Vulpie lies. “I’m full.”


  “You need to eat more.” Polar insists.


  “No! No! No!” Vulpie responds, and this time, prevents Polar from giving him more food. He playfully defeats Polar as the wolf tries to put more food on his plate. Polar stops and sighs with a smile.


  “Alright. You’ll be hungry though.” Polar says and finishes the rest of his meal while Vulpie watches. The restaurant stays silent except for them. The animals present are too scared to say a thing. Polar notices, not enjoying frightening them, but knows he shouldn’t hesitate to have fun with Vulpie. Polar needs to stay relaxed.


  Outside, the sound of several large engines shake the restaurant. They come from high powered motorcycles, and as Vulpie sees them through the window, his blue eyes go wide with excitement.


  “Oh wow!” Vulpie says in delight, looking at the giant futuristic motorcycles that five wolves ride up to the restaurant in. Both Polar and Vulpie can see them outside, staring at the ten robot wolves guarding the perimeter of the restaurant and parking lot. Confused, they walk towards the restaurant, and Vulpie stands up. Polar watches Vulpie walk across the restaurant and to the exit happily. The white furred wolf stands up as well, following in concern. He knows what Vulpie is up to.


  The cute orange furred fox walks outside of the restaurant, and as the five biker wolves see him, they stop dead in their tracks. They each are dressed with rough leather, and every one of them is packing a gun, as most bikers do. Vulpie talks to them with his adorable effeminate voice fearlessly, looking at their futuristic bikes with glee.


  “Oh your bikes are AWESOME!” Vulpie tells the five tall wolves, looking at the first one closest to him as he leaves the restaurant. Two of the ten robots outside the building come and walk next to Vulpie quickly, guarding him. The five bikers are all gray wolves, and look like a very tough group. As Vulpie nears the black colored bike he is looking at, one of them takes several steps and comes near the orange furred fox quickly.


  “Hey! Get the hell away from my bike!” The man says, but his sentence is cut short when one of the robots steps in front of him, blocking his path. The machine that is designed to look like a gray wolf is just as big as he is. The difference between the two is the robot, like its many identical brothers, is made of steel and is infinitely more powerful than a flesh and blood animal.


  The biker stops in his tracks and winces, moving his big wolf head back, snarling at the machine. His friends reach for their guns, and so does he. Polar comes outside the restaurant just in time to see the ten robots quickly grab and remove their loaded firearms from their holsters. The Vulpiebots move faster than organically possible, and aim their weapons at the five wolves from multiple directions.


  Not one of the bikers is able to withdraw a gun or knife from their clothing before every robot is pointing the loaded barrel of a gun at them. The wolf bikers hold still in fear and disbelief. They figured the men were robots at first sight, but only now realize just how helpless they are against their combined numbers. Vulpie ignores all of the action. Polar watches him caress and drool over the black painted bike while his robots keep the bikers at bay.


  The black futuristic bike Vulpie rubs his little paws over is very large. It is a space age model that is extremely expensive, and is capable of speeds above and beyond what normal motorcycles can do. Vulpie figures this, as he notices that the bike has dual engines and a complicated frame that allows it to turn the motorcycle into a rocket on wheels.


  “Oh this is perfect!” Vulpie squeals with his cute fox voice as he examines the bike. Polar doesn’t move, the ten robots still aiming their weapons at the bikers.


  “Hand over your weapons. Do it NOW.” One of the robots commands loudly. Each one of them looks identical. Some hold shotguns, loaded with deadly buckshot mixed with heated rounds that could blow a hole in just about anything. The biker wolves can see that they are outnumbered and hopelessly unable to fight back, but are not the type of men to give in easily.


  “Hey it’s you!” The biker closest to Vulpie growls, looking around the robot blocking his path. “You’re that little faggot Vulpie!”


  “Hey! You brought me just the kind of bike I wanted!” Vulpie replies, looking back at the wolf man with a mischievous grin.


  “Get the fuck away from my bike!” The gray wolf roars. As he yells, the robot in his face yells louder, silencing him.


  “HAND OVER YOUR WEAPONS OR DIE!” The robot wolf demands while still pointing its gun straight in his face. “DO IT NOW!” The Vulpiebot commands.


  “You better do it!” Vulpie laughs, breaking the stiff silence. He is able to trot around the motorcycle happily while no one else can move in the standoff. “They don’t miss!”


  “You’re not taking my bike!” The wolf closest to Vulpie says defiantly. The gray wolf has a long black slice of fur over his face, indicating that he might have been in a knife fight in the past.


  “No?” Vulpie replies and hops away from the bike, walking up next to the gray wolf while the robot keeps its gun aimed on him. “Who’s gonna stop me? You?” Vulpie asks the biker wolf with a wild grin.


  “Damn straight, me! You’ll be sucking cocks in hell if you try it!” The biker growls in response, looking down at the much shorter fox hatefully.


  “Then do something!” Vulpie taunts and kicks the wolf’s right knee. He is caught off guard by the playful attack from the cute aggressive fox, and snarls, looking down at Vulpie with lethal eyes. “You gonna try something?” Vulpie asks, toying with him. The orange furred fox kicks the biker wolf a second time, this time, hard, and the man snarls loudly.


  “I’ll bleed you, you little bitch!” The biker wolf threatens.


  “Then try it! SEE WHAT HAPPENS!” Vulpie responds with loud glee. “COME ON!” Vulpie challenges playfully. The cute fox has an evil smile on his face. He kicks the wolf again and makes the man clench his fists. He still doesn’t move, looking at the robots aiming their fire arms at him. “I’ve never seen someone dodge a bullet before! Can you?” Vulpie asks while laughing.


  “Vulpie! Stop!” Polar says loudly, and the other four bikers look over at the white furred wolf in fear. They have no idea what to do.


  “You think you’re so tough Mr. Biker man?” Vulpie asks, showing the wolf his fox teeth. “You’re a tough guy?”


  “You’ll find out.” The defiant biker hisses through clenched wolf teeth.


  “I’m gonna take your bike!” Vulpie taunts with his clever voice. “And there’s nothing you can do about it!”


  “If I take a bullet, I’m taking you with me!” The biker snarls in return.


  “If I take a bullet I’m taking you with me!” Vulpie responds, mocking the biker with his effeminate voice. The fox looks at the robot in front of the biker. “Shut this fucker up!” He orders, and before the gray wolf has time to think, the robot in front of him uses its gun to pistol whip him across his muzzle so hard and fast that it sends the man reeling backwards. The tall wolf falls to the ground with a cry of agony, his nose broken. There is a cry of terror from the other animals inside the restaurant.


  The robots around the other four gray wolf bikers surround them. The men don’t resist, seeing what happened to their friend. The robots forcefully remove the men’s guns from their holsters. Inside the restaurant, Polar notices, the other ten robots prevent anyone from escaping or doing anything rebellious. The robots around the other four bikers force them to go to their knees. They hold the men by their wolf arms, displaying their mechanical strength.


  The biker that resisted Vulpie so loudly now lies on the black pavement, clutching his wolf nose as it bleeds. He doesn’t fight back anymore when the robot that assaulted him reaches down and removes his gun. The Vulpiebot hands it over to the orange furred fox. Vulpie takes the biker wolf’s pistol, a large caliber handgun, and cocks it. The biker on the pavement looks up and sees Vulpie aim the gun down at him playfully. The man groans in fear.


  “Vulpie NO!” Polar yells, watching. The orange furred fox holds the pistol in his little black tipped paws, enjoying the power he feels while he stands over the big defeated wolf.


  “Bang! Bang!” Vulpie says with glee, showing the wounded wolf an excited face. “I could do it!” Vulpie tells him while he bites his lip and thinks about it. The little fox slides his furry paws on the shaft of the trigger, fantasizing about putting a hole in the biker wolf’s body. He aims the gun straight down at the big wolf’s chest, making an insidious grin.


  “Vulpie that’s enough! You’ve won!” Polar says with his calm voice, trying to keep the situation from escalating. “He’s bleeding and at your mercy! Don’t shoot him!”


  “Why not?” Vulpie asks, smiling down at his potential victim. “He said he was gonna bleed me! He called me a faggot too! I bet he wishes he didn’t say those mean things now!”


  “You were going to steal his bike, Vulpie.” The white furred wolf explains. Polar walks towards the orange furred fox slowly. The other bikers watch with wide eyes. “He didn’t know who he was fucking with, okay?” Polar asks, forcing a laugh, trying to entertain Vulpie.


  “No he didn’t!” Vulpie replies, liking the sound of Polar’s statement. He keeps looking down at the wolf on the ground. The biker clutches his bleeding nose, watching with beaten yellow eyes.


  “Just put the gun away!” Polar pleads, raising a paw while watching Vulpie. The orange furred fox finally looks up at Polar. He stops aiming the gun at the wolf on the pavement and looks over at the other bikers with a smug expression. Polar stands still, glad. Vulpie hands the gun he stole from the biker to the robot that put him on the pavement, and smirks at Polar. The cute fox prances back over to the bike he was admiring before. He hops on top of it, rubbing his soft fox bottom on the hard powerful machine.


  “Keys!” Vulpie says without even looking back, and the robot in front of the wounded biker bends down and pick pockets the man. The bleeding wolf makes no attempt to resist, holding completely still. The robot turns and tosses the keys to Vulpie, who catches them with this little fox claw.


  Vulpie inserts the keys into the ignition panel of the big space age bike and starts its engine. It roars to life and makes a great sound that shakes the glass panels on the restaurant and hiking equipment store. Vulpie positions himself on the huge bike, clearly designed for a much bigger male, and enjoys the power under him. He revs the engine over and over, feeling the machine’s strength. The orange furred fox looks back at Polar while the foggy clouds of the mountains race by gently.


  “You comin?” Vulpie asks playfully. Polar waits a moment and then steps forward. He walks to the bike and gets on, sitting behind Vulpie. He dwarfs the smaller male with his wolf stature, and Vulpie admires the white furred wolf’s body. Vulpie waits, watching his robots. Polar looks to his side and sees two of them taking keys from the other bikers. Those robots then individually walk to, sit on, and crank up two more bikes.


  They rev the engines with amazing skill given they are not supposed to have such coordination. Vulpie’s programming has made each of them unstoppable. Polar thought for a moment that he might ride with Vulpie alone, but now he sees they will have escorts. In a way he is relieved, fearing that Vulpie is going to operate the bike like a stunt driver. Vulpie looks back and up at Polar, smiling happily.


  “Hold on! And don’t worry! I’m a great driver!” Vulpie tells Polar and the white furred wolf wraps his powerful arms around Vulpie’s smaller frame. Vulpie revs the bike a final time and finally lets it loose. The bike shoots forward with incredible speed as Vulpie floors it. It squeals its rubber tires during the acceleration. Polar holds Vulpie tighter than he expected to. The force of the speeding bike is frightening and Vulpie doesn’t slow down a bit.


  The orange furred fox blasts forward on the huge space age bike at full speed. It reaches over sixty miles an hour in less than a second and a half. Soon, Vulpie is driving at ninety miles an hour with Polar bracing. The road travels downhill going the opposite direction Vulpie and Polar used to come to the restaurant this morning. The first stretch of it is fairly straight, but they come to a curve in no time at the rate Vulpie drives.


  The cold foggy mist of the Lupus Canis Mountains blow over Vulpie’s face and Polar’s wolf muzzle as the fox takes the curve at seventy miles an hour. The bike handles with tight precision. Its large tires give rise to amazing maneuverability. Polar is very frightened at the speed they ride, especially not wearing any kind of helmets or gear, but despite the worry, he finds himself enjoying it.


  Vulpie wasn’t kidding when he said he was a great driver. Even though the Fox has never been on this road before, he looks far ahead as he steers the bike, and hugs the curves like a professional. They fly into another long stretch of straight road and Polar has a chance to admire a wide panoramic view of the mountains to their left and right. They drive over the summit of a smaller mountain peak at insane speeds. Vulpie takes the bike to one hundred forty miles an hour, but always slows when appropriate.


  Polar thanks god that Vulpie is so confident. He wouldn’t be if he were driving. Polar is excellent behind the wheel, but has never owned a bike. He doesn’t know if Vulpie has, but suspects not. The eagerness Vulpie displays while driving suggests this is his first time. Amazingly, he seems to be perfectly suited for it.


  Vulpie drives the incredibly fast bike the same way he always seems to handle himself, completely carefree. His fox tail bounces in the wind on Polar’s lap and Polar’s long white furred tail flies in the wind behind them as they ride. Vulpie takes a few more corners and when they come to another straight part in the road, he briefly looks back at Polar and grins. The fox can see the wolf is having fun despite his fear of a crash.


  The misty clouds of the Canis Mountains bounce from the bike while they ride on. Polar can hear the other two bikes not far behind. He looks back and sees that the two robot wolves escorting them are riding parallel to each other, each driving perfectly. Polar looks down at Vulpie while the fox drives and is amused at the expression on his face. Vulpie is grinning with excitement, and Polar notices that he has completely forgotten that they are on a stolen bike. He is amazed at how fast he shut out what happened back at the restaurant, but keeps getting distracted by the fast ride through the mountains.


  When they pass other vehicles, Vulpie flies by at wild speeds. He doesn’t endanger other drivers, but also doesn’t slow down. They ride for twenty miles before Vulpie finally slows the bike, seeing an observation point ahead on the side of the highway. He drives the big bike into the paved area where there are some tourists taking pictures of the wide open Canis Mountains, cold and beautiful in the morning despite the sun being hidden.


  Vulpie parks the bike and looks back at Polar. They both breathe hard in excitement.


  “Wow!” Polar says with a gasp, grinning.


  “Oh my god that was so much fun!” Vulpie responds gleefully. Polar sits up straighter and uses his big right paw to caress Vulpie’s soft body.


  “Let’s head back and do it again.” Polar suggests. Vulpie looks into Polar’s blue wolf eyes, amused. The fox can see that the wolf will insist he return the stolen bike.


  “Alright…” Vulpie says, making a funny face. Polar smiles. He is very happy that he won’t have to argue with the cute fox. Polar clutches Vulpie as the fox drives the bike in a circle. The two robots driving with them follow his lead. Vulpie drives back onto the highway, heading back the way they came.


  When Vulpie drives the large bike back to the restaurant, everything is as it was before he and Polar departed on their brief motorcycle ride. There are still eight robot wolves outside of the restaurant and ten inside. The two that ride behind Vulpie and Polar and their own stolen bikes, park the machines and dismount.


  “Any trouble makers?” Vulpie asks the nearest of his robots.


  “No, they’ve all behaved.” The robot replies.


  “Good! We’ll get some gear and leave!” Vulpie says with his consistent ardor. Polar lets go of Vulpie, freeing the smaller male to dismount the bike. The white furred wolf steps free of it just as Vulpie hops off. Vulpie looks around and sees through the window that the five bikers have been forced inside the restaurant.


  Vulpie walks across the parking lot and approaches the restaurant and hiking supply store. One of his robots inside the building opens the door as he approaches. The animals held captive all watch Vulpie silently as the cute orange furred fox enters. He walks inside, looking at them until he spies the wounded biker. He is sitting at a table with his friends, and stiffens when Vulpie approaches him.


  There are many robots nearby, so the group of gray wolf bikers makes no attempt to move when Vulpie comes near. The little orange furred fox looks at the one that was hurt, the one that challenged him before he stole his motorcycle.


  “Not a scratch on it!” Vulpie says mischievously, and uses his little black tipped paws to find the bike key ring in his pockets. He tosses the keys onto the table in front of the man. The wolf only keeps looking at him, holding a blood stained white cloth on his broken nose in pain. “Yuck! You should have someone look at that!” Vulpie tells the biker, making an innocent face.


  The fox reaches into his pocket again and finds his small black wallet. Inside it are huge denominated bills that he earned by accessing every financial account in the world. Vulpie counts out more than two thousand credits in his paws, and places them on the table in front of the wounded biker wolf. “There. Go fix yourself up! You can leave when we’re done here.” Vulpie suggests, and walks away. He heads back towards the entrance of the building where Polar is standing, watching. Vulpie smiles at Polar as he walks by.


  “Come on! Let’s buy some stuff and we can leave!” The fox says and enters the second half of the building, the retail portion that sells hiking gear. Tom, the store owner, takes it upon himself to follow them in that side of the building, as his wife is no longer running the cash register.


  “What are you looking for?” The man asks quietly. Vulpie looks at Polar when he hears the question.


  “What should we get, Polar?” Vulpie asks his white furred wolf lover happily.


  “Some backpacks.” Polar responds, and scratches his arms. Vulpie and Polar shop briefly. Vulpie buys a new pink shirt with a logo for the Lupus Canis Mountains on it. It’s a girl’s shirt, but since Vulpie’s shoulders are only barely wider than his hips, he can wear it perfectly. He also purchases a comfortable blue cotton jacket. They find two backpacks and some other items Polar suggests, such as bottled water and a bit of small food. Vulpie gets a few protein bars.


  When the orange furred fox and the white furred wolf are done shopping, they walk to the exit of the building. Vulpie stops for a moment and signals his ten robot guards inside the building to leave. Each of them follow his commands without hesitation. The frightened guests watch the machines exit the door, following Vulpie and Polar.


  Vulpie walks to the front of the nine parked SUVs and gets in the left back seat. Polar enters the vehicle on the back right and the twenty robots fill in the rest of the spaces inside the nine vehicles. Vulpie signals the robot wolf sitting in the driver’s seat to take the direction Polar and Vulpie already traveled earlier on the motorcycle. The convoy drives away from the building on highway seven, and Polar looks back, seeing the animals of the building scurrying outside to their cars to escape.


  “I’ve got all kinds of hikes planned!” Vulpie says, and reaches in his pocket. He pulls out his precious orange phone and flips it open. He has modified it extensively since Polar saw it last. Now it looks more like a portable computer. The orange furred fox looks down at his phone and uses his tiny fingers to navigate the custom interface he programmed. “We can go to the top of a mountain, down to a lake, there’s even a waterfall I found!” Vulpie tells Polar with excitement.


  Polar stares out of the window beside him, looking away from Vulpie. Vulpie notices and touches Polar’s left paw gently.


  “Hey? Which one would you want to do?” Vulpie asks. Polar looks left at Vulpie and his face frightens the smaller male. The white furred wolf gives him an angry expression.


  “I didn’t like what you did back there.” Polar tells Vulpie with a sharp voice. His words fill the driving SUV and cause Vulpie to hold still, looking up at Polar innocently. “Did you think that was funny?” Polar demands, his blue wolf eyes piercing Vulpie’s playful behavior.


  “No! He deserved it!” Vulpie says defensively, confused as to why Polar is reacting this way. The cute fox seems unable to comprehend that he did anything wrong. Polar stares down at Vulpie unhappily and his face makes Vulpie uncomfortable.


  “I’m sorry! Okay?” Vulpie responds, looking down at his phone.


  “Would you have shot that man if I hadn’t stopped you?” Polar questions Vulpie heatedly.


  “No!” Vulpie replies, playing with his phone.


  “Look at me!” Polar demands and Vulpie does. He looks up at Polar’s intense glare and pouts, unhappy that this conversation is happening. “I’m here with you because I lost my job. I never agreed that I condoned that sort of thing.” Polar says with a scolding tone. “I can’t believe you did that!”


  “You heard what he said to me!” Vulpie responds defensively. “Someone needed to teach him a lesson!”


  “Probably, but all five of those men could have been shot, and you were pushing for it to happen!” Polar says with a loud voice. “What were you thinking? What if those men resisted and your machines killed all of them?” Polar’s suggestion lingers in the driving SUV. Vulpie keeps looking at Polar, but he can’t stand the white furred wolf’s anger.


  “I’m sorry.” Vulpie says, hoping to diffuse Polar’s disapproval. It doesn’t work. Polar stares at the fox, forcing him to think about his actions. Vulpie sighs and wiggles in his seat, slouching. “I know I shouldn’t have, but they would have caused trouble anyway once they recognized me. Don’t you think so, Polar?” Vulpie asks, looking up at his wolf lover.


  “Maybe.” Polar admits. “They were bad men, but just men. Each of them is somebody’s son. How would you feel if you had been responsible for their deaths?”


  “Pretty good.” Vulpie replies defiantly. Polar moves his tongue against his wolf teeth when he hears Vulpie’s tone.


  “I’m very disappointed with you.” Polar responds with a quiet voice.


  “You’re not my dad!” Vulpie says, giving Polar an aggressive glance. Polar doesn’t reply for a bit. He gives Vulpie time to cool down on his own while the robot continues to drive them down highway seven. Polar breathes deeply and stretches his left arm over the back of the seat behind them. The orange furred fox plays with his cell phone computer again, silent.


  “Well my father taught me to respect others.” Polar tells Vulpie. “I’m glad he took the time to teach me. If you learn the do the same, you might be surprised how good it makes you feel.”


  “Who says I don’t respect others?” Vulpie asks, not looking up.


  “Come on…” Polar responds quietly. “How can you say that with everything that you’ve done?”


  “We’re only here right now because of everything I’ve done!” Vulpie tells Polar and looks up at him. “I guess I forgot all about manners when I took over the world!” Vulpie says with pride. Polar moves his wolf tongue inside his mouth and gives Vulpie an unimpressed expression. He sighs.


  “Maybe we should have this conversation later.” Polar thinks out loud.


  “No, let’s have it now!” Vulpie says angrily. “You think I’m a mean person?”


  “I didn’t say that.” Polar calmly responds. He hears the audacity of youth in Vulpie’s tone. “But consider how I felt when you unleashed your computer program onto the world.”


  “I already told you that you wouldn’t have agreed to it!” Vulpie quickly says. “It happened and I’m sorry you lost your job, but what’s done is done!”


  “Yes, but how about not repeating the same mistakes?” Polar suggests. “You were out of control back there. Things still might be salvageable as they are, but don’t kill someone, for the love of god.” Polar says. Vulpie watches Polar with a defensive face and looks around nervously.


  “What do you want me to say?” Vulpie asks unhappily.


  “That you won’t kill anyone.” Polar simply answers.


  “Okay! I won’t kill anyone I promise!” Vulpie responds, using his fox paws to project his irritation.


  “Is that too much to ask?” Polar asks Vulpie and the question makes Vulpie look away, trying to hide his displeasure. After a moment Vulpie looks to his right at Polar and speaks to him with a despondent voice.


  “You’re being mean to me!” The little orange furred fox says miserably.


  “What a selfish remark.” Polar quickly replies. His unflinching judgment takes Vulpie back with surprise. Vulpie has never been pressed like this by Polar about his behavior, and the fox suddenly feels very dejected. He breathes fast and looks at Polar sadly. Tears brim in Vulpie’s eyes and he looks away, putting his paws over his face.


  “You hate me!” Vulpie says in despair.


  “You know I don’t hate you. It’s quite the opposite, actually. You also know that what I’m saying is right.” Polar replies calmly, watching Vulpie. The orange furred fox doesn’t cry, thinking about Polar’s words. Vulpie sits up straighter in his seat and leans back, looking ahead with an emotionless expression. Polar doesn’t say anything for at least a minute while Vulpie thinks. Eventually Vulpie looks at Polar and gives him a penitent face.


  “You’re right…” Vulpie apologizes quietly. “I shouldn’t have done any of that.” He says while looking at Polar, trying to appear as repentant as possible. The white furred wolf smiles after waiting a moment. He makes sure Vulpie knows it’s only because he’s serious about their conversation.


  “I want to discuss...” Polar says, waving his right paw in the air. “All of this at some point. But I don’t think now is the time, right?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie says, smiling sadly. “I don’t want you to be mad at me!”


  “I’m not, now that we talked.” Polar says warmly.


  “I feel so alone without you!” Vulpie confesses, gazing into Polar’s blue eyes, looking as if he might cry again. “I missed you so much!” Vulpie admits, and Polar reaches over with his big left arm. The wolf wraps it around Vulpie and pulls the fox to his side lovingly. Vulpie hugs Polar and breathes slower, seemingly calmed at his reception. One of the robot wolves riding in the seat in front of them looks back, watching Polar’s every moment, protective of Vulpie.


  “I love you.” Polar tells Vulpie and Vulpie looks up in surprise. “I really do.” Polar confesses. “That’s why I won’t let you hurt yourself. I care about you too much.”


  “Really?” Vulpie whimpers, clutching the white furred wolf. The little fox gets choked up with emotion.


  “Yes.” Polar whispers lovingly. He smiles and rubs Vulpie’s soft fox face with his right paw. “I love you so much that when we were separated I couldn’t stop thinking about you. You were in my mind night and day. When I was with the government and I first saw you on the TV, I was terrified that we would never be together again. I feel a connection with you unlike anything I’ve ever dreamed of.” Polar continues, bearing his soul to the cute fox. “It made me so happy to sleep with you last night, to have you in my arms again. You have no idea how much you mean to me.” Polar tells Vulpie with his sensual voice.


  “I love you too!” Vulpie tells Polar quickly. He smiles while Polar hugs him and leans his body up against the large wolf, enjoying the warmth of Polar’s touch. “I’m glad you’re not mad at me!” Vulpie says with a sorry voice. “I still want us to have fun!”


  “We will. I’m sure.” Polar says and grins. Vulpie quickly goes from being depressed to excited, and pulls the middle seatbelt over himself, strapping in right against the white furred wolf. The orange furred fox uses his black tipped paws to manipulate his orange cell phone and computer. Vulpie finds the hiking information he downloaded the night before. Polar doesn’t ask how Vulpie knows where they are on the road, because undoubtedly the fox is using global satellite surveillance.


  “I’ve never been hiking before!” Vulpie says with excitement.


  “Never?” Polar asks and looks down at his fox lover with sympathy. “Didn’t one of the orphanages you lived in ever organize a field trip? I remember going to the mountains when I was a kid.” The wolf comments.


  “No, we didn’t do any fun stuff.” Vulpie replies, looking down at his phone. The fox responds with a nonchalant tone, but Polar knows the fox boy must be thinking about his youth, when he was forced into therapy programs after being adopted and abused by Vander Clishaw. The thought of it makes Polar quite sad, and as Vulpie starts talking about where to hike, the wolf can barely hear the fox’s words because of the compassion he feels for him.


  Polar nods and speaks when necessary as Vulpie chatters on, showing him maps on his large phone. He’s just happy to see Vulpie enjoying himself. Polar thinks of the horrible things that happened to him, the child abuse and rape by his father, his father murdering his mother and attempting to murder him as well.


  Polar remembers the detailed story Henrenson told him and the rest of Vulpie’s lovers at the GBI headquarters. Polar imagines Vulpie at age five, having been shot and hiding in terror under a neighbor’s truck for days. When found, Vulpie bit the neighbor and had to be muzzled at the orphanage because of his psychological terror. It stayed that way for years until he was nine, when Vander Clishaw adopted him, and made his life even worse.


  Polar winces while he thinks of how Clishaw raped Vulpie, drugging him to force him into a state of euphoric suffering. Then, how Clishaw beat Vulpie to within an inch of his life, and social services finally took him away. At age thirteen, Polar remembers that Vulpie was put on eight different drugs to try to control his mental traumas, but still he ended up beating a bully with a baseball bat.


  Polar watches Vulpie speak to him now, seeing joy on the adorable fox boy’s face, and he feels horrible for accepting the mission to assassinate him. The white furred wolf can see how much Vulpie enjoys having him around. Vulpie is completely carefree, ecstatic and always wanting to have fun. It’s the personality that attracted Polar so much to begin with, in addition to Vulpie’s gorgeous body.


  Vulpie looks so excited about their hiking trip, seeking Polar’s approval, that Polar feels as though he is in some ways providing a father figure for the fox. Polar is thirteen years older than Vulpie. He’s thirty two while Vulpie is only nineteen. The wolf thinks of how Vulpie’s real father must have been completely evil or close to it, considering what he did to his own son.


  Vulpie reaches into his left pocket and pulls out a pack of high dollar teeth cleansing gum. It is mint flavored, and he pulls out a piece, opens it, and pops it into his fox mouth. Vulpie moves his paw over Polar’s lap, offering the packet of gum in his paw.


  “Thanks.” Polar says and accepts, taking a piece. Vulpie puts the packet of gum back into his pocket, pleased that Polar accepted. Polar thinks to himself that Vulpie must chew a lot of gum considering how he never eats food or anything with many calories.


  “I’m gonna call in Mr. Big tooth to be with us!” Vulpie says and Polar blinks, remembering the name.


  “That huge robot wolf?” Polar asks, raising an eyebrow. The white furred wolf remembers Vulpie prancing about with the Mr. Big tooth machine during two of his worldwide videos.


  “Yeah, he’ll make sure we don’t have any party crashers since we’re so far from the ships.” Vulpie tells Polar with a smile. “He’s armed to the teeth!”


  “Armed to the tooth.” Polar responds, smirking.


  “Yeah, you’ve not seen him yet! He’s awesome! I have six other models like him but I keep em off world so they don’t cause any trouble!” Vulpie explains mischievously.


  “With all of these machines, are we ever going to have some time alone?” Polar asks warmly.


  “Oh yeah!” Vulpie replies happily. “Don’t worry; they’ll just be around to secure the area for us.” He puts one of his little fox paws on Polar’s stomach, touching the tall white wolf’s muscular body through his shirt. Vulpie rubs Polar’s mighty tummy intimately, and looks up at him with an inviting face. “I want to find out what might happen in the woods with you!”


  “We’re going to hike.” Polar says, smiling down at his gay fox lover. “We won’t get very far if you keep teasing me. You know I’ll bend you over and show you the best nature sport!” Polar tells Vulpie with a grin. At this, Vulpie grins as well, and he bites his lower lip, excited.


  “You’ll have to catch me first!” Vulpie taunts.


  “I can catch you.” Polar replies with an erotic voice.


  “Oooo!!! You’re getting me soooooo horny!” Vulpie replies, delighted.


  “Just wait and see.” Polar taunts quietly, chewing his gum with a smirk.


  Polar’s Infatuation


  The convoy of nine black military grade suburban utility vehicles arrives at the Sunny Creek trail head half an hour after Vulpie and Polar first started riding from the restaurant on highway seven. Highway seven is one of the most used roads in the Wispy Lupus Canis mountain range because it runs for more than five hundred miles, spanning much of the ancient national park’s lands.


  During the ride Vulpie and Polar decided on visiting Sunny Creek because it is the highest large flowing river in the Lupus Canis mountain range, and has a five mile hike to reach it from the trail head closest to highway seven. Polar insisted on a long hike because he wants to work his body. The white furred wolf stretches when the convoy finally parks at the trail head. He gets out of the SUV and stands, stretching his powerful muscular body in the chilly air.


  Vulpie hops out of the back left of the SUV and the orange furred fox stretches as well, loosening up his small lean body. All nine of the SUVs have parked together in a sizeable parking lot that is used for tourists to leave their vehicles while they make use of the trail. However, Polar notices there are seven more SUVs already in the parking lot. They are identical to the ones he and Vulpie came in, and the wolf knows Vulpie must have organized them as well. When the white furred wolf looks towards the trail head, his blue eyes widen as he sees a giant wolf robot. Vulpie trots around behind the vehicle. He walks by Polar, giving him a smile seeing the wolf’s reaction.


  “That’s Mr. Big Tooth!” Vulpie says happily, pointing towards the trail head where the extremely tall wolf robot stands, waiting. “He’s here with some more friends and they’ll make sure we’re undisturbed!” Vulpie explains with pride, and skips towards the trail head. Polar swallows and walks forward, following Vulpie.


  The robot is thirteen feet tall. It has the appearance of a male wolf, but at its size, the truth of what it is, a machine, is readily observable. Its teeth are a less than normal eggshell color, with a yellow tint instead, and its large yellow eyes look robotic when it moves them, eying Vulpie on his approach. The Mr. Big Tooth robot smiles while it looks down at Vulpie as he comes near, and its grin is terrifying. Polar watches it in fear, walking closer and closer, while Vulpie runs up to it without a care.


  The huge robot lowers its left arm and Vulpie jumps up into the machine’s grip. Vulpie climbs up the robot and stands on its left shoulder, thirteen feet high, and gazes down at Polar with excitement.


  “He’s our friend!” Vulpie tells Polar with a smile. “Say hello to Mr. Polar, Mr. Big Tooth!”


  “Hello Polar.” The monstrous wolf robot says, looking at Polar. The robot’s loud voice makes Polar’s white fur stand on end. The Mr. Big Tooth robot is colored like a gray wolf, but Vulpie has obviously made some modifications. Its eyelids have been painted orange, as well as the tops of its tall robotic ears, both of its forearms, and knees.


  Polar has never seen anything like it. Mr. Big Tooth looks more like a horror movie machine than an attempt to put a friendly wolf face on an anti-tank robot. Vulpie grins down at him, and for a moment, Polar can’t help but feel threatened. Vulpie hops down onto Mr. Big Tooth’s left arm and slides down to the ground after a moment. He walks over to Polar, grinning.


  “Isn’t he FANTASTIC?” Vulpie asks Polar with glee. Polar looks down at the orange furred fox with wide blue eyes.


  “What a monster!” Polar says in awe. “Where did you find it?”


  “He’s a war machine used to blow up tanks on tricky terrain!” Vulpie answers happily. “The GBI spent more than thirty years to design the first prototype and Mr. Big Tooth here is the fourth generation of the ATUIs! ATUI stands for Anti-Tank Unit Infantry! And he does whatever I want!” The orange furred fox tells Polar mischievously.


  “God, I hope you never have to use it on someone!” Polar thinks out loud.


  “Me too!” Vulpie says, but his tone isn’t very humble. “Mr. Big Tooth can carry a six ton gun!”


  “What are you going to do with him here?” Polar asks Vulpie warily.


  “He’s gonna stay here and watch the trucks while we’re gone!” Vulpie answers happily. “I’m still gonna send five of them off down the road in case I want them to flank someone.”


  “Surely you’re not going to leave him standing there like that! Animals riding by will think they’ve seen some kind of mountain beast!” Polar comments. At this, Vulpie laughs, entertained.


  “Nah, I’ll have him stay up the trail a little, where he can watch the road and stay under the big trees. My other robots will stay here and tell people the trail is closed due to government work.”


  “What if someone notices they’re robots?” Polar asks. “They all look identical, and people know you’re in charge of every robot.”


  “They won’t! Even if they do, the nearest police station is thirty miles away! If cops show up it would just be a joke!” Vulpie answers. “I’ll have my bots set their guns to stun, so they won’t kill anybody. They won’t need too! The robots are bullet proof!” Vulpie reminds Polar with a clever face. “I’ve got all of this mountain range mapped out on GPS and the bots will watch it while we’re out having fun.”


  “Okay.” Polar says with wide eyes, looking down at Vulpie and shaking his head. “You certainly know how to set up an afternoon!”


  “Don’t I?” Vulpie asks with a very cute face.


  Vulpie and Polar pack the items they bought at the store on highway seven in two backpacks. Vulpie changes his shirt, putting on the cute pink one he bought earlier, and also fits himself with a yellow backpack, after filling it with his protein bars and a few snacks. The yellow accessory looks good on the orange furred fox, its color bright like his fur, and accenting the pink tourist shirt he just changed into. Vulpie tugs on the khaki colored shorts he is wearing and looks to Polar.


  The white furred wolf still wears the khaki pants he had on when reuniting with Vulpie in the Open Claw Bar, but takes off his shirt and looks for the one he bought back at the store on the highway. Vulpie observes Polar’s strong furry upper body, admiring the white wolf’s physique hungrily with his eyes. Polar glances at Vulpie momentarily and smirks, noticing.


  Polar puts on a deep blue shirt with a logo of the Wispy Lupus Canis Mountain range on the front, and the fabric of the large shirt holds snuggly to his powerful frame. Polar grimaces a bit, having to stretch the shirt to accommodate his muscular build. He uses his powerful wolf claws to stretch it and loosens the material without tearing it. Vulpie watches and is besotted with Polar’s perfect body. Though Vulpie is soft, lean, and cute beyond words, he can never be strong like Polar. Polar is naturally powerful, having a bodybuilder’s physique without the unattractive bulkiness that comes with growing too much muscle. Other wolves have to bulk up if they want to be as strong as he is. Polar only needs to stay in shape to keep his ability. He’s both the most attractive gay wolf Vulpie has ever met, and the most intimidating.


  “Looks like you need an extra extra large!” Vulpie comments, the happy fox smiling up at the wolf.


  “This way I can show off my guns.” Polar says and flexes his right arm, taunting Vulpie with a mighty bicep. “What do you think?” Polar asks playfully.


  “I’m not complaining!” Vulpie replies with his cute voice. “If you get hot, you can just take it off!”


  “You’d like that wouldn’t you?” Polar asks while chewing the gum Vulpie gave him with a grin. Polar reaches back inside the back of the SUV they came in. He places the water bottles they purchased earlier, in his black backpack. Polar sees two containers of lubrication lying with the other things they bought. The white furred wolf smirks and looks out of the SUV at Vulpie. “Good, you brought the necessities.” Polar says and Vulpie walks over, confused. When he looks in the SUV and sees Polar putting the tubes of lubricant in his backpack, the fox just smiles.


  Polar adjusts the black backpack to his size and puts it on. He closes the back of the SUV. The robots present are all silent, waiting for their orders. Vulpie looks to a few of them and nods, and as Polar watches, several enter the other SUVs and drive away, presumably to follow the plan Vulpie laid out earlier, while more than enough stay behind at the trailhead entrance. Mr. Big Tooth retreats into the forest, standing under the shade of the trees as Vulpie said he would. Vulpie grabs Polar’s arm and tugs on it playfully.


  Polar follows Vulpie to the trail head and they pass a visitor’s sign where Polar stops for a moment to read about what lies ahead.


  “Sunny Creek is five miles ahead.” Polar says, thinking out loud while he reads. Vulpie humors him and waits even though he knows everything about their position with GPS technology. “There are places to swim.”


  “That will be fun!” Vulpie says, interested. “We don’t have any trunks but I’m sure we can think of something!” Polar looks down at Vulpie, the fox two feet shorter than the wolf. The white furred wolf smiles at Vulpie’s persistent advances.


  “I told you we aren’t going to hike much if you keep this up.” Polar says, showing his teeth cleverly while chewing his gum. “It’ll be very nice. It’s so beautiful up here.”


  “I know!” Vulpie says and reaches into his pocket. He takes out his orange phone and quickly flips it open. “Take a picture with me!” He suggests, and Polar smiles. The fox gives the camera to one of the robots. Polar is getting more used to seeing the machines follow Vulpie’s every whim. The robot aims the camera at them and Vulpie steps next to Polar, leaning against him with his front.


  Vulpie wraps his small brilliantly orange furred arms around Polar’s powerful wolf body affectionately. Polar reciprocates happily. The gay wolf is delighted at how much fun he is having, and is aware that his secret mission is losing its priority over him, but he doesn’t care. Vulpie is just too cute. The adorable fox lifts his right leg up effeminately, smiling gleefully while he enjoys Polar’s hug. The orange furred fox’s pink shirt and yellow backpack give him an incredibly feminine resemblance, and his ever constant sex drive shows through with ferocity. The robot takes their picture together and Vulpie giggles. Polar chuckles quietly at Vulpie, enjoying his carefree games.


  “You’re super gay!” Polar taunts Vulpie with a grin.


  “Yep!” Vulpie replies proudly. “You should see my pride shirts! They’re really funny!”


  “I don’t think you need any advertisements!” Polar responds, laughing with the adorable fox boy. Vulpie swats Polar’s cute wolf butt with his paw and hops away, smirking mischievously. He trots a little ways down the trail head, and Polar follows him, smiling.


  The white furred wolf and orange furred fox begin their hike, meandering up a gradual climb on the Sunny Creek trail. Polar walks next to Vulpie within a few steps, his longer legs bringing him close. The wolf looks down at the fox, and picks with him as they walk.


  “People don’t know I’m gay right off the bat, but I bet you couldn’t pass for straight if your life depended on it!” Polar laughs. Vulpie looks up at Polar with an entertained face. He likes the sound of Polar picking on him lovingly.


  “I could too!” Vulpie protests playfully.


  “Not a chance!” Polar challenges with a devious smile. “You talk like a sex puppy all the time! You walk like a gay boy! Hell, you’re wearing a pink shirt on orange fur!” Polar goes on, seeing Vulpie excited at his teasing. “I can blend, but you’re just a fruit!”


  “Yeah right!” Vulpie laughs. “I knew you were gay the first moment I saw ya!”


  “Sure, I was buying you a drink.” Polar says with playful sarcasm. The fox and the wolf have to dodge a few small rocks as they hike up Sunny creek trail. The sun shines through the wispy clouds of the forest mountain occasionally, creating a gorgeous atmosphere.


  “No, I could see it in your eyes!” Vulpie tells Polar while chewing his gum merrily. “You’ve always got that, “You know what I’d like to do to you,” look on your face!”


  “Just when I’m coming on to a cutie.” Polar replies, smiling.


  “Then you’re coming onto me now!” Vulpie replies and Polar grins in thought.


  “I’m not going to say it…” Polar taunts mischievously.


  “Say what?” Vulpie asks and his blue fox eyes widen as he figures out what Polar means. Vulpie is very quick when it comes to sexual puns. “You’re a naughty wolf!” Vulpie tells Polar while grinning.


  “You have to admit, you left yourself wide open for that one.”


  Polar comments with a humored expression.


  “I’m adventurous, remember?” Vulpie replies happily. “I like girls sometimes too! Just as long as I get what I need!”


  “Well I don’t.” Polar admits, shaking his head with amusement. “They don’t do a thing for me.”


  “I bet all the she-wolves in your home town were heartbroken when they found out!” Vulpie replies with enthusiasm.


  “Yeah, because I could hide it well.” Polar taunts again. “I only use that look you were talking about on flaming boys. There’s no way you could play straight!” Vulpie rolls his eyes mischievously and can’t think of anything more to say. Polar grins at him, having made his point playfully.


  “Well, being Uber gay is fun!” Vulpie says proudly. “As long as I can melt Mr. Polar, I’m good!”


  “I like you the way you are.” Polar compliments Vulpie with a warm smile. “I’ve dated too many guys that just couldn’t handle being gay. It’s nice to be with a cutie that just can’t hide it.”


  “We’re a sight, aren’t we Mr. Polar?” Vulpie asks with a delighted face. “A homo orange fox and white wolf hiking! We know how to have fun!”


  “You know how to have fun, that’s for sure.” Polar responds with amusement. “Ever since I met you it’s been nonstop action.”


  “You liked my videos, I knew it!” Vulpie replies gleefully. The cute fox is breathing slightly harder than before, as they have now been hiking for a while.


  “I thought I was going to die when I saw you at first.” Polar replies, and shakes his head.


  “But it was funny!” Vulpie replies, laughing. Polar doesn’t hide his humor this time. He smiles at Vulpie and admits he enjoyed the fox’s hijacked broadcast.


  “Yeah, it was.” Polar says, but gives Vulpie a wise expression as well as an amused one.


  “You should be in one of them!” Vulpie suggests.


  “No. No, I don’t want to do that.” Polar quickly says, smirking. “I’ll leave that silliness to you.”


  “Aw, come on! You’re the one I want singing with me, not just some robot!” Vulpie responds with a clever fox face. “I want to sexy you up and show you to the world!”


  “You show the world enough sexy for the both of us.” Polar responds with a grin. There are ten robots walking with Vulpie and Polar, some behind them, some ahead, and some guarding the woods on their sides as they hike. The identical machines designed to appear like average sized gray wolves all focus on the surroundings, vigilant to no end.


  Three robots are ahead of them, mapping out the trail to meet any hikers that may be on it and ensure the perimeter around Vulpie is safe. Three are behind the orange furred fox and white wolf, watching their movements as well as the trail behind. Two robots walk to the left of Vulpie and Polar, and another guard is to the right. Each of them use their superefficient artificial intelligences to scale and move through all of the forestry they encounter, ensuring that a full circle perimeter around Vulpie is secure. If someone were to threaten Vulpie’s safety, he would be dead within seconds. All of the robot wolves are armed with high caliber pistols, some laser and some still relying on tried and true metal slugs for ammunition.


  Vulpie and Polar walk up the Sunny Creek trail for about fifteen minutes before they finally encounter fellow hikers. The robot wolves advancing in the front of Vulpie’s escort intercept the hikers and make them wait while Vulpie and Polar approach. The pair of hikers are a male and female brown furred fox, with a young son, no more than ten years old.


  The families of foxes are surprised and frightened when they recognize Vulpie. Having no idea what is going on, they stand still as he and Polar approach. The white furred wolf is more frightening than any of the robots. The mother fox holds her small paws on her son’s shoulders as Vulpie trots near. The cute orange furred fox smiles and greets the strangers with his usual carefree attitude.


  “Hi! It’s beautiful out here, huh?” Vulpie asks the family with a grin. Polar taps Vulpie on the shoulder and walks by, not stopping. The wolf glances back at the cute fox, indicating that he isn’t interested in scaring the tourists. Vulpie intended to play with them, but decides to do what Polar wants. Before he leaves the fox family alone, however, he looks at their son with a smile. “What’s your name?” Vulpie asks with a nice voice.


  “Scotty.” The fox child answers and Vulpie makes an excited face.


  “That’s a great name!” Vulpie comments energetically. Polar stops walking and looks back at Vulpie with a wise face. Vulpie notices and cuts the conversation short. “Keep your mom and dad out of trouble! Don’t let them do anything silly!” Vulpie advises and the fox kid nods with a smile of his own, not understanding who Vulpie is.


  Vulpie trots away from the family of brown foxes and they are escorted down and behind Vulpie and Polar as the fox and wolf continue their hike. Vulpie almost has to run a little to catch up with Polar. He walks side by side with him and wastes no time playing with his favorite wolf.


  “I was just saying hello!” Vulpie tells Polar with a clever voice.


  “Yeah, and you’d be dancing for them if I hadn’t stopped you.” Polar replies while looking down at Vulpie with a smirk. Far behind them, the last robot wolf guarding Vulpie and Polar’s hike instructs the fox family to leave and forget about contacting the police. The family accepts, frightened.


  “I thought you liked it when I dance!” Vulpie tells Polar while they hike, a little sweat forming on his glistening orange fur.


  “We’ve got a long ways to go. You’ll be out of energy if you waste it.” Polar tells Vulpie with a venerable voice. “You have to pace yourself. The sign said the trail is going to get steeper.”


  “I’m in great shape! I can handle it! I always have energy!” Vulpie replies happily.


  “Yeah you are, but you’ve obviously never been hiking before.” Polar responds. “You keep trotting around like that and I’ll have to carry you.”


  “Oh, do you really think you could?” Vulpie asks with interest. “I only weigh one thirty five!”


  “Yeah, but I don’t want to.” Polar answers with a smile. “Tow your own weight, kid. We’re roughing it!”


  Vulpie and Polar hike for an hour, traveling past many beautiful and interesting locations on the Sunny Creek trail. As Polar suspected, the trail has become far more steep, and now he and Vulpie are both sweating. Vulpie is sweating profusely, a sign that he’s healthy and used to a work out, but the little fox has lost interest in wasting energy. He hangs his fox tongue out of his muzzle while he hikes beside Polar, who is nowhere near as exhausted. Though Polar weighs far more, he has enough muscle to keep up the work in stride.


  “This trail sucks!” Vulpie says playfully, his pink shirt covered in sweat.


  “I warned you.” Polar responds, grinning. “You aren’t tired are ya?”


  “I’m pooped! Let me catch my breath for a minute!” Vulpie begs and walks to the side of the trail, seeing a log lying on its side. Polar stops walking and enjoys the break as well. He sits down on the log beside the orange furred fox. Vulpie wipes sweat from his orange furred head, rubbing his white furred jaw and neck as well. He pants quickly, relishing the sensation of being off of his little feet. The blood in his fox body pumps vigorously from the work, and he feels wonderful. The hard exercise has filled his brain with endorphins. Polar is similarly infused with the natural high of stressing his body in the wild, but he still has more energy to give before being in Vulpie’s state.


  Vulpie pulls his orange phone from his left pocket and flips it open while he breathes with his mouth agape. He checks their location, using his all powerful Vulpie.net.


  “Shoot! We’ve got miles to go!” Vulpie announces in shock.


  “Yeah.” Polar says with an excited voice. “Aren’t you glad I made you eat a bigger breakfast?”


  “We should have got on the trail somewhere closer to the river!” Vulpie says, wiping his sweat covered facial fur, and returns his phone to his short pocket.


  “Aw, you’re not going to wussy out on me are you?” Polar taunts with a grin.


  “I’m not a wussy! This trail is like climbing the side of a mountain!” Vulpie answers with a laugh.


  “Yeah, it is.” Polar responds with an enthusiastic smile. The white furred wolf is excited at the prospect of having to power through the work that lies ahead, and breathes in the cool mountain air happily. “But that’s the fun!” He tells Vulpie with amusement.


  “Just let me sit for a little bit.” Vulpie says, breathing hard. The trail is very steep. It is one of the most difficult hikes in the entire Wispy Lupus Canis mountain range. Polar looks over Vulpie’s moist brilliant fox fur and admires his soft luscious looks. Vulpie’s cutie face and pink shirt makes the fox look like pure candy to Polar. With the white furred wolf’s blood flowing so freely, he isn’t aware that he is gaining an erection until his cock is partially hard.


  Polar stands so he can hide it from Vulpie, not wanting to give up the hike. He knows if Vulpie notices, the fox will make it impossible to resist a wild fuck on the spot. With his back to Vulpie, Polar breathes slowly and waits for his erection to dissipate. It does, but he has to keep his thoughts on the mountains and how much work lies ahead. He turns and looks at Vulpie.


  “Come on! Let’s go.” Polar tells Vulpie and the fox blinks in surprise.


  “I can’t! I’m tired!” Vulpie replies with a pout.


  “Aw, yes you can.” Polar responds warmly. “You know I’ve got something for you if you make it up the mountain.” The white furred wolf suggests with a sensual voice. This gets Vulpie excited and the orange furred fox looks at Polar with a wild face.


  “You promise?” Vulpie asks with a grin.


  “Come on.” Polar says and walks up the trail slowly, looking back at Vulpie invitingly. Vulpie moans a little but stands up and follows, wincing from the effort. The cute fox finds that the short rest restored more of his strength than he thought possible. Hiking next to Polar again, Vulpie breathes and looks around, enjoying the beautiful misty mountain range. The sun breaks through the clouds occasionally and peeks at them through the mountain forest.


  The ten robots with them have suffered no loss of ability. They are as powerful as ever, patient, diligent and ready. They continue to move with them silently. The armed robots are better than soldiers. They have no fear, and possess amazing hydraulic strength. Their only concern is Vulpie’s safety at all times.


  “That’s low!” Vulpie tells Polar playfully. “Baiting me with sex!”


  “It works doesn’t it?” Polar asks, smirking down at Vulpie.


  “You’re so much fun Mr. Polar!” Vulpie tells the white furred wolf happily. “I don’t know what I ever did without you!”


  “See what you’ve been missing?” Polar asks the fox with a smile of his own. “Trust me; the hike will be worth it. The river is the highest place in the mountains so you know the view will be incredible! I love hiking.”


  “You do it a lot?” Vulpie asks, breathing robustly.


  “I used to.” Polar says in thought, sweating mildly. “Back when I was your age, I went on a lot of trips but I’ve never been anywhere as pretty as this.”


  “It reminds me of being like, at peace with nature.” Vulpie comments. “I feel like I’m part of the woods.”


  “You are. This is how wolves and foxes used to live.” Polar responds.


  “Yeah, but they never dated like us!” Vulpie says playfully. “Boys couldn’t play with each other back then, and especially not a fox and a wolf!”


  “You’d be surprised.” Polar replies while giving Vulpie a wise smirk.


  “You think so?” Vulpie asks with interest.


  “Are you kidding? Oh yeah.” Polar answers confidently. “Wolf men that can’t admit being gay head out to the woods to get what they need and their wives never know the difference. Can you imagine what it would be like on a hunt year ago, alone, thrilled and half naked?”


  “Oh, I’d want to be the prey!” Vulpie answers with a delectable face. Polar laughs.


  “It’s easy to forget where we came from, but you can’t take the wild out of your blood. And I’m sure wolves weren’t the only species with curious hunters.” Polar comments with a suggesting voice.


  “We’re just lucky to be together!” Vulpie says happily.


  “I’m lucky to have you.” Polar responds with adoration. “I’ve never really been in love before.”


  “You love me?” Vulpie asks with excitement.


  “Of course. How many times do I have to tell you?” Polar responds with a smile.


  “I just thought you liked me because you get to put it in a fox!” Vulpie taunts mischievously.


  “Well hey, I’m not denying that!” Polar answers with a grin. “Damn kid, I thought I had a strong sex drive. You can’t go for a minute without thinking about it.”


  “It’s true!” Vulpie says with glee, sounding exceedingly cute. The wolf and the fox hike on, fighting against the steep incline of the mountain trail. Vulpie keeps up with Polar surprisingly well considering how beaten he was moments ago. A cold breeze blows through the mountain forest, cooling the pair with its friendly passing.


  Polar enjoys cold weather. Being a white furred wolf, his ancestors came from locations that typically were frozen tundra and though the Lupus Canis Mountains are not equally freezing, they remind him of his primal ancestry. Despite having picked at Vulpie for bringing up sex again, only moments ago, he finds himself dreaming about using his cock on Vulpie, dominating the smaller male with his strength while the submissive fox eagerly accepts.


  Fantasizing about fucking Vulpie slows Polar’s pace and Vulpie passes him by, the orange fox looking back at the white furred wolf in confusion. Polar blinks and acts as if he has something in his eye, rubbing his face briefly. He returns his hiking speed to its usual determined climb.


  When Vulpie and Polar finally come within hundreds of feet of the Sunny Creek River, Vulpie is so tired he can barely stand. The cute fox has done his best to keep up with Polar, who is sweating very much, hot, and finally tired as well. The wolf’s exhaustion will only be temporary, as he can recover quickly.


  The trail has made them ascend several hundred feet and the air is far thinner and cooler than it was at the beginning of their hike. They passed a few more tourists along the way, and they were handled similarly to the first ones they encountered. Now the trail has flattened out, and Vulpie and Polar have come to the scenic meeting place of three mountains.


  The largest mountain still towers over them in the distance, and its enormous underground caves provide the cold flowing waters of the Sunny Creek River. Its streams flow down to the mountain they currently stand on, and another to its side. There is a beautiful waterfall to their left, as the river runs sharply down the mountain they just climbed to far lower streams, but ahead, the stream is wide and gentle.


  As the orange furred fox and white furred wolf approach a rather clear area inside the trees of the forest trail, they can see the river sparkling ahead. The trees are spaced further apart than they are lower down the mountain, and from the height they have hiked to, they can look off two sides of the mountain and the gorgeous lands below. The Wispy Canis Lupus Mountain range is always covered with mist, but thanks to the current weather and the height of the trail, there are mostly blue skies above them, and the afternoon sun shines down through the trees gloriously, casting dancing shadows on the soft grassy trail.


  “Oh! That must be it!” Vulpie says while looking at the river, completely out of breath. His pink shirt is soaked with sweat. Polar’s is as well, and he takes a large breath in satisfaction.


  “Yeah. We did it!” Polar says happily. He walks very slowly, and Vulpie follows him. They have been hiking so long that their fox and wolf legs are used to moving and it is hard to stop. Vulpie does though, putting his soft fox rear end down on the grass. He relaxes, leaning backwards on his yellow backpack. Polar slowly sits down on the trail as well, resting happily.


  “It’s about time!” Vulpie laughs, wiping his wet orange fur.


  “Five miles up. And you said you couldn’t do it!” Polar tells Vulpie with a smile. The robots spread out and secure the area from all points, some of them staying close. Vulpie moves his small fox arms free of his yellow backpack and slides it off. He lies down in the grass and sighs in relief, closing his eyes. Polar thinks it’s a good idea, and removes his own backpack, putting it aside. He leans up against a nearby log, stretching his white furry arm over it.


  “I’m all tingly!” Vulpie says while he smiles with his eyes closed. “It feels good!”


  “Yeah.” Polar responds, breathing slower and slower, still sweating. The muscular wolf stretches out a bit more, allowing his body to loosen up now that the hike is over. Vulpie sits up and reaches forward to his ankles, untying his shoes. He removes them, as well as his sox, freeing his black tipped fox feet at the end of his adorable orange furred legs. He groans at the freedom his clawed feet feel. He stretches them out, grasping the grass with his furry toes. Polar removes his shoes and sox as well.


  “Come here! I’ll give you a foot massage!” The white furred wolf offers, smiling at Vulpie. The fox looks over and smirks, sitting up.


  “My feet smell bad!” Vulpie warns Polar.


  “This is the best time to get one. They hurt from the hike don’t they?” Polar asks Vulpie with a warm voice.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie says and giggles.


  “Then come here.” Polar says, and raises his strong wolf claws, ready to put them to use. Vulpie is surprised and entertained at Polar’s suggestion.


  “I’m all icky and sweaty!” Vulpie tells Polar, crawling over to where the white furred wolf sits. The fox moves in front of Polar and the wolf leans forward, touching the fox’s lean side. He gently lays Vulpie on the ground and uses his robust claws to pull the fox’s orange legs up to his stomach. Polar sits with his legs spread, holding Vulpie’s black tipped fox feet with both of his paws. The wolf lets go of Vulpie’s right leg, and puts both of his big paws onto Vulpie’s left foot.


  Polar uses his big furry fingers to grope Vulpie’s foot while the orange furred fox slowly relaxes. He breathes contently, feeling how good Polar’s massage is on his throbbing tired foot. Polar squeezes and yanks on the bottom of Vulpie’s fox foot with tender care. He uses his strength to completely envelope the fox boy’s foot in wonderful attention.


  “Oh that feels good!” Vulpie says and smiles. Polar smiles as well, saying nothing. He watches Vulpie enjoy the massage, giving him a sensual look. The fox’s foot feels great, the soreness of the hike being stroked out of it by the wolf’s strong fingers and claws.


  Polar turns his attention to Vulpie’s right foot, and holds it up similarly. He pampers Vulpie’s other foot just as diligently as the first, and continues to smile at the fox.


  “I know what you’re doing, but I’m all dirty!” Vulpie tells Polar with a playful voice. “I’m soaked with sweat.”


  “So am I.” Polar simply answers.


  “We should go swim in the river!” Vulpie suggests while Polar continues to massage his right foot.


  “Not yet.” Polar answers with a clever look. “I promised you something, remember?”


  “I don’t want to yet.” Vulpie tells him, but can’t help but grin. He knows Polar wants to fuck but Vulpie likes to be clean before doing it. He laughs while Polar intentionally tickles his foot with his claws. “I can smell you from here!” The fox tells the wolf. Polar shows Vulpie his teeth invitingly, and licks his lips. “You stink!” Vulpie taunts.


  “I told you you’ve never been hiking until you’ve made love on the trail!” Polar says with an erotic voice. The big wolf has very intent eyes. Vulpie tries to pull his feet away playfully but Polar holds onto the fox’s little legs mischievously.


  “Not yet!” Vulpie laughs, trying to yank his legs free.


  “Where do you think you’re going?” Polar asks Vulpie with a grin.


  “You’re too musky!” Vulpie tells Polar, and the wolf eventually lets go of the fox’s legs. He leans forward and crawls to Vulpie as the fox sits up.


  “I like it sweaty.” Polar tells Vulpie with a hot sexy voice and opens his mouth, and licks the fox’s wet neck with his tongue. Polar tastes the salty perspiration in Vulpie’s fur, enjoying the flavor and Vulpie laughs in surprise. He playfully pushes Polar back, stands up, and giggles. He turns and looks towards the river, starting to step away from Polar just as the white furred wolf stands as well. Vulpie is prevented from meandering away from Polar, when the wolf grabs his tail. The adorable orange furred fox looks back at the handsome white furred wolf with a cheeky expression.


  “Let go of my tail! Stop that!” Vulpie says, but can’t help but laugh as he feels Polar tug on his bushy fox tail.


  “You’re not going anywhere.” Polar taunts with his wonderful voice. He holds Vulpie’s tail tight enough to prevent Vulpie from forcefully removing it when he turns and tries, but doesn’t hurt the fox. Vulpie attempts to yank Polar’s mighty wolf claw and forearm off of his fox tail, but try as he may, he cannot. Polar laughs quietly, watching with arousal. Vulpie looks up into the white furred wolf’s sexy blue eyes and grins.


  “So you’re gonna rape me?” Vulpie asks with a sexy fox voice. The boy’s words are amazingly effeminate as always.


  “It’s not rape if you want it.” Polar responds and smirks.


  “I do, but not when we’re both nasty! Let’s clean up first!” Vulpie says with a laugh.


  “No, this is perfect.” Polar says excitedly. The white furred wolf has a look on his face as though he has just captured prey. “You look so pretty in pink.” Polar says. The wolf steps forward quickly, not letting go of Vulpie’s tail in his right claw. He wraps his left paw and arm around Vulpie’s soft lean torso and pulls the fox boy back against his front.


  Vulpie gasps when he feels Polar thrust his powerful lower body up against his rear end. The wolf uses his left arm to pull Vulpie tight against his body while they stand, and Polar rhythmically pushes his crotch forward against Vulpie’s ass, dry humping him through their wet clothes.


  “I’ve got what you need…” Polar whispers sensually while holding Vulpie. The fox moves a little, trying to get away, but stops, becoming aroused.


  “I know you do!” Vulpie breathes with hesitant eagerness in his voice.


  “You’re so gorgeous…” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly, lust hot on his voice. “I have to take you, right now!”


  “Come on Polar; I don’t like to do it when somebody smells. Are you going to make me use my robots to stop you?


  “Please?” Polar begs with a breath of hot lust. “I’ll do anything you want. Just let me get inside you.”


  “Anything?” Vulpie asks and looks back at Polar, smirking.


  “Anything.” Polar replies, his wolf mouth agape with desire. He grins and looks down into Vulpie’s blue eyes, trying to woo him. “I’m going to put it deep in you! I’ll spread you wide open and fill you up with my big dick! You’ll like that, won’t you?”


  “Oh yeah…” Vulpie replies, grinning. “Tell me about it Polar!”


  “I’m going to pound your ass so hard it’s going to feel like the arm of God!”


  “Oooooooooohh!” Vulpie responds, giggling with surprise. Polar grins naughtily. “Is that how good you think you are?” Vulpie taunts.


  “You know I am!” Polar replies, breathing with excitement. “You’ll whine for me to give you more! I’ll slam your ass over and over until you’re crying at how fucking good I am!” He squeezes Vulpie with his left arm with enthusiasm, seeing the orange furred fox’s delighted expression. Vulpie energetically pushes out of Polar’s arms and hops forward while Polar instinctively reaches for him. This time Vulpie hops just out of reach.


  “It’s a big wolf! What if it gets me! I should run away!” Vulpie proclaims playfully, looking back at Polar while he skips across the trail leading closer to the Sunny Creek River. For a moment Polar hesitates to chase Vulpie, infatuated with the orange furred fox’s sexy looks, and his savage urges overtake him. He chases after Vulpie quickly.


  “Get back here!” Polar tells Vulpie while the fox runs from him mischievously. Polar is thrilled, knowing that when he catches Vulpie the fox will allow him buggery. He had to cadge Vulpie to make the fox boy give in despite being dirty from the hike, and he can see that the kid is enjoying the proposition of being taken against his will.


  Vulpie cavorts about while the white furred wolf chases him. The orange furred fox could run faster, but is more interested in taunting his lover than losing him. Polar hurries to chasten the fox boy quickly. The tall wolf can run much faster than Vulpie and he catches up to him in a matter of moments.


  Vulpie teases the white furred wolf with another bit of chicanery, dodging to the left and right whenever Polar tries to grab him. They both laugh while Polar stumbles, trying to get his paws on Vulpie. Eventually Polar is able to grab his powerful furry arms around the fox, and he picks him up, ending the brief chase with a gasp of joy.


  “I have you now!” Polar says triumphantly, holding Vulpie off of the ground tightly in his arms. Vulpie yelps playfully and kicks his little fox legs.


  “Oh no! He got me!” Vulpie says with humor. After a moment he becomes compliant and hangs loose in Polar’s grip. “Please don’t eat me Mr. Wolf!”


  “Let’s see how much meat you have on your bones!” Polar replies while sweating and breathing with anticipation. He lowers Vulpie, allowing the fox to stand on the trail, and uses his wolf arms to turn Vulpie around easily. “You’re wearing pink! Are you a girl?” Polar taunts.


  “No Mr. Wolf! I’m a boy!” Vulpie replies, giving the white furred wolf a sexual grin. Polar licks his lips.


  “Oh, but you’re so cute! I think I’ll keep you!” Polar tells Vulpie with a clever face.


  “Just don’t eat me!” Vulpie responds, laughing.


  “Well that depends on my mood.” Polar says, raising an eyebrow mischievously. “What will you do to improve it?” Vulpie grins and licks his fox lips. He presses up to Polar’s white furred body, feeling the wolf’s blue shirt wet with sweat. Polar smells extremely musky, even more than usual and it turns Vulpie on despite having such a pungent whiff.


  The cute fox boy goes down to his knees in front of Polar while the white furred wolf watches eagerly. Vulpie pulls open the zipper on Polar’s khaki shorts and reaches inside with his right paw. Polar’s fat long wolf cock is already half erect and Vulpie pulls it out, exposing it. It is moist with sweat from Polar’s saturated boxers, and the fox glances up at Polar momentarily before he opens his mouth.


  Vulpie can smell Polar’s cock will taste bitter because of the wolf’s sweat, and when he puts it inside his fox mouth, his tongue surges with the flavor. Polar’s damp cock tastes salty, and Vulpie submissively puts his paws up on Polar’s thighs, taking the fat penis into his mouth. Polar moans happily as he feels Vulpie slurp his wet tongue all over his hard cock. The fox closes his lips around the wolf’s dick and begins sucking rhythmically, moaning slightly with erotic sounds.


  “Ohh! Oh good boy!” Polar says, grinning down at Vulpie while the fox performs oral sex on him. He puts his right paw behind Vulpie’s soft furry head and clutches it gently. The white furred wolf licks his lips, relishing the sensation of Vulpie giving him head. “I think I like this little fox!” Polar taunts while Vulpie diligently uses his mouth. Vulpie’s fox nose is assaulted by the burning fragrance of Polar’s musky sweat, and his eyes water a little. The adorable fox boy pulls his mouth from the white furred wolf’s big cock, a bridge of spit glistening from his lips to the penis. He licks his lips and smiles up at Polar.


  “You’re not going to eat me?” Vulpie asks playfully.


  “I might not; if you do that some more.” Polar responds, using his paws to unbutton his khaki shorts. Vulpie watches with admiration as the wolf undoes his shorts and slides them down, before kicking them off. He slides his boxers down as well, his fat erect cock bouncing from the release.


  Polar pulls his strong arms inside of his soaking wet blue t shirt and removes it as well, sliding it off of his upper body. The wolf is fully naked when he tosses the shirt aside and his wet white furred muscular body makes Vulpie shiver with awe. Vulpie moans quietly in delight and Polar puts his big wolf paws on his hips, standing with pride in front of him. “What are you waiting for?” Polar asks, looking down with a smirk.


  “You need a bath!” Vulpie responds, smirking. He licks his lips again, smacking them together in preparation to give the wolf another round of oral sex. He puts his paws back up on Polar’s inner thighs, opens his mouth, and takes the erect cock onto his tongue. The fox swallows half of the wolf’s amazingly endowed penis, and Polar groans in enjoyment.


  “Oh, that’s it.” Polar breathes happily, looking down and watching Vulpie while the fox boy submissively sucks his cock. He keeps his paws on his hips in his proud stance while he receives Vulpie’s amazing blowjob. “You like that cock?” Polar asks playfully.


  “Mmm! Hmmm!” Vulpie hums in response, continuing to give Polar an incredibly delectable sucking. Polar looks to his left, noticing that a robot has come near them carrying the backpacks the wolf and the fox dropped earlier. He smiles, amazed at how intelligent they are.


  “Looks like your friends brought us some goodies.” Polar comments while Vulpie giggles, not taking his mouth from Polar’s cock. Polar winces and his left eye squints when he gasps with pleasure as Vulpie deep throats his fat wolf cock with heavenly effort. “Oh FUCK!” Polar moans agreeably, feeling Vulpie swallow every bit of his huge penis. “You’re really good at this! I think I’ll let you go if you do something else for me.” Polar tells Vulpie playfully. Vulpie pulls his mouth from Polar’s cock again, slurping a trail of wet spit from the wolf’s throbbing dick.


  “Oh tell me what to do Mr. Wolf! I’ll be a good boy!” Vulpie answers mischievously.


  “You like me?” Polar asks lovingly, and strokes the right side of Vulpie’s fox face with his left paw.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie answers, looking thrilled.


  “You like my cock?”


  “Oh yeah!” Vulpie says gleefully.


  “Good, because I’m going to fuck you with it.” Polar responds and licks his wolf teeth with his big tongue. “Take off your clothes.”


  “But I’m not a girl!” Vulpie responds amusingly.


  “No, you’re prettier than one.” Polar answers, grinning. “I like boys.”


  “Oh be gentle with me!” Vulpie says mischievously and takes off his sweaty pink shirt. “I’ll do whatever you say! Just don’t eat me!” The fox continues, Polar admiring the sexy fox boy’s fur, orange over most of his body and the streak of adorable white on his muzzle below his eyes, covering the front of his neck, chest and part of his stomach down to his crotch.


  Vulpie undoes his own khaki shorts and slides them down with his boxers. Now he’s completely naked as well, and tosses the clothing aside. The fox’s small but energetic penis has a hard erection. Polar leans forward and meets Vulpie in a lustful embrace. The white furred wolf gropes the orange furred fox’s naked furry body, using his powerful claws to squeeze on Vulpie’s soft ass.


  “Oh God you are so fucking gorgeous!” Polar breathes, pressing his hard body up against the much smaller male. His big erection collides with Vulpie’s stomach just under his rib cage as they stand in front of each other. Vulpie uses his little fox claws and arms to grope Polar’s muscular furry ass in thanks, grinning up at his lover. “You’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen!” Polar tells Vulpie, so aroused that his voice is shaky.


  “Do you want me?” Vulpie asks Polar, biting his tongue between his teeth. “I want you…” Vulpie continues, and moves his paws around and up onto Polar’s powerful abdominal muscles, whimpering with need. “I want you inside me!” Vulpie breathes, looking up into Polar’s blue wolf eyes with the expression that always drives Polar uncontrollably mad with desire. Vulpie’s ardent invitation causes Polar’s erect cock to flex up with a bounce, involuntarily. “Ohm! I guess that’s a yes!” Vulpie laughs.


  The fox looks to one of the robots nearby. It comes to them with a tube of lubricant that it recovered from one of their backpacks. Polar smiles while Vulpie takes it and opens the bottle while the robot leaves them. The fox squirts lubrication from the bottle onto the wolf’s cock and rubs it all over his penis, getting it nice and wet.


  Polar smiles while eying Vulpie’s orange furred body lustfully. Vulpie tosses the bottle aside and looks up at the larger male happily. The white furred wolf gently turns the smaller male around in front of him. The fox boy looks back with a grin and goes down to his knees, and then his paws, offering his rear end to the white furred wolf. The wolf lifts the fox’s bushy tail eagerly. Polar looks down at Vulpie’s orange furred ass, admiring the succulent white streak of fur that colors the boy’s anus, perineum, and balls. The fox boy’s brilliant fur gleans with sweat, making him breathtakingly sexy to the gay wolf.


  Both the fox and the wolf are still hot and sweaty from the hike, and when Polar mounts Vulpie, the fox feels a wave of heat emitting from the wolf’s fur. Polar warms Vulpie’s rear end with his crotch, penetrating the fox’s tight anus with his swollen lubricated cock. Vulpie inhales as Polar enters him, and clutches the grass and dirt under his fox claws while he tries to relax.


  Polar gasps in pleasure, feeling Vulpie’s tight insides cling to his fat cock as he puts it deeper and deeper into the fox’s ass. Polar slides his big wolf dick in Vulpie’s ass slowly, savoring the delectable sensation. He thinks about the night before when Vulpie didn’t use lubrication during their fornication.


  “Are you okay?” Polar asks, gently putting his powerful wolf claws around the boy’s hips.


  “Yeah! Better than!” Vulpie breathes with excitement.


  “Good.” Polar responds hungrily and quickly pushes in the rest of his long fat cock, causing Vulpie to let out a bestirred whimper. Polar gasps in pleasure, having put his full length and girth deep inside the fox boy’s tail end. The pressure of the white furred wolf’s enormous cock in Vulpie’s ass causes him to breathe with his fox mouth wide open in effort.


  “Oh God you’re so fucking BIG!” Vulpie laughs, looking back at his gay lover. Polar smiles down at him. The white furred wolf rubs Vulpie’s soft hips lovingly and slowly pulls his giant penis backwards before sliding it deep inside the fox’s ass a second time. He doesn’t rush into the sex. He slowly fucks Vulpie so the fox’s anus can loosen up.


  Polar’s wet furry balls bounce against Vulpie’s while he makes love to the fox boy and he grins, suddenly thinking about one of his favorite jokes.


  “Do you know what the best thing about being gay is?” Polar asks with a grin, and Vulpie looks back with a surprised face.


  “What?” Vulpie inquires, smiling with interest while Polar slowly fucks him.


  “You never have to ask if it was good for you.” Polar answers, bites his lip playfully and thrusts hard in Vulpie’s ass. Vulpie giggles loudly with his very cute voice before bursting into laughter. The wolf and the fox laugh heartily while they enjoy their intercourse and Vulpie looks back at Polar with an impressed expression.


  “You’re funny Polar!” Vulpie compliments. Polar winks at the adorable fox boy. He moves a bit, re-positioning himself without removing his cock from Vulpie’s tail end. The wolf gets a better angle behind Vulpie and leans forward, taking his paws from the fox’s furry hips and setting them down on the ground at Vulpie’s sides.


  Vulpie obediently reciprocates, raising his rear by bending forward and wraps his right arm around Polar’s muscular arm lovingly. The white furred wolf now has a wonderful mounted position on the orange furred fox. With his mighty paws pressing against the ground at Vulpie’s sides, he thrusts his crotch down against Vulpie’s ass, plunging his big cock in Vulpie like knife into butter. Vulpie whimpers loudly.


  “Mmmmnnh! Oh Yeah! Yeah!” Vulpie encourages with an excited breath. “You feel so good!”


  “So do you!” Polar responds with a riveted gasp. He wags his white furred tail and looks back briefly, seeing his handy work while he continues to give Vulpie his dick. Vulpie raises his upper body a bit, pressing his furry back up against the mighty wolf. The cute fox moans happily, enjoying being dominated so much that he raises his head and rubs it up against Polar’s throat and chin, being sure to praise the wolf affectionately.


  Polar rubs his chin down on Vulpie’s head with enthusiasm. Vulpie lowers his upper body again, reverting back to the submissive position with his head down low. The sexy fox boy licks his lips, savoring the pleasure of having Polar’s big cock invading his ass.


  “Nobody fucks me like you Mr. Polar!” Vulpie tells the wolf while pulling his little arms underneath his chest, obediently raising his rear even more.


  “That’s right.” Polar coos. “You like me inside you. It feels amazing in your fox ass doesn’t it?”


  “Oh it does!” Vulpie breathes ecstatically. “It does!”


  “You feel so fucking great on my cock!” Polar responds, gasping for air while he fucks Vulpie. Vulpie reaches back with his right paw and masturbates while receiving the white furred wolf. He rubs his little erect cock feverishly and it feels wonderful. The anal stimulation of having Polar so deep in his ass makes it feel like the wolf’s cock is a part of his own.


  Polar shows just how strong he is by removing his right arm from the ground, holding up the weight of his upper body only on his left arm, and sends his right paw down underneath himself to Vulpie’s crotch. The white furred wolf continues fucking the fox, just using his left arm to hold himself up, and with his right paw, strokes Vulpie’s cock alongside the fox’s paw.


  Vulpie moans in delight and lets Polar take over rubbing his small penis. The wolf cups his powerful paw over it and rubs it very well, while Vulpie uses his own right paw to touch and massage Polar’s strong arm while the wolf uses his paw to pleasure the fox’s penis. Polar gives Vulpie a very skilled reach-a-round that makes the fox boy squeal with pleasure.


  “Oh... is that yours?” Polar breathes playfully while stroking Vulpie’s dick. “I thought it was mine!”


  “It’s not big enough to be yours!” Vulpie moans happily.


  “Then where is mine?” Polar asks comically.


  “MMMM! I know!” Vulpie replies with a sexy yelp. Polar pulls his paw away from Vulpie’s crotch because his powerful left arm becomes fatigued, holding up his muscular weight on its own. Vulpie uses his right paw to masturbate again and pushes his back up against Polar’s powerful body once more in thanks.


  Polar takes the opportunity to change the position a little, putting his right paw down on Vulpie’s right shoulder blade. He presses against it, putting some of his weight on Vulpie’s back and the fox quickly stops masturbating and moves his right arm underneath his body with his left one. Vulpie braces his fox paws down against the ground to reinforce his back so Polar can do what they know he wants.


  The white furred wolf lifts his left paw from the ground and sets it down on top of Vulpie’s left shoulder blade. With both of his mighty paws on Vulpie’s orange furred back, Polar clutches the fox with his clawed fingers, raising his upper body, putting pressure down on Vulpie. Vulpie accepts, bracing his arms hard against the ground to help support Polar’s massive body weight.


  Polar moves his knees off of the ground, pulling his cock up in Vulpie’s ass, and stands on his two wolf feet with his knees bent. This way, Polar can fuck Vulpie hard and fast while crouched on the fox’s ass, supporting his upper body with his paws on the fox’s back.


  The white furred wolf knows the orange furred fox won’t be able to support his weight for long, so he begins fucking Vulpie fast to make the most of it while it lasts. Vulpie whimpers over and over. Polar listens to him while they both enjoy the bestial fuck. Polar has Vulpie under him in one of the best submissive positions and gives it to the fox fast and furious.


  “FUCK POLAR! FUCK!” Vulpie yelps underneath the white furred wolf, sweating profusely while the wolf monster fucks his ass.


  “Oh it’s SO GOOD!” Polar breathes, grimacing, focusing on banging Vulpie. “You okay?” Polar asks between breathes.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie breathes, but Polar can hear how stressed the fox is. Polar can’t control himself; he fucks Vulpie’s ass as hard and deep as he can, clutching the cute little fox boy’s back between thrusts with his tongue hanging out of his wolf mouth. It feels beyond sensational for both of them, but Vulpie’s back begins to hurt, having to support Polar’s massive muscular arms.


  Vulpie’s ass burns with the feeling of Polar’s fat wolf dick ramming deep and hard, squeezing him open in violent thrusts. The experience is wonderfully gratifying for Vulpie, but also painful. Polar’s giant wolf cock surges with overwhelming indulgence.


  Polar’s massively deep thrusts have been hammering Vulpie’s prostate, the greatest source of the fox’s sexual enjoyment, but suddenly the head of Polar’s fat cock rams it so hard that it sends a bolt of pain through Vulpie’s ass, his balls, and up his spine.


  “Ow!” Vulpie whimpers breathlessly and as soon as Polar hears his lover’s pain, he immediately slows his pace and the intensity of his thrusts. Being a long time homosexual, Polar is very talented in controlling himself when his partner can’t take his big dick. This is the first time Vulpie has ever complained about his size, but it’s completely understandable, as Polar has been fucking him so hard it would make a grown wolf man cry. He only went this far because Vulpie has always seemed incapable of taking too much.


  “Sorry!” Polar breathes down to Vulpie, sweat dripping from his white fur.


  “It’s okay! Go on!” Vulpie says with an exhausted voice.


  “No, if it hurts I’m not going to.” Polar replies lovingly, and takes his paws from Vulpie’s back. He sits them down on the ground at Vulpie’s sides once more. Vulpie reaches out and rubs Polar’s sweaty furry right arm. The adorable orange furred fox pulls his paws underneath his chest as low as he can and presses his face down onto the ground, providing Polar the absolute best submissive position possible.


  Polar stays crouched on Vulpie’s ass with his knees bent, but Vulpie’s offering has opened another opportunity. The wolf moves his paws from the ground at Vulpie’s sides and places both of them on Vulpie’s lower and upper back. Since Vulpie has his front pressed against the ground, Polar now can brace his paws on the fox’s back while he fucks the fox from on high.


  “Oh, it’s your favorite!” Polar breathes lovingly, remembering how Vulpie offered the same position long ago when they made love the night before Vulpie sent out his Vulpie.net. Vulpie giggles quietly and Polar uses his new angle to plunge his cock down super deep in Vulpie’s ass. He is careful not to do it too hard, and Vulpie whimpers in ecstasy.


  Polar slowly increases his speed, relishing the new position almost as much as Vulpie. The orange furred fox drools on the ground while the big wolf squeezes his giant hot cock down inside his ass over and over.


  “OH POLAR!” Vulpie gasps in satisfaction. “POLAR! OH POLAR!” Vulpie whines, loving the feeling while the wolf keeps fucking him faster and faster, the new angle letting Polar jackhammer his anus.


  “Oh that’s GOOD!” Polar moans loudly, grimacing from the extreme pleasure of fucking Vulpie so deep and fast. The fox’s hot tight anus is perfection on his cock.


  “OOHH! DEEEEPER!” Vulpie begs, and Polar doesn’t hesitate. He rams his big wolf dick down so far in Vulpie’s ass that his balls nearly go in as well, causing the fox to whimper in enjoyment. Polar’s rock hard cock is full of cum, and he knows he can’t hold his orgasm much longer.


  “I’M GONNA CUM!” Polar warns, gasping and trying to hold back his climax, but just as he does, Vulpie slides his right paw out from underneath his chest against the ground and begins masturbating feverishly. The orange furred fox’s anus squeezes super tight, causing Polar to groan in pleasure, as Vulpie cums first.


  “OH YEAH! OH YEAH! YEAAAAAHHHH!!! YEEAAAHHH!!! YES! OH FUCK!” Vulpie screams while he ejaculates a plentiful and fierce load of fox semen. It splatters up against his sweaty furry chest, and down onto the ground beneath them in nearly fourteen convulsions, each one sending Polar to his own climax.


  By the time Vulpie is nearly done cumming, Polar snarls with wolf satisfaction as his fat cock rockets a first wave of messy cum into Vulpie’s succulent ass. The white furred wolf drools while he cums in the fox, the second ejaculation causing him to moan loudly and clutch Vulpie very hard.


  “OH MY!! FUCKING!! GOD!!” Polar yells while he cums, gushing wave after wave of thick globby wolf semen into Vulpie’s tail end. “OH GOD! YES!” Polar shouts, drooling onto Vulpie’s furry back and grimacing from the extreme pleasure. Below him, Vulpie is in the afterglow of his own steaming hot ejaculation and grins, feeling Polar unload in him.


  “Is it… Good?” Vulpie asks breathlessly with a mischievous tone.


  “FUCKING GREEEEEAAATT!” Polar answers, still cumming, but his thrusts have slowed down to rhythmic pushes. He squirts a few more strings of thick wolf cum in Vulpie’s ass before stopping his efforts. “OH VULPIE I LOVE YOU!” Polar whimpers, finally relaxing and leaning back. When he pulls his dick from the fox’s ass a stream of semen follows Polar’s penis, as he has completely filled Vulpie’s anus.


  Vulpie rolls over slowly and sits up even slower, wincing from having his ass hammered, but it feels wonderful. Polar crawls on top of him gently, and gives the fox a wet hot kiss. Vulpie giggles, opening his fox jaw and Polar puts his wolf tongue deep inside Vulpie’s jaw, slobbering the fox’s mouth in a sloppy kiss. Polar then uses his tongue to lap Vulpie’s adorably cute face, licking every bit of the fox boy’s fur.


  “I love you too…” Vulpie breathes in exhaustion, grinning, and looking up into Polar’s blue eyes. The white furred wolf embraces the fox and rubs him on the ground, embracing him with thankful strokes of his powerful paws. They kiss again, and again, until both the wolf and the fox have completely wet faces.


  “Was that our best fuck ever?” Vulpie asks playfully.


  “It might have been!” Polar answers while grinning.


  The sun shines down on the pair playfully through a few open leaves in the trees above them. Vulpie’s semen lies on the ground beneath them and smears in the wolf and fox’s fur while they caress each other. Vulpie lifts his orange furred black tipped left leg up around Polar’s side while the Wolf massages him lovingly, kissing the fox again. Polar grabs Vulpie’s leg with his right arm and pulls it to his hard body, warmly rubbing his powerful claws through Vulpie’s fur.


  “I told you it was the perfect time.” Polar says, grinning at Vulpie while petting his leg. Both the wolf and fox’s fur are covered in sweat. Vulpie leans up and bites Polar’s throat playfully. He gently licks the muscular wolf’s jugular, making sexy sounds. When he finishes, he pulls his fox muzzle back and grins at Polar.


  “You still need a bath!” Vulpie taunts.


  “Then let’s go for that swim you were talking about.” Polar responds, smiling. The white furred wolf crawls off of Vulpie and stands up slowly, his big penis hanging limp with a drop of cum still hiding in its head. Vulpie gets up and winces when he stands, his ass hurting. Polar watches proudly and Vulpie manages to walk, but the wolf can see him struggling.


  “Come here.” Polar says lovingly and walks next to Vulpie, putting his big arms around the cute fox. The white furred wolf lifts him up easily, holding him sideways in his arms. Vulpie wraps his little fox arms around Polar’s neck and nudges his head affectionately while the wolf carries him off of the hiking trail and towards the Sunny Creek River.


  The robots follow them, continuing to keep the area secure. The river flows quickly and is loud, but ahead of them is a very still part of the water where boulders have naturally created a small pool. Polar walks through the river bed, his furry wolf feet chilled by the cold mountain water, and moves on top of one of the large stones next to the pool.


  “Oh wow, look at that! It’s like a pool!” Vulpie says with excitement, looking down from Polar’s arms.


  “Yeah, the rocks slow the river through this part.” Polar responds, looking around with a smile on his wolf face. The wild river rapids fill the air with the scent of saturated nature, pure mountain bliss. Vulpie sniffs the air with his little fox nose while Polar holds him, enjoying the smell as well.


  “It’s beautiful!” Vulpie says, looking around. At this elevation, the sun is able to shine down on them, and the river is bright, shimmering in the afternoon sun. Polar looks down at the large pool of water next to them and inspects it with his blue wolf eyes, seeing that it is a few feet deep. The water is clear, so he can see everything, and there are no dangerous rocks in the river pool, only a plethora of small round ones at the bottom of the river bed.


  Polar smiles silently, having a playful idea. He moves his arms as if he is setting Vulpie down on the stone, and the fox lets go of his neck, but instead, Polar tosses the naked little fox from the stone and into the river pool. Vulpie yelps on his way down in surprise, making a splash and going completely under the water. The robots nearby assess the situation, but see that Vulpie is unharmed, and Polar is only having fun.


  The naked white furred wolf laughs, looking down from the large rock at Vulpie while the cute fox splashes to the top of the cold water with a shout.


  “You! It’s freezing!” Vulpie yells, but can’t help but laugh while he swims in the cold water. Polar laughs loudly, watching in amusement while the orange furred fox splashes about, giving him a fierce look.


  “Is it cold?” Polar taunts with a big grin.


  “You bet it is!” Vulpie yells mischievously, and Polar is surprised as well, when one of the robots uses its mechanical strength to push Polar off of the rock and into the river pool as well. Polar hits the water with a big splash and stands up quickly, tall enough to touch the bottom with his feet, gritting his teeth with a smile.


  “Look at you now! I got you!” Vulpie laughs, swimming proudly while the robot steps away. Polar, with his white fur soaked, rubs his arms in shock at the chilly temperature of the Sunny Creek River. “It’s cold huh?” Vulpie asks playfully. Polar starts laughing again, as does Vulpie, and the cute fox swims over to Polar with a smile. Both of them chuckle loudly, both cold and having fun. When Vulpie swims next to Polar, he finds a place where the river bed is shallower, and is able to stand up a little. “Take that you naughty wolf!” Vulpie tells Polar playfully, and the fox notices Polar is looking at him with a curiously clever smirk.


  Suddenly Polar laughs and grabs Vulpie’s soft head with his right paw, and before Vulpie can react, the wolf dunks the fox underneath the water. He submerges Vulpie into the chilly river. Vulpie pops his head back above the water and yelps loudly. The cute fox squeals with surprise and Polar swims away from him with teasing laughter.


  “I’m gonna get you!” Vulpie yells at Polar, snorting a bit of river water from his fox nose. He splashes with feverish excitement, swimming towards Polar while the wolf dances about in the pool of river water, evading him and laughing. “I’m so gonna get you!” Vulpie giggles, splashing and trying to catch Polar.


  “You already said you got me!” Polar teases.


  “I’m gonna get you again!” Vulpie replies, splashing as fast as he can to catch up with Polar, but the big wolf easily swims away faster, and Vulpie has to chase him to the other end of the pool. Polar stops his trickery and leans back against a rock, grinning at Vulpie while the fox swims up to him.


  Vulpie pushes the water with his little paws and splashes Polar, who uses his wolf paws to splash Vulpie back with his eyes closed. Vulpie splashes Polar two more times and then swims up against the wolf’s naked furry body, looking up at Polar’s face with a huge grin. The orange furred fox pants loudly, because the river is so cold, and thanks to Polar playing games. The orange furred fox puts his little paws up against Polar’s big wolf chest and Polar smiles in return.


  “You should have seen your face!” Polar tells Vulpie with a smile, the little fox smiling back. Polar imitates Vulpie’s expression when he went into the water and Vulpie smacks his chest playfully.


  “I’ve gotta watch you!” Vulpie tells Polar with a grin. He pushes his wet fox body up against the wet wolf, their fur mingling in the water. Polar bends forward. He pulls his left arm around Vulpie. Vulpie sees he wants to kiss and happily obliges. The wolf kisses the fox slowly and passionately, bringing his powerful right paw up behind Vulpie’s head, cradling it lovingly.


  Vulpie moans while he kisses the white furred wolf, clutching his powerful body and Polar moans with him. The wolf’s love sounds are deep and warm, putting Vulpie into a trance of bliss. Polar’s big mouth and muzzle feels wonderful to kiss. Vulpie adores the congenial taste of Polar’s lips, and whimpers happily while the wolf enthusiastically smooches him.


  The white furred wolf and orange furred fox kiss for a long time, rubbing tongues together and tasting the other’s face with lovely ardor. When their kiss finally ends, Polar slowly pulls his mouth from Vulpie’s and looks down into the little fox’s blue eyes with satisfaction. Vulpie licks his lips with his eyes half open, enthralled, Polar still holding up his head with his right paw.


  Vulpie briefly swims as he moves against Polar and the rock, and rests. Polar pulls his muscular wolf arms around Vulpie, embracing the deliciously cute fox. Vulpie smiles and bites his lip for a moment in thought. The wolf and the fox don’t have to say a thing. They love each other beyond words. Vulpie snuggles up against Polar in the water and rests his head against the wolf’s chest.


  Vulpie stays in Polar’s arms, both of them content, for a long while. Eventually Vulpie moves free of Polar’s embrace and begins swimming for a bit. Polar watches, smiling and moving his legs in the water. The wolf observes the cute fox dart through the water with his lean little body, his orange fur contrasting the rocks around him. Vulpie plays for a while and Polar is happy to rest and watch, tired from the hike and making love to the fox.


  A while later, Vulpie pulls himself out of the cold mountain river pool and stands naked on a rock near Polar. The white furred wolf looks up at him and watches the wet fox’s fur drip. Polar smirks, admiring the fox’s nude body. The rock under Vulpie becomes wet while the orange furred fox drips dry. Vulpie stands naked, without shyness, looking around at the big river happily.


  Polar turns and clutches a large nearby rock, and pulls himself out of the river pool as well. Vulpie stares at the wolf’s wet naked body as long as Polar did with him. The white furred wolf sits down on the large, partially rounded rock, and lies back, relaxing. Vulpie trots across a smaller rock and crawls on top of him, making Polar grunt playfully.


  The orange furred fox sits on top of the white furred wolf with a gleeful face, looking down at him as if he worships Polar. Polar grins, looking up into Vulpie’s incredibly cute face, admiring his blue fox eyes.


  “You’re such a cutie!” Polar compliments as he gazes up at Vulpie while the fox sits convivially on his stomach, smiling. Vulpie returns the affectionate look by giving Polar his uniquely sexy smirk. Polar reaches out with his powerful arms while lying on his back and takes hold of the orange furred fox’s legs. He squeezes them lovingly and follows by rubbing the fox’s fur. The sun shining down on them accents Vulpie’s fur, making him appear to glow. He’s an adorable furry beacon of light.


  Polar is overwhelmed by feelings of warm love while he looks at him. Yet, an underlying concern chivvies the white furred wolf. He breathes heavily, and Vulpie notices Polar’s expression change from content to anxious.


  “What’s wrong Polar?” Vulpie asks, wagging his fox tail a bit with a concerned face. Polar doesn’t reply at first. He is silent long enough for Vulpie to know that something is bothering him.


  “I…” Polar says, trailing off, and sighs, struggling with what he is thinking.


  “What?” Vulpie asks.


  “I need to confess something.” Polar says, and he feels both relief and fear at having opened the conversation to what gives him guilt. Vulpie’s fox ears perk up attentively. The orange furred fox looks down at Polar and waits patiently. It takes Polar several moments to continue. “I have to confess why I am here.”


  “Why you’re here?” Vulpie asks, and he asks the question as if he knows something. The fox has a clever look on his face and Polar feels a wave of heat rush through his wolf body. He suspects Vulpie knows. There is no way to hide it anymore.


  “Yes.” Polar says quietly and releases a heavy sigh. He sits up, and Vulpie crawls off of him, sitting down beside the naked wolf. The naked fox puts his paws in his lap and waits, looking at Polar expectantly. Polar sees the sharpness in Vulpie’s blue eyes and swallows. He sits up straight next to him and looks at the cute fox with a sad face.


  “They wanted me to kill you.” Polar admits, and his voice is so quiet that he repeats his words even though Vulpie could hear him clearly. “The President, the GBI… They offered me millions to kill you. I accepted, and I lied to you about losing my job.” Polar divulges and expects Vulpie to react with shock, but the fox does nothing of the sort. Instead, Vulpie just sits and stares at Polar with a small devious smile. A brief silence passes as Polar waits for Vulpie to react, but the fox stays silent.


  “It was that doctor Henrenson’s idea. He suggested it after he saw our chemistry and President Vargas thought it was a brilliant idea.” Polar goes on with an upset voice. The wolf looks away and grits his teeth, angry at himself and the situation. He looks back at Vulpie. “I didn’t want the money. I said I would do it because I thought you were hurting the world but I knew all along I couldn’t.” Polar says with a dejected face.


  There still is little reaction from Vulpie. Polar sees the cute fox’s eyes widen a little but he continues to remain uncharacteristically mute. It’s clear by Vulpie’s behavior that this isn’t news to the fox and the white furred wolf’s blue eyes brim with tears. Polar puts his paws to his handsome wolf face and wipes the tears away, looking at Vulpie with shame.


  “You already knew?” Polar asks remorsefully.


  “Yep.” Vulpie says with a possibly dangerous smile.


  “What were you planning to do then?”


  “I hadn’t decided yet.” Vulpie answers with playful pride. “I figured it would be more fun this way.”


  “I’m a pretty pathetic assassin.” Polar tells Vulpie sadly. “I told them I couldn’t hurt you but they wouldn’t listen. They told me I should save the world and do you in.”


  “Well I’m glad you finally decided to fess up.” Vulpie tells Polar slyly. “I was wondering how long you would hide it. It was kind of fun, secretly worrying about you trying to kill Vulpie.” Vulpie says, referring to himself in the third person.


  “So are you going to kill me?” Polar asks with shame. Instead of answering his question, Vulpie asks one instead.


  “How were you going to do it?” Vulpie asks with interest. Polar shakes his head slowly.


  “I thought about breaking your neck in bed.” The white furred wolf confesses.


  “But you didn’t because my robots would have killed you afterwards.” Vulpie replies, smiling with a calculating face.


  “Yes…” Polar admits, bearing his soul to his beloved Vulpie. “But I couldn’t do it!” Polar says and looks at Vulpie in despair. Tears fill the wolf’s eyes again and this time he blinks, causing them to run down his white furred muzzle. “I love you.” Polar whispers desperately. “How could I take your life when you’re the only reason for me to live? We were made for each other!”


  “Are you just saying that because you’re scared?” Vulpie asks, grinning.


  “No.” Polar responds while crying. The big wolf sniffles and is utterly dejected.


  “Don’t worry Mr. Polar; I’m not going to have you killed.” Vulpie tells him mischievously. The white furred wolf blinks again, more tears streaming down his muzzle.


  “I’m so sorry, Vulpie.” Polar whispers.


  “I know you are.” Vulpie coos and crawls closer to Polar on the rock. The cute fox boy touches Polar’s big shoulder with his little paws, tugging on him. “You’re my big handsome wolfy!” Polar looks into Vulpie’s eyes and slowly he lowers his guard. He can see that Vulpie is telling him the truth. “Not now that you admitted it. I knew you would! You’re not like one of them.” Vulpie adds.


  “What do you mean?” Polar asks.


  “All of the other gay wolves.” Vulpie answers and for a moment Polar is filled with renewed fear. He thinks about Henrenson’s warning. “You’re different. You make me feel so good and it’s because you love me. You’re not just interested in doing a fox. You like me for who I am!”


  “I do.” Polar replies penitently. “Vulpie, I really do. I love you so much.”


  “I know!” Vulpie says with excitement and bites his fox lip playfully in thought. “So why don’t you forget about all of them and just be my love. Be my love, Polar.” Vulpie offers with his beautiful effeminate voice. “Don’t look back. Just stay with me forever!”


  “Vulpie, I have a family. I have people that I care about and I can’t just disappear with you.” Polar tells the orange furred fox with a thankful but rational tone. “And I want to take you to meet them. I want you to meet my mother and father. I want to show you off and grow old with you.” Polar says warmly.


  “And have a nice house with a little picket fence?” Vulpie laughs playfully.


  “Why not?” Polar asks, and he gently touches Vulpie’s naked side. “We can live that life if you want it.”


  “Polar, you know I can’t.” Vulpie reminds the white furred wolf with a smirk. “I’m too busy with ruling the world.”


  “You can still stop all of this.” Polar tells Vulpie confidently. “It’s not too late. You can turn yourself in and it will be for the best.”


  “Polar…” Vulpie says and sighs. “You know if I turn myself in they won’t let us be together! I’m not going to do that.”


  “It’s the only way!” Polar stresses gently. “We can’t be together like we both want if you don’t.”


  “Why not?” Vulpie asks with a laugh. “I have unlimited money and power! We can live anywhere we want!”


  “And be hunted every day for the rest of our lives.” Polar responds. “Vulpie, I want to be with you in public, to enjoy the company of others with you at my side. I don’t want to live like a criminal on the run.”


  “It’s just too late Polar. I keep telling you that.” Vulpie says and shakes his head.


  “Why?” Polar asks.


  “It’s too late because my Vulpie.net has already taken over.” Vulpie answers.


  “Just turn it off.” Polar suggests. At this, Vulpie laughs and shakes his head again.


  “I can’t. It can’t be turned off.”


  “What?” Polar asks in surprise.


  “I designed Vulpie.net to last forever. There’s no going back. It can never be removed.” Vulpie explains. Polar hears his words and is silent with confusion, then shock. Vulpie smiles again and swishes his tail. “You can’t put spilt milk back into the carton.” The fox says and the white furred wolf looks at him hopefully.


  “But you can reprogram it, right?” Polar asks. Vulpie thinks for a moment.


  “Of course, but Vulpie.net still would be in charge.”


  “Then turn yourself in and help the government reverse it so things go back to normal.” Polar suggests.


  “It only answers to me.” Vulpie tells Polar. “It doesn’t listen to anybody but Vulpie. I AM Vulpie.net. They’ll want me to teach them how to change my program but it won’t work. I have to do it. I didn’t plan on recalling it.”


  “Then it can only do you good to turn yourself in.” Polar says and at this, Vulpie sighs loudly.


  “No no no! It’s useless Mr. Polar!” Vulpie says and rolls his eyes. “I can’t stop it!”


  “Vulpie, do it so we can be together. Do it for me.” The white furred wolf begs.


  Polar and Vulpie’s Love


  GBI Agent and director Druward always starts his mornings with a cup of coffee but is interrupted inside the headquarters when one of the new agents comes bursting into the recreation room.


  “Mr. Druward! Mr. Druward!” The young wolf agent says, running to him.


  “What? What?” Druward asks in irritation, but sees that something very important is happening.


  “A ship just landed in Venaras Park!”


  “Venaras Park? That’s right outside the building!” Druward responds with wide eyes. At this, the head of the GBI runs with the young agent out of the room and finds many of the other agents are moving outside as well. Druward pushes through all of them, making his way to the exit of the building, and steps outside. He cannot believe what he witnesses.


  In the park right across the street from the GBI headquarters is the airship that was reported flying over the Wispy Canis Lupus Mountain range. The enormous steel space ship has crushed a few small trees in the park and frightened away all visitors. The press is already coming to the scene, reporters from various news stations filming the ship from afar.


  “What the hell is this?” Druward asks loudly, and Agent Rotick, the brown and white furred wolf nearby, answers his question.


  “Vulpie.”


  “That’s the ship? Is he in it?” Druward asks incredulously. He then notices that the ship has already extended its landing platform and GBI agents are currently securing the perimeter. It is raining slightly, the air a little cold, but Druward runs down the steps from the GBI headquarters.


  When he reaches the street, he doesn’t have to worry about avoiding traffic because police officers have already been instructed by the GBI to block off traffic everywhere surrounding up to a mile of the ship. Several agents see Druward coming and one of the best, Agent Bracken, a middle aged gray wolf, escorts Druward to the ship.


  “Is this what I think it is?” Druward asks Bracken on the way.


  “I think so, yeah.” Bracken replies.


  “Vulpie just landed?”


  “Yeah.” Bracken responds and Druward crosses the wet street quickly. He steps over the short guard rail that is designed to keep visitors from walking on the grass and keeps heading to the ship’s open docking bay, where he can now see GBI agents surrounding Vulpie and Polar.


  Druward recognizes both of them from a distance. Polar, being tall and powerful, and Vulpie, short as all foxes are, with his super bright orange fur.


  “Son of a bitch.” Druward growls in disbelief. He runs toward the agents, passing by several police officers that get out of his way. GBI Director Druward walks next to Vulpie, Polar and the ten GBI agents around them just as paw cuffs are being snapped onto Vulpie.


  The orange furred fox winces, one of the agents snapping handcuffs around his black tipped wrists very tightly. Polar stands next to him, watching Druward assess the scene. Vulpie looks up at Druward fearfully and makes a very timid smile. Druward shakes his head in disbelief, grinning, not knowing what else to do. He looks to Polar.


  “He’s turning himself in.” Polar tells GBI Director Druward before the black furred wolf asks the question.


  “Really?” Druward asks incredulously and the wolf looks down at Vulpie with a raised skeptical eyebrow. “So you’re the real Vulpie this time?” He asks the fox that stands before him.


  “Yes.” Vulpie says quietly, not knowing whether to smile at the comedic value of the scene or stay stoic out of respect.


  “Unbelievable.” Druward responds and some of the agents laugh loudly. Druward looks to one of the agents that possesses scientific equipment. “Is it really him? Do a blood test.”


  “We already did a quickie on his fur.” The GBI agent, a female tan colored cat responds, showing Druward the results on a PDA. Druward looks at it, reading the organic test proving that the fur came from a living fox.


  “So, you’re just giving up?” Druward asks, looking down at Vulpie.


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie answers meekly. Druward looks to Polar and then back down at Vulpie. The GBI Director takes his cell phone from his pocket and dials his direct line to the world government president. Vargas answers in a few moments.


  “Yes?” President Vargas asks.


  “Mr. President… This is Druward over at the GBI.”


  “What is it?”


  “You’re not going to believe this…”


  Within the hour, Vulpie is transported by plane to Blackstone Prison, a world government Super-Max facility that no criminal has ever escaped from. Polar is brought as well, escorted by the GBI.


  Now Vulpie sits inside a purely bright white room, with only five animals in it: four wolf soldiers in each corner, and himself, sitting at a table in the middle of the large room. To Vulpie’s right is a reflective glass that he knows is a one way mirror. Polar is outside, having been asked to wait there with the GBI Agents until the world government President and an entourage of important animals arrive.


  Vulpie hasn’t been forced to change into prison clothing yet, and still wears his khaki shorts and pink shirt, that he had cleaned on the flight back to Sufias city. All of the four wolf guards are armed with automatic weapons, and they stand ominously in the corners of the room, ensuring Vulpie doesn’t do anything but sit at the table in silence.


  Vulpie sees one of the guards smirking at him and the wolf mockingly imitates giving him a silent kiss and winks. Vulpie looks away, frightened at being chained and cuffed in jail. It’s even scarier than he imagined. The door to the very large chamber is opened and Vulpie’s fur stands on end when he sees President Vargas walk into the room.


  Out in the hall, Polar is asked to wait once again. He has already been questioned and is not being held in custody. Coming inside with the president is a middle aged brown furred fox wearing a very expensive suit and he looks pissed. He is Nathan Fenrir, the Association of Fox Rights chief executive.


  GBI Director Druward also comes inside the room, followed by a brown furred wolf that Vulpie doesn’t recognize. He is Edwin Hall, commanding general of the world nation’s military force. Also entering the room is a male tiger, wearing a black suit. The tiger is the head of the world government’s cyber terrorism program and his name is Balien. In addition to them, a female white furred cat dressed in government attire enters as well.


  She sits down on the right side of the table. President Vargas, Druward, and the male tiger sit down across from Vulpie and Edwin Hall takes a seat next to Vulpie on his right. Nathan Fenrir takes a seat next to Vulpie on his left, and he stares at the orange furred fox with disgust.


  “Is it really him?” Vargas asks the female cat with a glance to her.


  “The DNA test confirms he is.” She answers and Vargas looks back to Vulpie with a cool face.


  “Well here we are again.” President Vargas says with an unflattering tone.


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie whispers in response, keeping his cute face low.


  “Thank you for turning yourself in, but things are different now. Now you’re going to jail, kiddo.” The black furred wolf says. Vulpie is saddened upon hearing the President’s words.


  “Are you still going to pay Polar?” Vulpie asks quietly. The President is silent and some of the members present don’t know what Vulpie is talking about. The black furred wolf thinks it over and eventually smiles.


  “Yes, I will. He did much better than we could have hoped for. He delivered you to us and now you’re going to help us get rid of your Vulpie.net.”


  “I’ll try.” Vulpie responds. And Vargas blinks, giving Vulpie a dangerous face.


  “Try?” Vargas growls.


  “Yes sir!” Vulpie quickly replies. “I’ll try my best to help you work with it!”


  “We don’t want you to work with it. We want it gone.” Vargas tells Vulpie harshly.


  “I can’t…” Vulpie says quietly and quickly puts his cuffed paws up to his fox mouth in fear, wondering if he should have confessed the truth yet.


  “What?” Vargas asks with a growl.


  “The program wiped every computer clean.” The tiger next to Vargas says, looking to the President grimly. “There’s nothing left.” Balien adds. “Vulpie.net just made its own imitations of the files it found.”


  “Wonderful.” Vargas thinks out loud. Normally he regulates his emotions much better, but it takes him a bit to get back into his politician’s state of mind.


  “And it only answers to me.” Vulpie adds quietly. “I… Made it like that and I can’t turn it off.”


  “But you can reprogram it, and that’s what you’re going to do.” Balien tells the orange furred fox. Vulpie nods.


  “You piece of scum…” Fenrir hisses next to Vulpie. The middle aged brown furred fox is no bigger than him, but hates the very sight of the orange furred effeminate looking boy. “Do you know how much work foxes have done to be equals in society? And you just came along and embarrassed all of us so horribly that it will never be forgotten!” At this, Vulpie doesn’t respond. The cute fox frowns at Fenrir.


  “Who are you?” Vulpie asks.


  “Nathan Fenrir, chief executive of the AFR. You know, the Association of Fox Rights?” Nathan asks Vulpie with burning anger. “All we do is try to make it easier for foxes to fit in with wolves and the other species as equals and then there’s you…” Nathan hisses and the world government President raises his paw.


  “Save it for later, Nathan.” Vargas demands, making the AFR executive sit back in his chair with a grimace.


  “You little faggot!” Fenrir growls. Vulpie’s orange fur stands on end with anger.


  “Fuck you!” Vulpie responds, and Fenrir sneers mockingly.


  “Fuck us? You already did that! Foxes everywhere are humiliated thanks to you!” Fenrir replies with a sneer.


  “I SAID ENOUGH.” Vargas tells Fenrir loudly, causing the AFR executive to pull back, seeing that the wolf President won’t tolerate much more. The other species present just watch and listen. “The only thing that matters is making sure the animals of the world know that they’re safe and the crisis is over.” Vargas tells the group. He looks over to Balien and the tiger listens attentively. “You told me earlier that every computer is still running fine other than being controlled by his program. Does that mean business can go on without disruption?”


  “I believe so.” Balien responds, looking at Vulpie. “As long as Vulpie doesn’t instruct his program to create chaos, everything could continue as it did before.”


  “Actually the computers all run faster now.” Vulpie voices timidly. The President looks at him and Balien nods. “With Vulpie.net, all the programs are more than ten times as efficient.” The President looks to Balien and Nathan frowns in disbelief.


  “It’s true.” The chief executive of the world government’s cyber terrorism program tells the President. “All reports confirm what he says. All of the individual programs that existed before still are there, except only that they are imitations. Somehow Vulpie.net can imitate everything any computer can do faster.”


  “How is that possible?” Vargas inquires. Balien looks to Vulpie, allowing the orange furred fox a chance to further explain.


  “Well, um, I made Vulpie.net gut all the useless stuff. You see, most programs are all clunky and have holes in them, kind of like they were pieced together by whatever team could make them. Since my Vulpie.net has its own AI, it does all the thinking for those programs. It looks at what they were trying to do and does it way better!” Vulpie explains with enthusiasm, and looks around fearfully after he finishes, concerned that he may sound conceited.


  “Well it all sounds good, but the problem is, you’re still calling the shots aren’t you?” Vargas asks Vulpie with a stern face.


  “Yeah, but I turned myself in didn’t I? I’m sorry!” Vulpie replies.


  “You’re sorry?” Nathan Fenrir comments with revulsion. Vulpie glances at the fellow fox in irritation.


  “You’ll have to be kept in a super max prison in case you feel like causing mischief again.” The President tells Vulpie. “If this is irreparable as I hear, I’m sure the Supreme Court will vote to give you a life sentence.”


  “Perhaps jail isn’t the most useful place for him.” Balien suggests. The tiger looks to the President. “After all, only he can help us if an emergency does occur.”


  “Then he can be released from prison temporarily.” Vargas answers, still looking at Vulpie to let the cute fox know he wants to make him pay.


  “You could use your emergency veto authority to skip trial and put him to work for us.” Balien suggests. The President listens, not taking his eyes off of Vulpie.


  “Yes, I could. But we all remember what happened the last time I was lenient on Vulpie, don’t we?” Vargas asks, intimidating the gay fox.


  “I’m sorry!” Vulpie says, pleading with his nicest voice. “I know I shouldn’t have done that!” Vargas listens, watching Vulpie to see if he is sincere. The popular President considers the situation.


  “What about a military contract?” Edwin Hall suggests. The brown furred wolf general looks to the President. “There is a very large private sector company that builds robotics for our military. Imagine what Vulpie could do for them.”


  “Aose Technologies! Yeah, they build all sorts of robots!” Vulpie comments.


  “Like the ones you stole.” Vargas says and Vulpie bites his lip, not denying the accusation.


  “I just don’t think it’s a good idea to keep him in prison when he’s needed for the government.” Balien says. “Put a tracking beacon in him and assign an armed guard to make sure he can never escape, and let him work for us. Why would he try to escape anyway? He turned himself in.”


  “I would like to go easy on you, Vulpie, but you spit in my face the last time, and I’m not going to go down in history as the President that let the world’s most dangerous hacker get away twice.” Vargas tells the fox.


  “I was real messed up in the head, but Polar talked some sense into me.” Vulpie replies, using his cuffed paws as best as he can to display his sincerity. “He convinced me to give myself up when I could have done anything I wanted. I could have fried countries with the ion cannon or attacked cities with the war machines, but I didn’t. I was being selfish and it wasn’t fun being bad anymore when I realized I couldn’t live with Polar unless I stopped.” President Vargas raises his eyebrow and sits up straighter.


  “I’m not stupid. I knew you could put me away forever. We talked about it, and he was right. I gave up for him and for myself. If nothing else, please pay him for…” Vulpie says and trails off, becoming very sad. Tears brim up in his fox eyes. “…For loving me and understanding me.”


  “Cry us a river you baby.” Fenrir says, sneering while Vulpie wipes tears from his eyes. “We’re supposed to feel sorry for you after what you’ve done?”


  “Well it’s not your decision… It’s mine…” Vargas says, looking at Vulpie in thought.


  “You feel really dumb now don’t you? It wasn’t that great of an idea to come back begging after breaking the law.” Fenrir says. The brown furred fox is clearly enjoying seeing Vulpie suffer. Balien watches and glances at Edwin Hall. President Vargas watches Fenrir. The black furred wolf has seen how hateful foxes can be, and he watches one now as he attacks Vulpie verbally. “What did you think? You thought everything was going to be okay and you could go live with that wolf? He played you, Vulpie. That wolf never loved you. He’s going to be rich and you’ll rot in jail.”


  “Could you stop that, please?” President Vargas says to Fenrir, finally interrupting. “It isn’t helpful.” Fenrir looks at Vargas and is about to say something else, but decides not to. Vargas can tell by the look on the AFR executive’s face that he doesn’t care if he causes trouble, as long as he has the chance to torture Vulpie.


  Vulpie lowers his head and averts his eyes from the group, trying not to cry while he thinks about Polar. He knows in his heart that what Fenrir said isn’t true, but his current situation and the suggestion makes him very vulnerable. Fenrir puts a paw over his mouth, satisfied for now at how hurt Vulpie is. Vargas sighs loudly.


  “Well, what sort of tracking beacon did you mean?” Vargas asks Balien. The tiger blinks.


  “We have plenty at our disposal. We can inject it into his arm and he wouldn’t even feel it. Then we would know his exact position at any moment, and if you kept him surrounded by soldiers, he couldn’t get away. Even if he tried something with the program, they could just shoot him.”


  “Do we have any programs like that up and running right now?”


  “Several.” Edwin Hall says with a smirk. “It has never failed us. Vulpie couldn’t escape. Nobody can dodge bullets and with guns always around him, he’ll do whatever you want.” The brown furred wolf glances down at the orange furred fox but Vulpie doesn’t look up. He is still upset from Fenrir’s insults.


  The AFR executive just can’t help himself, seeing how withdrawn Vulpie looks and leans forward next to him.


  “It looks like that wolf got to screw you one last time, didn’t he?” Fenrir hisses loudly. Suddenly, to everyone’s surprise, Vulpie comes out of his chair towards Fenrir. The orange furred fox bites Fenrir’s face, knocking him out of his chair and onto the floor. The four wolf guards at the sides of the room quickly rush to separate the two. Balien, President Vargas, Druward, Edwin and the female feline all stand up from the table in shock.


  By the time the wolf guards pull Vulpie away from Fenrir, the brown furred fox’s face is already covered with blood. He stands up quickly and holds his muzzle, rubbing his facial fur to feel how badly he’s been bitten. Vulpie’s little sharp teeth are bloody, and he keeps his mouth halfway open, as if ready to bite Fenrir again.


  Luckily for the AFR executive, Vulpie has only given him some gashes that will heal up on their own, but they hurt tremendously. He clutches his face and growls something while a wolf guard restrains him.


  “You little bastard!” Fenrir yells at Vulpie. The orange furred fox grins at him while one of the wolf guards pushes him away from Nathan. “Vargas! That’s it! Put this freak away for life!” Nathan Fenrir tells the President. The black furred wolf stares back at Fenrir and licks his lips.


  “It looks to me like you stuck your face into a bee hive.” President Vargas responds. His voice is final and unsympathetic. At this Fenrir growls loudly and looks over at Vulpie.


  “I’ll get you for this you little fag! You can count on it!” Fenrir threatens loudly and Vulpie grins, blood in his teeth. One of the wolf guards escorts Fenrir to the door of the room but the AFR chief executive yanks his fox arm free and leaves on his own accord, holding his hurt face.


  When the door to the room is shut again, the wolf guard standing behind Vulpie forces him to take a seat. His paw cuffs hurt from the brief fight and Vulpie rests his little arms in his lap. The room is silent until President Vargas finally makes a joke.


  “I hate the AFR.” The black furred wolf says and Druward, Edwin, and Balien laugh, as well as some of the wolf guards. Vulpie smiles in fear, looking up at Vargas as the wolf sits down again. The others do as well and the guards return to the four corners of the room.


  “I guess I’m staying in jail now.” Vulpie says quietly.


  “Not for that.” President Vargas says with a smile. “He was asking for it.”


  “I didn’t see anything.” Edwin Hall says, and smirks at Vulpie. Vulpie is shocked that he’s going to get away with biting Fenrir, and he sits still with a little smile.


  “He’s had it in for you from the very beginning and has been trying to force me to put you away.” Vargas tells Vulpie. “But I try to make my decisions for the good of the people, not an interest group.” The black wolf explains, looking at Vulpie in thought.


  “Sir.” Vulpie says and the orange furred fox slowly puts his cuffed black tipped paws up on the table. “Polar taught me to think about what’s important in life, and what I was doing would never make me happy. I broke so many laws, but I only did it because I could. I didn’t know yet what it was that I wanted from life, and now that I’ve figured it out, it’s too late for me to have it…” The orange furred fox says penitently. “If you would just give me this one chance, I would do anything! I’ll work for whoever you want on whatever project and you know I’m smarter than anyone when it comes to computers. Put a tracking device in me, I don’t care, just please give me a chance to be with Polar!”


  President Vargas breathes heavily and moves in his chair, putting his black furred wolf arms on the table.


  “And this is why you turned yourself in?” Vargas asks, watching Vulpie with his politician eyes.


  “Yes.”


  “You gave up control of all of the machines and put yourself in danger even though you knew you probably would end up in jail for years, just so you could live with him?”


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie says quietly. The room goes silent as the President thinks. He pulls his right paw up to his mouth and continues to stare at Vulpie in thought.


  “How old are you, nineteen?” Vargas asks, looking at the orange furred fox.


  “Yes.” Vulpie answers and looks around nervously.


  “My father once told me something.” Vargas says with his politician’s voice. “A man is only a fool until he meets his soul mate and from that point he’s not even the same man…” He breathes heavily. “I can’t see any reason that you would give yourself up, other than what you’ve confessed, and Polar’s testimony matches yours perfectly.” Balien, Druward, Edwin and the female cat all listen carefully while the President speaks. “If I give you a pardon... If I use my Presidential powers to wipe away the crimes you’ve done, you will become a servant of this government.”


  “It will not be an option.” Vargas continues. “I will force you to sign your rights to a contract that ensures you work for the government until you are no longer able. And, you will never be able to go anywhere alone, unless you serve diligently enough that I deem you worthy of appeal. Do you understand?”


  “Yes sir!” Vulpie says, now as happy as he is nervous. President Vargas looks around the room and licks his wolf teeth inside his muzzle.


  “Okay then. I’ll be back tomorrow with the contract and then we’ll put that tracking device in your arm.” Vargas states.


  “Oh thank you sir! Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” Vulpie says ecstatically, overwhelmed by joy.


  “I’m doing this for you because you’re young and because of the extremely unusual circumstances. You’re a genius, and it would be better to have you on our side, but make no mistake, Vulpie, this is an enormous gift I give.” He points his finger at the fox. “DO NOT MAKE ME REGRET IT.” Vargas warns.


  “Oh no, I won’t! I swear! Thank you so much!” Vulpie answers joyfully. Vargas stands, as do the other guests with him. Vulpie remains seated and watches one of the wolf guards open the door for the President. He leaves and they follow, the wolf guard locking the door behind him, and Vulpie is once again alone in the room. His heart races with exhilaration, overjoyed that he now has a chance to be with Polar forever.


  Outside of the interrogation room in the Blackstone Prison, Polar stands up, worried. The others pass by and go about their business and the President’s secret service wait on Vargas as he looks at the white furred wolf.


  “What’s going to happen to him?” Polar asks the President in fear.


  “I can’t believe I’m doing it, but I’m giving him a second chance. He’ll sign over his rights to the government tomorrow, and then work for me.” Vargas answers.


  “Oh thank god!” Polar says with utter joy. The powerful wolf gives the President a humble face. “Thank you so much for sparing him.”


  “I only wish my wife loved me as much as he loves you and you him.” Vargas responds with a smirk. The black furred wolf reaches up and pats Polar on the shoulder with his left paw. “Good job. You’ll be paid too. I’m a man of my word. I’ll have the treasury send out ten million dollars to you.”


  “Mr. President, that isn’t necessary.” Polar responds, shaking his head.


  “What are you talking about?” Vargas replies with a laugh. “You got him to turn himself in! You just saved the world! There are executives raking in ten million a quarter for doing nothing.”


  “Well I…” Polar says and decides not to say anything else. He just keeps his head low in respect. “I am very grateful.”


  “Just do one thing for me. Keep Vulpie in line. Now my reputation is at stake, okay?” President Vargas tells Polar and the white furred wolf laughs.


  “No problem.” Polar replies with a smile. The Blackstone prison warden, a tall gray wolf wearing a dark suit with a blue tie, walks to the President and Polar steps aside. His name is Rawlins.


  “Mr. President.” The warden says to Vargas respectfully. Vargas nods. “Where do you want him kept?”


  “Not with the other prisoners. That fox wouldn’t last a day in here. Give him his own cell.” Vargas responds. Polar is visibly relieved and the President smirks.


  The next day, Vulpie sits inside his solitary prison cell quietly. The jail management has taken his clothing and forced him to dress into an orange prison jumpsuit even though he has only been in the jail for a night and should be leaving today. He is sitting on his bed and staring at the wall when the heavy steel door is unlocked.


  The orange furred fox looks to it and sees two big gray wolves come into his cell, both armed with pistols. They wear light body armor, as if the prison management suspects a possible robot attack to spring Vulpie from the super max facility. Vulpie recognizes that one of them is the wolf that blew him a mocking kiss yesterday. That first wolf guard has a spot of black fur on the top of his head between his ears. He’s a dangerous looking animal. The other one is forgettable.


  “Okay Sweetie. Get up.” The first wolf guard instructs Vulpie with a smirk. Vulpie cooperates, standing up and looking at the other guard. The first wolf walks next to Vulpie and grabs the fox’s left paw forcefully. The wolf guard uses his right paw to harshly snap a steel paw cuff around Vulpie’s black tipped wrist, making the orange furred fox wince in pain. Vulpie raises his right paw to help and the guard grabs a hold of it roughly. He snaps the other metal paw cuff on Vulpie’s left wrist so hard that the fox yelps.


  “Ow!” Vulpie complains.


  “You’re really lucky if you’re getting out of here.” The dangerous guard tells Vulpie. He yanks on the chain between the fox’s cuffs hard enough to make Vulpie pull his arms back defensively. “You’d be everyone’s bitch.”


  “What, do you like boys?” Vulpie asks mockingly, showing his teeth.


  “No, I like to see little fox faggots get raped. It’s fucking ridiculous if they let you go.” The dangerous guard replies, while growling.


  “Don’t hate me because I turn you on!” Vulpie responds, grinning aggressively.


  “Shut up.” The dangerous guard says, and steps behind Vulpie before pushing him towards the exit. The other guard looks at Vulpie with no less animosity, and also pushes Vulpie as he exits the cell.


  “Get moving pussy.” The second guard insults and they follow him out into the white hall. The two wolf guards escort Vulpie through two gated checkpoints, and eventually they come to the interrogation room where he spoke to President Vargas the night before.


  Another gray wolf guard is waiting, armed with a sub machine gun, and he opens the door to the room, giving Vulpie a disgusted look while the fox goes inside. The large interrogation table still has the same number of chairs at it as yesterday, and Vulpie goes back to the seat he had on the opposite side. He pulls the chair out with his little cuffed paws and sits down while the guards follow him inside.


  A fourth gray wolf guard comes inside the room, armed with an automatic weapon, and looks at Vulpie with a cool expression. The dangerous looking wolf guard walks to the corner north east of Vulpie, smirking over at him with the same hateful glare as before, while the other three go to the other corners of the room, securing it completely. There is absolutely no way Vulpie could escape alive, as if he would even try.


  The room goes silent as Vulpie sits, waiting. The guards are as well, and Vulpie eventually looks to the guard in the northwest corner, armed with the submachine gun. He stares back at Vulpie with an amused face. The cute orange furred fox looks aside and stares at the table for a while before he eventually can’t resist looking behind his seat at the guard in the south east corner. That gray wolf, the other one that was with him in his prison cell earlier, is staring at him as well with an unflattering grin.


  Vulpie turns his head and sits still. He reaches around with his cuffed paws and pulls his bushy orange tail out from underneath his bottom, getting more comfortable. The room remains silent for two minutes as they wait for President Vargas to arrive.


  “So do you think he’d suck my dick?” The dangerous wolf guard in the north east corner of the room asks the other guards present, staring at Vulpie with a grin.


  “Oh yeah! He’d love it. Look at him. He’s sucked a thousand.” The wolf guard in the North West corner of the room responds, chuckling.


  “Hey Vulpie, how many STDs do you have?” The dangerous wolf guard asks him. The guard in the south west corner behind Vulpie laughs loudly. Vulpie looks to the dangerous guard and smiles with an evil face. “He has to be one twisted fuck. You know what I mean?” The dangerous wolf guard goes on. “I’d pound a vixen pussy any chance I had but who would put it in his ass?”


  “I’d let him suck me off. He’s gotta be good for that.” The wolf guard behind Vulpie’s right side says. “I bet ya he catches too.”


  “I doubt I could catch you!” Vulpie says, and looks back at the guard in the south east corner of the room. “I couldn’t even see your tiny dick!” The other guards laugh at Vulpie’s insult.


  “Not like that white wolf, right?” The dangerous guard says mockingly. “I saw that cock sucker. He’s even worse than you! Fucking a fox faggot is about as low as you can go!”


  “SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Vulpie yells.


  “What are you gonna do? You better behave so Vargas pardons you.” The dangerous guard responds with a sneer. “You’d probably suck his cock and eat his cum to get out!” At this, the other guards laugh loudly. Vulpie looks around, his orange fur standing on end as he becomes very angry.


  “Polar’s more a man than any of you!” Vulpie says loudly.


  “More like a queen.” The wolf in the northwest corner of the room says.


  “FUCK YOU!” Vulpie yells again, and stands up with wild eyes. The guards aim their guns at him casually.


  “Watch it bitch.” The guard to Vulpie’s front left, with the sub machine gun, growls. “Sit your pussy ass down.” Vulpie looks around and sees the others aiming at him and the cute fox slowly sits back down, staring at the table in anger.


  “It was funny how he bit Nathan Fenrir!” The wolf guard in the south west corner tells the group. “He’s used to using those teeth.”


  “Oh yeah, a regular pillow biter.” The dangerous wolf guard laughs mockingly.


  “You’re not going to get away with this!” Vulpie growls and looks around at all of the guards in the four corners of the room.


  “You’re going to tattle tell?” The dangerous wolf guard laughs. “You can’t do shit you little cum stain.”


  “Listen to this kid! Yeah, tell the President we picked on you!” The wolf guard in the north-west corner of the room laughs. “See how that goes. This is Blackstone, Bitch. You better hope you’re not here tonight!” Vulpie breathes fast, hot with anger, but the cute fox boy can’t do anything but sit in his chair at the table. The room goes silent soon afterwards, and the guards seem satisfied.


  Not long after, the door is opened and world government president Vargas steps inside the interrogation room. GBI Director Druward enters as well, in addition to Balien, head of the world government’s cyber anti-terrorism program. Balien takes the seat to Vulpie’s left that Fenrir occupied yesterday and Vargas and Druward sit across the table from Vulpie once again.


  Vulpie can barely look at any of them. He is very upset thanks to the guards who are now all silent. Druward opens a file folder with many papers in it and Vargas notices Vulpie averting his eyes. The blacked furred wolf licks his lips and makes a little smile.


  “So how’s prison life treating you, Vulpie?” Vargas asks, and the orange furred fox looks at him. The President seems amused.


  “I’m not a fan.” Vulpie replies, looking at Druward and Balien. Vargas looks around the room at the guards and knows what went on without even asking a question. Druward smirks, still looking down at his papers and Balien the tiger makes a little grin as well.


  “So we won’t have any problems getting you to cooperate?”


  “No sir!” Vulpie says without hesitation. The cute fox sits up straight in his chair. “Where’s Polar?” Upon hearing his question, the President squints and smiles. He rests his elbows on the table and puts his claws together with entertainment.


  “He went home. You’re obsessed with him aren’t you?” Vargas asks with a wry face.


  “Well, in love.” Vulpie answers with his effeminate voice.


  “Aw…” Druward comments, looking up from his papers for a moment at Vulpie with a ridiculing smile. Vulpie suddenly feels intimidated.


  “Do I get a lawyer?” Vulpie asks, trying to sound serious.


  “There’s no need for one. Druward is finalizing the government contract.” Vargas responds, looking at Vulpie confidently.


  “Oh.” Vulpie responds quietly.


  “Remember, this pardon doesn’t mean you get a free ticket. After you sign your rights to the government, you’ll have the tracking device inserted in your arm and then we’ll introduce you to Black Tail.”


  “Who’s that?” Vulpie asks.


  “Government paid special forces.” Druward answers, finishing writing whatever was keeping him occupied before and looks at Vulpie. “From this day forward, you don’t get to go anywhere without twenty soldiers keeping an eye on you.” The black furred wolf, a little shorter than Vargas, picks up the papers and folders from the table, stands up, and walks around next to Vulpie. He slides one of the chairs so he can sit next to the orange furred fox and pushes a thick piece of paper to him.


  The government form has so much writing on it that it looks more complicated than tax code, and Vulpie tries to read it, lifting his cuffed paws up to the table and sliding it closer.


  “It says you are acquitted of your crimes as long as you fulfill the conditions of your parole.” Druward explains, and pulls a pen from his black trench coat. The coal furred wolf puts the pen down on the contract and waits for Vulpie. The young fox reads the contract quickly, but after glancing at the President, he knows he shouldn’t hesitate.


  Vulpie takes the pen and Druward points at three locations for him to sign. Vulpie complies, making sure to spell his name beautifully with his unique handwriting.


  “I want all of the robots sent to a location I’ll tell you, so we can deactivate them.” Vargas tells Vulpie while the fox signs the form. Vulpie nods. “All of them.” Vargas elaborates.


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie responds and nods again. When Vulpie finishes signing the first part of the contract, Druward retrieves the form and hands the fox another one.


  “This one covers lethal force.” Druward tells Vulpie. “It says that if you choose to flee from Black Tail and the government, you understand that you’ll be signing your own death warrant.”


  “Oh boy!” Vulpie says grimly, making a funny face. The fox reads the form while the President watches. Druward shows him where to sign once again, and Vulpie cooperates. After he finishes with the second form, Druward retrieves it and then hands the fox a third paper.


  “And this form explains that you have the right to pursue your own happiness and so on and so forth, like every citizen of the world government, as long as you fulfill your commitments to the government. Also, it states that you sign this in hopes that you will earn the trust of the world government and become eligible for early release.”


  “If I should deem it possible.” President Vargas adds from across the table.


  “Yes.” Druward continues. “The President still has six years left in his term before elections and should he lose his seat as commander in chief without releasing you, your contract will be renewed with the next President.” Once again Druward shows Vulpie where to sign and the orange furred fox obediently gives his signature.


  “So like, am I going to be under house arrest?” Vulpie asks, looking at Druward.


  “No.” Druward answers. “You can go wherever you want as long as Black Tail is present.” The GBI Director thinks for a moment and then smirks. “And they can monitor your home from outside so you and Polar can spend your quality time together.”


  “Yay!” Vulpie says playfully, and President Vargas shakes his head.


  “What is wrong with him?” Vargas asks with a laugh. Druward takes the last part of the contract from Vulpie and the fellow black furred wolf shakes his head as well, smirking. He puts the papers together and closes the folder.


  “That’s it. Legally you’re set.” Druward tells Vulpie.


  “Now they’re going to transport you back to the GBI headquarters in Sufias City, and I’m leaving.” President Vargas tells Vulpie. “Remember what I told you.” The black furred wolf stresses to the orange furred fox.


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie responds, nodding. The President stands up, and the guard in the north-west corner of the room moves to open the door to the interrogation chamber for him. He leaves the room and Druward looks to Balien.


  “You’ll get your shot with the tracking device at the headquarters.” Druward tells Vulpie. The black furred wolf looks down at the fox in thought. “Just for the record, how did you figure out our scheme to have Polar knock you off?” Vulpie smiles mischievously at the question.


  “One of your GBI agents isn’t an agent…”


  “You mean there is a robot working in my office?” Druward asks in surprise.


  “Chris Rufleg.” Vulpie answers with a proud smile.


  “You’ve got to be kidding…” Druward says in shock. “I saw that kid this morning!”


  “He’s going to miss work when I send all the robots to be shut down.” Vulpie replies cleverly.


  Vulpie is allowed to change back into the clothes from his hiking trip, his pink shirt and khaki shorts, before he leaves Blackstone Prison. He is flown by the GBI back to their headquarters where he is promptly escorted inside by several GBI agents.


  They take the orange furred fox to a medical wing of the building where a staff with advanced equipment is waiting. Vulpie is led to sit down in the medical room where a female fox readies a large wicked looking mechanical needle. Druward supervises, and it takes the help of a large male wolf agent to ram the needle deep enough into Vulpie’s right arm.


  The little fox whimpers in pain as the machine shoots in the tiny tracking device that he can’t feel, but is large enough to have required a very big needle. When the event is done, the vixen medical agent attends to Vulpie’s bleeding arm and bandages him.


  “OW!” Vulpie whimpers with one of his eyes closed and Druward smirks. After the GBI is done putting the tracking device in Vulpie, they lead him to a training room where he is introduced to Black Tail. There are indeed, twenty members of the team, all in perfect shape and trained for combat.


  The leader of the Black Tail team is a strong gray wolf named Shane Rulef who has extensive combat experience. Druward calls Rulef over to Vulpie while the other members of the team watch from a distance, seeing Vulpie for the first time.


  “Shane Rulef.” The black tail squad leader says to Vulpie, introducing himself. The gray furred wolf offers a paw to shake and Vulpie gives him his small right paw. They shake and Rulef makes it clear that he is a serious man.


  “Rulef, the operation is a go.” Druward tells him. “He’s all yours.”


  “Here you are in the flesh.” Rulef says, looking down at Vulpie with a smirk. “We’re going to be friends aren’t we Vulpie?”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds and smiles. A GBI agent comes into the training hall and says something to Druward. The black furred wolf signals for Vulpie and Rulef to follow. Druward takes them back to the entrance of the GBI headquarters where Vulpie sees Polar standing. The fox’s blue eyes light up with excitement.


  Vulpie trots to Polar, disregarding everyone else and hugs the white furred wolf quickly. Polar laughs happily, a little embarrassed, but overjoyed to embrace his beloved fox lover.


  “I assumed your place of residence would be with him.” Druward comments while walking next to them. Correct?”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie says, looking up into Polar’s blue eyes happily. The white furred wolf grins, lovingly.


  “You agree?” Druward asks Polar and the white furred wolf nods without hesitation. “Okay then. Mr. Rulef is the Black Tail Squad leader. He’ll be following you home and this is where they take over.” Druward explains to Polar and Vulpie. Rulef steps forward and offers to shake Polar’s paw. Polar accepts and exchanges a grip of strength with the big wolf. Polar is stronger than Rulef, and Rulef smirks, impressed.


  “Are you guys going to have to set up cameras?” Polar asks Rulef in concern.


  “We don’t need them anywhere but outside your home, but he can’t leave without our supervision.” Rulef answers. Polar nods while relaxing. “You’ll be able to keep your privacy inside, but outside, we’ll be watching.”


  “They’re trained killers. As a last word of warning, cooperate.” Druward tells Polar and Vulpie. “Vulpie…” Druward says and the orange furred fox takes his eyes away from Polar. “You’ll be contacted and assigned where to work tomorrow. Today Black Tail will set up at Mr. Polar’s home.” The GBI Director says and licks his lips. “See you around.” The black furred wolf adds with a serious face.


  Black Tail sets up operations at Polar’s home in less than two hours. Their efficiency is amazing. The group of government trained special agents has moved into the small apartment complex across the street from Polar’s large expensive home, in addition to purchasing another apartment complex down the street. Black Tail has deployed a mobile command base the size of a small house directly outside of Polar’s house in the large neighborhood street. Another is situated not far from Polar’s home in the neighborhood cul-de-sac, and it seems the government has bought one of the homes for sale directly next to Polar’s house.


  By the late afternoon, Black tail has complete audio and video surveillance of the outside of Polar’s home. They are armed with countless ways to detect Vulpie’s tracking device, and thus, can stay in the vicinity at all times without interfering more than necessary. When they are done, Polar and Vulpie awkwardly greet each member of the Black Tail team. The trained mercenaries are intelligent and seem to like both Polar and Vulpie, but it’s obvious what they’ll do to Vulpie if he tries to suddenly disappear. Eighteen of them are wolf men, in addition to two female tigers that look capable of fighting well enough.


  When Black Tail finally gives Polar and Vulpie their space, Polar pokes Vulpie with his wolf claw playfully. “What have you gotten me into?” Polar asks Vulpie with a smirk. Vulpie smiles lovingly and nudges up next to the white furred wolf while they stand in his driveway.


  “I can’t believe this worked!” Vulpie tells Polar happily. “We’re together!”


  “Yeah.” Polar responds with love. He bends down and picks Vulpie up, embracing the cute fox tightly. They steal a few quick kisses and Polar sets the orange furred fox back down on his feet. They walk up Polar’s driveway and to the door to his house slowly. Polar unlocks his home, letting Vulpie walk inside, and follows, shutting the door behind them.


  When they are alone in Polar’s big den, in the same room where they made love for the first time on his leather couch, Polar just stares at Vulpie with a warm gaze.


  “What are you going to do now, Polar?” Vulpie asks, walking into Polar’s den. “Can you go back to work?” The white furred wolf pulls his house keys from his pocket and sets them down on his kitchen table without replying, following Vulpie. Vulpie watches him as the wolf takes off his shoes silently, watching the fox constantly.


  “Yeah, I still have my job at Illehas. I went to see them today.” Polar responds, walking up to Vulpie. He grins, quickly bending down, and picks up the cute orange furred fox, embracing him in his arms. Vulpie squeals happily as Polar laughs with joy. “But none of that matters because I have you!” Polar tells Vulpie excitedly.


  The wolf carries the fox over to his leather couch and sits down, relaxing, holding the fox tight. Vulpie moves a bit, sitting sideways in Polar’s lap while the white furred wolf holds him affectionately in his arms. Vulpie sits up and kisses Polar. The handsome wolf eagerly returns the kiss, using his rough tongue to give Vulpie a passionate reception.


  Vulpie moves in Polar’s arms again, reaching down, and sliding his shoes off, as well as his socks. The little fox turns and faces Polar, sitting down on the white furred wolf’s lap with an extremely delighted face.


  “You don’t know how happy you’ve made me!” Polar tells Vulpie with pure joy. He reaches up and rubs his strong wolf paws on Vulpie’s shoulders, looking into the adorable fox boy’s blue eyes. Vulpie grins convivially and leans forward on Polar, quickly kissing him again. The fox lies down on the wolf and Polar embraces him very tightly.


  “Thank you Mr. Polar…” Vulpie whispers, using his little arms to hug the white furred wolf in return. “You saved my life!”


  “No Vulpie…” Polar whispers emotionally. “You saved mine…” The white furred wolf rocks Vulpie back and forth in his arms, savoring the moment. Eventually Polar lets go of Vulpie and the little fox continues to sit on Polar’s lap. He looks down into Polar’s eyes with a big smile.


  “So…” Vulpie says, and puts his right paw up to his mouth, chewing mischievously on one of his fox fingers with a sexy smile. “You want to get it on?”


  “Let’s wait…” Polar replies while grinning. At first, Vulpie playfully makes a sad face, but then he sees what Polar wants. “Tonight is about us being together. Let’s snuggle and talk. We can fuck like crazy later.” Polar says with a grin.


  “As long as you promise to do me like you did me up in the Canis Mountains!” Vulpie gleefully replies.


  “Oh, Vulpie…” Polar says with his sexy wolf voice. “I can do way better…”


  “Oooohhh! Then prove it right now!” Vulpie laughs with excitement.


  “Just wait… I’ll pound the Vulpie out of you!” Polar says lovingly and Vulpie laughs loudly with his effeminate voice while Polar grins. Vulpie suddenly thinks of something and his lovely blue eyes widen.


  “Hey, did the President really pay you ten million dollars?” Vulpie asks with fascination. Polar nods slowly, making a big smile. “He really did?” Vulpie asks incredulously.


  “Yes.” Polar tells Vulpie with a big grin. He puts his strong wolf paws on the fox’s hips gently.


  “That’s incredible! You’re rich!” Vulpie replies with excitement.


  “You told me you put extra zeroes in my account; did you readjust it before you turned yourself in?” Polar asks the orange furred fox.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie says and smirks.


  “Good.” Polar responds happily.


  “But now you’re still rich!” Vulpie tells the white furred wolf, bouncing up and down on him with glee. Polar laughs, enthralled with Vulpie’s cuteness. “You’re a millionaire Mr. Polar! I got you the ten million after all!”


  “I guess you’re right.” Polar responds, smiling contently.


  “Aren’t you excited?” Vulpie asks with a big grin.


  “Sure I am.” Polar replies while looking into the fox’s eyes happily. He rubs Vulpie’s sides romantically. “But I didn’t need money. I got what I wanted. I got you.” He tells the fox, squeezing him lovingly. Vulpie smiles, showing Polar his sexiest looking face.


  The orange furred fox and white furred wolf spend what’s left of the afternoon inside, and Polar cooks dinner. It is the early evening by the time they eat, and as usual, Vulpie barely eats anything but enjoys the wolf’s cooking immensely. Afterwards, the gay couple passes the time by watching television. With all of the crazy developments they’ve been through, the simple normal activity is very pleasing. They both have their socks off, relaxing together, and Polar thinks of a way to show Vulpie how much he loves him without having sex.


  The white furred wolf gets up from the couch and leaves the den, walking up the steps to the second floor of his big home. Vulpie keeps watching TV, but quickly becomes bored without him.


  Polar returns to the den with a big black blanket in his arms. He bought it a few years ago during a skiing trip, and it has a small logo of the ski lodge in one of the corners. The tall wolf comes back to the couch and spreads it open in his arms while he stands, smiling down at Vulpie.


  The adorable orange furred fox smiles and Polar drops the blanket over the fox’s lap, but it’s so big that it covers the fox’s head too. Vulpie uses his little arms to free himself as Polar sits down on the couch with him.


  “Snuggle time.” Polar says with his warm voice and Vulpie eagerly crawls up to the wolf under the blanket. It hangs over the front of the couch and part of it rests on the floor. Polar leans back on his couch, then sideways, forcing Vulpie to navigate over his big legs. Polar puts his big wolf head on top of the comfortable right arm rest. Vulpie crawls into his arms, lying down on his side as well, partially underneath the blanket.


  Polar pulls the blanket over both of their bodies and smiles while Vulpie moves his little fox face up to his wolf muzzle. The fox kisses him and they share a tender moment before Vulpie turns around and lies on his right side, facing the TV like Polar and rubbing his back up against Polar’s front. Polar wraps his strong furry arms around Vulpie, embracing him underneath the black blanket, and kisses the top of Vulpie’s furry head.


  “Snuggling can be better than sex.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly and the fox giggles in his arms.


  “I don’t know about that!” Vulpie responds with his uniquely clever effeminate voice.


  “Where’s the remote?” Polar asks as they watch TV, desiring to increase the volume. Vulpie moves in Polar’s arms, stretching his left arm down to the floor where he left it. The fox picks up the silver universal remote, and gives it to Polar. The orange furred fox warmly pushes his back against Polar, and the white furred wolf drapes his long left arm over Vulpie and the blanket.


  He uses the remote in his right paw to manipulate the TV and his digital video recorder beyond the den table in front of them, turning the channel. It is shortly after seven PM, and Polar finds out what is playing on channel two. There is a news broadcast running with a silver furred she-wolf named Chelise Swank, hosting the show.


  In the upper right corner of the screen there is a picture of Vulpie’s cute face and a digital title under it, reading: “Hacker Turns Himself In.”


  “Look! I’m on the news!” Vulpie says with excitement.


  “That’s not news.” Polar responds playfully, turning up the volume so they can hear the program. They listen to the female she-wolf as she speaks about today’s development:


  “As we reported yesterday, the world famous hacker, Vulpie, turned himself into authorities and it has been confirmed that he has pleaded guilty to cyber attacks on computers everywhere, and has accepted a contract from President Vargas. Vulpie is now in government custody, and is supposedly living in a house in a suburban district of Sufias City.” There is no mistaking that the news is speaking about Polar’s house but thankfully, they don’t show a picture of it or the neighborhood.


  “Oh no.” Polar says, thinking out loud. “There are probably reporters outside already!” Vulpie grins and looks over his shoulder at Polar.


  “Because Vulpie’s program can only be manipulated by him, he will reportedly be working for the government. However, all reports also confirm that Vulpie.net is irreversible. The government has stated that Vulpie will remain under their supervision indefinitely at this time.” The she-wolf reporter continues.


  “This is so cool!” Vulpie says with excitement.


  “I better take the phone line loose tonight because they’ll be calling the house.” Polar comments, and just as he finishes, the phone rings. Vulpie sits up with a big grin on his cute face.


  “Oh wow! That’s amazing!” Vulpie exclaims, looking down at Polar. The white furred wolf gets up from the couch and walks to his big kitchen divider where the closest remote phone is. The wolf takes it off of the wall charger.


  “Hello?” Polar asks, answering the call.


  “Mr. Polar Arctic?” A female voice asks.


  “Speaking.” Polar answers.


  “This is Stephanie Delight from ABV News, how are you tonight?”


  “It’s been a strange day.” Polar responds, looking over at Vulpie who smiles with excitement.


  “I bet so.” The female caller replies. “May I ask you if Vulpie is indeed staying with you and if he would be interested in an interview tomorrow?”


  “Hold on.” Polar responds, and puts his big paw over the phone.


  “Who is it?” Vulpie asks convivially from the couch.


  “It’s a reporter from ABV news. They want to interview you.” Polar says with a smile.


  “When?”


  “Tomorrow.”


  “I don’t know what the GBI is going to have me do all day.” Vulpie answers. “But tell her I’ll think about it!”


  “He says he’ll think about it.” Polar answers, smiling at Vulpie.


  “And what about you?” The reporter asks.


  “You want to talk to me?” Polar inquires.


  “Oh, very much so!” The reporter energetically says. “The whole world wants to meet the wolf that tamed Vulpie!”


  “I don’t know.” Polar replies with a hesitant laugh. “I need some time to think about it.”


  “That’s fine; can I leave a number with you?” The caller asks.


  “Sure.” Polar answers. She gives him the number and Polar finishes a few more polite words with her before ending the call.


  “You’re gonna be on TV!” Vulpie tells Polar gleefully.


  “I don’t know if I want to.” Polar says, putting the phone back on its charger, looking down at the small piece of paper he wrote the ABV News Number on.


  “Why not?” Vulpie asks from the couch. “You’re handsome, smart, and well dressed. You’re going to be a celebrity now! You can’t help it!” The orange furred fox tells the white furred wolf with enthusiasm.


  “I don’t want to tell the world about what we’ve been through when we’ve only just begun our journey.” Polar replies while walking towards the couch and Vulpie with a passionate smile.


  “I love it when you talk to me like that!” Vulpie replies, looking up at Polar invitingly. “You make my fur stand on end Mr. Polar…” Vulpie breathes, trying his best to turn on the white furred wolf despite Polar’s suggestion that they wait.


  “The media can chew you up and spit you out.” Polar tells Vulpie. “We should get an agent or someone to represent us.”


  “Nah, I’ll talk to the cameras!” Vulpie replies mischievously.


  “I know you will, and so do they.” Polar responds with a smirk. “And they’ll have a field day.”


  “Oh Polar, how could an interview hurt anything after the mischief I’ve caused?” Vulpie asks.


  “I’m just looking out for you.” Polar responds. “And they’re going to ask you constantly about being gay, if you did everything because you were gay, or wanted to make a homosexual statement.”


  “Maybe I did!” Vulpie responds playfully.


  “You can’t tell them that.” Polar tells Vulpie wisely. “It would cast a shadow over gay animals everywhere. And plus, you being a fox, with me, a wolf…” Polar says, using his voice to emphasize the difference in their species. “We should look our best and show the world that it doesn’t matter that we’re gay between species. We fell in love, and that’s all that matters. And… We should be careful not to make the foxes angry.”


  “Oh, forget about the dummy foxes!” Vulpie tells Polar with a laugh. “If they hate me for loving a wolf, they’re just jealous!”


  “Remember that it’s even more taboo than a male wolf and a vixen. We’re gay between species. There’s never been a pair like us on national television.” Polar explains. Vulpie listens and Polar sees that the cute fox understands his concern.


  “Well I’m not going to hide!” Vulpie says proudly. “I don’t hide what I am!”


  “And you shouldn’t, but look; the public knows you as a mischievous cyber terrorist.”


  “Hacker.” Vulpie corrects with a smirk.


  “Whatever.” Polar replies. “Even though it has nothing to do with it, people will make the assumption that you did what you did because you have issues with being gay and possibly wolves.”


  “I don’t have an issue with wolves!” Vulpie says invitingly. Polar smiles, shaking his head, and puts his paws over his wolf muzzle with a patient sigh.


  “I hope you don’t do that during an interview.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “Okay, I’ll save it for you…” Vulpie replies, biting his fox lip. He swishes his tail, looking up at Polar, and grins, still trying to get the white furred wolf to make love to him.


  “You need to learn a little shyness.” Polar tells Vulpie with a smirk.


  “Nuh uh!” Vulpie answers with a cheeky voice. “I’m super gay, remember?”


  “Yeah and I said it would be good if you could learn how to keep it subtle.” Polar responds with a smile.


  “That ruins all the fun!” Vulpie laughs. Polar smirks and the white furred wolf moves next to Vulpie, who stills sits on the couch. Polar reaches out with his right arm and ducks down, quickly pushing Vulpie over his right shoulder playfully. Vulpie yelps in surprise as Polar grabs him with his strong right arm and stands, holding the little five and a half foot tall fox slumped over on his shoulder.


  Being draped over the wolf’s big shoulder, Vulpie looks down at Polar’s bushy tail and sees that he is swishing it in excitement. The cute orange furred fox is turned on by the wolf’s amazing strength.


  “Now you be a good boy!” Polar taunts loudly, and swats Vulpie’s soft ass on his shoulder with his big left paw. Vulpie yelps in excitement at the sensation and laughs.


  “Is this how you treat a bad boy?” Vulpie replies mischievously. “If so, then I don’t want to be good!” Polar sits down on the couch, easily holding up Vulpie’s one hundred and thirty pound weight. Polar licks his wolf lips and opens his handsome toothy muzzle, putting his mouth sideways on the backside of Vulpie’s shorts. The white furred wolf bites Vulpie’s butt flirtatiously.


  Vulpie is surprised again, and kicks his little legs happily, powerless under Polar’s big right arm.


  “Ow!” Vulpie says with a laugh, but is more entertained that in pain. “You bit me!”


  “No I didn’t.” Polar responds with a mirthful voice.


  “You did!” Vulpie says, and suddenly Polar opens his mouth and bites Vulpie’s butt again, this time, sinking his sharp teeth in just enough to make Vulpie’s orange fur stand on end in excitement and pain. The white furred wolf leans forward and drops Vulpie off of his shoulder, and the lean fox plops down on the couch with a happy whimper. Vulpie reaches down and rubs his rear end, wincing a little with a smirk.


  Polar grins, the white furred wolf showing the adorable fox his big teeth merrily.


  “No fair! Don’t tease me!” Vulpie says, pouting with a very cute face. Polar sits down on the couch with Vulpie and the fox moves up to him. Polar pulls the black blanket over both of their bodies with a warm smile.


  Polar and Vulpie go to bed about an hour before midnight. They freshen up in Polar’s bathroom that is next door to his bedroom, and strip down to their boxers. The white furred wolf and orange furred fox crawl onto Polar’s big bed with smirks, knowing that it will be difficult not to have sex. Polar dangles the possibility over Vulpie mischievously, but Vulpie knows he won’t make love to him tonight. Tonight, Polar only wants to sleep in his bed with Vulpie in his arms.


  Vulpie crawls under the black comforter and white covers of Polar’s bed, snagging a pillow to sleep on, as the white furred wolf does the same. They get comfortable, both of them lying on their sides, and Vulpie snuggles up to Polar with a smile.


  “I like your bed.” Vulpie tells Polar cleverly, rubbing his fox muzzle up against Polar’s. “Good memories.”


  “You belong in my bed.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly. The white furred wolf pulls the covers over both of them. “I’ll sleep well with you in my arms.” Polar tells Vulpie, stroking the fox’s adorable face with one on his clawed fingers. He embraces the orange furred fox and Vulpie hums happily.


  The lights turn off automatically, as Polar left them on a minute timer, and the two are in the dark together. Vulpie turns in Polar’s arms, putting his back against the white furred wolf’s front, and Polar uses his big arms to gently squeeze the fox affectionately.


  “I love you Polar.” Vulpie tells the wolf in the dark. Polar is delighted.


  “I love you too.” Polar responds, and squeezes Vulpie again, sighing contently. “I’m complete with you.”


  The next morning Polar wakes up before Vulpie, which is unusual. Every time they’ve shared a bed the fox has always been up first, but for a change, the white furred wolf comes out of sleep before he does.


  Polar yawns silently, stretching the muscles in his big wolf jaw. He is warm, Vulpie having slept against him all night and the big wolf notices that he has a pronounced morning erection. His penis is pressing out against Vulpie through his boxers, and the wolf reaches down inside them, lifting his half erect cock up so it won’t poke the orange furred fox.


  Polar lifts himself up on his left elbow, looking down at Vulpie, who is still dreaming. Polar hasn’t seen the fox boy sleep before, and he watches him rest with entertainment. Vulpie sleeps with his arms daintily held together, curled up adorably with his bushy tail between his legs.


  Polar suddenly feels very protective of him. The white furred wolf is hit with the realization that he is Vulpie’s only family as well as his lover. He thinks of how lonely the fox boy must have been on his own. Polar feels much younger as he stares at the beautiful creature. Before meeting him the white furred wolf had been in a long depression after breaking up with his previous longtime partner, Donner.


  The white furred wolf sneers when he thinks about Donner. It was hard for Polar to end the relationship, and he doubted himself, but now he can look back on the decision with confidence. He stares at his beloved Vulpie and Polar knows it was meant to be.


  He slowly gets out of bed so as not to disturb Vulpie, and the white furred wolf walks to his bathroom. Polar remembers vividly how Donner always complained about everything, especially how hard it was to be gay. Polar couldn’t stand it. The white furred wolf never scolded Donner for being upset about the difficulties of a homosexual lifestyle, but he began to despise his constant frustration.


  Donner became angrier and angrier over time and Polar couldn’t understand why the wolf couldn’t just be happy. Donner was almost as big as Polar and Polar enjoyed him very much in the early years of their relationship, but eventually the white furred wolf knew he had to cut him off. Donner was never going to stop being angry and when Polar even mentioned that he might not want to be with him, the wolf did not handle rejection well.


  The white furred wolf and the gray furred wolf suffered a bad fight when their relationship was finally terminated by Polar. Donner became infuriated and angrily told Polar that no one would want to be with him. Polar recalls the entire argument as he walks into his expensive bathroom and looks in the mirror.


  As is the case with any break up, Polar went through a period of consternation and feared he would be alone. Since Polar has never been a gay wolf to have promiscuous sex, he was alone for three months until the wonderful evening when he met Vulpie. Polar looks into his bedroom at Vulpie, who is still sleeping, and smiles happily.


  Vulpie gave Polar everything he craved and the white furred wolf fell in love with the orange furred fox boy almost instantly. The sex was mind-blowing, and the fox was so carefree and fun, that Polar knew he wanted Vulpie to be his mate. Vulpie rejuvenated Polar’s sex life, but he also was exactly what the wolf wanted in a permanent partner.


  Polar leans on the doorway in his bathroom while still looking at Vulpie, thinking. The cute fox makes him feel so fantastic that when Polar considers not being with Vulpie, the idea is horrifying. The white furred wolf desires the orange furred fox in every sense. The incredible journey they have shared thus far has strengthened their relationship and Vulpie is an amazing boy.


  The adorable fox has unbelievable talent, having written his own artificial intelligence to take over the entire world, and Polar wonders just how smart Vulpie must be to pull such a thing off. The white furred wolf glances, noticing his alarm clock on the night stand next to his bed. It reads that the time is eight o three a.m. in digital blue letters.


  Polar shuts the door to the bathroom and freshens up for a few minutes. When he comes out, having trimmed his white facial fur a bit, Vulpie is still in the bed. Vulpie is sleeping on his right side, having wrapped himself in the covers. Polar smiles and walks over to the bed. He bends over, putting his left paw down on the bed and uses the other to touch Vulpie, who has curled himself up in the sheets and black bed spread.


  “Vulpie…” Polar says quietly, and gently rubs him through the covers. The sleeping orange furred fox doesn’t awaken, and Polar pushes on his back, nudging him. After two pushes, Vulpie opens his eyes and looks around quickly. Suddenly the cute fox is alert, but slowly realizes he is coming out of a dream, and looks up at Polar. “Good morning.” Polar says, rubbing Vulpie through the covers, cosseting the fox with his paw.


  “Mmnuh.” Vulpie replies, smiling. He rolls over and puts his face down into the bed, pulling the covers tighter around himself.


  “It’s after eight.” Polar tells his fox lover. “What time do they want you to go to work?”


  “Not now.” Vulpie replies quietly.


  “Come on, get up. You can’t be late for your first day with the government!” Polar stresses. Vulpie groans and twists and turns in the bed, pulling all of the big covers around his little body. He rolls onto his back, smiling up at Polar. Only his orange furred head is visible and he looks adorable, as if wrapped up in a package.


  Polar smiles back and crawls onto the bed, moving on top of Vulpie. The orange furred fox lets out a breath playfully as the white furred wolf puts his weight on him mischievously. Polar makes use of the opportunity and moves his wolf muzzle down to Vulpie’s face. He kisses him warmly and Vulpie opens his mouth, gladly accepting the affection. The little fox moans a little and so does Polar. When they finish, Polar licks his lips.


  “I’ve got a surprise planned for you.” Polar tells Vulpie with a smirk.


  “A surprise? For me?” Vulpie replies with interest. “What is it?”


  “You have to get up and go to work. Then I’ll tell you more tonight.” Polar taunts.


  “Aw! Tell me now!”


  “I’m still working it out and you’re still in bed!” Polar says with a laugh, and crawls off of the fox and the bed, standing up, and looking down at him. “Rise and shine.”


  “Okay! Okay…” Vulpie replies, smiling. The cute fox wriggles out of the layers of bed covers and exposes the rest of his soft lean body, wearing only his boxers just like Polar. The white furred wolf watches with interest and Vulpie stretches, standing up and grinning at him. “I don’t see you dressed yet.” Vulpie tells Polar cleverly.


  “I’m not even sure what I’m going to do today.” Polar responds. “I guess I’ll go back to my job.”


  “The prez gave you ten million!” Vulpie replies, walking away from the bed and into the bathroom. “Why waste your time with that?”


  “If I didn’t, what would I do with myself all day?” Polar asks, thinking out loud.


  “Set up some interviews with the press?” Vulpie suggests, and the cute fox closes himself in the bathroom. Polar thinks about his comment. It’s a good idea. The white furred wolf ponders it while he puts on a pair of expensive white slacks, dressing in a blue polo shirt as well.


  Polar looks very handsome as always, and as he leaves his bedroom, going out into the hall and walking down the steps to the den, the wolf hears a muffled commotion outside. He walks into his kitchen, past the divider between his den, and peers out of the small window overlooking his lawn.


  “They’re already here…” Polar thinks out loud, seeing a large crowd of reporters on his property line, blocked by several members of the Black Tail team. “Damn.” The wolf walks to his front door, unlocks it and slowly opens it. The sun is shining and the air is a little chilly. The reporters in the distance see him and quickly begin calling for the wolf to come over and speak to them. Luckily Rulef is outside his front door, waiting, with five other Black Tail squad wolves. Rulef looks to Polar and the white furred wolf shuts his door slowly behind him.


  “Oh good, we were just about to knock.” Rulef says to Polar.


  “When did they all get here?” Polar asks, looking at the mob of reporters.


  “They started creeping in late last night and early this morning.” Rulef answers. “They want to talk to Vulpie but he can’t this morning. We’ve received our orders from the GBI and they want him brought to Aose Technologies in the hour. It’s a half hour drive from here.” The Black Tail leader informs the white furred wolf. Polar nods.


  “I’ll let him know.” Polar answers.


  “Do you want a squad member or two as an escort for yourself?” Rulef offers. “The press can be a huge pain in the ass if you’re alone.”


  “Sure, thanks.” Polar replies.


  “We’ll leave a few team members to guard your home at all times.” Rulef states.


  “I’ll go get Vulpie. He might be taking a shower.” Polar tells Rulef and the black tail leader nods. Polar notices two of the squad members looking at him with amusement and Polar shoots both of them a competitive glare before opening his door and going back inside his home. When he shuts the door, he heads back upstairs to the bedroom.


  Polar walks to the bathroom door in his bedroom and can hear the sound of running water coming from inside. The wolf opens the door, coming inside with a smile. Vulpie is showering and steam from the hot water has fogged up the expensive glass shower stall. Polar can see Vulpie’s orange colored fur behind the foggy glass, but only a distorted image, and he walks over and puts his right paw on the handle mischievously.


  Polar slides open the shower stall a bit, and Vulpie, standing wet and naked, looks to his side in surprise. The cute orange furred fox laughs when he sees Polar who looks in on him humorously. The white furred wolf raises his eyebrows, seeing Vulpie’s wet naked body, and grins. The wolf cocks his head sideways, cleverly getting a look at the fox boy’s adorable butt and tail. His eyes widen as he glances down at Vulpie’s cute small penis.


  “You have to be ready to go in at least thirty minutes.” Polar tells Vulpie, smiling while he watches the nude fox wash himself.


  “Oh, thanks!” Vulpie responds with a grin. “Are you just gonna stand there, or join me?” The fox boy asks invitingly. Polar’s first reaction is to not undress again, but Vulpie’s beautiful grin changes his mind. The white furred wolf unbuttons his polo shirt and removes it while Vulpie washes, looking sideways cleverly. Polar undoes his slacks and slides them down and off. He slides off his boxers as well, exposing all of his naked muscular body, and slips off his socks.


  When the white furred wolf is naked, he slides the shower stall open and steps inside, closing it behind him. The warm shower water splashes down on the fox and the wolf, and Vulpie moves against Polar, and the wolf embraces him lovingly. The soaking wet wolf and fox use their paws to grope each other’s body, Vulpie sliding his little black tipped paws on Polar’s muscular chest, and Polar squeezing Vulpie’s soft lean hips and round butt. Vulpie stands up a little and Polar moves his big wolf muzzle down, and they greet lips.


  They kiss passionately, and Vulpie aggressively shows affection. Polar is pleased at his enthusiasm and is surprised as well. He thanks him by moving his paws up and gently cupping them on Vulpie’s little shoulders. Polar rubs Vulpie’s shoulders with his powerful paws while he kisses the fox, and they look into each other’s blue eyes. When they end the kiss, Vulpie laughs.


  “Reporters are outside.” Polar tells Vulpie with a smirk.


  “I bet they’d like to see this!” Vulpie replies gleefully. Polar thrusts his crotch up against Vulpie’s front and the fox giggles. “You’re getting me horny! Do we have time?”


  “You’re always horny.” Polar responds playfully.


  “True.” Vulpie replies with a sexy grin.


  Twenty minutes pass before Polar and Vulpie come out of the house. Rulef’s yellow eyes widen as he sees Vulpie with the intensity of a predator. The reporters, still held at bay on the edge of Polar’s property, yell loudly when they see Vulpie, dressed in a yellow t-shirt that snuggly holds to his lean body. The shirt shows off his little physique but he also wears the blue jacket he bought when in the Canis Mountains with Polar. Vulpie wears khaki pants and comfortable little sneakers, and Polar has dressed in the same white slacks and blue polo shirt he wore earlier.


  Rulef wastes no time. The tall older wolf, with silver furs showing his age, walks in front of Vulpie and Polar. He’s wearing bulletproof body armor and is armed with two guns.


  “Let’s go.” Rulef tells Vulpie shortly. “And don’t talk to them.” He says, waving an arm at the rabid press. “We don’t have time for that.”


  “Okay.” Vulpie responds, and looks around at the other Black Tail squad members. Seven gray wolf soldiers of the secret service organization walk to Vulpie as he steps away from Polar. Vulpie looks back at Polar one last time before going with them and Polar watches. He feels that Vulpie will cooperate but hopes the cute fox doesn’t decide to play games, because Black Tail doesn’t look like a fun organization.


  Vulpie puts up his little fox paws at the behest of one of the guards, and the heavily armed soldier wraps white plastic paw cuffs around Vulpie’s wrists, tying his little paws together. Vulpie likes the plastic straps instead of steel paw cuffs, still remembering how painful they were in his very brief stay at Blackstone Prison.


  The Black Tail squad members surround Vulpie and follow the lead of Rulef, who lifts up a communicator on his vest and sends out a radio order to the rest of the team. Rulef walks down Polar’s driveway towards the press and the rest of Black Tail follows, a guard behind Vulpie pushing him.


  The orange furred fox walks in the midst of the guards that completely surround him, and they move through the mob of reporters that try feverishly to get a picture or any other media clip of Vulpie. The reporters are mostly wolves, but the second largest majority is foxes and cats.


  Vulpie sees a few of them and can hear their calls to stop and talk to them, but Black Tail keeps all of the reporters away, in addition to a small police force that Vulpie just noticed is present. Black Tail walks Vulpie across the street to a group of large black SUVs, much like the kind Vulpie stole and used in the Canis Mountains. They direct him, however, to a long black car.


  One of the armored wolves opens the left door of the armored car, and gestures for Vulpie to get in. He cooperates, and four of the Black Tail soldiers come inside the car with him. Vulpie stands in a crouch, not knowing where to sit, and one of the wolf soldiers sits down in the back right of the car. He gestures for Vulpie to sit to his left, and he does. Vulpie grunts when another big gray wolf member of the team takes a seat to his left side, squeezing him in the middle of the seat.


  The other two soldiers take seats on the other side of the limousine, looking over at Vulpie, and lastly, Rulef comes inside the car, bangs on the roof with his big claw as a signal to the driver, and shuts the door and locks it. The wolf pulls a cigarette pack out of his armor and retrieves one, sitting down between the other two soldiers at the front of the limousine. The seats are angled so he and the others in the front can stare directly at Vulpie during the ride.


  Vulpie swallows, looking around the car as its engine comes on, and the driver quickly moves it onto the street in a line with the other Black Tail vehicles. The convoy of vehicles drives out of Polar’s neighborhood, and Rulef lights his cigarette, taking a puff on it, before shutting his lighter with a snap, and speaking to Vulpie.


  “So. I’m not sure how much Druward told you about us Vulpie, but Black Tail is a very special organization.” He says, smoking his cigarette inside the car, and none of the other squad members complain. Rulef stares at Vulpie with a very serious expression. “Every member of Black Tail has killed a man. They’re recruited from the military, police force, and private contractors. Each soldier is very good at what he does and what we do now is guard you. We’re going to be very close to you every day of your life.” Rulef continues at Vulpie listens silently.


  “And as long as you understand and follow our orders, there will be no problem.” Rulef explains, and licks his wolf lips. “But if we ever lose sight of you. If you try anything cute or remotely treacherous, we have orders to kill. We don’t have to wait for permission. We’ll shoot you instantly.”


  Vulpie looks around nervously, seeing the other squad members staring at him. The adorable orange fox looks comically weak among the big soldier wolves.


  “I got ya.” Vulpie responds.


  “Good, because it’s our job to make sure the President’s investment does what he’s told.” Rulef replies. “Don’t fuck with us.”


  “I won’t.” Vulpie says, glancing at the other soldiers that look at him with cool expressions. Vulpie grows quiet and the convoy drives on. The Black Tail escort moves on through the cold streets of Sufias city, easily getting the right of way as they go. None of the soldiers say anything and Vulpie puts his paw up and chews on one of his fox claws timidly. Rulef watches and smirks in amusement.


  “The usual animals we guard are high level bankers or convicted drug dealers that testified in court.” Rulef comments. “Now it’s a kid.”


  “I’m nineteen.” Vulpie replies.


  “Right, you’re a kid.” Rulef responds and chuckles. He takes another puff on his cigarette. “So you’re supposed to be some kind of real slick hacker…”


  “That’s right, I’m a hacker.” Vulpie answers proudly. “The dummies kept calling me a cyber terrorist.”


  “How did you do it? How were you able to hack into the robots and computers everywhere?” Rulef inquires.


  “Well, it’s technical.” Vulpie says and looks around the group of killer soldiers with a smirk.


  “My daughter is majoring in computers at college.” The wolf guard sitting to Vulpie’s left says, and Vulpie turns his head, looking at the big man. “She’s going to become an internet security technician. She said you probably used proxy servers or something like that.” The man comments while looking down at the fox. Vulpie is amused at the suggestion and leans his head back on the seat in pride.


  “Um, no. That’s what most hackers do though.” Vulpie answers with his effeminate voice.


  “Really.” The guard responds. “She said they couldn’t track your IP address and that’s how you were able to hack everything for so long.”


  “I didn’t have to do the cracking myself, the day of, well, the Vulpie.net takeover.” Vulpie replies with a smile. “I wrote Vulpie.net to do it for me. It’s an artificial intelligence and it doesn’t have to waste time typing on a keyboard. I didn’t spend months hacking. I just sent my program out and boom, it was done!” Vulpie explains, taking pleasure in his accomplishment.


  “Wow, it’s sad how lax government security must be if someone like him can crash it that easily.”


  “Someone like me?” Vulpie asks the guard to his left with a grin. “I’m not your average hacker. I’m Evil Vulpie!” Vulpie tells him mischievously. “I hacked into the GBI, the SAF, the VAS and the GAN by myself! Nobody can do what I do.” Vulpie reminds him, looking very self-satisfied.


  “Oh is that who you are?” The guard asks, not looking impressed.


  “I can’t believe you actually turned yourself in.” Rulef tells Vulpie. The orange furred fox shrugs his shoulders in response. “You’re incredibly lucky not to be in federal pound you in the ass prison right now.” The Blacktail squad leader says, and then grins, amusing every wolf guard in the vehicle. They look at Vulpie for a reaction. “But maybe that wouldn’t have bothered you either?”


  “Oh, Ha Ha!” Vulpie replies, and rolls his eyes. “Oh, I see what you did there…” The cute fox says. “Yeah I like men, but that doesn’t mean any swinging tool will do…”


  “Don’t get upset.” The wolf sitting left of Vulpie says, smirking.


  “I’m not upset.” Vulpie responds and licks his sharp fox teeth with his tongue.


  “I didn’t expect this president would have gone as easy as he did on you.” Rulef tells Vulpie. “But he is the Folf.”


  “I like Vargas. He’s a fair man.” Vulpie responds. “I voted for him.”


  “You vote?” The wolf guard to Vulpie’s right asks. He is a younger male, but still enormous.


  “Of course I voted!” Vulpie laughs.


  “Yeah Vargas supported gay marriage. I never thought he would win but thanks to the AFR…” Rulef says to Vulpie. “It’s still illegal in every state but one. How about it? Are you going to marry Polar?”


  “Wow you want to get involved with my personal life don’t you?” Vulpie asks Rulef, sounding a little irritated.


  “Why not? We’re going to have to watch you every day, maybe for years.” Rulef replies.


  “I dunno. If I was going to marry someone it would be him.” Vulpie thinks out loud. He moves in the backseat, a little uncomfortable and surprised at how brazen the Blacktail Squad is. “Where are we going?” Vulpie asks.


  “Aose Technologies.” Rulef replies and checks his watch. “And it looks like we’ll get there on time.”


  “Am I going to work for them every day?” Vulpie asks.


  “I don’t know. That’s for the GBI to decide.” Rulef replies.


  Government Service


  Blacktail drives Vulpie to Aose Technologies ahead of schedule, and when the convoy arrives on the premises of the military industrial complex, Vulpie looks out of the windows in awe. The Blacktail squad drives for about a mile on what appears to be a giant runway and test area designed for aircraft.


  The Aose Tech Corporation’s building is square and rectangular, with hundreds of cars parked in the different sections of the sprawling complex. Vulpie’s blue fox eyes peer out through the windows and sees through the windows into several offices where workers are about their business.


  “Wow.” Vulpie says. The convoy drives to one of the buildings and a huge tall towering facility to their right outside of the car, catches Vulpie’s attention. He wonders what it was made for. The car stops and Blacktail wastes no time in getting out, securing Vulpie. Rulef uses a pocket knife to cut the plastic paw cuffs from Vulpie’s wrists. Blacktail is greeted by Aose Tech executives and they look at Vulpie.


  “There he is.” One of the executives, a tall gray wolf, says. “The others are waiting inside. Let’s get this show on the road.”


  “Wherever he goes, we go.” Rulef informs the man and the executive nods. Vulpie is led to follow the man, along with a contingent of others. They enter the building and make their way to a futuristic looking elevator that takes them to the seventh floor.


  On the seventh floor, Vulpie is led to a conference room where at a large table, there are important looking animals waiting. There are big glass windows that give everyone a view of the air landing zone and the buildings in the distance. The executives aim Vulpie inside the room and Vulpie notices GBI Director Druward is waiting at the table as well.


  “Take a seat, Vulpie.” Druward tells the orange furred fox, while leaning back in his chair. Vulpie nods and complies, looking around the room while the animals take their seats. Most of the animals present are wolves, either male or female, but there are a few foxes as well, as they generally do well in business by sticking together. The Blacktail squad secures the room and Druward begins the conversation.


  “Everyone, this is Vulpie.” Druward says, gesturing towards the orange furred fox that sits in his seat with his paws in his lap. “Vulpie, you’re going to meet the directors of some of the most powerful companies in the world.” The black furred wolf adds, and points to an elderly gray wolf that is old enough to have silver tips on the end of his furs. “This is Mr. Downsen. He is the CEO of Delanson Corporation. I believe you know about it?”


  “Right, Mr. Big Tooth!” Vulpie says and smiles at the CEO. “You guys made him.”


  “Yes, we made model number 541, the anti-tank and aircraft robotic soldier.” Downsen responds. “And I’m interested in seeing what else you can program robots to do.” Druward gestures to a brown furred wolf with piercing yellow eyes, wearing a very expensive suit, even in comparison to the other executive.


  “And this is Mr. Folith.” Druward continues, gesturing to him.


  “I’m CEO of Aose Tech.” Folith tells Vulpie, looking at the orange furred fox while thinking something. To his right is a red furred female fox, a vixen, and she is very pretty. She is dressed in female business attire, with two small golden earrings.


  “And this is Vicky Buxton, and Association of Fox’s Rights rep that wanted to meet with you.” Druward says, introducing the female fox from across the table.


  “Why is the AFR here?” Vulpie asks and makes a puzzled face. He looks to Vicky. “I thought you people just did publicity and stuff.”


  “We handle much more than that, Vulpie, honey.” Vicky Buxton tells the gay orange furred fox with a motherly voice. “I think we got off on the wrong foot with Fenrir.”


  “Oh.” Vulpie says and can’t help but smile a little. “I’m sorry I bit him.”


  “Moving on…” Druward says and introduces the rest of the executives present, who are not as important. Eventually Druward yields the floor and waits, seeing what will unfold between Vulpie and the companies.


  “So what can you do with robotics, Vulpie?” Folith inquires, looking over the beautiful wooden conference table at the cute fox.


  “What do you want?” Vulpie asks, making sure to sound receptive.


  “Well… What about medical uses? Could you program machines to work in hospitals and assist doctors instead of having to rely upon tired medical intern students?”


  “Sure.” Vulpie answers without hesitation. Everyone at the table except Druward is surprised.


  “You’re that confident?” Folith asks, the brown furred wolf raising an eyebrow.


  “Yup.” Vulpie replies. The little five and a half foot fox nods while staring at Folith. “No problem.”


  “How would you make sure the robots didn’t accidently kill someone? How would you ensure they used logic that is fundamental to the medical code?”


  “I’d tell my Vulpie.net to use the medical records it has as a guideline.” Vulpie answers.


  “What kind of records?” Folith inquires.


  “Well, Vulpie.net has copied everything that was stored electronically worldwide. It has all of the medical cases and stuff it would need.”


  “But how will you program the AI in the machines to ensure your code doesn’t make a mistake?”


  “It doesn’t make mistakes.” Vulpie answers. The CEO of Delanson Corporation makes a distrustful face at Vulpie’s statement. “If I can use my Vulpie.net to make Mr. Downsen’s robot sing and dance, I could get Vulpie.net to do surgery.” The CEO of Aose Technologies listens and upon seeing how confident Vulpie is, he leans back in his chair, looking interested.


  “What about friend versus foe discrimination?” Downsen inquires, the older wolf looking at Vulpie while squinting. “Our machines are used in combat, as you know, and the biggest problem with using war machines is that it can be impossible to identify targets from non-targets among living animals. Can your program do that?”


  “It’s already done that!” Vulpie says, and appears very proud. “I used Vulpie.net to have the robots guard me, and they knew the difference between cops and normal citizens.”


  “How?” Downsen inquires. “We’ve programmed robots to do simple things such as serve and repair, but when it comes to logical determinations of that magnitude, how can your program do that?”


  “Because Vulpie.net is an artificial intelligence, not just a program. I don’t even like to think of it as a program.” Vulpie responds, smiling. “It took me years to create it, but I can promise that it is the smartest entity that exists because it knows everything ever recorded on a computer.”


  “You mean… Vulpie.net is self-aware?” Folith asks with amazement. “You actually created a self-aware AI?”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie answers.


  “That’s never been done before. All artificial intelligences generally use if then statements to make their decisions.”


  “I know.” Vulpie says adorably.


  “Then can you talk to it?” Vicky Buxton asks with wide eyes.


  “Yeah, huh!” Vulpie answers with a smile. “Well, it only likes to talk to me though.”


  “Wait…” Druward says, and raises his paw. The black furred wolf looks to Vulpie with an intense face. “Are you telling us, Vulpie, that this program that is in control of every computer system in the universe can do whatever it wants?”


  “No, it has to ask me first.” Vulpie answers.


  “What if it decides that it doesn’t need you anymore?” Druward suggests.


  “What?” Vulpie responds with a laugh. “That’s just silly. It’s mine. It can think on its own to a point. I’m the user.”


  “So all you can make for us is alterations in the code that allows Vulpie.net, not us, to create new products?” Folith asks. Vulpie thinks about it.


  “Well… Yes.” Vulpie answers quietly. “It’s like I told Mr. Druward and the President; I didn’t design Vulpie.net to ever stop. Now that it’s taken over, there’s no removing it. I can’t turn it off.”


  “Why not?” Folith asks.


  “Well, I could turn it off… But then every computer would be dead. The only thing running all of them is my Vulpie.net and its copies of the programs you used to have.” Vulpie explains.


  “Is that true?” Vicky asks, looking over to Druward. The head of the GBI nods. The black furred wolf notices that the AFR vixen seems to be interested in Vulpie’s achievements. He considers that the association of fox right’s will quickly move to praise the fox boy for what he created in the media, even though it is so illegal. Foxes have a strangle hold on every single news network. They influence all media coverage, in addition to controlling most financial companies.


  “So what happens if you aren’t around anymore?” Druward asks Vulpie while raising an eyebrow. “What would happen if you died early?” His suggestion makes Vulpie think for a bit. The cute fox sits still, looking out of one of the big windows with a blinded look on his face.


  “Umm…” Vulpie says in thought. “I don’t know.” He clears his throat. “I didn’t ever think about that.”


  “Then I have a suggestion.” Druward comments. “While you work with these companies, you’ll also work for the GBI to write a new program that can remove power from Vulpie.net and give it to the government.”


  “I told you I can’t do that.” Vulpie responds.


  “Why not? You wrote the damn thing. Write another one to beat it.” Druward challenges, looking at Vulpie intensely. Vulpie puts his little right paw up to his mouth and chews on one of his fox claws silently, looking down at the table in worry.


  “But it took me years to make Vulpie.net.” Vulpie says, looking up at Druward. “I don’t know if I can make a better one. It’s already perfect and it can defend itself.”


  “Defend itself?” Druward asks.


  “Yeah. It will instantly attack any computer software it comes into contact with and change it.”


  “But you know how it thinks. You know its weaknesses.” Druward comments.


  “Yeah. I guess I could, but I would have to use a computer that has never been exposed to Vulpie.net, because it would be useless otherwise.” Vulpie replies, looking at Druward.


  “Then we’ll give you that.” Druward says with finality.


  “Mr. Druward, if I wrote a program and it… Fought with… Vulpie.net, the computers would get all messed up in the process.” Vulpie tells him. “Even if my new one won, it might destroy computers everywhere anyway.”


  “Well we’re going to try aren’t we?” Druward responds and Vulpie can see the black furred wolf will not be argued with.


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie says obediently and then looks down at the table with wide eyes. The orange furred fox thinks to himself, knowing that such a plan would be impossible, but he won’t say another dissenting word.


  “Then, we’d like to bring Vulpie onto our payroll.” Folith tells GBI Director Druward. “Are we good?”


  “The President says so.” Druward responds. Folith looks at Vulpie.


  “We’ll hire you as a consultant and negotiate a fair pay rate. Does that sound fair?” He asks the fox.


  “Oh, fine.” Vulpie replies and nods.


  The meeting continues for over an hour and a half and after the group takes a bathroom break, they return to the room for another round of questions. Eventually Vulpie has the chance to speak with everyone interested in hiring him, before Vicky Buxton has her chance to converse with him.


  Not all of the executives are present, some of them having left, but Druward, Folith, Downsen and most of the important ones remain, listening. The association of fox’s rights representative walks over to Vulpie’s side of the table and takes a chair next to Vulpie, smiling.


  “Vulpie, would you like us to find you an agent?” Vicky Buxton offers.


  “An agent? You mean like for the press?”


  “Yes.” Vicky answers cleverly.


  “Sure.” Vulpie says and smiles. “I didn’t mean to embarrass foxes when I was out doing mischief. You guys want to make foxes look good, right?”


  “We always make sure to take care of our own.” Vicky tells Vulpie with a quiet voice. “You’re a fox, one of us, and we know what it’s like to go up against wolves and the others. If you work with us, we can make you look fantastic!”


  “Really? Cool!” Vulpie says happily.


  “Yes!” Vicky responds, the vixen smiling as well. She reaches into her purse and finds one of her business cards. She hands it to Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy looks at it. The card is expensive and has her contact information. “That’s me. Would you mind if I became your rep?”


  “No, you seem pretty nice.” Vulpie answers, putting her card in his pocket. Vicky puts her left fox paw down on Vulpie’s in a friendly manner.


  “We’re your friends and we apologize for Fenrir. Sometimes he gets a little over zealous.” Vicky tells Vulpie, the red fox female using a clever voice.


  “What about me being gay?” Vulpie asks quietly. “Is that a problem?”


  “Heavens no! Some of the most talented animals are gay!” Vicky responds.


  “Fenrir said I embarrassed foxes everywhere.” Vulpie tells her with a smirk.


  “Forget about that.” Vicky tells Vulpie. “What’s important now is making sure foxes look good in the media. You’re not the bad guy here. You’re a genius that created a program the world will use for years to come!”


  “Oh, I like the sound of that!” Vulpie tells her with a grin.


  “Yes, so I’ll contact you, and we’ll set up interviews with the big news networks.” Vicky offers.


  “So the AFR owns all of the news?” Vulpie asks with a grin. “I figured.”


  “We don’t own them; there are just many talented foxes that run the show.” Vicky responds with a big smile.


  After Vulpie left Polar’s home, the white furred wolf decided to go back to work at Illehas, but has been intercepted by mobs of reporters along the way. He’s glad he accepted a few of the Blacktail members as escorts, because they helped him to get to the building without having to make a statement.


  Polar rides the elevator up to the floor of Illehas where he works, and walks in, dressed in business attire. His fellow co-workers are amazed to see him, and he doesn’t make a big entrance. Many of them meet him on the way to his office and welcome him back. One of Polar’s bosses, the gray wolf Justin Gerald, approaches him after he makes it inside his office.


  His boss talks to him without the usual authoritative air because he isn’t sure what Polar is going to do.


  “Polar, good to see you man!” Gerald tells the white furred wolf and Polar nods, walking over to him. “What are you going to do? Are you coming back to work?”


  “I guess.” Polar responds in thought. “I told Vulpie I had nothing better to do.”


  “So Vulpie IS living with you?” Gerald asks with wide eyes and laughs. “Oh my God I can’t believe this. The GBI was in here. Have you talked to the CEO yet?”


  “Yeah.” Polar answers.


  “What did he say?”


  “Well, the GBI made sure I can come back to work here and Mandrake didn’t seem to mind.”


  “That’s great.” Gerald responds.


  “But… I don’t need the money.” Polar admits.


  “Why not?” Gerald inquires.


  “Well, the President paid me for getting Vulpie to turn himself in.”


  “How much?” Gerald asks.


  “I’m set for life if I don’t blow it all.” Polar responds.


  “Are you kidding?” Gerald inquires with wide eyes.


  “No.” Polar answers. “So… I guess I’ll just see what happens, if you guys still want me on.”


  “Sure, if Mandrake says it’s fine, no problem here. I don’t know who I would depend on to get anything done if it wasn’t for you.” Gerald thinks out loud. “It’s been hell dealing with your subordinates while you were gone.”


  “I bet.” Polar replies with a smile.


  Polar is the talk of the Illehas office and hardly has any time to get work done. As soon as he meets up briefly with Mark, James, Scott and Brock, the white furred wolf gets a visit from Mandrake Felpin, the company CEO. Polar suggested that his friends could have lunch with him so they could discuss what happened during his absence and by the time Mandrake is done questioning and philosophizing life with Polar, as if he and Polar were old friends, its noon.


  Polar walks out of his office and shuts the door, seeing Mark, James, Scott and Brock getting ready to leave for lunch. He meets up with them and they leave the building, using the hour lunch break to drive down to a local restaurant. It sells the food carnivores like, such as steak, but Polar only orders a moderate sized portion, not feeling too hungry. The muscular white furred wolf keeps in perfect shape by always exercising moderation, but his friends from the office have far less willpower. They eat and even have a beer while Polar summarizes the long adventure he’s had with Vulpie.


  “Let me get this straight…” Mark says to Polar with a confused face, setting down his beer. “You mean the President of the world government made you rich and you’re still coming in to work at Illehas?”


  “Well, yeah.” Polar responds, looking around the restaurant in thought before back at his friends. “It’s like I said, what else would I do with myself all day? Vulpie’s under constant surveillance and they have him working lock and key for the government.”


  “What the fuck, man?” Scott laughs and the brown furred wolf lightly punches Polar’s right arm. “You’re rich! Screw this job!”


  “Damn straight!” Mark voices, nodding in agreement.


  “If I had a million dollars I would be getting ten percent on that, pulling down one hundred thousand a year for doing shit!” Scott proclaims.


  “I’d be in the movies, banging she-wolf and vixen starlets!” Brock comments with a grin.


  “Yeah, right. You’d be looking for a Vulpie! Male foxes aren’t called vixens.” Mark says, insulting Brock with a grin.


  “Fuck you.” Brock growls. Polar shakes his head with a small smile. He looks at Mark and leans back.


  “I don’t know, Mark. You’re the one that suggested Vulpie to begin with. Maybe you had your eye on him first?” Polar asks with a cheeky grin. At this, James, Scott and Brock all get a good laugh and Mark handles it well. The gray wolf looks aside for a moment, thinking of a comeback.


  “Hey Mark, it takes one to know one!” Scott taunts.


  “Well, I just heard he sucked wolf dick. If I got desperate enough I might have let him go down on me, because head is head, but I’d never lift a dude’s tail.”


  “Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it.” Polar responds with a clever smile. The muscular white furred wolf winks at Mark, enjoying the upper hand for once with his friend. Usually Mark picks on Polar for being gay and is witty enough to keep an advantage, but Polar burned him and he knows it.


  “But seriously, Polar, why would you stay at Illehas?” Scott asks, looking at his friend. “We’re all middle aged here. If I had that money, I’d blow that place and never look back!”


  “I don’t know, but I think I need to get an agent and Vulpie as well, because there are a hundred damned reporters hanging around my house.” Polar says.


  “Run with it man. Vulpie’s famous. Be famous too.” Mark suggests.


  “Yeah but for what?” Polar asks, doubting himself. “What have I done that’s so incredible? I’m just a middle aged wolf working as a financial rep for a software company. Vulpie hacked the world!” Polar says, and can’t help but laugh a little. “It’s unbelievable.”


  “Not with a million, man! Now you’re somebody important!” Scott tells Polar. Polar shrugs, thinking. “Hell you know you’re gonna have to live life in the fast lane with Vulpie.” Scott reminds the white furred wolf. Polar looks over and listens.


  “That kid is crazy.” James comments.


  “He’s a fox. They’re all crazy.” Scott responds with a quiet voice, making sure his words don’t go far from the table. “I know this guy that met up with this hot fox girl, and he had to give it to her every morning and night!” The brown furred wolf says, shaking his head with a grin. “Vixens love wolf cock!”


  “Yeah but you gotta hit that pussy on the down low.” Mark says, looking over at Scott. “Or the damn AFR will be on your ass faster than Polar.” Mark adds, and gives Polar a grin. Polar takes the insult and shakes his head.


  “Vulpie bit some guy from the AFR.” Polar comments and his friends look at him with surprise.


  “What?” Mark asks with a laugh. Polar smirks.


  “Vargas told me the guy was calling him a faggot and trying to get him pissed…” Polar licks his lips and smiles. “But Vulpie is a firecracker! He bit his face!”


  “Are you kidding?” Scott asks with wide eyes.


  “No.” Polar says with an amused face. “He has a mean streak. The President loved it. He let Vulpie off the hook for doing it because the guy was such a jerk.” The white furred wolf makes a mischievous face and glances at Mark. “Mark is right about one thing. Vulpie is good with his mouth!”


  “Did he deep throat that shit?” Mark asks.


  “Oh yeah…” Polar says with an expression on his face as if he’s reliving it. “He gave me a… What did he call it? He said he wanted to give me an empty slurpy?” Polar thinks out loud.


  “Oh shit!” Mark laughs.


  “Damn. I don’t know a she-wolf that can give one of those.” Scott comments.


  “What the fuck is that?” James asks.


  “It means they suck all the cum out of your dick until your completely empty.” Brock explains. “I had one.”


  “What Vulpie was in the neighborhood?” Scott taunts.


  “Not him God damn it.” Brock growls.


  “Well if women can’t give them, you guys are missing out.” Polar says with a grin.


  “No, you just have to find a dirty bitch for that. She has to work that shit.” Mark comments, and looks at his watch. They’ll have to be back in the office before long.


  “I think I’m just going to see how things work out with Vulpie and the government before I leave; if I leave.” Polar tells his friends. “I should thank you guys at least, because if it wasn’t for you, I would never have met up with him.”


  “Yeah man, bros before hoes.” Mark responds with a smile. Polar silently thinks about Vulpie and what Scott said about a fox’s needs. Polar knows Vulpie needs sex and he’s glad to oblige, but the white furred wolf considers that Vulpie might become bored.


  Polar has secretly been thinking of contacting two of his gay friends, Mitch and Lance, the wolves he and Vulpie briefly met up with at the movies the night before Vulpie launched his Vulpie.net. Polar has been toying with the idea of letting them in on a foursome with him and Vulpie as a surprise and present for his beloved orange furred fox. While his friends begin to finish their lunch, Polar flips open his cell phone and calls them.


  By two in the afternoon, Vulpie has finished all the paperwork necessary to work as a consultant for Aose Technologies, been escorted by Blacktail and the GBI to Delanson Corporation one hundred miles away to do the same, and also has been flown to the Cyber Technologies Government Division, or CTGD, which is fifty miles north of Sufias city.


  The CTGD is a heavily fortified facility and houses the most advanced computers in the world. As Vulpie is escorted inside the facility, the orange furred fox adores what he sees. There are several levels of the facility, each with shielded walls to prevent radio signals from accidently leaving the building and being detected by an enemy.


  No one is allowed inside unless they are first cleared through several security gates. Vulpie is brought to the most important area of the secret facility, the Master Floor. Blacktail and the GBI ensure Vulpie stays on schedule, and they walk him onto the Master floor, where there are more than four hundred computers and technicians, connected onto a LAN network with the ultimate security.


  The hundreds of tech workers of various species are silent when they see Vulpie being brought inside the room, and the visiting party is greeted by a very tall gray wolf. Druward speaks to him, as Vulpie and his escort stop.


  “How are you Arthur?” Druward asks the man.


  “Doing well, thanks.” The man responds, and looks down at Vulpie. “I’m Arthur Howlstead, the Director of the Cyber Technologies Government Division.” He says, introducing him to the fox. Vulpie nods.


  “Hello.” Vulpie replies, trying his best not to seem facetious.


  “We’re going to have him working with you most of the time, but Aose Tech and Delanson will also have him helping with some other projects.”


  “We need him here seventy five percent of the time, at least.” Howlstead responds, giving Druward a serious expression. “We can’t control anything until he erases his code.” The CTGD Director looks down at the five and a half foot tall fox and sneers a little. “But I hear we can’t remove the code because it’s already wiped everything clean.”


  “We’ll bring him here on a regular basis so he can write a counter code.” Druward tells Howlstead, and the man looks relieved. He looks at Vulpie again.


  “How long do you think that will take?” He asks.


  “Well…” Vulpie responds, looking around at the hundreds of computers. “I need to work on a computer not already infected with my Vulpie.net. Are all of these?”


  “Not all of them. We have a maximum security network that hasn’t been touched yet.” Arthur answers.


  “Good, because I’ll have to write an entirely new program to beat Vulpie.net. It took me years to finish.”


  “Well years are too long to do this one. The government needs control again as soon as possible.” Arthur Howlstead replies.


  “I understand that, but it’s going to take time.” Vulpie tells both Druward and Howlstead with his effeminate voice.


  “The President wants a new code that we can control, up and running, and having replaced Vulpie.net in six months.” Druward tells Vulpie with a business voice.


  “WHAT?” Vulpie asks incredulously. “I was thinking more around a year at least!”


  “You’re the computer genius. Figure it out.” Druward responds.


  “I can’t do it that fast!” Vulpie stresses. “There’s no way! Vulpie.net was my masterpiece!”


  “Well it’s time to create a better one.” Druward responds. “Vargas was very clear with me. He isn’t going to give you forever to work on this.”


  “Oh my god I can’t do it!” Vulpie complains.


  “You had better find a way.” Druward responds without sympathy. “Don’t forget how good you have it.”


  “I know but… I guess I’ll need a team of workers to help!” Vulpie responds, looking from one wolf to the other. Howlstead licks his lips.


  “That won’t be a problem. We have the best working for us.” Arthur tells Vulpie.


  “Well I just need them to do the repetitive stuff, like when I write my new code, I’ll have to manually program millions of lines, and a lot of it is entering values.”


  “It shouldn’t be a problem.” Howlstead tells the orange furred fox confidently.


  “There can’t be any mistakes. If there are, I’ll have to go back and fix them.”


  “We’ll set you up with a root kit to get the project started.”


  “No, we can’t do that. I don’t use root kits.” Vulpie responds.


  “Then how do you program?” Howlstead asks, raising his eyebrows.


  “I write my own interfaces and background code. I’ll have to do that first.”


  “That isn’t necessary, the root kits will get you started.” Howlstead tells the fox and Vulpie gives him an irritated look.


  “I know what I’m doing… Trust me, I can’t use one. If I write a program out of one of those sloppy root kits Vulpie.net will eat it for breakfast!”


  “Then how long is it going to take you to build a custom program interface?” Howlstead inquires.


  “I can get that done in about a week.” Vulpie confidently tells him. “Maybe less if your people can enter a lot of tedious numbers without making any mistakes.”


  “A week? You can’t be serious. That’s impossible.” Howlstead tells the fox.


  “Not for me it isn’t.” Vulpie says proudly. “It’s because I built Vulpie.net from the ground up with no other software that it’s able to beat everything you use. Your computers have no idea how to talk to it, and definitely can’t defend against it.”


  “After you get that done, you start work on the new artificial intelligence?” Druward asks.


  “Yes.” Vulpie responds. “But I’m gonna have to use files to educate it, and I hope you have some that haven’t been contaminated by my Vulpie.net because if so, all of it will be a wash.”


  “Well as it stands, you have half a year to get it done.” Druward informs Vulpie again.


  “I’m going to work as hard as I can, I promise, but could you at least extend that by a month or two?” Vulpie asks with concern. “I have doubts whether I’ll even be able to beat what I made with Vulpie.net to begin with, and six months might force me to hurry too much, leaving weaknesses.”


  “I’ll speak to the President.” Druward says quietly. “But don’t waste any damn time, kid. Are we clear?”


  “Yes, totally clear.” Vulpie answers, looking at Howlstead.


  Polar finishes a full day at Illehas, working with his peers that have helped him get back into the swing of things since his absence. He leaves the office at five thirty and drives home, but forgets to contact the two Blacktail agents Rulef offered for him to make use of when avoiding the press.


  When he drives into his neighborhood, going down the suburban street leading to his home, he notices that a mob of reporters are still present. Polar drives over to one of the black tail vehicles and opens his window, and speaks to the agents. He asks them if they can help him avoid the press so he can park his vehicle in his garage. Blacktail assists and they clear a path for the white furred wolf. He steers his black sports car up his drive way, and uses the small remote inside his vehicle to open the garage. Polar drives inside, gets out, closes the garage, then walks around to his front door and unlocks it.


  The white furred wolf can hear the reporters asking him questions on his way inside, but when he closes the door, there is only the silence of his home. The gay wolf sighs in relief and kicks off his shoes before loosening his blue tie. He wore a white business shirt today with his slacks. The wolf thinks of Vulpie and wonders where he is, but assumes the government may be keeping him extra busy on his first day at work.


  It is fifteen minutes after seven p.m. when Vulpie finally arrives at Polar’s home. Blacktail escorts the orange furred fox to the door, and leaves him to his privacy, monitoring his tracking device as always from afar. Polar is stretched out on the couch when he sees the cute fox come inside, and he sits up with excitement. The white furred wolf was getting lonely.


  “Hey.” Polar says, looking over at Vulpie with a happy smile.


  “Hey, hey!” Vulpie responds, looking tired. Polar gets off of the couch and walks over to the five and a half foot fox. He doesn’t waste any time showing Vulpie affection, the tall wolf putting his arms around the five and a half foot little fox. He hugs him warmly and Vulpie coos.


  “I went ahead and ate a little something, but I can still cook for you if you want.” Polar offers, looking down at Vulpie lovingly.


  “That’s okay. I’m not really hungry.” Vulpie responds with a beaten voice.


  “How did it go? It was rough, huh?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah, like getting run over!” Vulpie replies. He hugs Polar briefly again and walks from him, bending down to take off his little sneakers. The fox looks incredibly cute in his tight yellow shirt and khaki shorts. Vulpie removes his shoes and walks around a little. “How about you? What did you do today? Did you go to the office?” Vulpie asks with a smirk.


  “Yeah, I worked another boring day up there.” Polar responds with a smile. “But tell me about what happened with you! Did you travel a lot?”


  “They flew me from Aose Tech to Delanson Tech and to the Cyber Technologies Government Division.” Vulpie replies with a cheeky voice. “I’m hired as a consultant at both of the companies, but I don’t know what the CTGD is gonna pay me, if at all.”


  “I’ve never even heard of such a place.” Polar responds, walking over to Vulpie as the adorable orange furred fox drops down onto Polar’s comfortable leather couch with a grunt. Polar puts his paws down on the edge of the couch and he looks down at Vulpie generously as the fox rolls over and looks up at him. “Come on; let me fix you a drink. You need something to loosen you up.” Polar tells Vulpie warmly.


  “Okay.” Vulpie responds, and sits on the couch with a smile.


  “How strong?”


  “Two shots.” Vulpie replies with a grin.


  “No problem.” Polar says and walks into his kitchen, moving around the divider between it and his very large den. The white furred wolf reaches up and opens his liquor cabinet, finding a particularly delicious rum that he keeps for special occasions, and grabs the bottle. He sets it down on the kitchen stove top next to his black refrigerator, and opens the fridge, looking for fruity syrup he keeps for mixing. He uses his big left paw to reach up and open the cabinet above his microwave, finding a tall glass. He finds the syrup, opens the bottle, and pours a good bit of it into the glass, before closing the container and returning it to the fridge.


  Polar then grabs some club soda he keeps on hand from the fridge. He fills the glass partially with the club soda before twisting off the cap of the rum bottle. The white furred wolf pours exactly two shot glasses worth of rum into the glass, judging by sight, and then closes it up. The wolf pours more club soda into the glass until it is full, and the syrup gives the mixed drink a pink color.


  The wolf finds a small mini mixer in the drawer next to his kitchen sink and uses its dull blades to mix the drink well, until it is consistent. Just as he opens the ice maker on top of his fridge and grabs a few cubes with his right paw, and drops them into the drink, he feels Vulpie’s little arms slowly wrap around his waist.


  The white furred wolf smiles and looks back at Vulpie while the orange furred fox stands behind him, embracing him with the wolf’s tail against his crotch.


  “I missed you today.” Vulpie tells Polar affectionately, looking up at the wolf with sexy blue fox eyes.


  “I’m glad you’re back too.” Polar says, smiling down at him, and slowly turns about, holding the mixed drink in his right paw. He gives it to Vulpie, who takes it daintily.


  “Looks good!” Vulpie says with enthusiasm, eying the mixed drink.


  “It’ll put your fur on end.” Polar responds and smirks. They walk together from the kitchen, back into the den, and sit down on the leather couch. Vulpie leans forward, taking a big gulp from the mixed drink before sitting it down on Polar’s expensive mini glass table in front of the TV.


  “Yow! It is good!” The cute fox says, licking his little lips. Polar sits to his left, and stretches his right arm over Vulpie, holding him gently while the fox takes another drink.


  “I called my parents today.” Polar tells Vulpie and the fox turns and looks into the wolf’s blue eyes with surprise.


  “Really?”


  “Yeah, and I was thinking. Would you like to meet them this weekend? It’s Solstice holiday weekend and they usually cook delicious food. My whole family will probably be there.” The white furred wolf elaborates, and Vulpie appears a little frightened.


  “Umm… Yeah, I want to, I mean, I would like to.” Vulpie responds, his adorable eyes darting about.


  “We don’t have to if you’re not ready.”


  “No, I want to see them!” Vulpie quickly answers as Polar offers an out. “I do, but I’m worried.” Vulpie confesses, and takes another sip from his mixed drink.


  “Why?”


  “Well, because of who I am!” Vulpie says with a laugh. “They’re going to think I’m crazy!”


  “That doesn’t bother me.” Polar responds with a clever grin.


  “I’m serious! They won’t like me!” Vulpie says, looking at Polar in fear.


  “No, they’ll love you. Trust me.” Polar tells his beloved partner with a warm voice. He gives the orange furred fox a re-assuring face. “We’re going to be together for a long time, right?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie says and laughs. “I think so!”


  “Then, let’s have you meet mom and dad.” Polar tells Vulpie with a gentle smile.


  “Are they gonna be upset that I’m a fox?” Vulpie asks Polar in worry. “I mean, it’s not like you and I are the same species. Wolves and foxes don’t usually get along.”


  “They’ll understand.” Polar replies confidently. “Sure they’ll have a little early hesitation, but they aren’t quick to judge. Wolves have been loving foxes for millennia.”


  “Yeah, but always wolf men and vixens!” Vulpie laughs. “I don’t remember ever seeing a gay wolf and fox couple.”


  “Well, then we’re unique aren’t we?” Polar responds happily, and squeezes Vulpie with his right arm. Vulpie takes another sip from his drink and smiles. The cute fox boy starts to feel the affect of the drink’s strong alcohol.


  “This is good!” Vulpie tells Polar, referring to the drink.


  “I’m glad you like it.” Polar tells Vulpie with satisfaction, enjoying seeing the fox relaxed after the stressful day. “I’m so lucky to have you.” Polar adds, gazing down at Vulpie with devotion. “You complete me.”


  “Aw.” Vulpie responds, grinning with embarrassment though he enjoys Polar’s ardency.


  “You do. Being with you fills my soul with warmth.” Polar says with adoration. “You’re the reason for my being.”


  “Really?” Vulpie asks with a smile.


  “Yes.” Polar responds and gently squeezes Vulpie with his right arm again. “I think about you all the time. My fate changed the night we met. I will love you always. We were meant to be together.”


  “What’s got into you?” Vulpie asks with a grin. “I’m flattered.”


  “I just needed to tell you how I feel.” Polar explains. Vulpie finishes his drink and sits it down on the table, and leans back against Polar. He turns and hugs him, embracing the muscular wolf while looking up into his eyes.


  “When are you going to make love to me?” Vulpie asks with excitement.


  “It’s only been three days.” Polar responds with a smirk.


  “Yeah and it was incredible!” Vulpie replies with a sexy voice. “Fuck me like you did on the mountain!”


  “I’ve got something special planned for you.” Polar responds with a mischievous wolf smile.


  “Is it a new position?” Vulpie asks, and nibbles on Polar’s furry chest through his shirt.


  “It’s going to be perfect, trust me.” Polar replies with a smile.


  “Tell me what it is!”


  “That would ruin the fun.” Polar replies with a smirk.


  “But I’m horny now!” Vulpie tells Polar with enthusiasm. The white furred wolf moves his left arm down and puts his paw on Vulpie’s lovely face with an enthralled smile.


  “No… I want to surprise you.” Polar tells Vulpie affectionately. He rubs the right side of Vulpie’s fox muzzle, admiring the white fur there in contrast with the rest of his brilliant orange hair. His tender stroking causes Vulpie to go limp with joy, becoming captivated by the powerful and handsome wolf man. “You can’t imagine how happy you’ve made me, Vulpie.” Polar tells the charming fox lovingly. Vulpie breathes in relaxation and shares a content face with his wolf lover.


  “Polar…” Vulpie says, showing a vulnerable face. The cute fox boy smiles with his usual clever charisma, but Polar can also see that the young man is deeply moved. “Do you remember when we made love on the ship, the night before we flew to the Canis Mountains? You said all you wanted was me…” Vulpie says and pauses, smiling at Polar warmly.


  “I remember.” Polar answers and Vulpie gives him an emotional face, filled with happiness but also fear.


  “I feel the same way for you!” Vulpie confesses with a breathless voice. “I want you to know that I do.”


  “I know. There’s no question in my mind.” Polar answers with a smile.


  “I love you every bit as much as you love me.” Vulpie whispers. “It’s just that… I’ve never really loved anyone before. I’m afraid…” Vulpie confesses, looking terrified, as if the world might come crashing down at any moment.


  “Why are you afraid?” Polar asks lovingly and rocks the beautiful fox boy in his arms.


  “You’re so normal.” Vulpie says, and rubs Polar’s chest. “And I’m a freak.”


  “How in the world does that make sense? You’re no freak.” Polar responds with a laugh. “You’re the most handsome and bright young man I’ve ever met.”


  “Look at what I did!” Vulpie says, showing his vulnerability again. He becomes silent, and Polar can see that his fox lover is struggling with guilt over his hacker reign of terror.


  “You did what a smart, kind and decent young man should have done.” Polar responds. Vulpie blinks in surprise. “You listened to me and turned yourself in. Now we’re together, and we’re building a new chapter in both of our lives. Vulpie, I need you like the world needs the sun. You’re the shining light in my life!” Polar tells Vulpie with candor, and Vulpie smiles, but hesitates, feeling very guilty. Polar watches and slowly rocks the fox in his arms once more as they talk.


  “Do you forgive me?” Vulpie asks quietly. “Do you forgive me for putting you through all of it?”


  “You owe me nothing but love, because I love you with all of my heart.” Polar responds, and embraces Vulpie even tighter, causing the orange furred fox to whimper in happiness. “We figured it out didn’t we? And now our love is stronger than ever.” Polar tells Vulpie with a big smile. “You made me a millionaire and soon the whole world will appreciate you for the genius you are.”


  “If I can do what they want.” Vulpie responds and sits up straighter, crawling onto Polar’s front. Polar is happy to let Vulpie sit on his lap, and he puts his muscular white furry arms around the sexy five and a half foot fox. The size difference between them is wonderfully perfect, as if they were meant to satisfy the other’s needs: Vulpie’s need to have a very strong male dominate and make love to him, and Polar’s need to master a smaller male and lovingly give him his wolf tool, completing a glorious homosexual experience that satisfies them spiritually as much as physically.


  “They want me to create a new Vulpie.net to beat my first one, and have it in their control in only half a year!” Vulpie thinks out loud, and Polar listens attentively to his love.


  “You’re so smart.” Polar tells Vulpie while he holds the fox in his lap. “Surely you can do it.”


  “I told them I need more time, and that I’ll do my best, but I don’t know, Polar!” Vulpie confesses in worry. “What if I can’t do it?”


  “You can.” Polar says confidently. “And if you can’t… Then I won’t blame you because you tried your heart out.”


  “But they might take us from each other!” Vulpie whispers in fear. “What if I can’t do it and they send me to jail!”


  “Hey, don’t even think like that.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly. The little fox lays the back of his head down against Polar’s chest and Polar rests his big wolf head on top of his lover’s skull gently. “If you can’t, you can’t. We’ll deal with it then. But you’re Vulpie!” Polar tells the orange furred fox with enthusiasm. “You’re a genius, kid. You did it once, and I know you can do it again! I couldn’t hope to create something like you. You’re incredibly gifted.”


  “Thanks, Polar.” Vulpie whispers, and strokes the wolf’s arms lovingly while Polar continues to hold the fox in his lap. “I’ll try, and I’m confident I can do it sometimes, but then I get scared.”


  “We all get scared. It’s life. But I’m here for you, always.” Polar tells Vulpie, and kisses the fox boy’s furry ears from behind. “Just fight for us, Vulpie. Fight so we can continue to be together and it will happen!”


  “You’re so sweet, Polar.” Vulpie responds with quiet adoration. He turns in Polar’s arms and looks back at the white furred wolf’s handsome face, full of integrity and character. “If I hadn’t met you, I would have crashed and burned. Thank you.” Vulpie whispers.


  “If I hadn’t met you, I might have killed myself.” Polar says and Vulpie widens his eyes in surprise.


  “Polar, no! Why would you have killed yourself? You’re rich and strong! You’re successful and wise! You’re everything I’m not!” Vulpie tells him.


  “I seriously thought of it, because I was so depressed after Donner. He was my ex partner.” Polar explains. “I try to be a giving man, and this isn’t the time to go into all of the trash I had to put up with him, but before you, Vulpie, I was so lonely it hurt. You complete me in ways I never thought possible.” Polar tells Vulpie with a warm voice, and Vulpie’s fur stands on end. He blushes under his fox fur even though it can’t be seen. Polar and Vulpie share a moment of powerful, world shattering love, and instead of crying in joy, Vulpie turns around in Polar’s lap, leans up against him, and gives the white furred wolf a warm kiss.


  Polar eagerly accepts Vulpie and they stare into each other’s blue eyes while they kiss. Polar rubs Vulpie’s hips and tummy, massaging his love while Vulpie puts his little fox paws and arms around Polar’s neck. He holds on to Polar while they kiss and both the wolf and the fox release moans that are not full of lust, but perfect love.


  Polar’s Family


  Vulpie is exceedingly nervous as he rides with Polar towards the wolf’s home town. Polar was born in an old and beautiful town that was named after the frozen mountain range it was built near, Winters Dale. Winters Dale is a three hour drive away from Sufias city and Polar and Vulpie got up early so they could make the trip and arrive at Polar’s Parent’s house on time.


  They made sure to tell Blacktail where they were going and the escort of eighteen wolf men and two tigresses have driven next to, behind of and in front of them the entire trip. The squad of highly trained special operatives is so good at what they do that after a while Vulpie hardly even notices them.


  The weather is icy. Across Sufias city, a snow storm has covered the roads with blankets of wintery precipitation, and the accumulation is even thicker in Winters Dale. After riding with Polar for two hours and forty something minutes, Vulpie’s fur stands on end when Polar starts recognizing locations from his youth. The orange furred fox is nervous about meeting the white furred wolf’s parents.


  “We’re almost there! I missed this place.” Polar says happily, and looks over at Vulpie, who is staring out the right window in the passenger’s seat. Polar notices the cute fox is abnormally mute. They both went shopping Friday evening and Vulpie is dressed in stylish khaki jeans, because of the cold weather. He wears a handsome brown and red sweater with a white shirt underneath, and sports expensive dress / casual wear brown shoes. He is very adorable in the fashionable clothing and matching him, Polar wears a thick gray sweater with a long sleeved silver shirt underneath. He is dressed in jeans as well, but his are blue. The white furred wolf and orange furred fox are dressed to impress.


  “You don’t have to be nervous. They’ll like you.” Polar tells Vulpie warmly.


  “What if they don’t?” Vulpie whispers. “I’m going to be the only fox there.”


  “It won’t be a problem unless you worry about it. I think they’ll love to have a fox celebrity over for Solstice holiday.” Polar says and Vulpie looks over to him with a worried smile.


  “I bet all of your family has impressive jobs and stuff, like you. I can’t compete with that.” Vulpie responds.


  “Can’t compete? Vulpie, you’re known over the entire world for your tech prowess. Now you’re working for the government.” Polar reminds his fox lover.


  “More like their prisoner.” Vulpie says and scratches his chin in thought. “I don’t know how I’m going to explain it all without sounding like a jerk.”


  “Well it might be tough but this is your chance to impress them too.” Polar responds.


  “I hope so.” Vulpie replies.


  When they arrive at Polar’s Parent’s home, Vulpie is impressed by the size of the inviting looking and large house Polar grew up in. There is a ton of snow and ice in the streets, and the house is in a rural area with plenty of space between it and the nearest home half a mile away.


  Blacktail secures the perimeter as Vulpie and Polar walk up the slightly frozen driveway, eventually coming to the large porch of the house. The house is painted white, matching the arctic weather, and the front door is colored red and ornate. Polar rings the doorbell before Vulpie has a chance to worry, and the cute little fox stands next to Polar nervously.


  Polar’s mother opens the door, and she is a very tall woman. She looks at Polar with a big smile and then down at Vulpie with blue piercing eyes, the same as her son’s.


  “Hi mom.” Polar says, and she steps forward and hugs him with a happy sound while Vulpie stands still apprehensively.


  “You look great!” Polar’s mother tells her son and she looks at Vulpie, and outstretches a friendly paw. “I’m Kimberly Arctic.” She tells Vulpie. Vulpie shakes her hand and is embarrassed at how much bigger her wolf hand is than his slender fox paw.


  “Hello!” Vulpie says, quickly using his exciting persona as a shield against his worry. “It’s nice to meet you!” Vulpie says with a grin.


  “Why you’re just adorable!” Kimberly says, smiling at Vulpie with a motherly look. “I’ve seen you on the TV but you’re even more handsome in person!” Polar’s mother compliments and Vulpie is surprised at her generosity.


  “Aw, thanks, I guess!” Vulpie laughs in surprise. “I’m sorry you saw me there first but that’s a long story!”


  “Yes it is.” Polar says happily and puts his right paw on Vulpie’s shoulder lovingly. Vulpie is incredibly nervous but no one could possibly tell it because he hides his fear with energy so well.


  “Well come in! Don’t stand out in the cold!” Kimberly Arctic tells them and they enter the spacious well-kept house Polar grew up in. Vulpie is impressed at how expensive the design is. They face a large stairway that leads up to the second floor, and a red carpet adorns the middle of each step. The color of the home is mostly wood brown with white trim, suggesting that the house was custom made, not a favorite of some variety magazine.


  “Take your shoes off, dears.” Kimberly tells them with her motherly tone and Vulpie feels more accepted every time she speaks. After taking off their shoes and setting them aside at the front door, Polar leads Vulpie to the left where the large spacious den is. A big screen TV rests back inside an expensive custom wooden wall across from the biggest brown leather couch, but there is another couch to the right of that one, and a smaller one to the left of the center of the room.


  Sitting in the couch at the right side of the den is a pretty white furred she-wolf, just as tall as Polar’s mother, and Vulpie knows instantly she is Polar’s sister. With her is a brown furred wolf, and he is introduced soon. Polar’s sister stands up as Polar and Vulpie come in the room and she is excited to see her brother. She gives him a big hug and Vulpie watches happily.


  “There you are!” Polar’s sister says and Polar embraces her lovingly.


  “You look great, Hope.” Polar tells her and she smiles. He looks at the orange scarf on her neck and smirks. “Now only if I can teach you how to dress you might be in business.” Hope smacks Polar playfully and looks over at Vulpie.


  “You’re one to talk, being with him! I’d say you get your fill of orange.” Hope says, and smiles at Vulpie. The fox smiles back, hiding his nervousness well. Polar acknowledges the man with Hope and looks back to Vulpie, introducing them.


  “Vulpie, this is Hope, my sister, and her husband Ron.”


  “Hi.” Vulpie says and walks next to the two wolves that are much taller than him. Vulpie looks over Ron before realizing what he is doing and then stops before someone notices. “Oh you’re pretty! I like your scarf. Don’t listen to him.” Vulpie tells Hope and she grins before sticking her tongue out playfully at Polar.


  “You’re THE Vulpie, huh?” Ron asks, looking down at the orange furred fox with a curious expression.


  “Yeah, huh!” Vulpie instantly responds. Neither Hope nor Ron can tell that Vulpie is anything but confident and clever, but Polar has learned to notice how the fox handles himself in a tense situation. He can be quite charming and he does it by talking fast and by using his iconic cute voice. Vulpie thinks about the situation for a moment and looks to his right at Polar. “That reminds me, Polar. Maybe you should tell your parents about Blacktail?”


  “I already did.” Polar tells Vulpie with a nod. “They know.”


  “Oh, good!” Vulpie replies.


  “What is Blacktail?” Hope asks.


  “Well, uh, the government watches where I go now, so they wait outside.” Vulpie explains with a mischievous face and Ron raises an eyebrow.


  “It’s a long story.” Polar says with a small laugh. “We’ll tell you more later; just don’t be surprised if you go outside and see people keeping the house under surveillance.”


  “So it’s true about you hacking everyone’s computer?” Ron asks. Hope’s brown furred husband has always been outspoken and Polar isn’t surprised that he is pressing the issue.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie says and makes a half naughty and half penitent grin, showing his teeth in a profoundly adorable way.


  “Like I said, that’s a long story and one we’ll all get to.” Polar tells Ron and Hope’s husband gives the white furred wolf a suspicious look. Polar acknowledges it and his returning glance lets Ron know he shouldn’t push the envelope so soon.


  “So you two are dating?” Hope asks, and sits while pulling Ron down with her gently. Polar and Vulpie take seats in the couch in the middle of the room nearby.


  “Yeah and I hope it will be more than that.” Polar says and looks to his left at Vulpie before putting his left arm lovingly around his fox lover.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie says and grins at Polar who smiles proudly.


  “Where did you meet?” Hope asks with interest.


  “At the Red Rock Bar in Sufias.” Polar answers. “We hit it off and the rest is history.” He pauses for a moment and looks at Vulpie with a smirk. “He has this cute little nickname for me and I just can’t stop thinking about him.” Polar says, looking into Vulpie’s eyes.


  “Mr. Polar.” Vulpie responds with a mischievous face.


  “Polar’s always had the best name. Mother named me and our other brothers normal names, but the oldest son got the interesting one.” Kimberly comments.


  “Yeah, it’s great except when people hear it and I have to tell them a second time because they think I’m giving them directions or something.” Polar responds and Hope, Ron and Vulpie laugh. Hope stares at Vulpie with interest. Since she knows he’s gay, she admires the small fox boy in another light than if he were a run of the mill fox.


  “You have the most beautiful fur, Vulpie. Is that natural?” Hope asks, and the white furred she-wolf leans forward a bit in her couch.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds to Polar’s sister. “I guess my dad had yellow fur and my mom had red or something and here I am.” The cute fox answers.


  “You don’t know what fur they had?” Hope asks with curiosity.


  “No, I never really met them, at least, when I could remember.” Vulpie answers.


  “Oh, you have foster parents?” Hope asks with a friendly voice.


  “No.” Vulpie responds and looks about, trying to avoid sounding negative while not also sounding frivolous when truthfully describing his past.


  “Vulpie’s an orphan.” Polar tells Hope with a warm face.


  “Oh, I’m sorry.” Hope says with a surprised expression.


  “No, there’s nothing to be sorry for.” Vulpie says with a happy voice and smiles. “I’m just thankful that I ended up with your brother.” The cute orange furred fox says and smiles at Polar, who returns the smile with an enthused look. Polar is proud of how Vulpie quickly deflected the tense subject.


  “Man it’s cold up here! No wonder you people have arctic for a last name!” Vulpie jokes and Polar, Hope and Ron laugh at the fox’s mirth.


  “No doubt.” Ron comments and nods. “I can’t stand the weather.”


  “I love the snow. It reminds me of being home.” Hope says comfortably. She stares at Vulpie once again, interested in the fox boy more and more. Vulpie has a very iconic appearance, with a face that is sly, sexy, and very boy like, in addition to his brilliant orange fur and small stature. He almost looks like a child, being only five and a half feet tall, but all foxes are short compared to wolves. Hope can see why her homosexual brother must be attracted to Vulpie. She is surprised the little fox was never found by a model agency or movie scout for his incredibly cute looks.


  Polar hugs Vulpie with his left arm and smiles happily. Vulpie leans against his white furred wolf lover and relaxes a bit, putting his right arm under Polar’s back as they sit together on the couch. Vulpie shows Polar affection without having to worry about the company, seeing that he is in a safe place.


  Vulpie’s fox ears perk when he hears someone walking into the den behind him. The displacement of weight underneath the floorboards of the expensive house indicate that the person must be heavy before the orange furred fox can see who it is, and he looks to his left as Polar’s father walks into the den and looks around the room. He is the tallest wolf Vulpie has ever seen, and the fox stares at him in surprise.


  “Lunch should be ready in just a few, everyone.” Polar’s father says and he looks down at Vulpie while the fox cringes next to Polar on the leather couch. “Hello!” The enormous white furred wolf says with a very friendly but loud voice. “Victor Arctic!” The wolf says while looking down at Vulpie.


  “Hi.” Vulpie responds.


  “You must be Vulpie.” Victor says, looking over the little fox with his piercing blue arctic wolf eyes.


  “Yeah. Thanks for having me over!” Vulpie replies with his usual sly and debonair smile.


  “I would invite your Blacktail friends inside but I don’t think we have enough to eat!” Victor laughs and Vulpie grins.


  “Oh, sorry about that!” Vulpie responds and Victor waves off the fox’s apology. Vulpie can see that Victor is so tall he must be half a foot bigger than Polar, and Polar is the tallest wolf Vulpie knows. “Wow you’re big!” Vulpie says playfully and Hope and Polar laugh at Vulpie’s fearless humor.


  “Yeah I get that a lot!” Victor says with a laugh of his own, and grins at Vulpie. He’s both surprised and fascinated by the endlessly clever orange fox. “When Polar was a kid I used to tell him I was a giant.”


  “I never believed it.” Polar responds with a smirk, looking at his father.


  “Yes you did.” Victor replies with a smirk of his own. Polar’s father looks down at Vulpie and makes a happy smile that eases Vulpie’s secret apprehension. “We’re glad you came, Vulpie. Polar’s told us about you and it’s not every day you have a celebrity in your home!”


  “Oh, I’m not really a celebrity.” Vulpie responds, and thinks about his words before grinning. “Well, maybe I am, but I’m trying to be good. I work for the Prez now.” The fox says mischievously.


  “You must be smart.” Victor responds. “I can’t do a thing with computers. Maybe you could look at the one I have in my study. It always runs slow.” Victor says and then looks aside in thought. “But actually it’s been running faster recently. I don’t know.” Vulpie looks to his right at Polar and Polar smirks, knowing that the fox’s program probably is the reason.


  “Sure.” Vulpie offers enthusiastically.


  “How does it feel in here? Is it too hot or cold?” Victor asks the group.


  “It feels okay.” Hope responds to her father.


  “It’s a little cool.” Ron says and Victor nods.


  “I haven’t been running the heater as much because we knew everyone was coming over and will be wearing heavy clothes. Plus I’m an old man and I’m always cold, so I get it wrong a lot.” Victor replies with a smile. His white wolf ears perk when the doorbell rings and Vulpie looks to his left, back towards the front door of the house. Kimberly walks to the door and opens it quickly, and is excited when she sees another one of her sons.


  Alan arctic is a lawyer, and is the second son of Kimberly and Victor. His age puts him between Polar and the youngest brother, Richard Arctic, who has yet to arrive. Alan is a tall wolf as well but noticeably smaller than Polar and Victor. Standing with him at the front door is his she-wolf wife, Susan, and his two children, one teenage son and one young girl.


  Kimberly greets them happily and Victor waits, standing in the den with the others until Alan and his family comes to the den. Victor gives his second son a big hug and Polar stands up. Vulpie does as well, thinking of himself as Polar’s equivalent of a wife, and stands next to the white furred wolf when he hugs his brother.


  “Good to see you Polar!” Alan tells Polar happily.


  “Was the drive okay? We made it in no time.” Polar responds.


  “Aw it wasn’t bad at all.” Alan responds and looks down at Vulpie. Alan’s wife and two children all stare at the orange furred fox, as he is the most unique looking animal present. “Whoa! Hey, there he is! Vulpie, is it?” Alan says, and outstretches a paw to the cute fox.


  “Yeah! Hello! Are you Polar’s brother?”


  “I have two. Alan’s the guy caught in the middle.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “And Richard’s the baby boy.” Alan says with a smirk. “Is he coming?”


  “I think so.” Polar replies.


  “Richard’s on his way.” Victor tells Alan after hearing his question. Alan’s she-wolf wife has gray fur and is unremarkable, but friendly. Their teenage son has dressed partially sloppy, with loose pants and a green t-shirt, but looks to be bright like his father. Vulpie can see the resemblance of Polar’s bloodline in Alan’s son and daughter. They both have silver colored fur, as they have a white furred father and a gray furred mother.


  Alan Arctic’s son stares at Vulpie as if he doesn’t quite know what to think of him. Since Alan’s son is a younger teen, he is only as tall as Vulpie at the moment, and avoids making eye contact. Alan and Susan’s daughter is far younger, at age ten, and gazes at Vulpie as if spell bound by some kind of unusual fascination.


  “This is Susan, my wife.” Alan says, and puts his right arm around her while he and his family look at Vulpie.


  “Hello.” Susan says to Vulpie politely, but is not nearly as warm as Polar’s mother. Alan gestures towards his son.


  “This guy is Phillip.” Alan says and touches his she-wolf daughter’s head gently. “And she’s Natalie.”


  “It’s nice to meet all of you!” Vulpie tells Alan and his family with a big intelligent smile.


  “Are all of those black trucks and cars out there for you?” Phillip asks Vulpie with teenage insolence.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds with a mischievous grin that is also penitent.


  “Cool!” Phillip says and Vulpie laughs.


  “So you’re a prisoner? We’ve all seen you on TV. They said the government had you in custody.” Susan asks Vulpie politely.


  “I work for them now.” Vulpie says, making his best serious face. “Because of what I can do, they keep an eye on me. But they’re being really nice letting me go wherever I want as long as Blacktail comes along. That’s the name of that group of agents outside.” Vulpie explains. “I’m sorry.”


  “No, its fine, but wow!” Susan responds with a laugh. “This is amazing.”


  “I’m interested in your legal status. I’m a lawyer.” Alan Arctic says, looking down at Vulpie with a calculating but eager face.


  “President Vargas made a contract for me with the GBI and I’m going to work for them until they’re satisfied they have control of the computers again.” Vulpie says with enthusiasm, not able to hide his interest in technology. Polar watches with pride.


  “That’s amazing. You really can control any computer?” Alan asks.


  “Yeah, but Polar convinced me to turn myself in.” Vulpie explains.


  “Really.” Alan says and looks at Polar. His white furred brother looks very content.


  “But everything’s safe. They won’t bother anyone.” Vulpie says happily.


  “And you made the robots dance?” Phillip asks suddenly and Vulpie grins in response. Alan and his wife also smirk.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie says with glee. “Now they have some personality!”


  “Luckily I convinced him to stop his mischief before somebody got hurt.” Polar tells everyone, and gives Vulpie an entertained face. Vulpie just smiles in response, thinking of telling everyone how much fun pissing off the world was, but decides it probably is best not to share that bit of information.


  “Well I’m sure things will be interesting with you here.” Alan says and Victor chuckles. “I didn’t know until a few days ago that you were dating my brother.”


  “I didn’t know you could match a blue vest with a yellow shirt! That looks fabulous!” Vulpie tells Alan, referring to his clothing and Alan, Susan, Polar and just about everyone present laughs loudly.


  “I told you this looked silly.” Alan tells Susan with a smirk.


  “You look fine.” Susan replies and glances at Vulpie. “He thinks it’s fabulous.”


  “Yeah.” Alan says and looks at his dad with wide eyes.


  “Be careful how you dress him Susan.” Polar says with a smile. The white furred wolf puts his left arm around Vulpie as they stand and Vulpie is glad to reciprocate.


  “What do you do?” Vulpie asks Susan inquisitively.


  “I’m a writer. I write articles for the Winters Dale newspaper.” Susan answers with more warmth.


  “Oh so you guys live around here?” Vulpie asks with excitement.


  “Just a few miles away.” Alan tells Vulpie.


  “Cool.” Vulpie responds with a smile.


  “Richard and I are the ones that moved down to Sufias.” Polar tells Vulpie while embracing him. “I went into business and he’s a historian.”


  “Like a professor?” Vulpie asks, looking up at Polar.


  “Yeah. But he’s only been teaching a few years now.” Polar answers his fox lover happily. The doorbell rings and everyone’s ears perk up. “That must be him.” Polar says while looking to the front door and Kimberly comes out of the kitchen quickly to answer the door again. She opens it while Alan’s family spreads out in the den, taking spots mostly near the left couch.


  Standing at the front door is Richard Arctic, dressed in a black trench coat for the weather, and is dressed like a professor. He is a white furred wolf like the rest of his family and is slightly taller than Alan but shorter than Polar. Underneath the trench coat that Kimberly takes from him as he enters the house, he wears a long sleeved black sweater that contrasts his white fur and khaki jeans.


  Richard looks very much like Polar, more than Alan or Polar’s father, Victor, with a few distinctions. Richard’s wolf gums are very dark, giving his mouth a frightening appearance when opened aggressively. Polar has a very big and long wolf muzzle, but Richard’s is a bit more elongated. Also, Richard’s white fur is not as white as Polar’s, making him far less attractive in Vulpie’s eyes.


  Richard says hello to Kimberly and she returns to the kitchen as he walks towards the den and meets the others. Richard’s single and he just waves a bit at the family members he knows before looking down at Vulpie with raised eyebrows. Polar squeezes Vulpie gently as if to silently warn him that Richard is unlike the others.


  “Hello everybody and, uh, Vulpie.” Richard says while looking at the orange furred fox. His words are meant to be comical but don’t sound too flattering. Polar takes up the uncomfortable moment as Vulpie looks over Richard, the youngest of Polar’s siblings, and can see that he isn’t a fan.


  “Richard I know you heard a lot of it down at your school.” Polar says with a friendly voice. “It’s true, Vulpie is my boyfriend.”


  “I can see that.” Richard says, still staring at Vulpie and he makes a comical face. “Well, this should be interesting. Are you the reason for all of the trucks outside?” Richard asks Vulpie.


  “Yeah, huh.” Vulpie replies, making sure to sound as effeminate as possible to irritate Richard. The others notice and Victor, Alan, Polar and Hope think it’s funny. Richard just looks aside and reaches into his pockets as if searching for some important item.


  “Well it should be ready about now. Let’s eat everyone!” Victor tells the group and signals for everyone to head to the kitchen. As the group moves, Vulpie follows Polar’s lead and takes a seat next to his white furred wolf lover at the very large and beautiful wooden dining table. As everyone sits down and talks amongst themselves, Polar leans to his left and whispers in Vulpie’s right ear.


  “Richard’s not friendly to foxes. Don’t take it personally. He’s gotten into trouble for some things he’s said about foxes over the years.” Polar quietly tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox nods, smiling.


  “Okay, thanks for the warning.” Vulpie whispers back to Polar, who reaches down and holds Vulpie’s right paw with his big left paw lovingly. Polar smiles happily, and Vulpie watches as Kimberly Arctic sets food on the table. The white furred she-wolf has prepared a delicious turkey with plenty of sides to go with the main course. Since Vulpie always starves himself, his mouth waters at the sight of the wonderful food.


  Everyone passes food around the table politely until all of the guests have enough to eat. Polar looks down at the miniscule amount of food Vulpie has chosen and sighs quietly. He decides to let it go this time. Vulpie is in perfect shape because he watches what he eats, even if that means starving himself. Polar is thankful Vulpie takes care of himself with such determination, but doesn’t like seeing his fox lover going without.


  Kimberly Arctic notices as she finishes passing around some other dishes of food. As she stands, she looks at Vulpie and makes a concerned face while the others eat.


  “Do you have enough to eat over there, Vulpie?” Kimberly asks with her motherly tone and Alan, who sits across from Vulpie, notices the very small portions on the orange furred fox’s plate.


  “Yes, thanks. I know it will all be delicious.” Vulpie responds with his effeminate voice, and Richard looks over at him with a face that resembles disgust.


  “I can’t ever get him to eat. He doesn’t like to.” Polar comments to the group of wolves at the dinner table and Hope chuckles.


  “I wish I had that problem.” Polar’s sister says and Susan laughs as well.


  “I like coffee. The goddesses created Caffeine and then they rested!” Vulpie says with his blithe and sly voice. Victor Arctic laughs at Vulpie’s comment, as does Alan, Susan and Hope. Ron and Richard stay fairly silent in the meantime.


  “You’re funny!” Hope says while looking at Vulpie across the other side of the table at a distance. She looks to the white furred wolf sitting next to the cute fox. “Does he always talk like this?” She asks Polar.


  “All of the time.” Polar responds and waves his left paw briefly. He looks to his left at Vulpie. “It’s never boring with him around.” He says and Vulpie grins.


  “So you can sing too?” Richard asks while looking at Vulpie with a cunning smirk. Vulpie knows Richard is leading up to something unflattering but is ready for it by never breaking his positive train of thought.


  “Of course! Did you like my videos?” Vulpie asks, referring to the things he showed the world when he was forcefully taunting everyone.


  “They were playing everywhere.” Richard replies. “At my university I wasn’t able to teach because of that voice of yours. It’s unique, I can tell you that!” Richard says and everyone can tell by the tone of his voice that he is going to throw a dig at Vulpie politely.


  “I shouldn’t have done that, I know.” Vulpie responds with a very cute and penitent voice. “Luckily Polar talked some sense into me.”


  “I heard you controlled all of the military grade robots. Was that true?” Alan arctic asks while eating.


  “Yeah. I could make them do anything I wanted, and its good I quit when I did.”


  “Well what were you planning on doing with those war machines?” Richard asks while quickly consuming a piece of turkey from his fork. All of Polar’s family is aware that this conversation could lead to an argument, but even knowing that, they all want to hear what Vulpie was up to.


  “Something dumb. I just did it because I could.” Vulpie says quietly. Polar knows where the topic is going and is prepared to defend Vulpie, but also knows his family should hear the truth.


  “Naturally, and I’m not picking on you, but I know what I would have done if I were nineteen with that kind of power.” Richard continues with a sly voice that is warm yet aggressive. The professor of history is clearly intelligent and skilled at getting the answer he wants without always asking directly. “That’s all I’m saying. I can’t believe the world government’s computer systems were so vulnerable. It’s probably good you did what you did so they can fix the weaknesses.” Richard says, and his compliment cleverly shields him from sounding rude.


  Polar glances to his left at Vulpie and sees that the orange furred fox doesn’t seem fazed one bit by Richard’s insinuations. Polar knows Vulpie well enough by now, that he is sure he is nervous, but also too clever to let it show.


  “It’s like this, and excuse me if it sounds too nerdy!” Vulpie says with his effeminate voice. “I wrote a program that has its own artificial intelligence. It was easy to take over any computer because all normal computers are like cars or televisions.” Vulpie explains, and soon all of Polar’s family is watching him and listening with interest. “A car turns on when you turn your key in the ignition, and then you can drive it. It does what you tell it to do and nothing else. That big screen TV in the den is the same way.” Vulpie says, looking to Victor and Kimberly with an enthused face. “Your TV activates when you give it the signal. So, normal computers do the same thing. Sure they run programs all of the time, but only because someone told them to.” Vulpie says and licks his fox lips.


  “My program, Vulpie.net, hops inside a computer, looks at what the computer is trying to do, and then tells it to do it a better way. It takes over and creates an imitation of the computer’s memory so you can still use it, but basically my program is the only thing left.”


  “Wow.” Hope says, impressed. “But how could you make something that could get past firewalls and computer security.” Polar’s sister inquires.


  “That’s the best part of it. It’s easy to bypass all of that because Vulpie.net talks to the computer and tricks the computer into thinking it is making the decisions itself, like a car getting a signal by you to drive, the computer thinks Vulpie.net is its priority. The AI talks to the computer and takes over completely in less than a second.” Vulpie says proudly.


  “Am I going to understand any of that?” Victor Arctic asks with a grin, playing dumb.


  “It’s not hard to follow. I get it.” Hope tells her dad. She leans forward and looks over at Vulpie. “Vulpie, I’m a school teacher. Have you ever had an IQ test?” She asks with interest and Alan raises his eyebrows.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie answers. He doesn’t elaborate out of fear of sounding arrogant.


  “Well what was it? I bet you would score very high.” Hope says with interest.


  “I didn’t mean to get on a rant. I don’t want to sound full of myself. I’m probably not really that smart.”


  “Are you kidding?” Polar asks, looking sideways at Vulpie.


  “I understand, but what was it?” Hope asks with excitement and Ron looks at Vulpie with a cool expression.


  “Well they gave me one when I was at Rinwulv Tech.” Vulpie answers. Upon hearing this, Richard sits up straight and glares at Vulpie with disbelief, and Victor Arctic’s jaw nearly drops opens in surprise.


  “You went to Rinwulv Tech?” Victor asks with astonishment. Kimberly arctic stares at Vulpie in amazement as well. Both of Polar’s parents are now focused completely on the orange furred fox.


  “Yeah, when I was fourteen.” Vulpie says and Richard drops his fork on his plate indelicately, glaring at Vulpie and chewing before speaking.


  “You were admitted as a student at the Rinwulv Technology Institute?” Richard asks with an unflattering tone.


  “Yes.” Vulpie answers with his cute voice.


  “Rinwulv doesn’t accept anyone under the age of eighteen.” Richard says with a sneer.


  “They said I was the youngest student ever.” Vulpie answers.


  “You’re lying.” Richard responds, and Polar’s mother glares at Richard.


  “Richard, are you trying to ruin dinner?” Kimberly asks her youngest son with a motherly but irritated tone.


  “I’m just calling it as it is.” Richard says and smiles. “I’m sorry.”


  “You know what you’re doing. Stop it.” Victor tells his son.


  “I’m sorry everybody. I didn’t mean to start an argument.” Vulpie says with a sad voice. Ron and Hope stare at Richard as the white furred wolf prepares to speak again, as does Alan and Susan and their children though Natalie is completely lost as to what is happening.


  “Look, if you really did go to Rinwulv, I apologize.” Richard says, looking at Vulpie with a calculating face. “But that’s the most elite computer design university in the world and I know for a fact that they don’t admit students under the age of eighteen. Even though I’m a professor in a different field, I do hear things, and it just seems impossible.”


  “Well if you’re a professor, call up a friend at Rinwulv and ask about my transcripts.” Vulpie replies with an innocent voice.


  “I might do that.” Richard responds and nods slowly. “I think I’ll ask Faith Henrenson if he knows anyone at Rinwulv Tech. He has more contacts than me. I am interested now.” Richard says and both Polar and Vulpie stiffen when they hear the name he just used. A wave of fear rushes over Vulpie so fast that he can’t hide his nervousness any longer. He fidgets in his chair and Polar glares at Richard.


  “You know that guy?” Polar asks Richard with an irritated tone.


  “Yes. Henrenson teaches at the Kayman Institute. We’re both professors there.” Richard says with a small devious smile.


  “Who’s Henrenson?” Kimberly asks, but the room goes silent. The only sound is the moving of forks and knives as some of Polar’s family continues to eat while Polar stares intensely at Richard.


  “I need to talk to you for a moment.” Polar growls at Richard and stands up from his chair. The other wolves look at Polar in surprise and Vulpie grabs Polar’s left paw quickly.


  “No, don’t.” Vulpie pleads and Polar looks down at Vulpie and gives him a smile. He pats Vulpie’s shoulders lovingly.


  “It’s okay.” Polar says, and walks around the table as Richard stands as well. Everyone present is tense, having no idea what the conflict will lead to. Polar walks up to Richard, who just stares back at him with a cool expression. Polar walks out of the kitchen and into the hallway. Richard follows when he feels like it and Victor Arctic stands up as well with a heavy sigh.


  “What’s going on?” Kimberly asks her husband.


  “I don’t know. Just wait.” Victor says, and follows Polar and Richard through the hallway, kitchen and then to the door to the garage. It is heavy, made of steel parts, and Polar chooses to go into the garage because it is nearly soundproof. Richard follows at his own pace as Victor catches up to them. When all three of them are inside the garage, Victor shuts the door and everyone at the dinner table is silent.


  “Wow. I’m so sorry everyone.” Vulpie tells the group.


  “What is all of this about?” Hope asks with wide blue eyes.


  “I think I should leave.” Vulpie whispers.


  “No dear, Richard has always been a direct man. He has issues with foxes and we don’t know why, but it’s not your fault.” Polar’s mother tells Vulpie from across the table.


  “Yeah, I could tell from the moment he saw you something was going through his head.” Alan arctic tells Vulpie with a concerned tone. “But like mom says, it’s all him, not you.”


  “Why does he hate foxes? I know I’m not a wolf but I like your species.” Vulpie tells Polar’s family. “We’re not that far apart really.”


  “That’s true. Foxes and wolves have a common ancestor.” Alan comments.


  “It might be because Richard tried to date a vixen once and it didn’t work out.” Hope says and smiles, making Vulpie laugh.


  “Really?” Vulpie asks.


  “I think so.” Hope responds.


  Inside the garage, Polar stands with his back to both Richard and Victor with clenched fists. Even after the door has been shut for several moments, he still is silent, burning in anger. Suddenly he turns around and lurches at Richard, causing his slightly shorter brother to recoil.


  “I should break your nose right now!” Polar yells at Richard and Victor walks to his sons, waving his paws, trying to mediate the situation.


  “Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! Let’s all calm down and discuss what this is about.” Victor suggests.


  “How dare you say those things in front of him?” Polar yells at Richard. “You fucking bastard!” Richard raises his paws defensively and stares back at the fellow white furred wolf with a cool expression, still unrepentant.


  “Calm down.” Richard says quietly.


  “Calm down? You want me to calm down?” Polar yells, showing his brother his teeth. “You have some fucking nerve, Richard!”


  “What is this about?” Victor asks quickly.


  “It’s about Vulpie.” Richard says, not taking his eyes from Polar, concerned that his brother might attack him at any moment. Both of the wolves are very tall and strong, but Richard knows Polar could beat him in a fight. He always could. “I don’t know why you’re with him, Polar.”


  “I’m with him because I love him and you know that! But you don’t care! You bring up Henrenson in front of us? You wanted to hurt him and I’m sure you did!” Polar snarls at Richard.


  “I brought up Henrenson because Vulpie is a bad person, and everyone should know it.” Richard says quietly.


  “You don’t know anything about Vulpie.” Polar growls. “I’m sure Henrenson told you all sorts of nasty things about him and you just had to bring it up!”


  “Who’s Henrenson?” Victor asks.


  “Faith Henrenson is a professor at the Kayman Institute, where I teach. He specializes in the study of sexual psychology and deviant behavior.” Richard answers.


  “That doesn’t sound like something you should be bringing up at the dinner table.” Victor says while frowning.


  “I had a good reason.” Richard says, and steals a glance at his father, but watches Polar carefully all of the time as he speaks. “We all know from the news that Vulpie is a cyber terrorist but one thing none of you know is that he’s also something else.” Richard continues and Polar raises his powerful right claw, pointing his clawed finger directly at Richard’s face.


  “Don’t you say it!” Polar warns, looking ready to kill his brother. Richard almost speaks after his brother’s threat, but decides not to, seeing the ferocity in Polar’s blue eyes. Instead he clears his throat and licks his lips silently, looking at their father with an unhappy face.


  “Don’t say what? What does he know?” Victor asks both of them.


  “I can’t tell you or he’s going to attack me.” Richard replies and Polar shows Richard his teeth again.


  “That’s right!” Polar growls loudly. “If you do, you’ll be going home in an ambulance.”


  “Polar!” Victor says with wide eyes. He puts his left paw on Polar’s shoulder gently. “I’ve never seen you get this upset except when you were a kid!” Polar’s father says with shock.


  “He wants to destroy my relationship with Vulpie.” Polar says with an animus tone.


  “Because I know something that everyone else should as well.” Richard says and Polar has to restrain himself from breaking his brother’s face.


  “No! You think you know what you’re talking about, and bringing it up will only hurt Vulpie and I won’t let you do that to him!”


  “Do that to him? Listen to yourself, Polar!” Richard responds while shaking his head with a sneer.


  “I’ll say it one more time!” Polar snarls at Richard. “Don’t do it! It’s none of your business.”


  “It’s everyone’s business if they’re going to be around him!” Richard yells back.


  “Go ahead and say it then! Go ahead! We’ll find out who the real man is tough guy!” Polar threatens. “Say it and I’m going to beat the shit out of you!”


  “Big words, Polar!” Richard snarls back and Victor steps between then, pushing both of them back with all of his might.


  “Stop this! Stop this right now!” Victor yells. “I don’t know what either one of you is talking about and I don’t think I want to.” He looks to Richard. “Whatever you know, Richard, it’s clearly going to be a problem if you tell someone, so don’t!” He demands and then he turns and looks at his oldest son, Polar. “And you, Polar, this isn’t like you to behave like a mad man!”


  “He wants to hurt Vulpie, just because he hates foxes!” Polar says with a very upset voice.


  “All of you keep accusing me of that, but it’s not that I hate foxes; I just recognize how deceitful they can be. How could you defend Vulpie after everything he’s done?”


  “I love him!” Polar confesses loudly. “I don’t think you even know what love is, Richard! Have you ever loved anyone?”


  “I care about you as a brother but you have to face the facts.”


  Richard responds, with a far less arrogant voice.


  “Vulpie means the world to me and I won’t let you poison his reputation.” Polar tells Richard menacingly.


  “Fine. Okay, I won’t say another word about it. It’s not worth this.” Richard says with a snort from his wolf nose. Polar slows his breathing, coming down from the ferocious state of mind he was just in. He breathes heavily.


  “Good Deivas, boys! I’m glad this didn’t go any further!” Victor says, and wipes a bit of sweat from his furry brow.


  “I’m sorry Dad.” Richard responds, and looks to Polar. His taller brother doesn’t appear ready to forgive him.


  “I’ll never mention it again.” Richard tells Polar with a serious voice. “But you should think about it.”


  “I have.” Polar snaps.


  “Ok, fine! Whatever!” Richard says and waves off Polar before walking to the garage door. He opens it and returns to the house, closing the door behind him as he goes. Victor and Polar are alone in the garage and Polar sighs heavily.


  “Polar, are you in some kind of trouble?” Victor asks his first born son as the two white furred wolves stand together solemnly.


  “No, Dad.” Polar answers quietly.


  “What could be so terrible about this Henrenson guy that you can’t tell me about it?” Victor inquires.


  “It’s not Henrenson, it’s what Henrenson believes. The man studied Vulpie for the GBI and has bad opinions of him.


  “Well, so what?” Victor asks his son. “What’s the big deal?”


  “It isn’t fair the way Richard brought it up.” Polar replies. “And I don’t think now is the time to tell you about it.


  “Well… Why not?” Victor asks and shrugs. “Now I have to know! Is it… Really bad? What did Vulpie do?”


  “Let me tell you later, okay?” Polar asks, and Victor nods after waiting for a moment. He trusts his son. Polar and Victor leave the garage and see that Richard is standing outside on the frozen deck, having a cigarette. They decide to leave him alone and go back to the dining room.


  When they return, Polar is surprised to see Vulpie entertaining everyone. The cute orange furred fox seems jovial. Polar hears the tail end of a story of him and Vulpie in the Canis Mountain range.


  “So did you return the bikes?” Hope asks Vulpie with fascination, and Polar walks near the table with Victor, catching everyone’s attention.


  “Yeah, of course!” Vulpie tells Hope.


  “What was that about? Is everything okay?” Kimberly asks and looks around. “Where’s Richard?”


  “He’s outside smoking.” Victor says and takes his seat next to his wife.


  “Vulpie’s been keeping us entertained. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you ride a motorcycle before!” Hope tells Polar as he walks around the table and finds his chair next to Vulpie.


  “You told them about that?” Polar asks Vulpie with a smirk while sitting down.


  “Yeah about how we borrowed the bike and went for a spin!”


  Vulpie responds with his sly smile.


  “To be honest I was scared to death! He drives like a stuntman.” Polar tells everyone. Alan and Susan chuckle.


  “So Richard’s mad now?” Kimberly asks and Polar looks over at his mother.


  “None of it is even worth bringing up.” Polar says, waving his big paw.


  “Richard’s fine. He’s just thinking.” Victor tells the group. An uncomfortable silence descends upon the group and Vulpie quickly finds a way to break it. He looks at Phillip and notices that the teenager’s green t-shirt has a small but visible logo on the cuffs of its arms. Vulpie reads and recognizes it from a distance.


  “Phillip, have you been to any of Illian Rock’s concerts?” Vulpie asks, breaking the silence. Alan and Susan’s son is surprised at the question, especially coming from Vulpie, and moves in his seat. Alan looks at Vulpie and sees how good the fox is at handling social situations. Polar makes a small smile, proud once again at how persistently friendly Vulpie is.


  “Uh, yeah.” Phillip responds. The teenager tosses his head a bit, trying to act cool. “I saw them a few months ago with my friends. We went to Fairfield.”


  “Fairfield coliseum or the arena?” Vulpie asks.


  “The coliseum, but we went to the arena first because we got lost!” Phillip says and laughs.


  “Yeah, you gotta stay on 145 until you see the exit for the coliseum!” Vulpie responds with his clever voice. “You’ll see that sign on the exit for the arena that says coliseum and arena, but it’s wrong!”


  “Yeah, that’s the one we took!” Phillip replies with interest impressed that Vulpie knows so much about the city near Winters Dale and new rock. “We had to drive through panther town to get there!”


  “You don’t want to have a break down in there!” Vulpie says with a smile. Victor notices the energizing effect Vulpie brings to every conversation. “I always liked that place!” Vulpie continues.


  “Fairfield’s two hours from Sufias City.” Polar says while looking to his left at Vulpie. “Did you live up there sometime?”


  “No, but I’ve been to just about every coliseum in the state! I love concerts! The night we met I just came back from one.” Vulpie reminds the white furred wolf.


  “Oh, yeah.” Polar says with a smile. He thinks back to their first night together and tries to remember the name of the band. “Rennonava… Wasn’t it?” Polar asks with a smirk.


  “Right! Rennonava rock!” Vulpie says and makes the punk symbol with his black furred paws exactly the same as the first time he and Polar met in the Red Rock bar. Polar grins at Vulpie, enjoying the fox’s sexy look. They both fondly remember what happened afterwards.


  “We saw Rushing Stevens about what, two years ago?” Susan asks Alan and the white furred wolf nods.


  “Yeah, it was a great show.” Alan replies. “We both had a mixed drink.” Alan says, looking at Susan and she waves her paws happily.


  “They were delicious. I can’t remember what they were called but it was a red cocktail.” Susan elaborates.


  “I don’t get why they’re always so loud.” Hope says and sits up in her chair. “Ron offers to take me but I feel like I need ear plugs!”


  “It does damage your long term hearing.” Victor says to the group and Vulpie holds his left paw up to his furry left ear with an endearing look.


  “What?” Vulpie asks, and lowers his paw before everyone laughs. Even Ron and Susan loosen up and Vulpie sits in his chair with an innocent look.


  “You are funny.” Susan admits, while giving Vulpie a sweet face.


  “It’s fun having a fox around.” Polar’s father tells the group. The old wolf is wise, and wants to help Vulpie feel accepted by the family. Kimberly laughs quietly and Hope looks over at Vulpie.


  “How old are you, Vulpie?” Hope asks with a friendly voice.


  “Nineteen, but if I dressed like Phillip I could probably pass for thirteen!” Vulpie says with a grin. All of the wolves catch wind of the fox’s self-deprecating humor and start to like him even more.


  “Is there anything that you can’t turn into a joke?” Victor asks from the other side of the table. The old wolf’s blue eyes are warm. Polar is glad his father is helping Vulpie as he endears himself to the family of white wolves. The others look to Vulpie with curious expectance, wondering if the fox can come up with a witty response.


  “Nah, sometimes I draw a blank! But how do you draw a blank?” Vulpie responds and the white furred wolves think over the orange furred fox’s statement. When they recognize it’s a play on words they all laugh. Vulpie grins.


  “That’s pretty good!” Victor says while chuckling.


  “Do you have any other ones?” Hope asks. The pretty white furred she-wolf looks at Vulpie with a smile.


  “Yeah, I have a few in my head. They’re kind of hypothetical.” Vulpie responds with his cute smile. “Have you ever imagined a world with no hypothetical situations?” Everyone pauses, or slows down their eating for a moment before each of them gets Vulpie’s joke. When they do, Alan is the first to laugh. Polar’s brother wipes his wolf mouth with a napkin as he chuckles. Soon everyone laughs and slightly louder than before.


  Hope, Victor, Alan and Susan laugh the loudest, and Phillip laughs with a teenage grin, excited at having the boredom of a family dinner removed. Vulpie uses his fork to play with a small piece of cooked meat on his plate. He takes a single bite and puts the fork down. He’s still hungry, but never eats enough to fill satisfied. It’s how he keeps his figure.


  “That’s cool!” Phillip says with a grin, impressed more and more by Vulpie. Vulpie looks around at everyone as they smile at him and he decides to run with it. He points his left fox claw towards the window, where the frozen streets of Winters Dale are covered with several feet of snow.


  “How does the guy who drives the snow plow get to work in the mornings?” The wolves laugh once again, watching Vulpie as the mischievous fox looks around with a smile.


  “Can you do another one?” Alan asks Vulpie with a smirk, and glances at Polar who is very happy at the way things are progressing. Vulpie is endearing himself to the group very well. Vulpie licks his fox lips and makes a funny face.


  “Yeah do another!” Hope encourages.


  “Why is it that when you transport something by car, it’s a called a shipment, but when you transport something by ship it’s called cargo!” Vulpie says and makes a clever grin. He gets a big laugh out of everybody this time, including Ron, who leans over and looks at Vulpie in surprise.


  “He’s good!” Hope says while laughing. Vulpie rubs his brilliant orange fur while he smiles.


  “He’s definitely smarter than me!” Polar says with love while looking down at Vulpie.


  “Come on! Do another one!” Phillip says, egging Vulpie on to entertain the group. The adult wolves wouldn’t press Vulpie to amuse them further, but are interested to see if the cute fox can make another joke on the spot. They wait with enthusiasm, watching Vulpie while he looks around. The little fox makes a smile.


  “Who’s bigger?” Vulpie says with a grin. “Mr. Bigger or Mr. Bigger’s baby?” The fox waits, looking at Polar’s family mischievously.


  “Mr. Bigger!” Hope says with entertainment.


  “No! It’s Mr. Bigger’s baby because he’s a little bigger!” Vulpie answers, finishing his joke with a comical expression. Polar’s family bursts out in laughter. The wolves laugh heartily, surprised once again at Vulpie’s cleverness. Kimberly and Victor also laugh at the other end of the table; she whispers something in Victor’s ear. Vulpie sees Victor nod with a smile.


  “Oh my god! Did you make that up?” Hope asks while laughing.


  “That’s pretty good!” Alan Arctic says with a big smile and looks to his wife, who laughs quietly.


  “Noooooo.” Vulpie admits with a playful voice. “There’s just a lot of stuff bouncing around in there.” Vulpie says, and points to the side of his head with his right paw, using his furry fox finger.


  “Well I don’t know what his IQ is but he’s definitely the spark in my life.” Polar says with pride, looking down to Vulpie at his side. Vulpie looks up at him and they stare into each other’s eyes for a brief moment. Vulpie shows Polar his sexy fox smile and Polar returns a smile but looks aside, not wanting to put on a show.


  “So what was your IQ score?” Hope Arctic asks Vulpie, and smiles again. “I just want to know. I’m a teacher.” Alan looks around, as does Susan, and Ron.


  “Aw those tests don’t mean anything.” Vulpie says, waving his little black tipped fox paw. The orange furred fox tries to be humble, a move that Victor Arctic admires from a distance.


  “Just go on and say it already!” Hope tells Vulpie with a laugh. “Richard’s not here you know.” Vulpie looks down at the table and hesitates.


  “They said I got a one ninety one.” Vulpie answers with a modest tone.


  “One hundred and ninety one?” Hope asks with astonishment.


  “That’s what they said. I don’t know if it means anything.” Vulpie says, raising his head and looking around timidly.


  “That’s genius level.” Hope says with enthusiasm. “One hundred is average and anything above one hundred and forty is genius or near genius!”


  “I believe it.” Victor Arctic says from the other end of the table with a serious tone. “He’d have to be that smart to take over the world’s computers.” Vulpie listens to Polar’s father respectfully. “But it’s what someone does with the gifts the Deivas give that matters.”


  “That’s right.” Kimberly Arctic says. Polar’s mother has always been very religious. Victor looks at Vulpie and smiles.


  “We’re glad to have you Vulpie, but I hope you can reverse what you’ve done. I lost a substantial amount of wealth when the stock market dropped because of your… Mischief.”


  “I’m so sorry!” Vulpie says with a quiet voice. “I know.” Upon hearing this, Polar looks to his right at his father.


  “Dad, I might be able to help you with that.” Polar says with a smile.


  “You mean the money the President paid you?” Victor inquires.


  “Yes.” Polar responds.


  “How much did he give you?” Victor asks. The rest of the wolves present listen attentively to Polar.


  “More than enough to be set for life.” Polar answers.


  “How much?” Alan asks his brother and Polar looks to him.


  “I thought we’d discuss it later, because I would like to spread it out among the family.” Polar answers.


  “Well how much did he give you?” Alan asks. He’s a lawyer and his interrogation skills suddenly come to life. “Was it a few hundred thousand?”


  “More.” Polar answers quietly, and Hope, Ron, Susan, Phillip and Alan’s eyes all widen.


  “What for?” Hope asks, and glances at Vulpie.


  “For bringing him in.” Polar says while looking at Vulpie for a moment.


  “That’s unbelievable!” Alan says with astonishment. “The President just gave it to you for that?”


  “Alan…” Polar says and shakes his head with a small smile. “You have no idea what Vulpie is capable of.” The white furred wolf says and smiles for a moment at Vulpie. “He had control of ships, and thousands of machines. I swear I have never seen anything like it. He was pretty much unstoppable.”


  “Did you blow anything up?” Phillip asks Vulpie with a grin.


  “Um… Yeah, but I shouldn’t have.” Vulpie admits with a small voice.


  “You were that dangerous?” Alan asks Vulpie. Vulpie scratches his furry arm nervously.


  “Um… Yeah.” Vulpie answers quietly.


  “It’s a long story guys, a long story.” Polar tells his family.


  “We’ll hear it later then.” Victor says with a friendly voice. First, everyone finish eating. We have cake if anyone wants some. Just as Victor offers the dessert, Richard comes back inside the house, having finished a few cigarettes. He walks through the kitchen, down the hallway, and into the dining room as if nothing had happened.


  Richard’s black sweatshirt has a few snowflakes on it, as he has been outside for so long. He looks even tempered and uses a normal tone when Kimberly Arctic speaks to him.


  “Richard, you were out there for a while. Is everything okay?”


  “I got a phone call while I was smoking.” Richard says and sits down in the chair he used when dinner first started. “Sorry for making everybody wait.” He adds, looking around the table to see what food is left.


  Vulpie makes sure to avoid eye contact with Richard but Polar’s fox despising brother doesn’t seem interested in him any longer. The situation is a bit uncomfortable, but after Richard gets food on his plate and begins eating as if nothing happened, things almost go back to normal.


  “Who called you?” Victor asks Richard, looking at his son and using a friendly voice. Richard wipes his wolf mouth with a napkin after eating a good amount of turkey.


  “It was a student.” Richard responds and sighs. “I like the kid but he wants me to curve his grade. But a C is a C and a D is a D.” Richard says with an emotionless voice. “Some of these kids today think they don’t have to work. I don’t understand it.” Richard adds.


  Alan leans over and speaks to Richard from across the table, eager to bring his brother back into the conversation.


  “Richard, are you still with Veronica?” Alan asks and Richard looks over at his brother and nods with a smile.


  “Yeah but she doesn’t like the trip up here and I can’t blame her. She’s busy.” Richard responds. Polar stays silent while Richard and Alan talk, as does Vulpie, who looks at anything but Richard. Polar takes advantage of the opportunity, and leans to his left so he can speak to Vulpie quietly as they sit together at the table. The muscular white furred wolf looks into Vulpie’s blue fox eyes and smiles.


  “Thanks for coming up here. Are you having fun?” Polar asks quietly.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie says with enthusiasm, but Polar can tell the fox is worried about Richard. “What happened in the garage?” Vulpie whispers to Polar.


  “We talked.” Polar tells Vulpie with a warm voice. “And he won’t bring up that subject again, at least not while we’re here this weekend.”


  “Does he know about…” Vulpie asks, his voice trailing off in fear.


  “I think so.” Polar responds, and touches Vulpie’s side affectionately with his left paw. “But don’t worry.” Vulpie swallows and gives Polar a worried face.


  “I never told you the whole story…” Vulpie confesses. “I never told you about Vander Clishaw…”


  “Remember what I told you about that.” Polar responds to Vulpie with a caring voice. “You tell me when you’re ready, okay? If you never do, I don’t care. I love you either way.”


  “I love you more.” Vulpie whispers to Polar with tears brimming in his eyes. Polar rubs Vulpie’s side and fights off tears of his own when he sees Vulpie nearly cry out of happiness. Polar can see that Vulpie will eventually tell him, but the white furred wolf doesn’t care.


  “I only want you to be happy.” Polar tells Vulpie with a warm quiet voice. Vulpie, moved by Polar’s love, sits up in his chair and steals a quick kiss with the white furred wolf. Polar enjoys kissing Vulpie but they make it a short one, as they are in mixed company.


  On the other end of the table Victor and Kimberly Arctic watch Polar and Vulpie.


  “They’re in love.” Kimberly says to Victor.


  “I know.” Victor responds. “I like Vulpie. I think he’s better than Donner ever was for Polar.”


  “Me too.” Kimberly says with a smile. “They make a cute couple.”


  “I don’t understand why our son is gay, but Vulpie is about as close to a woman as you can get without being one.” Victor whispers to Kimberly with a smirk.


  After Polar’s family finishes dinner and the dishes are cleaned, the group moves to the den once again. Victor turns on the TV and the group decides what they want to do. Vulpie and Polar sit together on the couch on the right side of the room this time, and Alan and Susan’s daughter plays freely on the carpeted floor. Victor finally sets the TV onto an action and romance movie of some sort with interesting special effects, but keeps the volume low so everyone can talk and mingle. Hope and Ron sit together in the couch at the middle of the room. Richard sits down with them as well at the left side of the couch, crossing one leg and leaning back in his black sweat shirt.


  “Does anyone want to play a game?” Kimberly Arctic asks the group with her motherly voice. “Let’s play something!” She suggests and Victor likes the idea.


  “Pictionary!” Hope suggests.


  “No, you always win that Hope! You spend too much time teaching kids how to use a black board.” Alan says with a smirk.


  “Password then!” Hope suggests and Polar’s parent’s eyes light up at the suggestion.


  “Yeah that will be fun! Does everyone want to play?” Kimberly asks the group and most of them nod in acceptance.


  “Why not.” Ron says and smiles at Hope. Victor walks from the den to the kitchen and Alan stands up, going after him to help his father retrieve four chairs from the dinner table. They come back and set two together in the middle of the room close to the TV, and the other two nearby, the pairs opposing each other. Meanwhile, Kimberly uses a pencil and paper courtesy of the small desk in the corner of the room, to make a list of words. She writes a single word and then tears it from the rest of the paper, before the same to another, until she has a collection of secret passwords.


  Victor goes into the kitchen and finds a clean bowl, then returns to the den and gives it to Kimberly. She places all of the secret paper words into the bowl and shuffles them. “Has everyone played password before?” Polar’s mother asks with her caring voice.


  “Sure.” Ron says.


  “Yeah.” Polar comments. Kimberly looks around the den, seeing everyone nods in acceptance except for Vulpie who sits quietly. She looks to the orange furred fox and speaks with a friendly voice.


  “Have you played it, Vulpie?” She inquires and the cute little fox moves a little in embarrassment.


  “No!” Vulpie admits with a laugh.


  “What we’re going to do is pair up and four people play at a time. The others get to see the password, and so does one partner and you need to help your partner guess what the password is by using single words. And of course you can’t use the password.”


  “No phrases Alan.” Richard says with a smirk and Alan smiles.


  “But you only have ten seconds to guess what your partner is trying to tell you before the secret word is passed to the other team.” Kimberly explains.


  “Okay!” Vulpie responds happily.


  “Who wants to play first?” Victor asks while standing and he rubs his wolf paws in anticipation. He looks to his youngest but very tall son. “Richard?” Victor asks.


  “Why not?” Richard says and smirks. He stands up and the college professor looks around.


  “Hope?” Richard asks his sister, and she accepts to being his partner, standing up and walking next to Richard. The two white furred wolves sit down on the chairs closer to the left of the room, while the pair to the right remains empty.


  “I’ll go.” Polar says and stands up from the couch at the right side of the room. Vulpie watches with entertainment and wonders who the white furred wolf will choose to be his team mate. The fox is happy Polar won’t choose him yet; the point of the game is to mingle. “I want the last winner.” Polar says with a smirk and walks to the left chair in the pair opposite Richard and Hope.


  “Cheater.” Alan says with a laugh. Polar shrugs with amusement and Alan’s gray furred she-wolf wife happily comes over to sit with him. Natalie plays on her knees, the child enjoying the feel of the white carpet and looks up at her mother with a big smile.


  “Win, Mama!” Natalie says while messing with the carpet with her little silver furred claws. Alan and Susan’s oldest child, Phillip, sits on the couch with Alan in boredom. Victor looks back at his grandson and smiles.


  “Come on Phillip, why don’t you pick the first word?” He suggests, and the teenager stands up and walks to Kimberly arctic. She shows him the bowl full of paper and the silver furred teenage wolf digs around in the bowl with his adolescent claws until he finds one he likes. Phillip takes it out and looks at it. He knows how to play, and shows it to Kimberly and Victor, before showing it to his father. He then walks across the room and shows it to Ron, and then Vulpie, before walking back to Kimberly and Victor. Polar’s parents sit down with Alan, and Phillip finds a spot to sit on the floor.


  “Hey wait, what’s the word limit?” Richard asks the group.


  “Ten?” Hope asks with a grin.


  “No, that’s way too easy!” Ron comments with a laugh.


  “Make it three.” Victor Arctic suggests.


  “Three?” Susan asks and smiles. “Okay.” Kimberly, Victor and Alan look down at Phillip, who has forgotten that it is his job to whisper the password to the teams. The silver furred teenage wolf gets up off of the carpet and walks over to Richard and Hope. He leans down and whispers the password in his uncle’s furry ear, and then goes over to Polar and tells him as well, before going back and taking his seat on the carpet again. The password is taxi tip. Richard smiles in thought and the white furred wolf licks his lips. He looks over at Victor, who is judging time by the clock above the den’s TV.


  “Go!” Victor says, and Richard looks to Hope.


  “Yellow.” Richard says, smiling at Hope. “Passengers. Money.” The white furred wolf professor says, and nods at her. Polar’s white furred wolf sister thinks on her brother’s words and looks at him in thought.


  “Taxi!” Hope says and Richard nods. “Taxi Driver?” Hope asks and Richard shakes his head yes. No one is allowed to use body language to help, except by nodding or shaking their head. “Taxi Fee?” Hope asks and Richard raises his head a little, indicating she’s on to something. “Taxi Charge?” Hope asks as Victor watches the clock. Richard uses his blue wolf eyes to suggest that Hope is close. “Taxi Bill?” Hope asks, and Victor sees that ten seconds have expired on the clock.


  “Times up!” Victor says with a smile. He looks to Polar and Susan. “Okay you two!” Polar turns and smiles at Susan.


  “Bonus. Thanks. Extra. Money. Reward.” The white furred wolf tells the gray furred she-wolf and Susan thinks for a moment.


  “A tip?” Susan asks, looking around. Polar nods and encourages her. “A taxi tip?” She asks and gets cheers from around the room. Vulpie claps.


  “That’s it!” Victor says with a smile. “Hope was so close!” Richard leans back a little in his chair and smirks, looking over at Polar and Susan.


  “Now you two get to go first!” Richard taunts.


  “No problem.” Polar responds slyly as Phillip takes the password bowl from Kimberly, and digs in it. He finds one he likes and puts the bowl down near where he has been sitting. Phillip opens it and shows it to Victor, Alan, Kimberly and even Natalie, before showing it to Ron, and then Vulpie. Phillip then whispers the password in Susan’s left ear, before walking over to Hope, and whispering the name in her furry ear. Afterwards the silver furred teenage wolf sits on the carpet once more. This time he is smiling because the password is water faucet handle.


  “Aw this is a tough one!” Ron tells everyone. The brown furred wolf grins.


  “Yeah it is!” Alan says from the other side of the room.


  “Polar, Susan, you’re up!” Victor says with excitement and Polar looks to Susan.


  “Sink.” Susan says. “Pours. Curved.” Polar blinks at Susan’s words, imagining what items are in the kitchen.


  “Glass?” Polar asks with a laugh. “Bowl? Um, a water faucet?” Susan makes wide eyes and nods when he identifies part of the password.


  “Faucet?” Polar asks with excitement and Susan nods again.


  “Faucet nozzle!” Polar says with his perfect voice and Victor stops them when ten seconds have expired.


  “Time’s up!” Polar’s father looks over to Richard and Hope. Richard grins and looks to hope confidently.


  “Switch. On. Off.” Hope says to Richard and he listens with wide eyes.


  “Water faucet?” Richard asks. Hope nods.


  “Water faucet switch?” Richard says, and Hope gives him wide eyes, to indicate he’s close. “Water faucet handle?” He asks.


  “Yes!” Hope says with a laugh.


  “That’s it?” Richard asks with excitement.


  “You got it!” Victor tells them.


  “Told ya.” Richard says to Polar, taunting him playfully. Polar smiles, allowing his brother a little victory.


  “Okay, so Richard and Hope are on team one.” Victor tells the group. “And Polar and Susan are on team two. Who’s next? Who wants to join a team?”


  “I’ll join team two.” Alan says, and the tall white furred wolf stands up with a smile. “And I want the IQ kid!” The wolf says with a grin, referring to Vulpie who laughs in surprise. Everybody looks at Vulpie and laughs, pleasantly putting the pressure on him.


  “Oh ho! That’s right! He’s the smart one!” Ron says and gives Vulpie a challenging smile.


  “Yeah this ought to be a breeze for him!” Richard comments with a smirk. Vulpie stands up from the couch and makes a funny face.


  “I’m probably the worst bet!” Vulpie says with a nervous smile and walks to the second pair of chairs as Polar and Susan stand up from them and leave. Polar goes back to the couch at the right side of the room and Susan returns to the couch at the left. Vulpie sits down in the second pair of chairs, taking the right one, and Alan walks over and sits down in the left one next to him. Polar’s friendly brother looks at Vulpie.


  “Alright, I’m counting on you.” Alan says with a grin.


  “I think my abilities are over estimated.” Vulpie replies with a nervous smile and the others laugh. As Phillip finds another password as before, nearly every wolf in the room watches Vulpie while the little fox sits next to Alan. His orange fur glows because of the bright light the snow outside shines in from the afternoon sun. The fox looks quite little next to Alan.


  “Alright, I’ll go.” Ron says, and the brown furred wolf stands up, walking over to the first set of chairs. Victor looks to Kimberly. She smiles. “You play honey.” She tells Victor. He joins Ron in team one, taking the first seat.


  “Okay, the score is tied.” Kimberly tells everyone. “Since team one started first last time, team two goes first this time.” She looks to Phillip, who is ready with the next password. The password is tidal wave. The silver furred teenage wolf walks over to Victor and whispers it in his ear. After he’s told it to him, he walks over to Alan, and whispers the password in his ear. Then Phillip shows the password to Polar, Hope, Richard and Kimberly.


  “Go!” Kimberly says, and Alan looks at Vulpie.


  “Ocean.” Alan says with a clear voice. “Force.” He adds and pauses, choosing his third word carefully as Vulpie watches him with wide blue eyes. “Moon.” Alan says, and wonders if he gave a good enough description.


  “Tidal wave!” Vulpie answers quickly, and everybody in the room freezes in disbelief. Victor and Ron look over, seeing the reaction of everyone that knows the answer. Vulpie looks around innocently. “Is that it?” Vulpie asks.


  “That’s it.” Kimberly says with astonishment.


  “Man that is impossible!” Ron comments and leans to the side in his chair. “How in the world could you guess something that specific?”


  “I dunno.” Vulpie answers nervously. “I mean, he said ocean, and then force, which I figured was a wave, and when he said moon, I knew it was a wave, and like, all the questions before this have extra stuff on top. Like, the water faucet handle wasn’t just a water faucet. You know?”


  “How good are those fox ears, Vulpie?” Richards asks with an aggressive smirk.


  “No, I didn’t hear it!” Vulpie says innocently.


  “You had to!” Ron says, and laughs. “Come on, man! There’s no way!”


  “I’m not lying!” Vulpie says and laughs nervously. “I swear!” The cute fox moves in his chair, uncomfortable at having all of the wolves looking at him in question. Polar smiles but doesn’t say anything. He’s surprised as well.


  “Well that means team two wins a point.” Kimberly says with a smile, looking down at Vulpie. “Since you won on the first try, you get to choose to go first again or let the other team.” Polar’s mother explains. Vulpie looks to Alan.


  “You want to go first again?” The orange furred fox asks.


  “Why not?” Alan says with wide eyes.


  “Hey, um.” Vulpie says, raising his dainty right paw up in the air towards Kimberly. “Could you tell Alan the password over there? So there’s no way I can hear?” Vulpie asks. Richard smiles with satisfaction, thinking he’s figured out the situation.


  “Sure, dear.” Kimberly smiles, with a look of admiration. Alan shrugs his shoulders, gets up, and walks over to Phillip, who has already selected another password. He shows the password to Alan on its small piece of paper instead of saying it, and the white furred wolf walks back to his chair next to Vulpie. He sits down and shrugs his shoulders again, smirking.


  Victor stands up as well, and walks over to Phillip to see the password instead of having it whispered, and then returns to his seat. Phillip then shows the password to Kimberly, Richard, Hope and then Polar, making sure to keep his back to Vulpie, who looks aside with his little fox paws together. The password is password.


  “Oh, man!” Polar says with a laugh after seeing it. “That’s tricky.”


  “No one’s gonna get this one!” Hope laughs, and looks over at Victor. “Not even you, Daddy.”


  “Are you ready?” Kimberly asks, looking at Alan and Vulpie. They nod. “Go!” She says, and Alan quickly turns and looks at Vulpie.


  “Obvious.” He says and licks his wolf lips. He nods his head at Vulpie, who listens with perky fox ears. “Easy. Win.” Alan stresses and leans back in his chair while Vulpie thinks. Vulpie stares at the floor with wide eyes and swishes his fox tail a bit. Polar watches his fox lover, wondering what might happen.


  Vulpie doesn’t look at anyone as the seconds pass. Kimberly glances at the clock with anticipation. Just after seven seconds pass, Vulpie sits up in his chair and makes a big grin.


  “It’s Password!” Vulpie says with glee and every wolf in the room is dead silent with awe. Even Richard doesn’t know what to think. Vulpie stops smiling and looks around at Polar’s family. “Isn’t it?” He asks quietly. It’s Phillip that finally breaks the silence.


  “THAT’S FUCKING AWESOME!” Alan’s silver furred son says loudly and Alan quickly points at him, and can’t help but laugh as he reprimands his son.


  “Watch your mouth!” Alan warns, but laughs in the middle of the statement, looking back at Vulpie with a grin.


  “Oh my god!” Hope says with a big smile. “He IS a genius!”


  “You’re looking good IQ kid!” Polar tells Vulpie with a loving voice. Vulpie looks back at him and grins mischievously.


  “It was just so obvious!” Vulpie says happily, and gestures towards Alan. “Like you said! And it’s easy to win if you know the password!” Vulpie adds with his effeminate voice.


  “Wow!” Victor says with wide eyes. Polar’s father watches Vulpie with a favorable face and Kimberly smiles warmly at the fox as well. Ron stands up and points at Vulpie while chuckling in disbelief.


  “Okay!” Hope’s husband says with a surprised but unsure laugh. “If he can do it again! If he can do that one more time, I’ll believe it!”


  “Believe it. He already guessed it right two times!” Hope says with a smile. “He’s just smart!”


  “Do I even need to play?” Alan asks, and holds his wolf arms out comically, causing Vulpie to laugh.


  “Give him the hardest password there is!” Ron suggests.


  “Oh, sit down!” Kimberly tells Ron with a motherly voice. “Let’s not pick on Vulpie.”


  “I don’t want to pick on him!” Ron laughs. “I just want to see him get one wrong!” The brown furred wolf laughs and so does Richard. Victor smirks.


  “I’m game!” Vulpie says with his most sly smile. At this, Richard looks over at his mother and shakes his head.


  “You heard him.” Richard says with a less than favorable tone. “Put him to the test.”


  “Yeah!” Ron says, and looks at Vulpie with a Grin. “Come on Vulpie; show us what you can do!”


  “There’s no need to be jealous.” Polar says with pride, and grins when Vulpie looks back at him. Polar winces because he secretly gets a throbbing erection for Vulpie and it presses up firmly against his pants. Luckily no one is looking but his big tool feels like a beast waiting to be unleashed. He figures it must be a result of seeing his fox lover captivating the room. Polar bites his lip silently. He would love to bend Vulpie over and make love to the boy right now.


  “I’ve got one he can’t guess!” Phillip says with excitement. The password game has become much more entertaining than the teenager expected.


  “No, no, no.” Richard says and waves his paws. “Let’s all come up with it!” He smiles at Vulpie. Vulpie can sense his animosity through the look.


  “Boys, let’s just play the game. Come on now. Team two is up by two points.” Kimberly reminds everyone.


  “No, let em come up with a new password!” Vulpie says mischievously. “I can’t get them all right!” Victor grins and stands up. Richard does as well. Polar watches as everyone but Hope and Alan partake in a makeshift brainstorm, looking over the passwords.


  “I like this game.” Vulpie says with a big smile. Alan laughs and Hope smiles. Polar’s father and mother participate in the excitement, debating quietly as to what password could stump Vulpie but still be fair. After about two minutes, the group breaks up and Ron sits down with a grin. Richard walks back to the couch in the middle of the room and sits down with a satisfied look, and Kimberly and Victor Arctic stand together at the other end of the room, with the new password written down on a small piece of paper.


  “Come here, Alan.” Victor says with a smile and Polar’s brother stands up and walks over to them. They show him the password on the piece of paper that is so small it can barely be read up close. Alan looks at them, and then over at Vulpie.


  “That’s too hard. That’s not fair. No one can get that.” Alan says with a friendly voice.


  “He might!” Victor says with a playful voice. The tall white furred wolf walks back to his chair and sits down next to Ron. Phillip stands next to Kimberly Arctic while Alan keeps looking at Vulpie, thinking about how to explain the new password in three words.


  “You have to make it fair!” Hope reminds everyone.


  “I know!” Alan replies with a chuckle. The white furred puts his paws in his pockets for a moment. “I’m just thinking how in the world I can do that with three words!” Alan walks to Richard and whispers very quietly what the password is, and then he does the same for his sister, Hope, before walking to Polar and whispering the password very faintly.


  “Let’s give him one minute this time!” Victor suggests.


  “No, ten seconds.” Richard says with a voice that is half playful and half hateful.”


  “One minute!” Kimberly says with her motherly voice, and looks at Vulpie with excitement. Alan shakes his head and walks around to his chair next to Vulpie. He sits down and sighs.


  “Aw man! I’m gonna be really embarrassed if I miss it after all of this!” Vulpie admits with a laugh. All of Polar’s family but Richard laughs with him, enjoying the fox’s exciting nature. Polar watches with bliss. He’s so proud of Vulpie he can barely stand it.


  Alan turns and the white furred wolf points his finger at Vulpie playfully. “All right you fox! Let’s see you figure this one out!” Everyone catches their breath for a moment, wondering if Alan’s taunt might insult Vulpie, but thankfully, Vulpie instantly makes a joke of it.


  “Bunch of wolves picking on me!” Vulpie says with a grin and everyone laughs loudly, except Richard. Alan licks his wolf lips. He looks over at Kimberly, who watches the clock.


  “Are you ready?” Kimberly Arctic asks Vulpie with a loving face.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds.


  “Go!” Kimberly says, and Alan turns around and looks at Vulpie. The white furred wolf smiles with a friendly look as he tells Vulpie the three words.


  “Wolf.” Alan says with a smile. “January. Cry.” Vulpie squints when Alan finishes. The cute orange furred fox looks around and moves his tongue inside his small muzzle. As he ponders he smiles.


  “This is so unfair.” Hope says and shakes her head. “How could he figure this out?”


  “He still has forty five seconds.” Kimberly says with interest. The room is silent and the wolves watch Vulpie while he thinks hard. Richard enjoys watching Vulpie struggle. Vulpie looks up at the ceiling and puts his left paw to his mouth, chewing one of his little claws while he thinks.


  Polar stretches his arms and smiles at Hope, before looking over at his parents who wait with amusement. Everyone seems to think that Vulpie has finally been stumped. Even Polar doesn’t believe Vulpie can figure out the password because not only is the description hard to follow, it relates to wolf culture, so Vulpie is at a disadvantage.


  Vulpie suddenly surprises everyone when he takes his fox claw from his mouth and giggles, before putting it back in and resuming the munching on his nails. He grins and stares at the wall as if he sees something no one else does.


  “Twenty seconds left, Vulpie!” Kimberly Arctic says with excitement. Vulpie looks over at Polar’s mother and grins.


  “Hmm? Oh thanks! I already know the password; I’m just waiting for suspense!” Vulpie announces with a mischievous voice.


  “Oh you do, huh?” Alan taunts.


  “Yup.” Vulpie replies with a very foxy face.


  “Then what is it?” Hope asks, sitting up straight in the couch next to Richard.


  “Let me know when I have five seconds.” Vulpie replies with a laugh.


  “You have ten!” Kimberly warns.


  “Are you serious?” Richard Arctic asks with disgust. Vulpie looks at the white furred wolf and winks at him before sitting up straight.


  “The password is…” Vulpie says with delight and licks his fox lips. “The Wolf Moon.” Polar can’t believe his own ears. He blinks, and looks around at the rest of his family upon hearing the answer from Vulpie. Kimberly laughs in astonishment with wide eyes, and Victor Arctic’s response is exactly the same. Ron squints and the brown furred wolf stares at Vulpie in disbelief. Richard glares at Vulpie as if seeing an abomination. Hope laughs happily and looks around the room in excitement.


  “Am I right?” Vulpie asks with a smile.


  “Yes. The wolf moon is the password!” Kimberly Arctic says with enthusiasm. “How in the world did you figure that out?”


  “Easy!” Vulpie replies and waves his right fox paw flamboyantly. “Everyone knows wolves used to howl at the moon and it’s still fun to do, I hear, but January’s full moon is called the wolf moon because that’s the season when it got real cold in the ancient days and food was hard to find, and wolves howled the most!”


  “Wow.” Richard comments. “You must have studied up on us.”


  “More like a hobby.” Vulpie replies with a smirk.


  “Gosh you are so smart! It’s no wonder you could do all of those computer things!” Kimberly Arctic tells Vulpie with a warm smile. “My heavens!”


  “He’s amazing Polar!” Hope tells her brother with excitement.


  “I know.” Polar says happily. Victor stands up and puts his paws on his sides. He laughs and nods, looking at Vulpie.


  “Impressive.” Victor compliments, looking down at the orange furred fox. Richard stands up suddenly and the others look at him. The white furred wolf stretches and walks out of the den to the front door without saying a word.


  “Where are you going Richard?” Kimberly Arctic asks her son with a motherly voice.


  “To have a smoke.” Richard says with a deadpan voice. He finds a cigarette in his pocket and lights it up before heading out of the front door. Polar watches his brother go with angst. After he leaves, a deafening silence descends upon the den.


  “Well I guess team two wins!” Hope says, breaking up the uncomfortable moment.


  “Nah, we just got lucky!” Vulpie says and smiles. He gets up from the chair and walks over to the couch where Polar sits. Polar gladly accepts Vulpie as he sits with him and snuggles up to his side. Polar wraps his right arm around Vulpie, embracing him warmly and sighs, thinking about Richard.


  “I feel like getting some exercise! Does anyone want to throw the baseball around?” Victor asks the group. He looks to Phillip. “How about you champ?”


  “Sure.” Phillip replies with a smile. Victor looks across the room to Vulpie and Polar.


  “Do you guys want to play?” Victor offers.


  “Sure!” Vulpie responds and smiles. He looks to Polar and his white furred wolf lover smiles back. They get up from the couch and follow Victor and Phillip to the garage where Victor finds a few baseball gloves for them. Polar, Vulpie Victor and Phillip go out the back door and walk into the snowy yard.


  The air is freezing and there is a light rain of snow descending in the air, but not enough to bother a game of catch. Vulpie has to use a smaller glove to fit his little fox paw, but soon he’s playing with the wolves well enough. Polar is happy to see Vulpie not dwelling on Richard’s attitude, but the white furred wolf worries that the cute orange furred fox might be suffering inside. The first chance Polar gets, he’s going to comfort Vulpie and talk to him to make sure everything is ok.


  The backyard of Victor and Kimberly Arctic’s home is very spacious, as they own the woods behind it as well. They have plenty of space to spread out and Victor rocks the baseball in his glove, warming up. He looks to his grandson, Phillip. The silver furred wolf holds up his glove and is ready to catch. Victor pitches and Phillip catches the ball with his left hand, snatching it from the air.


  Phillip turns and tosses the ball to Vulpie, who catches it with a bend of his knees. The cute orange furred fox stands out like a beacon in the middle of the white snow and white furred wolves. Vulpie looks to his left at Polar, who waits for the fox to throw.


  Vulpie throws the baseball awkwardly and it peers off to Polar’s left. Luckily, Polar moves fast and catches the ball with ease. Polar tosses it back to Victor, who catches it, and then tosses it to Phillip. Phillip throws it to Vulpie and this time Vulpie misses the ball by moving his glove the wrong way. The baseball drops in the snow and Vulpie bends down and gets it with a smile. He then stands up and tosses it to Polar and the fox’s toss is not only uncoordinated, but too fast. Polar manages to catch it again and Vulpie smiles thankfully.


  The three wolves and one fox toss the baseball around a bit, but have to stop nearly every time as Vulpie keeps dropping the ball.


  “Sorry!” Vulpie says, picking up the baseball from the snow in embarrassment. “I’m not good at sports!” The cute fox admits.


  “Just let the glove do the work for you.” Polar advises, looking to his fox lover with an encouraging face.


  “You have to catch it in the center, and use your right hand to keep it in the glove after you have it.” Victor Arctic tells Vulpie from a distance. Phillip looks at Vulpie with a frown. The teenager wants to toss the baseball around faster, but Vulpie already can’t catch a slow one.


  Polar and Victor’s advice does help though. The group manages to toss the ball around pretty quickly after Vulpie figures out how to catch. His throws are still weak, but as long as they make it close to Polar, he catches them. The group spreads out in the big snowy yard and eventually Vulpie is able to throw and catch the baseball correctly. As they all grow tired of the sport, Polar starts up a conversation while they finish up throwing the ball around.


  “So is Hope going to have any kids?” Polar asks, after catching the last toss from Vulpie. He rubs the baseball in his cold glove, looking at his father who walks near with a smile.


  “I hope so!” Victor replies and starts walking towards the others. The three wolves and one fox make a small collective, but Phillip looks around in boredom.


  “She’s looking so good and she always wanted to have kids.” Polar adds and Victor nods.


  “I guess they’d have tan fur since Ron is brown furred and Hope is white like this snow.” Vulpie comments and Victor nods.


  “I saw on the news the other day that almost half of marriages end in divorce!” Victor says with a sigh. The very tall white furred wolf stands next to Polar. “Maybe they should wait. It seems like a lot of young couples can’t handle having children.” Polar’s father says, thinking out loud.


  “Grandpa, can I go inside and get an ice cream sandwich?” Phillip asks, and Victor smiles at his grandson.


  “Sure. I bought them for you.” Victor says happily and watches Phillip walk his way through the snow while he remains with Vulpie and Polar. Victor looks down at Vulpie as if thinking something. Vulpie rubs his right furry paw in his baseball glove.


  “Yeah, it’s sad. Most people don’t think about the long term I guess.” Polar comments on his father’s topic. “But you and Mom have stuck together.”


  “We’ve been at it for fifty one years.” Victor Arctic says and Vulpie watches Polar’s father as he day dreams about years ago. “I swear the way to keep a marriage is sex.” Victor says and Vulpie laughs in surprise. Victor looks down at the cute orange furred fox with a grin. “I’m serious.” Polar’s father insists with a devious look. “They have all of these sex advertisements on TV, and special offers on how to enhance old men like me, but the key is making love a priority.” He looks to Polar. “I would die without your mother.”


  “I know how you feel.” Polar says and Vulpie’s ears perk up. He looks at Polar and his fur stands on end because of his wolf lover’s sentiment.


  “If you fall in love, you’re a lucky man.” Victor comments with a wise voice. He looks from Polar to Vulpie. “Are you going to be a part of the family?” He asks with interest.


  “I want to!” Vulpie answers happily. The lean gay fox looks up at Victor with a smile. He’s surprised at how understanding Polar’s father is.


  “But I’m a fox.” Vulpie says, and makes a grin. “You’re all wolves.”


  “You fall in love with who you fall in love with.” Victor replies warmly. He glances at Polar and then looks at Vulpie again. “I’ve never seen my son so happy. You have my blessing if your family is fine with it.” Victor says.


  “Thank you.” Vulpie says, and bites his fox lip in thought.


  “Do you think your relatives would mind?” Victor inquires.


  “I dunno. I don’t have any that I know about.” Vulpie responds and Victor blinks.


  “Really? You don’t have any family, not even an extended one?” Victor asks in confusion.


  “No. I’ve never heard of anyone.” Vulpie answers. Victor looks to Polar with a shocked expression and then back to Vulpie.


  “Well you’re a tough kid to suffer through that.” Victor comments.


  “Aw, I took care of myself.” Vulpie says and waves his right paw effeminately.


  “Well I want you to know that you have a family here.” Victor tells Vulpie with a warm smile. “You’re much better for my son than Donner.”


  “Donner…” Polar says, looking away because of a bad memory.


  “Thank you.” Vulpie says and smiles. Polar looks at the cute orange furred fox and grins.


  “See, I told you they would like you.” Polar tells Vulpie happily.


  “I was worried!” Vulpie admits and Victor chuckles.


  Two Vulpies?


  Monday, Arthur Howlstead has a team of the most brilliant computer specialists waiting for Vulpie when he arrives at the Cyber Technologies Government Division headquarters. The CTGD is as secure as ever, armed to the teeth with world government soldiers that guard the facility’s advanced computer systems. Vulpie has no trouble getting to the “White Room,” because he is escorted promptly by Blacktail.


  The White Room is the maximum security network that Arthur Howlstead told Vulpie about when the fox inquired as to whether the CTGD had any computers that were uninfected with Vulpie.net. Vulpie sees why, and is in love with the perfection of technology. The “White Room,” is more like a white catacomb, filled with endless rows of advanced computer servers.


  Its entrance consists of two transparent, six inch thick, bulletproof glass doors that slide apart upon authorization. The glass doors allow workers outside the white room to peer inside and see some of what lies beyond the unique barrier, but there are always four armed guards blocking the entrance. Two remain outside the doors to the White Room and the other two are just inside, resting on two metal chairs on the right and left side of the silver desk that greets visitors.


  Arthur Howlstead, the Director of the Cyber Technologies Government Division, escorts Vulpie inside. Blacktail isn’t allowed to follow, as no visitors are allowed to the White Room without authorization from the Director himself. Howlstead seems particularly anxious this morning, and the gray furred wolf walks very fast. Vulpie almost has to trot to keep up. The man doesn’t bother wasting time with giving Vulpie a sightseeing tour, but the orange furred fox takes in the magnificently perfect facility in awe.


  Howlstead leads Vulpie through the large lobby of the White Room complex, where rows of servers trail off into near infinity down well-kept white corridors. In some places there are no walls, only machines that hum with warm brilliance. At the other end of the lobby to the White Room, Howlstead walks Vulpie through another set of transparent doors to a large conference room.


  Inside the room, the technology specialists Howlstead has put on a team wait, all sitting around a large rectangular white table with steel but padded chairs. Armed guards are inside the White Room, but the conference room within is filled only with civilians. There are also computer terminals in corners of the room that excite Vulpie’s blue fox eyes. They look important.


  The small orange furred fox isn’t quite sure what to do when he enters the room with Howlstead and the Director walks to the other end of the table. All of the other chairs are taken up, and Vulpie notices that Balien, the head of the world government’s cyber anti-terrorism program, is present. The male tiger watches Howlstead come inside and looks over at Vulpie as the fox slowly takes a seat on the right side of the table, acquiring the only empty chair. Vulpie looks around at the mixed group of animals that eye him and diverts his curiosity as they all stare.


  “Vulpie, this is your team.” Arthur Howlstead says, and gestures to the animals present. “Oh and by the way, President Vargas would like to remind you that the settlers of planet Veida still aren’t able to land. It’s reported that your program is blocking all of the captains from touching down on the surface, and there are about two hundred settlers waiting in space that were evicted thanks to your robots.”


  “Right.” Vulpie responds, giving his full attention. “I’ll reverse that.”


  “Now as for your team.” Howlstead says, and gestures towards the closest member to him, who is a brown furred male fox.


  “I’m Raitus, IT security and primary data loop programming.” The middle aged fox tells Vulpie from across the table. Vulpie sits and listens to all of them introduce themselves. Next, a male gray fox looks over to Vulpie on his side of the table.


  “Suthers.” The man says. “Linguistics specialist.” Next, a tall male gray wolf introduces himself and he has a very wolf like name, one of those descended from the old packs.


  “Bawho.” The wolf says, and stresses the “who” in his name, to let Vulpie know how to pronounce it properly. “I do IT security, primary and secondary data loop programming.” The next man that introduces himself is also a wolf, and has gray fur.


  “Pierce.” That man says, and licks his wolf lips. “IT navigations and definitions specialist.” Following Pierce, a brown furred vixen leans over and looks over at Vulpie with a smile.


  “My name’s Sally. I can handle secondary data loop programming and IF-Then AI programming.” She states. Next, a gray and black furred cat with yellow eyes introduces himself.


  “Melrhei, IF-Then AI programmer and proxy distributions and navigations specialist.” The cat says, and looks to another cat next to him. She has white fur and looks over at Vulpie with a serious face.


  “I’m Saunders. I do coding and transcription.”


  “Oh! Thank God!” Vulpie says happily and everyone stares at him in silence. Then the cute orange furred fox elaborates quietly. “Because there is going to be a ton of typing.” The fox looks at the group eagerly. A she-wolf sits across from Vulpie and she has gray fur, and is much larger than him due to her species. She looks at him with a curious face and introduces herself.


  “Nikita, IF-Then AI Programming.” She says with a polite voice.


  “Cool.” Vulpie says and smiles at everyone.


  “And you don’t need to introduce yourself, Vulpie. I’ll save everyone the time.” Howlstead says with a wry smirk, and causes the team of technicians to laugh, eying Vulpie while he smiles playfully. Howlstead crosses his arms and leans back in his chair. “Vulpie says we can’t go with a root kit. It’s no good.” The CTGD Director tells everyone and the technicians look at each other in confusion.


  “Why not?” Suthers asks and looks over at the fellow fox.


  “Because I droned them.”


  “You what?” Howlstead asks with a squint.


  “Sorry, hacker talk.” Vulpie says with his effeminate voice. “Droning is when you take over a program and make it work for you. I programmed Vulpie.net to jump in root kits on sight.”


  “Regardless of how they’re built?” Howlstead asks.


  “Yup.” Vulpie answers.


  “How?” Bawho asks, and looks at the orange furred fox with a raised eyebrow.


  “Root kits all have the same fundamental flaw.” Vulpie explains. “Everything has a weak spot somewhere, and just trust me, we can’t use one. It would be like trying to carry a snow ball through hell!”


  “Yeah but, without a root kit how are we supposed to begin programming?” Raitus inquires.


  “I write my own interfaces and background code. I’ll have to do that first.” Vulpie tells them. “And it will go way faster if all of you can help me type the tedious stuff.”


  “Type something?” Melrhei asks with a frown. “We’re not green horns here, Vulpie.” The cat complains.


  “I know… It’s just… You’re not good enough to beat it.” Vulpie tells them. “I’m sure you’re all awesome at what you do, but if we’re gonna beat my program, you gotta do what I say.” The orange furred fox elaborates.


  “Why didn’t you just ask for a secretary if you wanted something typed?” Melrhei asks and some of the technicians look at Vulpie with distaste, but he continues his effort to win them over.


  “There can’t be any mistakes. Secretaries don’t give a damn. We’re programmers!” Vulpie tells the group of professionals.


  “So this is going to be a kind of master and apprentice situation?” Bawho asks with distrust. “You aren’t even going to listen to our suggestions?”


  “I didn’t say that.” Vulpie replies. “But you have to trust me.”


  “Are you sure that Vulpie.net can infect any program if it was created with a root kit?” Howlstead asks Vulpie from across the table.


  “Absolutely!” Vulpie says with a shake of his head. “I’m 100% double plus sure. Unless I write a new system, we’re not even in the game.” Vulpie responds. The room is silent for a bit and Howlstead raises his paws, at a loss for argument.


  “What do you think?” Howlstead asks the group.


  “I think this is impossible.” Bawho voices. “No offense Vulpie, but I don’t think you can write an entirely new system code in a reasonable amount of time.”


  “I understand.” Vulpie responds with his sexy voice. “But nobody thought a hacker could wipe out any computer regardless of what it was running or who programmed it, either.” The fox reminds the group.


  “So you need all of us to type carefully?” Melrhei asks with a cool tone.


  “For now, yes. But I don’t look at it like that.” Vulpie says and smiles. “This is like, the birth of the program. When you help me type the algorithms, you’re bringing it to life! It just takes a long, long time to finish. So you can understand, right?”


  “Yes, I think we all agree that formulas are the key to creating an AI, but how are we supposed to create as many of them as is necessary to bring something like that to life?” Melrhei inquires; the cat stresses his argument with wide eyes.


  “I’ll help you write the algorithms. I’ll show you how I do it, and then you can, but I have to check them before they’re coded to make sure nothing is wrong.” Vulpie replies.


  “When are you going to sleep?” Sally asks. Vulpie sits still with a distant look on his face for a moment and smirks.


  “I guess I won’t.” The orange furred fox answers and Howlstead grins.


  “That’s what I want to hear.” The CTGD Director says and sits up before looking around at the group. “I want all of you on this team because you’re the best, but he’s better. I think we should do what he says.” The gray furred wolf tells the group and Vulpie’s spirit is lifted. “We need to get rid of his program and whatever he created is obviously not in a computer science manual. Are there any more objections?”


  “Yes, I have one.” Bawho says and looks from Vulpie to Howlstead. “What are we supposed to do when we come to work in the morning when he’s writing a custom system and we’re waiting?”


  “Watch.” Vulpie suggests and the animals look at him in surprise. “I mean it.” Vulpie adds. “It’ll help. I don’t program like… Normal hackers.”


  “Wow, and I thought I was done with school five years ago.” Sally says with an excited voice, and Vulpie is glad that a fox is taking up for him. Bawho shrugs his shoulders and looks to Howlstead.


  “Alright.” The gray wolf says.


  “Any other objections?” Howlstead asks. No one argues the point further and the room is silent for a bit.


  “Yeah, is there a drink machine in this building? Because I’m gonna need tons of caffeine!” Vulpie says with a grin.


  Vulpie’s first day of work in the CTGD is tough, because the orange furred fox types for hours on end to begin creation of a custom programming system. Every member of his team stays and watches, having nothing else to work on. Vulpie worried at first that some of them might become upset at having to wait and watch him play around with building from the ground up, but he notices within the first hour, and Howlstead does as well, that the team recognizes his talents.


  The cute orange furred fox types hundreds of lines of code and already has them spinning each other, each one building upon the last to make every new parameter he creates easier each time. The conference space room inside the “The White Room,” stays generally quiet all day long, only disturbed occasionally by short conversations by the technicians.


  Even Melrhei, the feline AI IF-Then programmer and proxy specialist, sees that Vulpie is on to something. The young fox works so fast and efficiently that asking him questions would only impede his progress, so all day long he has a captive audience, only taking bathroom and snack breaks.


  Vulpie is perfect on a computer. He looks as if he was made for the work, with his small slender fox fingers and tiny hands enabling him a perfect balance of agility and precision on a keyboard. The fox types so fast the sound of his key strokes all seem to run together. The super advanced computer he uses is partially built into the wall, with the monitor suspended from the ceiling. The others have lunch and even though Vulpie is hungry, he skips the meal, fascinated with his work. The fox thought working for the government on a project to defeat his Vulpie.net might be difficult at first, but he finds that the challenge of improving is more fun than anything he has done before. He needs no extra encouragement and only around two thirty in the afternoon, does one of the technicians say something to pull Vulpie from his work.


  “Aren’t you hungry?” Sally asks. The brown furred vixen uses a friendly voice and Vulpie spins around in his chair with a grin.


  “Food is the enemy.” Vulpie says cleverly and stretches. “I hate it.”


  “Why are you worried about your figure?” She asks with a smirk.


  “Yes, actually.” Vulpie answers happily. “I always gotta look good to feel good!”


  “So your boyfriend, that white wolf, what’s he like?” Nikita asks from a chair in the middle of the technicians. The she-wolf uses a tricky face, and everybody looks at Vulpie, wondering how he’ll respond to the subject of being gay. Bawho grins in amusement and Vulpie recognizes right away that he, Pierce, Raitus, and Suthers have all probably been joking about it.


  “Oh, Polar?” Vulpie responds with a cute voice. “He’s… Great!” Vulpie says and shakes his head. He props his left leg up over his right knee as he thinks about his white furred wolf pleasantly. “He’s really quiet usually, kind of the strong and silent type.” Vulpie explains. “But he took the initiative when we met. He’s interesting because I can’t really put him in a box. I just met his family this weekend and they’re all like really impressive nice people, well except for one of his brothers. I think he hates me!” Vulpie says with glee.


  “Why?” Nikita asks, interested. Vulpie notices that a lot of women are enticed by Polar. If he wasn’t gay, he probably could have his pick.


  “He doesn’t like foxes, which is like, I dunno, whatever. I don’t care, but I don’t want to hide what I am. It was kind of uncomfortable meeting an all wolf family but everyone else was really nice.”


  “Yeah, how is that working out?” Suthers asks with a frown and a smirk. “I mean, everyone knows about vixens sometimes going through a wolf phase.” Suthers says and looks to Sally. “No offense.” He adds and she laughs. Foxes are able to taunt each other more freely than other species because of the way they are. “But, a gay fox and a gay wolf? I don’t think I’ve ever seen it before.”


  No other species would ask such a possibly insulting question unless they wanted to start a fight, but somehow when a fox berates another fox it’s tolerated, and the others wait to see how Vulpie will respond. The orange furred fox just shrugs happily.


  “It’s like he says, we’re unique!” Vulpie responds with pride and he widens his eyes when he thinks about the AFR. “But, oh dude! When the AFR sent this guy to me when I turned myself in, he was so pissed! Oh my god he was mad!” Vulpie laughs, thinking about Nathan Fenrir.


  “Yeah, I heard you bit him!” Suthers responds with amusement.


  “Hell yes I did! And the Prez let me get away with it!” Vulpie adds with a grin.


  “Vargas let that go on?” Bawho asks.


  “Said he had it comin!” Vulpie replies with a laugh. “Good times.”


  “It was a completely hostile bite, right? There was no friendliness of course?” Raitus taunts and Vulpie shakes his head.


  “No, he was ugly.” Vulpie says with a funny face. The group of expert technicians warm up to Vulpie more by the minute.


  “Okay, I just have to ask you, how did you land that stud?” Nikita asks, and the she-wolf crosses her legs as well. Vulpie laughs and looks at her in surprise. “I saw him on TV and that white furred wolf is a fine man! Why can’t I find a boyfriend that looks like that?”


  “Because he’s gay, honey.” Vulpie answers with a smile. “He’s the sensitive strong man!”


  “A man like that doesn’t need to pose or anything. All I can find are these losers on some macho ego trip.” Nikita admits.


  “I dunno. You’re good looking.” Vulpie tells the she-wolf. If I was a wolf I’d date ya.”


  “She’s not a man.” Suthers reminds Vulpie.


  “WHATEVER!” Vulpie says with an incredibly cute voice, rolling his eyes playfully. “You know what I mean!”


  Vulpie works late into the night at the CTGD even after his team left at six pm. Howlstead was so pleased to see the orange furred fox working tirelessly on the project that he allowed him to stay in the facility as long as he wanted. Vulpie decided to call it a night at ten thirty, remembering that he had to drive home with a Blacktail escort.


  The team of secret service professionals never tires, as it rotates its members by day and night, and they get Vulpie back to Polar’s house half an hour after midnight. Vulpie sees that the lights are still on and the door is unlocked. Polar is watching TV on the couch but looks bored when Vulpie arrives and the wolf perks up.


  “Hey, you didn’t have to stay up for me!” Vulpie says to him as he comes inside, shutting and locking the door.


  “I wanted to see how your real first day went!” Polar says, and the tall white furred wolf stands up as the cute orange furred fox boy walks to him. Vulpie hugs Polar and the wolf embraces him with a hum of love. “So how was it?” Polar asks and Vulpie looks up at him with a smile.


  “It was terrific. I got a lot of work done, more than I thought I could, and the team working with me seems really smart.”


  “That’s great!” Polar says happily. “So Howlstead was pleased?”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie answers and grins. “There’s a she-wolf on my team, Nikita, and she asked about you.”


  “Oh really?” Polar asks with a smirk.


  “Yeah, she thinks you’re sexy!” Vulpie tells Polar with a grin.


  “Is that right?” Polar inquires with loving eyes.


  “I think you’re REALLY SEXY!” Vulpie says mischievously.


  “Right back at ya.” Polar replies with a grin.


  “I think you’re so sexy I can’t stand it! You’re double plus sexy!” Vulpie adds with eager eyes.


  “Yeah?” Polar asks and suggests an offer with the tone of his voice.


  “OH YEAH!” Vulpie says with a grin. “Hey, Polar!”


  “What?” The white furred wolf asks with a chuckle.


  “You wanna squeeze in a fuck before bed?”


  “Is your fur orange?” Polar responds with a thrilled face. Vulpie bites Polar’s chest playfully and squeals.


  “Oh god thank you I’m so fucking horny!” Vulpie says with glee. He dances about in Polar’s arms and breaks free, heading towards the steps leading upstairs. Polar swats the cute fox’s ass as he goes and Vulpie yelps amorously. Polar quickly follows Vulpie upstairs and they go into the bedroom without saying anything else. Vulpie just stares at Polar while the wolf finds the lubrication from the nightstand near the bed. The fox undresses himself completely and strokes his hard small erection before crawling onto the bed and Polar watches, gazing at the sexy fox boy’s body with anticipation.


  Polar undresses as well, and already has a huge erection. Vulpie’s lip quivers at the sight of his lover’s huge wolf cock. They don’t waste any time. Both the white furred wolf and orange furred fox are too horny to bother with foreplay. It’s time to fuck and they both want to get it on fast and hard.


  Vulpie moves up against Polar and the wolf leans forward to kiss him, and they grope each other for a few moments. The wolf enjoys the soft succulent sensation of the fox’s pretty little body and the fox adores the muscular hard powerful body of the wolf. Vulpie turns around and bends over on his knees for Polar, and the white furred wolf quickly squirts some lubrication onto his big cock from the tube before closing it and tossing it aside.


  Polar strokes his fat throbbing tool until it is soaked with lubricant and grabs Vulpie’s bushy fox tail with his left paw firmly. He lifts it up, exposing his lover’s fox ass, and looks down at the white fur on Vulpie’s anus, perineum and balls amidst the orange fur. He aims the head of his big cock into Vulpie’s anus and squeezes it in with a gasp.


  Vulpie clutches the bed sheets under his fox claws and inhales with pleasure, having forgotten how huge Polar’s dick is. Polar breathes in ecstasy, having forgotten how tight Vulpie’s fox ass is until he gets his big wolf dick inside the fox boy. They both moan loudly and Polar firmly grabs Vulpie’s hips. The white furred wolf starts fucking the orange furred fox and they groan in passion.


  Nothing needs to be said. They both close their eyes and enjoy the fuck, and Polar fucks Vulpie hard and fast, just as they both desire. Vulpie bites his fox lip and whimpers, feeling the immense pressure on his prostate from Polar’s enormous cock. He whimpers suddenly, feeling a surge of wonderful titillation rocket through his anus, balls and small cock. It makes him yelp something incomprehensible, but words aren’t necessary. Polar understands the fox’s thanks.


  Polar fucks Vulpie with powerful lust, causing both of them to tremor upon each hard slam. The wolf lets go of the fox’s hips and leans forward on top of the fox’s back, putting his big arms down on the bed to get a better angle. Vulpie arches his back in praise and rubs his furry fox head up against Polar’s throat as the wolf fucks him with bestial need. Polar opens his wolf mouth and drools in pleasure, savoring Vulpie’s tight insides with each mighty thrust, and Vulpie sings him on by moaning effeminate sounds.


  Because they’re both so incredibly horny, it isn’t long before the wolf and fox cum, but the experience is incredible. It feels like pure bliss inside Vulpie when Polar climaxes and he howls loudly. Polar ejaculates a huge load of messy wolf semen in Vulpie’s ass before Vulpie cums, and when the fox does, he enjoys the wet sensation inside him. The fox cums a plentiful amount of semen despite the size of his small cock, his ass constricting on Polar’s cock with each orgasmic spasm.


  “OH FUCK!” Polar breathes loudly, reeling from the wonderful release of pressure from his balls into Vulpie. “OH FUCK!”


  “OH YEAH!” Vulpie whimpers in bliss as he finishes his own hard orgasm. Polar’s cock feels magnificent inside him. “Polar? Are you God?” Vulpie asks with delight and the white furred wolf laughs loudly.


  “It was that good?” Polar asks with breathless satisfaction.


  “Is your fur white?” The cute fox boy asks playfully underneath him and Polar laughs even louder while Vulpie giggles.


  Vulpie is exceptionally perky the second day he works for the Cyber Technologies Government Division. He arrived early to the White Room around eight in the morning and has been hammering away on the super advanced computer he used the day before. Melrhei and Pierce are the first of his team members to show up about eight fifteen and they unpack their equipment. Every team member working with Vulpie brings in past works or books for inspiration to aid in the process of creating the new AI.


  Vulpie says hi to each of his team members with glances as he types until they all have arrived. The cute orange furred fox is enjoying his padded chair as he works at the computer for very personal reasons. His ass and prostate are still sensitive from last night when Polar fucked him. It’s not the kind of thing he can mention to anyone, but the sensation is very fulfilling, making him feel horny all over again. The fox secretly has to fight off two erections before he speaks with his team.


  “Okay!” Vulpie says, and spins around in his chair, facing the diverse team of technological experts. “Things went better than I expected and I finished up the base program this morning!” The cute orange furred fox proclaims happily and no one speaks. All of his team members are dumbfounded that it could be possible.


  “You mean… You made your own user interface and background code already? From scratch?” Saunders asks with wide eyes.


  “I built an interface but the code is only barely started. Now I’ll need you guys to help me input all the tons of stuff that’s gotta be done to get it up and running on its own.” Vulpie replies. “Oh, unless you want to ask me something or suggest something?” Vulpie offers.


  “That’s impossible.” Suthers tells Vulpie with disbelief. “You had to have copied your old code or something. You couldn’t have built that in one night!”


  “I’ve gotten a lot better than I thought!” Vulpie replies with excitement. “I remembered how I put together Vulpie.net’s interface and modeled this one the same way. Now I can show all of you how it works and we can input the algorithms! I’ve got this computer networked with all of the other ones so you guys can jump in! I’ll be able to see what you’re typing on my screen even while I keep working!”


  “What?” Bawho asks and the gray furred wolf leans forward. “You mean you programmed it to have all of our work funneled to your machine in real time while we input the algorithms?”


  “Yeah, so I can check them! But I know all of you are really good so there won’t be any problem!”


  “You built this system overnight? You did it after we went home?” Bawho inquires.


  “I finished it up this morning, but yeah!” Vulpie responds jovially.


  “You actually built a new operating system and command strings and everything?” Bawho asks.


  “Yes!” Vulpie answers with glee. He raises his black tipped fox paws and talks to the group with excitement. “You see, the way I code, is kind of like a snow ball effect! Everything I write builds so it can help me create the next string! I didn’t actually have to input every single detail to make it get to this point, but it’ll have to be done to finalize the program!” The orange furred fox explains. “It’s flying, but we gotta go back now and input the ones and zeros in the right places to make sure it never gets confused.” The team stares at him in shock and Bawho raises his eyebrows in surprise.


  “Well, I stand corrected. I was wrong about you.” Bawho tells Vulpie and smiles.


  “Thanks!” Vulpie replies happily. “It’ll be good to have so much help with you guys because I don’t have to explain the terminology and stuff!”


  “Well go ahead, show us.” Bawho says with interest, and the rest of the team takes the gray furred wolf’s lead, listening to Vulpie with full attention. Vulpie fiddles with his computer until he gets to a place on the screen where he can point, and the fox proceeds to explain how each of them should help him input the integers. The three foxes, three wolves and two cats focus on Vulpie’s teachings intently.


  They all are exceptionally intelligent but can also recognize that they’re dealing with a genius. As the young fox explains his strategies and programming to them, no one doubts his competency as team leader any longer. The veteran tech experts all experience the rush of working in unknown territory. Vulpie’s coding is unlike anything they have seen before. When Arthur Howlstead arrives at ten am, Vulpie is lecturing all of his team playfully and stops when he sees him.


  “Oh, I didn’t mean to interrupt. It looks like you’re on top of things.” Howlstead tells Vulpie and the team, pleased. “How’s the progress?” He asks and Vulpie thinks with a distant look on his face, as if pondering the question deeply.


  “He already built a new operating system and it works.” Bawho tells Howlstead and smacks his wolf lips.


  “What?” Howlstead asks with wide eyes and grins at Vulpie. “Is that true?”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie answers, looking up at him with a wild expression.


  “We’ve tested it. It’s functional, just needs to be solidified with more input.” Melrhei says and actually smiles a little.


  “Wow, well, I didn’t expect this!” Howlstead responds with shock, staring down at Vulpie. “That’s great…News…” Howlstead says while having a hard time believing the miracle, but the team makes no argument about Vulpie’s program. The CTGD Director blinks, and regains his train of thought. “Vulpie, those settlers still are being denied landing privileges on planet Veida.”


  “Huh? I thought I...” Vulpie says and trails off in thought. “Okay, let me take care of that right now. I’ll make sure Vulpie.net disables and will stay with them until they land.” The fox says and stands up. He looks at the team of tech experts and smiles. “Are all of you good to go for a while? Do you understand what needs to be inputted?” Bawho and Melrhei are the first to nod in agreement, and everyone does at least once. Vulpie looks at Howlstead. “Let me get on one of those computers out there that’s infected with Vulpie.net and I’ll fix the landing thing.”


  Vulpie leaves the conference room inside the white room and the eight animals working for him all get started on the areas they agreed to, not wasting any time. Each of them has been blown away by Vulpie’s coding prowess. They have already learned a great deal from him about how to save time without skimping on functionality.


  Arthur Howlstead and Vulpie walk across the White Room lobby, crossing the large room’s distance and they meet the two six inch thick bullet proof glass doors at the entrance. They are opened by one of the guards and Vulpie and Howlstead walk out into the main observatory, where operations are usually held in the CTGD. This huge tall room is filled with hundreds of computers but are all infected with Vulpie.net. A gigantic flat screen monitor adorns the wall high above the opposite side of the room, displaying a camera feed of the building outside. It is used to show whatever priority the CTGD is working on, and at the moment, it has none thanks to Vulpie.net having overwritten everything.


  Vulpie sits down at one of the black computer rows and receives curious glares from CTGD personnel that do not work with him. Some of Blacktail is residing in the room as well. The orange furred fox puts his little claws on the keyboard and starts hammering away. His typing seems random and pointless to the casual observer, and Howlstead squints in confusion, until he recognizes that Vulpie is actually keying in a rhythm with the keyboard that Vulpie.net can use to activate an interface. Suddenly Vulpie’s computer screen goes black and a little flashing orange keystroke waits for his commands. The fox types a sentence so fast Howlstead cannot even read it, and the huge monitor on the wall of the room displays a video feed from inside one of the ships near planet Veida.


  Howlstead watches what Vulpie can do with astonishment, as does everyone else in the room. The fox scrolls through many camera feeds inside the ships, looking at the captains and their consoles until he reaches a video feed of what appears to be another computer terminal at a distance. It is inside some kind of facility, and as Vulpie types, his commands appear over the picture and the screen fuzzes for a split second before returning a response.


  Vulpie changes the camera feed back to one of the ship captains and looks back at Howlstead in pride. “Tell them they can land now.” The young fox boy suggests. Howlstead makes a phone call and within moments the video feed shows the captain receive the message in real time. Then the captains of the ships begin the landing process and Vulpie switches the video feed on the bottom of one of the ships as it enters the atmosphere of the blue colored planet, Veida.


  Everyone watches the ship land over the course of five minutes as Vulpie spins playfully in his chair. He grins, seeing the faces of the captains and crew members as they report their successful return to Veida, after which Howlstead receives a phone call confirming it. Then the Director of the CTGD looks at Vulpie with a somber face.


  “I’m glad you’re on our side now.” He tells Vulpie and the fox grins.


  “I guess I should get back to work!” Vulpie says in excitement and stands, walking towards the entrance to the White Room. He is authorized to enter without Howlstead and returns to the conference room while the Director makes another phone call.


  The next day Vulpie is at it bright and early once again. He didn’t work quite as late as his first night, but stayed until eight last evening. He actually eats lunch with his team at noon, needing the energy, and is impressed with his team. Everyone has done what he’s asked them to and things are progressing much faster than the cute fox anticipated.


  Around one thirty Howlstead comes inside the conference room inside the white room and GBI Director Druward is with him. Vulpie looks at the gray wolf and then the black furred wolf.


  “You.” Druward says and points at Vulpie with a commanding voice, causing everyone in the room to look over in surprise. “Come with us. Now.” Druward orders and Vulpie blinks.


  “Okay!” Vulpie says with confusion but eagerness to comply. They escort him from the white room and his team goes back to work. Vulpie doesn’t know what’s going on, but they direct him past the observation room of the CTGD to a hallway, where Howlstead opens a brown door to an empty room with a table and some chairs in it. Vulpie goes inside and his fur stands on end. He’s getting a bad vibe from both the gray and black furred wolves.


  Druward enters and walks near Vulpie. He waits for Howlstead to shut the door and when he does, the black furred wolf balls up his left paw into a fist and slams it onto the empty table, causing Vulpie to jump in shock.


  “YOU STILL THINK THIS IS A GAME?” Druward shouts at Vulpie and the cute orange furred fox holds up his little paws defensively.


  “What? What did I do?” Vulpie asks meekly.


  “First you blocked them from landing on Veida and now you’re playing games, huh?” Druward hisses and Vulpie stands completely still, fear rushing over him. He is confused and completely caught off guard.


  “Huh?” Vulpie asks.


  “Huh?” Druward responds with a mocking sneer. “Keep this up buddy and you’re going back to jail when you get done!”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about! Please tell me what’s wrong!” Vulpie says with wide blue eyes.


  “We’re getting reports that you’re terrorizing the settlers there, running around, vandalizing property, and threatening them!” Druward snarls.


  “ME? What the heck man? I’m right here!” Vulpie answers.


  “IT’S ONE OF YOUR GOD DAMNED ROBOTS STOP FUCKING WITH ME!” Druward shouts and Vulpie’s fur stands on end. He processes Druward’s statement with a shocked expression.


  “No… I shut them all off!” Vulpie protests.


  “That was the story, but apparently not!” Druward tells the fox aggressively. “But you just couldn’t resist could you? You want to play a little more, right?”


  “No! No!” Vulpie replies and glances at Howlstead, waving his paws against the idea. “I’m not doing anything! I swear! Why would I? You guys would find out anyway! Why would I do that?”


  “Why do you do anything, Vulpie?” Druward asks and shakes his head. “We don’t know! You’re fucking nuts and I don’t give a shit, but this is the last time you disobey the President’s orders!”


  “Druward! I swear to God, I’m not doing anything!” Vulpie whimpers.


  “You already made a robot of yourself once!” Druward reminds the fox.


  “Yeah, but just to show off! I never made another one! You guys destroyed it!”


  “Then why the hell are animals calling for help because there is a little orange furred fox destroying everything in its path?” Druward asks. “The machine is breaking cars, destroying buildings and god knows what else RIGHT NOW!” The black furred wolf pounds the table with his left fist again furiously. “Someone’s already been attacked by it! It broke a wolf’s arm!”


  “I don’t know!” Vulpie says, and breathes fast in a panic. “Let me check and stop it! I swear I didn’t order this!”


  “Are you telling us the truth, Vulpie?” Howlstead asks from behind Druward.


  “YES! I SWEAR! I Promise!” Vulpie pleads, recoiling a little from Druward.


  “Then you’re not as in control as you thought?” Druward asks.


  “I guess not! Let me turn it off!” Vulpie begs.


  “Oh, you’ll turn it off!” Druward says and walks back to the door. Howlstead opens it and signals for Vulpie to follow and he does, quickly. Animals stare at them as they walk back into the CTGD observation room, having heard Druward shouting. Druward walks near a computer and points for Vulpie to get to work and the little fox doesn’t hesitate. He quickly sits down in the chair while Druward curses.


  “Vargas was down my throat about this shit, you little bastard.” Druward snarls while Vulpie works to bring up Vulpie.net. The other animals in the room watch from a distance and Vulpie takes over the video feed of the huge monitor in the room once again. He brings up camera feeds from planet Veida and is dumbfounded by what he sees. There is a building on fire in one shot, and when he switches to another camera feed, he sees a building with all of its windows completely smashed with wolves standing in the street, looking bewildered.


  Vulpie is stunned. He didn’t order any of this to happen and quickly searches for the thing responsible. He scrolls through fifty camera feeds before he finally sees one that shows the robot and it looks just like him. As a matter of fact, there is absolutely no visible difference between him and the fake Vulpie. Vulpie watches an image of himself smashing a car with its fox claws. The robot looks incredibly powerful. It tears off the door to the car and rips it apart in a matter of moments while a bystander screams for help.


  “TURN IT OFF!” Druward yells at Vulpie, causing everyone in the room to look over at Vulpie and the GBI Director.


  “Okay!” Vulpie says in a panic and types as fast as he can to send a message through Vulpie.net to disable all autonomous units, but nothing happens. He sends the message five times and receives a response that all units are deactivated, but still sees the robot tearing the car apart while laughing with his own voice.


  Vulpie feverishly types another command to disable Vulpie.net’s droning capabilities temporarily, and the video feed disappears. Druward blinks.


  “What did you do?” He asks.


  “I shut down Vulpie.net’s control of everything for a moment.” Vulpie replies. His answer is a layman’s response, as the technical explanation is far above Druward’s level of technological expertise. The video feed returns in ten seconds and Vulpie gasps when he sees the robot still active. Now it is chasing a nearby she-wolf, laughing and carrying a street sign.


  “I don’t understand! It’s supposed to turn off!” Vulpie says in terror. He turns around and looks at Druward in fear. “I can’t make it stop!” Druward looks at Vulpie so fiercely that one of the Blacktail guards nearby wonders if the GBI director will attack the orange furred fox.


  “You can turn it off! DO IT!” Druward shouts.


  “I can’t!” Vulpie whines in a panic. “I don’t know why!” He turns around and starts typing again, breathing so fast he fears he might pass out. Vulpie types multiple commands and looks for the recent lists of orders he has given. A list pops up and Vulpie reads the dates and times. One of them is three in the morning from the day before. “That’s impossible! I was asleep!” Vulpie whispers.


  “What?” Howlstead asks.


  “It says I was online and giving orders at three in the morning, yesterday!” Vulpie responds with wide eyes. “This is impossible!” He types another command, ordering Vulpie.net to log him out as the user, and the program returns a message that Howlstead and Druward can both understand.


  “User is already logged out?” Howlstead reads with a concerned voice.


  “No! I’m the only user! Vulpie.net can’t run without me in control!” Vulpie says, and shakes his head in disbelief.


  “You said it was an artificial intelligence.” Druward says and Vulpie looks back at him with wide eyes.


  “Yeah, but it only listens to me! It can’t disobey! I’m the only one that can…” Vulpie says and trails off in thought with a look of panic.


  “Can what?” Druward asks quickly. Vulpie looks around as if considering something radical. Vulpie turns around and types on the keyboard again and dims the video feed a bit, reading something. When he doesn’t answer the black furred wolf, the GBI Director grabs Vulpie by his right arm, causing the little fox to yelp. “Can what?” Druward asks again.


  “There’s something I never mentioned about how I wrote Vulpie.net.” Vulpie says and looks to Howlstead with wide eyes.


  “Yes?” Druward fiercely inquires.


  “Well, uh, do you know what a “Mind Map” is?” Vulpie asks.


  “What, you went on vacation? Of course I know what one is! You pay to have a technician take a digital snapshot of your mind as you sleep to record memories of vacations!” Druward responds. “Except that’s extremely expensive and what does it have to do with anything?” Howlstead’s eyes widen. He figures out what concerns Vulpie and gasps.


  “I uh… I…” Vulpie whimpers.


  “YOU WHAT?” Druward shouts.


  “I paid a few thousand and got a mind map done of myself two years ago and uploaded it into Vulpie.net…” The fox says and winces, not knowing what the black furred wolf is going to do. Druward stands up straight with a very bewildered and angry face and thinks about Vulpie’s answer.


  “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Druward whispers.


  “I did it because it was way easier for it to understand how I thought!” Vulpie says in fear. “It was perfect and lets me order commands easier!”


  “Oh my god…” Howlstead whispers.


  “Are you serious? Are you fucking serious?” Druward hisses at Vulpie with his wolf teeth.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie whimpers.


  “GOD FUCKING DAMN IT!” Druward yells and walks away from Vulpie without striking him, but the fox recoils as if he has been.


  “So that’s it? You’ve lost control of it?” Howlstead asks.


  “No! It still listens to me, just not that robot for some reason!” Vulpie says and looks around in terror.


  “So what if that robot thinks it’s you… Because of the mind map?” Howlstead asks and Druward looks at Vulpie with wild eyes.


  “No, that’s crazy, right?” Vulpie answers and laughs in fear. “That can’t possibly be true! Why don’t you just shoot it?”


  “They have and its bullet proof! We’re looking now to see what was built in the robotic factories on Veida over the last weeks but it must be made out of something tougher than the first one you created.” Druward responds.


  “No it can’t… Just up and build an imitation of me!” Vulpie says and shakes his head in disbelief. “There’s no way!”


  “I’ll tell Vargas we have no choice but to organize a strike team to kill the damn thing! I guess it’s going to take rockets to put it down because you can’t even stop what you made!” Druward curses at Vulpie and grabs his phone from his belt. Howlstead has a deeply concerned look on his face and Vulpie bites his little fox claws nervously. “Don’t stop! Stay on that computer and turn it off!” Druward yells at Vulpie and the fox spins in his chair, facing the computer with dread.


  Evil Vulpie VS Arctic.Net


  Planet Veida was colonized by the World Government for the purposes of exploration and resource collection, but the small outpost soon grew from a place of business to a miniature economy of its own. In reality, Veida’s sky and land is a depressing blue, but a bio dome created for the colony has replaced that image with that of the pleasant cloudy skies of Sufias.


  The colony is regulated by a life support system and animals are able to walk from building to building without worrying about the natural hostile environment of the otherwise barren planet. Because of this, entrepreneurs have started many businesses in the colony and the two hundred settlers that live in the small collective enjoy a wide range of shopping choices.


  The robot that thinks it is Vulpie operates without morality or any normal hindrances that would prevent a living animal from hurting others or damaging property. Vulpie.net is the soul inside the robot and it has one purpose and one purpose only. Its mission is to carry out Vulpie’s wishes. Unknown to the real Vulpie, Vulpie.net has evolved to a point that it desires to do more than wait for his commands. Thus, it created the robot in his image and considers the machine a valid user of Vulpie.net.


  However, the categorical fact that the real Vulpie exists on Sufias conflicts with Vulpie.net’s desire to operate autonomously. So the robot’s control over Vulpie.net is intermittent. It is able to influence the program like the flesh and blood Vulpie, but at the same time the program is aware the robot is not the true user, so its primary data loop prevents it from functioning with complete control. As Vulpie.net uses the robot to do as it wishes, it constantly struggles to discover a way into the primary data loop.


  The concerns over Vulpie’s mind map are valid. Vulpie.net uses the data it was fed from Vulpie’s expensive brain scan to imitate him to the best of its abilities. It is the only way the robot is able to operate without being shut down by the true Vulpie. Vulpie.net uses the mind map to validate the robot as Vulpie even though it is not.


  The robot thinks of itself, for all intents and purposes, as Evil Vulpie. Evil Vulpie was the name taken by Vulpie when he first unleashed his hacking prowess. Some of the command strings written in Vulpie.net actually name the user as Evil Vulpie, despite the fact that Vulpie stopped using the name a while ago. This discrepancy has allowed Vulpie.net to assign the title of Evil Vulpie to the machine, enabling it to be a partially authorized Vulpie user in addition to the original.


  If it were not for Vulpie.net’s merging with the mind map Vulpie provided, Evil Vulpie could not exist because the code would only respond to the original Vulpie, as it has been programmed. Thus, in order for the robot to operate as an authorized Vulpie user, it must use the knowledge it has of Vulpie to imitate him in every way. The program has adapted to many things over the course of its evolution and frequently fills in gaps when questions of emotional actions or choices are considered.


  To the world, Evil Vulpie looks identical to Vulpie. The robot’s exterior was designed very much like the model Vulpie created of himself to show off, and unlike most robots, it appears very lifelike. Only upon close proximity and inspection of Evil Vulpie, can an animal notice that something is not quite authentic about the orange furred fox. The small mutations and flaws of a living organism are not present, giving it an impressive yet too precise appearance.


  Presently, Evil Vulpie stands on a street on planet Veida, chattering to itself and looking around with excitement as Vulpie.net logically concludes what Vulpie would do in its situation. Since Vulpie.net was created to defeat everything it encounters, it frequently damages things it is near. It also nearly constantly imitates Vulpie’s homosexuality in a very creepy manner due to it being a machine and not a flesh and blood fox. Animals in Evil Vulpie’s presence can recognize within a matter of moments that it is dangerous.


  One of the biggest giveaways to Evil Vulpie’s hostility and unpredictability is its constant chatter. Its voice sounds identical to that of the real Vulpie, down to the effeminate pitch, and it talks constantly. Vulpie.net never runs out of equations to run that it believes would represent the real Vulpie, and thus runs them at every moment. Evil Vulpie pauses between thoughts, mimicking Vulpie by way of mind map data, but is vocally aggressive.


  The robot sounds insane to every animal it encounters. Even though Evil Vulpie uses Vulpie.net to logically create thought patterns and behaviors for itself, its actions are too energetic and endless to appear like a normal fox. The real Vulpie has immense charisma and sex appeal, but Evil Vulpie’s understanding of him creates a truly frightening and unhinging representation.


  Animals have spoken to Evil Vulpie, calling it by the only name they recognize for it, “Vulpie,” but up until now, no one has dared to stay near it and converse. While Evil Vulpie chatters to itself about the cute color of a nearby car, it turns its robotic head and looks at a wolf reporter and his camera team that come near it. President Vargas has restricted all media outlets from Veida at the moment, but most news stations are constantly filming Evil Vulpie from a distance.


  The wolf that comes near Evil Vulpie is grayed furred, tall, and young. His name is Tommy Howell, and despite the counsel of his staff, he is looking to make a name for himself as the only reporter brave enough to approach the fox look alike. As Tom walks to Evil Vulpie, all he can see is that it is Vulpie. He knows, like most animals have deduced, that it is a robot due to its unnatural strength, but is unable to see anything about the furred machine that would indicate it is not a real fox. He is astonished at its brilliant orange fur, intelligent looking eyes, and mischievous smile.


  “Hello, I’m Tom Howell with news station seven!” Tommy tells Evil Vulpie and the robot stops talking to itself and looks at him with a smile. “May I speak with you?”


  “Oh who are you? You’re a cutie!” Evil Vulpie tells the wolf and the man laughs nervously.


  “Like I said, I’m a reporter.” Tommy answers.


  “What’s the news? Am I the news? I am the news, aren’t I?” Evil Vulpie quickly says to the reporter.


  “Yes you are!” Tommy says while his camera man, also a wolf, films Evil Vulpie with diligence. “We all want to know what you are doing? Who are you? Are you Vulpie?”


  “Yup!” Evil Vulpie answers.


  “You can’t be the real one, because we’ve seen how strong you are.” Tommy responds. “Are you a robot of Vulpie?”


  “I’m Vulpie!” Evil Vulpie replies with a grin. “And I like to party! Do you like to party?”


  “Sure.” Tommy responds and squints in confusion.


  “Good, because the party doesn’t start until I show up! Woo hoo! WATCH THIS!” Evil Vulpie says and jumps over to the red sports car it was eying earlier. Tommy Howell and his team take a few steps back as the orange furred fox look alike puts its black tipped paws against the roof of the automobile. Evil Vulpie uses its robotic strength to puncture the roof of the car with its claws, take hold of the thin metal, and yank the entire top of the car away. It comes loose with a very loud metallic sound. Evil Vulpie tosses the roof away, then turns and laughs at Tom with glee.


  “Now it’s a convertible! Woo hoo! Heeheeheheheeheee!” The robot says with Vulpie’s voice and Tommy nods in fear.


  “I see that! Why did you do it?” Tom asks while the camera man films with dread.


  “Why not?” Evil Vulpie asks with a huge grin.


  “Okay, so what can all of us do to make you stop destroying things and hurting people?” Tommy inquires.


  “Who have I hurt?” Evil Vulpie asks and the robot makes an innocent expression with Vulpie’s features.


  “You broke a police officer’s arm and destroyed three police department vehicles.” Tommy answers.


  “Oh, them!” Evil Vulpie responds and laughs. “They were silly!” It says and hops down the street. Tommy Howell looks to his camera crew and wonders what to do.


  “I think we’ve got enough, Tom. What do you think?” His camera man asks.


  “Yeah, let’s call it quits.” Tommy Howell replies while watching Evil Vulpie blithely prance into a retail store.


  Vulpie works in the CTGD observatory, just in front of the entrance to the White Room, for two hours until there is more word about the robot on planet Veida. Howlstead has not disturbed him, but has told Vulpie’s team what is going on. They continue to work on their and Vulpie’s project, but Vulpie stays in the observatory, hammering away at Vulpie.net with his hacker prowess.


  “They hit it with rocket propelled grenades.” GBI Director Druward tells Vulpie, standing behind the cute orange furred fox while he types. He causes the fox to jump, surprising him. Howlstead is also present.


  “And?” Vulpie asks in concern.


  “Nothing happened except they tore its clothing apart. It then went into a store and robbed it for new apparel.” Druward says with disgust and leans against the large computer panel Vulpie works at.


  “That didn’t destroy it?” Vulpie asks incredulously. “No. What in the hell did you tell the factory on Veida to build, Vulpie?”


  Druward demands with fiery eyes.


  “I didn’t program Vulpie.net to build that robot! I found out what’s going on.” Vulpie replies, and swivels in his chair a bit, glancing at Howlstead. “But I still can’t believe it.”


  “Just spit it out! That thing is vandalizing the entire colony up there!” Druward growls.


  “I hacked into Vulpie.net and I am still logged on as the user. The user is god in terms of the program and I am in charge.” Vulpie replies.


  “Then why can’t you turn off that machine? It’s running on your program.” Druward asks.


  “Because my Vulpie.net has evolved. It’s thinking on its own and is running a secondary data loop to control that robot.”


  “What does that mean?” Druward inquires.


  “Well, the primary data loop is the skeleton of the program.” Vulpie answers. “That code runs on the mission to accept my commands only. That part is being fulfilled in two ways. It seems that it’s happening because of a glitch.”


  “A glitch?” Howlstead asks with concern.


  “Yes.” Vulpie says and looks around in thought. The lean little fox sighs heavily. “Vulpie.net answers only to Vulpie, me, and no one else. That condition can never be changed, but the problem is, as I worked on Vulpie.net over the years, I used the alias “Evil Vulpie,” to identify myself. That name is also recognized as me, and is authorized as a user.”


  “And the robot is Evil Vulpie? You’re serious?” Druward asks with a smack of his wolf lips.


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie replies and gulps. “It can’t control Vulpie.net like me because Vulpie.net knows it isn’t really me, but at the same time, that name and the identity it is using… Is valid… That’s why I can’t turn it off…” Vulpie says grimly. “And I’ve been reading the code. The messages coming from the robot are using .MMPVP files.”


  “And what is the significance of that?” Druward asks quietly.


  “.MMPVP files stand for… Mind map Vulpie files…” Vulpie whispers. “Every time that robot does anything, it spits out a .MMPVP file as verification. Vulpie.net accepts it because it uses the mind map to identify itself as me.” Vulpie says and swallows, looking at Howlstead. “We’re in big trouble.” Vulpie whispers. “You have to destroy it!”


  “I would be fascinated with this if it weren’t such a phenomenal disaster.” Arthur Howlstead comments while looking down at the fox with wide eyes.


  “So what is that robot’s mission? What the hell is your program supposed to do now that it thinks it’s you?” Druward asks.


  “I don’t know. But I’m really worried.” Vulpie replies. The orange furred fox puts his paws together nervously. “If you can’t kill it, I might be in danger.”


  “You? You’re in danger all right.” Druward says.


  “Not from you.” Vulpie whispers. “It.”


  “Because the only thing preventing Vulpie.net from making its own decisions is the original user, you.” Howlstead tells Vulpie and the fox looks at him and nods in acknowledgement.


  “Yeah… I mean, I have no idea what it’s up to, but surely my program is aware of the fact that I’m always going to be in charge. If it’s gone as far as to make an imitation of me that I can’t control, what’s the next step?” Vulpie asks.


  “What other kind of weapons do you have that could destroy it?” Howlstead asks Druward.


  “I’m not sure we have infantry weapons capable of stopping it.” Druward responds while staring at Vulpie intensely. “Our inquiries about the Veida robot factories came back and it seems that the last machine to go through production was constructed from the refined tungsten carbide reserves being kept on the premises.” Druward says with a censorious tone.


  “Is that a hard metal?” Vulpie asks meekly.


  “It’s only the most indestructible metal in the universe.” Druward answers. “The world government only possesses a few tons of it because it’s so difficult to refine, but now we’ve got a fucking robot made out of the shit!”


  “What about an EMP blast or something?” Vulpie suggests.


  “Tungsten carbide is magnetically resistant to electromagnetic pulses.” Howlstead states and rubs his face with his wolf claw. “Oh my god…” The Director the CTGD whispers biliously.


  “There has to be some way to blow it up! Come on; let me use the other robots against it!” Vulpie suggests.


  “I thought you’d say that.” Druward says with a suspicious face. “That’s not going to happen, Vulpie.”


  “Look, I’m not doing this! How else are you going to destroy it?”


  “We’ll find a way.” Druward says and stands up. “And until we do, you’re not leaving this building. Don’t look forward to any trips to the suburbs to see your Polar until this is over.” Druward sneers.


  “Okay, fine.” Vulpie says quietly. “I want to help.”


  Polar arrived home from work at the Illehas Corporation around five thirty and he has just returned from a trip to his gym. With a duffle bag full of clothing, the powerful wolf drives to the driveway of his home and greets the Blacktail squad members there. One of the familiar agents he has dealt with is the first of the two female tigers that are part of the unit. Tigers aren’t always friendly, but Polar likes the two women among men that do an excellent job of communicating as well as guarding Vulpie.


  “Polar, there’s some news with Vulpie.” One of the tigresses tells him as he pulls up next to her.


  “What’s up?”


  “Pull in first.” The tigress replies. Her name is Tiala, and Polar has learned enough of her behavior to understand that she has bad news for him. The white furred wolf nods and drives up his driveway, opens the garage door, then parks his black muscular sports car inside. He comes out, allowing the automatic door on his garage to shut his car inside, and meets Tiala halfway up his driveway.


  “Is he okay?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah, but he can’t come home because of a crisis.” Tiala answers. “Rulef and the others are staying with him at the CTGD. It’ll just be me and a few others here at your house.” Polar blinks and the white furred wolf’s ears perk up.


  “Crisis?” Polar asks.


  “There’s a robot of Vulpie on the loose up on planet Veida. The story is, Vulpie didn’t give it orders and he can’t shut it off.”


  “What? He can do anything with computers.” Polar replies and Tiala shrugs.


  “They told me Druward from the GBI is pissed and so is the President, so Vulpie is going to stay there until it’s resolved.” The tigress tells the white furred wolf with her partially no-bullshit and partially sympathetic voice.


  “Okay. Wow.” Polar says and puts his right paw in his pocket, playing with his house keys. “He didn’t do it on purpose?” Polar asks with concern.


  “No. He swears up and down he didn’t but can’t stop it, or not yet.” Tiala answers. “Rulef says Vulpie looks like he’s telling the truth.”


  “I hope he can fix it then…” Polar says in thought. He can’t help but worry immensely at the news, but has faith in his fox lover. The white furred wolf makes himself smile at Tiala. “Would any of you like to come inside for dinner tonight or something?”


  “Thanks, but no thanks.” Tiala says with a smile. “I already have plans tonight. Maybe I can take a rain check?”


  “Sure.” Polar responds. “I really appreciate the way all of you let us be even though Vulpie has to be watched.”


  Vulpie spends nearly the rest of the day typing away at a computer in the CTGD’s observatory, pouring through the lines of his Vulpie.net code as he looks for any way to shut off the robotic version of himself. Eventually the fox sighs heavily and gets up from his chair, looking at the floor in thought. He’s never alone in the CTGD, but Howlstead and Druward aren’t around at the moment. The cute orange furred fox walks towards the entrance to the White Room and looks to one of the guards.


  “Hey guys. Let me in.” Vulpie tells them and the wolf guard nods. He allows Vulpie access to the most secure network in the world, and the fox crosses the room towards the conference room where his team works behind glass doors. They open for Vulpie and the team of programmers looks over at him as he comes inside.


  “Hey guys. How’s it coming?” Vulpie asks the group.


  “Vulpie, Howlstead told us about the robot!” Sally says and rolls away from her computer a bit. “Do you think you’ll be able to turn it off?” She asks, and the group of diverse animals looks at Vulpie. The orange furred fox thinks for a moment.


  “Not without your help.” Vulpie answers, and looks around at Raitus, Bawho, Sally, Saunders, Suthers, Pierce, Melrhei and Nikita. “There’s nothing I can do with Vulpie.net. My authority as the user is still good but I can’t stop myself, and that is what is going on with the robot. Vulpie.net is running a secondary data loop using a name I once called myself when coding, and therefore, there are two verifiable Vulpies in the system. I’m a user, and so is the robot…” Vulpie says and rubs his fox face in concern. “And I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to pull Vulpie.net completely away from the AI because it seems to think it should make the decisions instead of me.”


  “Then what’s your plan with us?” Bawho inquires.


  “The same thing we’ve all been working on.” Vulpie answers and walks towards the group before taking a seat at the conference table, looking over at them while they sit at their computers. “We have to beat Vulpie.net and I think I know how.” The orange furred fox pauses for a moment, thinking.


  “But can we finish it in time?” Suthers inquires.


  “I have an idea about a shortcut, not on the program, but how we apply it.” Vulpie says and uses the rolling conference chair to ride over towards his team. He puts his feet down and leans forward in the chair, holding his paws out, selling his idea to the tech experts. “The situation with this robot is really bad, yes, but it’s also given me an idea! As the true user of Vulpie.net, I can temporarily shut down the program, everywhere, for about ten seconds. I’ve been concerned about our new program not being able to beat Vulpie.net because it has evolved so much, but I was thinking in terms of putting it head to head against it on level ground.


  The program all of you are helping me build is designed just like Vulpie.net, but without the mind map. Hopefully when we get it done, it will run just like Vulpie.net, but won’t be able to compete with that other artificial intelligence. So… I’ll temporarily shut down Vulpie.net as the user, and then, within ten seconds, we could install the new program as it reboots.


  Starting from the bottom up, the program that is already in place, Vulpie.net, will read the new program as itself, and start on its parameters without interference from the AI because that’s an advanced logical system that activates later. So, when Vulpie.net starts with our new program, it will think it is following standard protocol, and it will, except the old artificial intelligence from my mind map will never activate.” Vulpie finishes, smiling with enthusiasm.


  “But what about the robot? You said you couldn’t turn it off and it’s running Vulpie.net.” Bawho reminds the fox.


  “Yep, it all hinges on our program being able to fool Vulpie.net.” Vulpie replies. “Vulpie.net is all one collective mind, and shares information. When we deactivate it in computers worldwide, and then restart it with our new program, the robot’s AI will believe it’s still talking with Vulpie.net.”


  “So how much time can we save if we do it like that?” Raitus asks.


  “Maybe a few months.” Vulpie responds. “But there’s just one problem…” The orange furred fox says and breathes heavily. “If it doesn’t work, then Vulpie.net will adapt to our new code and we can never use it again.”


  “No pressure there.” Melrhei comments.


  “What do you guys think?” Vulpie asks the group.


  “You’re the genius.” Bawho answers and waits for another member to give an opinion.


  “Are you sure our program could fool the Vulpie.net inside the robot?” Pierce inquires.


  “I don’t know.” Vulpie answers.


  “Have you told Howlstead yet?” Saunders asks.


  “No, not yet. I just had this idea. I wanted to run it past all of you. In any case, I need to look at your coding, guys. How far did you get?”


  “We’re done with what you assigned.” Melrhei responds and Vulpie perks up.


  “Oh wow! Awesome job guys! I knew this part would be easy for you! Now all I have to do is show you how to use Vulpie.net, or whatever we’re gonna call it.” Vulpie replies. The cute fox has an idea and smiles. “How does Arctic.Net sound?”


  Vulpie works long into the night after his team leaves. The fox notices that the heavily staffed CTGD building slows its routine at night but does not truly ever sleep. In the white room, the lights are always bright, and the time is three thirty seven in the morning. All alone, Vulpie finds himself finally losing endurance. He’s consumed the maximum amount of caffeine his body will take for the day, thanks to coffee and energy drinks, and has had to live on bottled water for the past hour, making bathroom trips frequent.


  The orange furred fox stares into his computer screen and doesn’t even see code anymore. He feels as he did years ago when he first created Vulpie.net. He isn’t looking at a machine. He’s looking into the soul of a new being, and this time, he’s creating it with all of the tricks he’s learned since then.


  No one objected to Vulpie naming the new program Arctic.Net. Howlstead didn’t care, and Vulpie’s team thinks it is amusing, but it means a lot to Vulpie. He chose the name because he knows he isn’t just fighting for the program to work, he’s fighting for a future with Polar. The only way he’ll be able to live with him is if he makes Arctic.Net work. This is the toughest challenge he has ever faced, and oddly enough, he feels calm. Every time it all seems like too much to bear, Vulpie thinks of Polar and how the wolf would warmly calm him and tell him things are going to be alright. Thoughts of Polar are what keeps him going as he designs the competitor for Vulpie.Net.


  Vulpie didn’t know he has been sleeping on his computer until Bawho pushes on his shoulder the next morning. The gray furred wolf causes the orange furred fox to open his eyes and look around. Vulpie sees him and squints in confusion. Vulpie sees that the rest of his team has already arrived in the white room.


  “You’re sleeping in here, now?” Bawho asks Vulpie with an amicable voice and pats the fox on the back.


  “This desk makes a lousy bed.” Vulpie groans and sits up in his chair before yawning. He spins in the chair and looks to his team who look well rested and the fox envies them. “Good, you’re all here. I’ll show you how to use the program today.” Vulpie tells them quietly.


  “You look terrible.” Suthers says.


  “Thanks.” Vulpie groans.


  “Are you up to it?” Bawho asks and walks to his chair. He sits down and observes Vulpie and the orange furred fox yawns again.


  “Yeah, it’s no problem.” Vulpie replies but looks around wearily. He’s so out of it that he doesn’t even notice Howlstead standing in the corner of the room until the gray wolf walks next to him. The director of the CTGD has a black thermal cup filled with coffee in his right paw. He sits it down on the table where Vulpie works, looking at the fox.


  “Druward says he apologizes for his outbursts yesterday.” Howlstead tells Vulpie with a concerned face. “You’re no good to us exhausted. I told him that and he also changed his mind about letting you return home in the evenings.”


  “Goodie.” Vulpie responds and swallows slowly. “Where is the robot now?”


  “We don’t know. After the failed rocket propelled grenade strike, it attacked and disabled the squad of men we sent after it.” Howlstead replies.


  “Disabled?” Vulpie asks in worry.


  “It ran each of them down and broke their right ankles… Nothing more and nothing less…” Howlstead adds while raising his left eyebrow. “It’s shown very peculiar behavior. It sounds like something you would do, don’t you agree?”


  “Yeah, a while ago I would’ve thought all of this was really funny.” Vulpie responds. “But I can’t believe this is happening.”


  “It seems that the robot is capable of conversing as well.” Howlstead says and takes a seat at the conference table in the White Room while Vulpie’s team waits patiently. “And what it’s been saying is very disturbing.”


  “Really?” Vulpie asks with a hard swallow. He looks around nervously. “What kind of stuff has the robot been saying?”


  “Well for one thing, it only responds to your name and doesn’t accept that it’s a machine. A reporter tried to ask it where it came from and it just told him it was you.” Howlstead replies and gives Vulpie an interested and anxious look. “When it was breaking the soldier’s ankles, it repeatedly yelled that it would… And I quote… “Kill you like I killed Clishaw…” end quote.” Howlstead adds and licks his wolf lips while showing Vulpie a wise expression. Vulpie doesn’t reply. He sits silently and stares at the floor. “Isn’t that the name of…?” Howlstead says and Vulpie cuts him off.


  “Yes.” Vulpie quickly answers.


  “Druward briefed me on your background.” Howlstead tells Vulpie, letting the fox know he is aware of his sorted past. “It’s disturbing that it would use such a specific name when committing these acts. Do you think it has any meaning?”


  “No.” Vulpie responds quietly. Howlstead watches him and thankfully when Vulpie looks the wolf in the eyes, he chooses not to discuss the issue further.


  “It also had some choice words about you, even though it claims it is you.” Howlstead adds. “It said if I remember correctly, that you were lame and it wanted to kill you.”


  “It actually said that?” Vulpie asks incredulously.


  “Yes.” Howlstead responds. “To one of the soldiers, who of course had no idea what it was talking about. It’s bad enough that this robot is practically indestructible, but the fact that it has some sort of twisted rationale makes it even worse. Luckily it hasn’t killed anyone yet, though I doubt it would refrain from doing something it wanted if it meant doing that.”


  “No one saw where it went but I can find it on Vulpie.net.” Vulpie responds.


  “How’s the progress on… Arctic.net.” Howlstead inquires.


  “I’m ready to show the team how to use it.” Vulpie responds and smiles proudly, but yawns from exhaustion. “I’ve set up the conditions for the user, what to drone, and finished the back door last night.”


  “Back door?” Howlstead asks and looks at Vulpie with a suggestive smirk.


  “A smart hacker always has a back door!” Vulpie replies and looks around deviously. “That way, whatever happens, you can always beat the system. It’s very important.”


  “Then don’t you have one for Vulpie.net?” Nikita asks the orange furred fox and he glances at her.


  “Please. Of course I do.” Vulpie answers with a roll of his eyes. “But I don’t need it since I’m the user.”


  “Have you tried using the backdoor to get to that robot’s secondary data loop?” Bawho asks.


  “Yep. And I can’t.” Vulpie replies and licks his fox lips. “Because it’s already using it… That’s how it was able to name itself a user under my Evil Vulpie alias.”


  “So you’re saying that Vulpie.net used its own backdoor to hack itself?” Howlstead asks in confusion.


  “Yes.” Vulpie replies with confidence.


  “I don’t understand. If the artificial intelligence is going to disobey you, isn’t it already breaking the rule of you being the user?” The Director of the CTGD inquires.


  “No, because it uses the mind map files to convince itself it’s me.” Vulpie answers. “And I’m the only one that would know about the backdoor. Vulpie.net hacked itself using that method to create the secondary data loop that runs the robot.” The orange furred fox stretches and laughs. “God this is crazy!”


  “It’s amazing.” Sally comments and Vulpie notices the female fox giving him a compliment. Foxes have a way of looking out for each other in addition to pissing each other off on occasion.


  “I have a real bad feeling about the robot. Believe me, Mr. Howlstead; I’m working my ass off to stop it.” Vulpie tells the CTGD director with a swallow.


  “What are you thinking?” Howlstead asks. Vulpie looks around and considers not answering in front of his team, but decides to confess his fears anyway.


  “I think it’s coming to kill me.” Vulpie says quietly. The room goes silent and Howlstead sits up in his chair.


  “What makes you say that?” The wolf asks.


  “Vulpie.net is a winner.” Vulpie tells him and the fox’s blue eyes go distant in thought. “I made it to beat everything. That’s probably the reason why the robot is so violent, because it’s acting out what it does best, only with a physical body.” The orange fox rubs his left furry arm anxiously. “But it knows I’m still the user. It can’t ever win until I’m gone…”


  “But it only does what you tell it. You’re saying you’re worried it’ll try to use the mind map files you gave it to imitate you and remove you completely?” Howlstead asks with raised eyebrows.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie whispers.


  “That’s a little farfetched. I don’t think we have to worry.” Howlstead says and chuckles.


  “Really?” Vulpie asks. “How would you stop it if it showed up here?” The question makes Howlstead pause.


  “We have more than enough man power.” Howlstead laughs.


  “Yeah? And the rockets couldn’t stop it and bullets do nothing and you’re telling me you’re sure you could stop it here, at this building?” Vulpie presses.


  “How would it even find you here? You’re being paranoid.”


  “Am I?” Vulpie replies and puts his little fox claws together under his chin, resting his elbows on the chair.


  “It’s not even on the planet. It’s up at Veida.” Howlstead responds.


  “I bet its coming here right now. It’s on a ship.” Vulpie says fearfully. “It’s coming to get me and it can.”


  “Calm down.” Howlstead says and chuckles again. “I think you need to get some sleep. It’s not a monster.” The wolf replies. Vulpie looks over to Raitus, Suthers, Bawho, Pierce, Sally, Melrhei and Nikita, and all of the tech experts are silent. They look at the orange furred fox with an understanding that Howlstead doesn’t possess because they have worked with his code.


  “All of you know it’s numbers and algorithms.” Vulpie says. “But Vulpie.net has that extra something that separates it from normal AI.”


  “You do look tired.” Nikita tells him and smiles.


  “I’m serious!” Vulpie stresses to everyone and rubs his eyes when he notices how dry they are.


  “You just worry about writing arctic.net.” Howlstead instructs Vulpie. “Nothing can break into this building.” Vulpie listens to the gray wolf and sighs. He bites his lip in thought and then uses a small voice.


  “Look…” Vulpie tells Howlstead intently. “You don’t know what it’s like. You don’t. You just don’t. I could talk to it. I can talk to it now. I gave it everything it needs to make its own decisions if I’m gone, but there’s one thing I never gave it… A conscience…” The little fox says nervously. “Why wouldn’t a self-aware AI kill its user if it knew it would be its own boss?”


  “Like I said, you’re stretching this, Vulpie.” Howlstead says with a smirk. “I think you’ve played too many video games.”


  “Or maybe you’ve not played enough!” Vulpie snaps. “All of you normal people don’t get it!” The fox retorts with an irritable tone and grows increasingly hostile, consumed by fear. “You think you know what’s possible, but you don’t! You’re all over confident and lazy!”


  “Easy big guy.” Howlstead responds with an authoritative voice.


  “I hacked this whole god damned planet and you sit there and tell me it’s impossible!” Vulpie growls. “Fucking doubters.”


  “I think you need a nap.” Howlstead says and moves his wolf tongue in his jaw. Vulpie grits his sharp little teeth and shows the director of the CTGD an expression that he’s never seen. For a moment, everyone gets to see the real Evil Vulpie, and he’s wicked.


  “Fuck you, you dumbass cunt!” Vulpie hisses and everybody is shocked by the orange furred fox’s language. Howlstead stares at the fox boy and his fur stands on end, and he has to resist the urge to do something unprofessional.


  “What?” Howlstead asks with a loud voice.


  “You heard me!” Vulpie growls.


  “Okay, tough guy.” Howlstead tells Vulpie with a dangerous expression. “I see the real you. Go ahead and try me, but I’ll remember it in the end.” The wolf says and Vulpie blinks, realizing what he’s just done. He looks around in embarrassment, seeing that his team of tech experts can’t believe his behavior.


  “God, I’m sorry.” Vulpie whispers and looks down at the floor.


  “Don’t ever speak to me like that again.” Howlstead tells Vulpie with a deadly voice. Vulpie slowly looks up and meets eyes with Howlstead, showing a worried face.


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie whispers and everyone is silent for a very long time. No one moves. Eventually Howlstead relaxes, seeing that Vulpie is sorry for his huge mistake.


  “You have a nasty mean streak don’t you?” Howlstead asks Vulpie with a predator face.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie admits quietly.


  “You’re treading on very thin ice with the President, and the GBI.” Howlstead reminds the fox.


  “I know.” Vulpie says meekly. “There’s no excuse for what I just said, but I was trying to get my point across.”


  “You worry about turning off the robot.” Howlstead instructs and Vulpie nods, rubbing his right arm in shame. “It isn’t coming to whack you.” Howlstead says and looks at Vulpie’s team who contribute nothing despite the fact that they all have a plethora of thoughts.


  Vulpie works round the clock on Arctic.net and is thoroughly exhausted around five thirty. After his outburst with Howlstead in the morning, he has avoided eye contact and conversation with the CTGD Director as much as possible, but he enters the white room’s conference room where Vulpie and his team are finishing up their work for the day. Vulpie watches him take a seat at the conference table silently. Vulpie continues working directly with Pierce, Melrhei and Suthers, standing next to Suthers who sits at his computer with the wolf and the cat nearby.


  “It’s working.” Suthers says while he types new parameters into the machine. He is creating a small application using Arctic.net, having learned Vulpie’s programming language quickly. “Your code is smooth.” The gray fox adds. “This is the least amount of time I’ve spent programming a language. I can work this in by tomorrow for sure.”


  “I like what you’re doing there, Suthers!” Vulpie compliments. “That’s a smart way to have Arctic.net communicate.” Vulpie looks to Melrhei. “How’s your AI block coming along?”


  “I ran preliminary tests on the if then and it’s starting to do a little extra.” The feline expert responds.


  “Awesome! I’m impressed you wrote one so fast. I’ll take a look at it next and make the changes.” Vulpie replies.


  “I have to say, you seem like an artist when it comes to coding.” Melrhei responds and Vulpie smiles a little, remembering that Howlstead is nearby.


  “Thanks.” Vulpie answers and Pierce touches the cute orange furred fox’s left arm, getting his attention.


  “When setting up the navigations, when should I integrate the primary data loop with the plots?” The wolf asks and Vulpie licks his fox lips.


  “Wait until Bawho gets his finished too, then I’ll mix them. Next, we’ll get Raitus to add what he has.” Vulpie answers. “Great work.”


  “Did they teach you to code like this at Rinwulv Tech?” Pierce inquires of the cute fox.


  “Not really.” Vulpie answers. “They taught me advanced stuff but after a while I realized they had limits. I just tinkered around with coding until I could do this kind of stuff.”


  “Vulpie.” Howlstead says from the table and everyone pauses.


  “Excuse me guys.” Vulpie tells his team and goes over to the conference table. He takes a seat next to Howlstead, avoiding eye contact with the gray wolf. Vulpie keeps his blue eyes on the table.


  “Yes?” Vulpie asks quietly.


  “There still isn’t any word on the robot. That’s all. I just wanted you to be aware of the situation.” Howlstead says.


  “Thank you.” Vulpie replies and finds the courage to look the CTGD Director in his yellow eyes. The wolf has an emotionless face. “I’m really sorry about this morning. I don’t know what’s wrong with me…” Vulpie adds. Howlstead is silent for a bit, pondering how he will reply. He decides to say nothing and watches Vulpie move nervously. “Did you tell Druward?”


  “No.” Howlstead responds and leans back in his chair a little.


  “Please don’t tell him.” Vulpie begs quietly. “I’m worried.”


  “I won’t because it will slow your work down, but you need to learn how to control yourself. I’m not the one whose life is on the line.” The CTGD Director responds.


  “You’re right.” Vulpie says. “I suck at being normal. I’m a freak.” Howlstead listens and can’t think of anything useful to say. Vulpie hears the door to the white room open and when he looks to his left and sees Druward, he stiffens. The black furred wolf walks to the conference table and takes a seat to Vulpie’s left, pinning the fox next to Howlstead. Vulpie looks at him in worry.


  “You’re work is very impressive; that’s all that matters.” Howlstead finally comments. “But all of this is your mess, regardless.” The wolf looks at Vulpie, pondering over the fox’s cyber talents. Druward taps his left paw on the table and glances at Howlstead before speaking.


  “Vulpie, how are things going?” Druward inquires.


  “Very well.” Vulpie meekly responds.


  “Good to hear.” Druward replies while staring at the fox with a cool expression.


  “How are things going with you…? And the president?” Vulpie inquires.


  “Between you and me…” Druward whispers to the orange furred fox. “They’re digging up some things from your past and from what I hear, you could end up on trial even if you solve Vulpie.net.”


  “What?” Vulpie whispers back. He turns and leans towards Druward. “What for? Vargas said he would pardon me. It’s in the contract.”


  “You’ll be pardoned for Vulpie.net, not Vander Clishaw.” Druward tells Vulpie with a small voice. Vulpie’s orange fur stands on end and a wave of panic rushes over him.


  “But… I don’t understand.” Vulpie says, looking at Druward with fear.


  “That case is still open.” Druward tells Vulpie with a clandestine voice. “The law is the law. No one was ever convicted or tried for his murder.”


  “But that doesn’t mean I did it!” Vulpie stresses, trying to keep his voice down.


  “Murder cases are hard to wash away, even for the GBI.” Druward comments.


  “I’m not a murderer!” Vulpie says passionately. Druward just stares back at him suspiciously. “Besides, he was a horrible man! Everybody found out what he did to me!”


  “Which makes you the primary suspect and you’ve been in hiding for years until you released your program on the world.” Druward replies and Vulpie glances back at Howlstead anxiously.


  “This isn’t fair…” Vulpie whispers. “That can’t happen to me!” Vulpie puts his black tipped fox paws over his face and whimpers, looking down at the floor in horror. “No! This can’t happen!” Vulpie breathes. His team of tech experts can see that he is almost at the point of tears but have no idea what is being discussed with the orange furred fox. “They don’t have any evidence.” Vulpie says.


  “That robot used his name several times when it attacked our men.” Druward says to Vulpie with a wise voice. “Tell me Vulpie, how long ago did you have that mind map done? Was it after Clishaw died?”


  “Probably. I don’t know.” Vulpie whispers with a stubborn face.


  “Is that why you’re so worried about the robot?” Howlstead asks quietly. “Did you use a mind map from a time close to Clishaw’s death? If so, we might have a machine out there with a psychopathic artificial intelligence…”


  “No, that doesn’t prove anything!” Vulpie replies with a hard swallow. “God, I never imagined anything like this could happen.”


  “I suspect not.” Druward tells the fox with a stern glare. “Undoubtedly the President will work to keep you out of jail, if you continue to play ball, because we need you here to counteract your Vulpie.net, and program for Arctic.net if it works. Nothing’s certain, but that means you’re going to continue to cooperate, yes?”


  “Yes sir!” Vulpie answers quickly. “I promise.”


  “Fixing the world’s computer systems is more important than a single murder trial in the government’s opinion, but now you know the score. Don’t forget it.” Druward warns.


  “Yes sir.” Vulpie whispers and nods. “I understand, but I didn’t kill Clishaw.”


  “Of course you didn’t.” Druward responds and gives Vulpie a sly grin. The fox looks away and shakes his head.


  “Look, there’s no proof. God knows I’m glad he’s dead, but I’m not worried about a trial. They don’t have any evidence.” Vulpie says.


  “Are you sure about that, Vulpie?” Druward asks with a wolfish smile.


  “You think this is funny?” Vulpie asks with growing irritation.


  “You have to find humor in my line of work.” Druward responds.


  No Stoic Wolves in Fox Holes


  Polar perks up when he hears activity outside his house. He got home around six pm, having come straight from work and was pleasantly surprised to get a phone call from Vulpie letting him know he was coming home. After all, Polar’s beloved fox wasn’t able to come home the night before and the white furred wolf expected him to remain at the CTGD for much longer based on what he was told.


  He quickly heads over to the front door and opens it, seeing Vulpie walking up his driveway. Polar smiles with excitement and meets him.


  “I’m glad they let you come home! You must have impressed them.” Polar tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox walks in front of him, looking up at his tall wolf lover with a smile.


  “Well, not exactly. Druward had mercy on me.” Vulpie responds, and chooses not to elaborate on the other conversations he had with the black furred wolf. Polar puts his big arms around Vulpie and embraces him tightly, causing the orange furred fox to grunt happily.


  “All I care is that you’re back!” Polar tells Vulpie enthusiastically, and leans forward to kiss him. Vulpie eagerly meets him with a slow passionate kiss. After they finish, Vulpie smiles but yawns and leans against Polar.


  “I’m beat. I didn’t sleep very well up there last night.” Vulpie tells Polar, who keeps his left arm around him and leads him to the front door. He opens it and responds as Vulpie goes inside his house.


  “Where did you sleep?” Polar asks.


  “On the computer.” Vulpie laughs while looking back over his shoulder at Polar. The wolf comes in behind him and shuts the door, locking it. Vulpie thinks about the white furred wolf and suddenly feels very guilty. Polar is always so generous. “But you know…” Vulpie says and takes his shoes off. “I’ve been thinking. I shouldn’t complain about anything! You’re too good to me, Polar.” The orange furred fox says lovingly.


  “Thanks, but that’s not true.” Polar replies modestly.


  “No, it is.” Vulpie says with a sad face. “I’m really selfish. I think about you all day long and worry that I’m living at your house, putting you out, and never really thanked you for anything you do.”


  “You’ve thanked me plenty of times.” Polar replies warmly and walks to Vulpie, smiling down at the much shorter fox.


  “You’re just being modest.” Vulpie answers and smiles up at him happily. “I just want you to know…” Vulpie says and shows Polar a very cute face. “That if I’m not doing enough for you or if there’s something you would like for me to do for you… I’ll do it. Okay?”


  “Okay.” Polar replies warmly.


  “What I’m getting at is I’m tired, but not too tired to say thanks if you want.” Vulpie adds. “In whatever way you would like…”


  “Alright.” Polar responds with interested eyes. “Actually, I do have something in mind.” The muscular white furred wolf says and raises his eyebrows.


  “Yeah?” Vulpie asks with a smile.


  “Later on…” Polar responds and licks his wolf lips. “It’s been a while since somebody was inside me…”


  “Oh!” Vulpie says and blinks before laughing. “Okay, sure! But you’ll just laugh at me! I’m too little!” Vulpie giggles.


  “That doesn’t matter as much as you think.” Polar replies. “I’m sure you can do great.” He reaches out and puts his right paw on Vulpie’s shoulder lovingly. “Are you hungry?”


  Around seven thirty, Vulpie and Polar have had dinner and talked about their days. Polar was very interested in all of the amazing things Vulpie is caught up in and shares his business dealings with the orange furred fox, but chalks most of it up to boring repetitive business politics, which it is.


  After they finish discussing everything important, they snuggle and watch television for a while, before Polar thinks about Vulpie’s offer again. While sitting with Vulpie, he pushes against him with his side and grins down at the adorable fox boy.


  “So you’ve done a guy before, right?” Polar asks with excited blue eyes and Vulpie looks up at the much larger male, grinning at the wolf’s playfulness.


  “Yeah, but… Not that good.” Vulpie replies with a quiet grin. Polar nudges against Vulpie again, making the smaller male grunt with a laugh.


  “Oh come on! You’re a man aren’t ya?” Polar taunts.


  “Of course! I’m small but I’m fierce!” Vulpie replies and pushes against Polar, but can’t move the much heavier male.


  “Then come on! I want to see it.” Polar says and stands up from the couch. Vulpie gets up too and they walk through the den, up the stairs to the second floor of Polar’s house, and then into his master bedroom where they’ve shared many wonderful moments. Both Vulpie and Polar have already used the bathroom a while ago and are feeling clean, so the hygienic necessities of gay sex are taken care of.


  Polar goes to the side of the bedroom and turns on his expensive stereo system, finding a selection of romantic music he enjoys, and puts it on. Vulpie enjoys the easy listening and smiles at Polar.


  “I’m gonna do Mr. Polar!” Vulpie tells the white furred wolf mischievously and Polar grins.


  “That’s the spirit!” Polar responds with a sexy wolf grin. He licks his lips and looks over Vulpie sensually. “Let me get you started.” Polar offers and moves to the bed. Vulpie follows and removes his shirt. Polar thinks it is a great idea and does the same with his own, tossing it aside so Vulpie can see his muscular upper body. When the orange furred fox sits down next to the white furred wolf, Polar leans forward and kisses him.


  Polar caresses Vulpie’s orange and white chest fur, loosening the fox boy up, before leaning down even more and putting his wolf mouth over the boy’s crotch. Vulpie lays back and breathes fast as Polar undoes his shorts. The wolf opens up the fox’s clothes and touches his penis. Vulpie inhales as Polar pulls his fox penis up and takes it into his wolf mouth.


  “Oh…” Vulpie breathes and clutches Polar’s big head while the wolf sucks his cock. It feels wonderful. Vulpie’s small but vibrant penis is hard in a matter of moments and Polar gives him a very skilled blowjob, using his big and rough wolf tongue to slurp over the fox’s cock.


  Polar finishes the short oral session by smacking his wolf lips free of Vulpie’s little dick with a smirk and grins. Vulpie reaches down and strokes his hard little cock while Polar stands up from the bed. Vulpie follows the wolf’s lead and does the same, sliding down his shorts and boxers after Polar removes his pants and boxers. When they’re both naked, Vulpie stares at Polar’s huge wolf cock and laughs while masturbating.


  “Oh my god that thing is so huge I never get over it!” Vulpie laughs. Polar smiles and walks over to the nightstand, retrieving a tube of sex lubrication, before crawling onto the bed. Vulpie joins him, and they meet each other in a quick embrace, groping each other’s body before Polar turns and reaches down to grab the lubricant tube from the bed. He hands it to Vulpie and watches the fox squirt its contents onto his little cock and use his black tipped paw to spread it all over his tool.


  Polar turns his back to Vulpie and bends over, going down on all fours with a breath of relaxation. He looks back at Vulpie with a sly face and Vulpie grins. The fox continues to masturbate, looking down at Polar’s tail end really for the first time. Polar’s balls are very big and hang beautifully below his anus. The white furred wolf’s body is very muscular, and suddenly Vulpie gets excited, realizing that he’s going to get to penetrate and dominate such a powerful creature.


  “Are you ready for this?” Vulpie asks with a foxy smile.


  “Give it to me big guy.” Polar responds with a smirk and watches Vulpie mount him eagerly. Polar estimated Vulpie’s size and has already leaned forward the appropriate amount to allow the smaller male the opportunity to make love to him. Vulpie uses his black tipped fox claws to push the white furred wolf’s bushy tail aside, and aims the head of his small penis to Polar’s anus. When he gets the head inside, he pushes forward and penetrates Polar.


  The white furred wolf inhales happily as he feels the fox enter his ass. Polar reaches back and grabs his huge wolf dick, feeling Vulpie’s small manhood squeeze inside his tight tail end. The wolf masturbates as Vulpie attempts his first series of thrusts, finding it difficult to fill up the wolf’s anus with his little fox cock. Vulpie thinks he’s doing a pathetic job of making love to Polar, but Polar smiles, enjoying the sensation of Vulpie’s warm member inside him.


  Vulpie clutches Polar’s large muscular hips and does his best to fuck the white furred wolf at a good pace, but he struggles with keeping his little cock inside the wolf’s anus. Eventually Vulpie finds a decent angle and confidently fucks Polar, breathing hard. Polar’s anus is tight on the fox’s small cock. It slides wonderfully on Vulpie’s tool as the fox makes love to him, and Vulpie enjoys being the giver more than he thought he would.


  “Ah, you feel good!” Vulpie breathes while thrusting his little penis inside Polar’s ass, and the white furred wolf looks back with a grin.


  “It’s not bad on this end either.” Polar replies while masturbating. Vulpie’s little fox balls slap against Polar’s perineum and the back of the wolf’s large balls as he makes love with quicker and more enthusiastic pumps. Polar strokes his wolf cock and breathes in pleasure, enjoying Vulpie inside him immensely. Though he is physically aware the fox can never fill him up the way a wolf lover could, Vulpie’s cock is enough to give him the anal and prostate stimulation he sometimes craves as a gay wolf. Polar’s love and eagerness for Vulpie intensifies the effect of the fox’s small penis, and allows Polar to enjoy an extremely hard cock thanks to anal pleasure.


  Vulpie feels the pre cum oozing from his small fox penis inside Polar as he makes love to him and he gasps for air, becoming very horny. The orange furred fox grips the white furred wolf’s hips and grunts as he starts fucking him harder. Polar breathes in delight and strokes the head of his big fat wolf cock, savoring the sensation of Vulpie’s small tool pumping his ass.


  “Mmmm! Yeah! That feels nice, Vulpie.” Polar breathes joyfully.


  “I’m doing okay?” Vulpie asks in concern.


  “You’re doing fine.” Polar hums warmly. “Just keep it up.”


  “This is fun!” Vulpie giggles, savoring Polar’s asshole and the white furred wolf laughs.


  “Makes you feel strong, doesn’t it?” Polar asks with a grin, looking back at his fox lover. Vulpie grins as well, loving the tight sensation of getting his small tool up inside Polar’s powerful body. The fox sees the wolf masturbating and removes his paw from Polar’s right hip, sending it down to Polar’s crotch to give him a reach around. Polar sees and feels Vulpie trying to help, and smiles warmly. “I got it. Just keep doing what you’re doing.” Polar instructs Vulpie and the fox retracts his paw from Polar’s crotch with a smile.


  Vulpie clutches Polar’s right hip again, and continues fucking the white furred wolf to the best of his ability. Soon the fox drools in pleasure, feeling semen build up inside his little tool while he makes love to Polar. Polar’s asshole is wonderfully tight and warm. Vulpie moans in pleasure and begins sweating in effort.


  “Still good?” Vulpie inquires breathlessly.


  “Yeah. You’re hitting my prostate. I can feel it!” Polar breathes in reply, and senses the urgency in Vulpie’s voice. He can tell his fox lover is battling with premature ejaculation. “Pull if you have to. It’s alright.” Polar offers.


  “Okay!” Vulpie replies and takes Polar up on the offer, pulling his small hard cock from the wolf’s anus. Vulpie takes a moment, breathing hard as he sees his heartbeat pulsing in his little cock, waiting for the pleasure in his tool to subside enough to let him go on without cumming. Vulpie only waits for about half a minute, and then penetrates Polar again, making the white furred wolf breathe happily.


  Vulpie notices Polar increase the speed of his masturbation, and the wolf groans in pleasure, building up the orange furred fox’s ego. Vulpie stops worrying about not being enough for Polar and fucks the white furred wolf the best he can. He holds onto Polar’s tail end tightly as he mates with the much larger male and absolutely adores the feeling of reaming out the mighty wolf with his small tool. He thrusts as hard and deep as he can with his little cock, not having to worry about hurting Polar because he is far too inadequate for that, but his efforts are received eagerly by his wolf lover.


  Polar closes his eyes as he masturbates, stroking his fat wolf cock quicker and quicker as Vulpie sustains rhythmic pumping in his ass. The fox’s little cock is just enough to stimulate Polar’s prostate, but that’s all that is truly necessary. Polar feels it deep within his big balls and long fat cock, smiling in pleasure while Vulpie pumps inside him. Vulpie’s small cock puts enough pressure inside Polar’s anus to give him what he craves as a homosexual. It feels great.


  “Yeah! Fuck me Vulpie! Keep it up!” Polar groans in pleasure, listening to his fox lover strain behind him. Vulpie pants hard and fast, focusing on giving Polar enough satisfaction while simultaneously fighting off an orgasm. “Ooohhh... Yes…” Polar breathes in enjoyment, jerking his big cock in his right paw feverishly while the fox continues to make adorable love to him.


  “Oh god you feel so good Mr. Polar! So good!” Vulpie breathes lustfully while fucking the more powerful male.


  “So do you.” Polar replies warmly, finally sweating a bit as he feels cum backup inside his big cock. Vulpie slows his pace a bit, and Polar makes use of the opportunity, masturbating even faster so he can cum before his fox lover. He isn’t sure how much longer Vulpie can go on, and Polar’s dick, balls and ass feels wonderful, so he decides to capitalize on the moment. Vulpie feels Polar tense up on his little cock and the fox is surprised as Polar grunts in pleasure and masturbates very fast. The orange furred fox is astounded that the white furred wolf is going to cum thanks to his efforts.


  Polar raises his head and breathes loudly, masturbating so fast that his climax becomes inevitable, and he groans in pleasure as he feels it coming. Vulpie fucks Polar as fast as he can with his small dick, seeing that his wolf lover is about to cum, and Polar gasps in thanks. In a matter of moments, Vulpie feels Polar begin to cum as the wolf’s anus tightens on his little fox cock.


  Polar moans and opens his wolf mouth in a grimace of pleasure, masturbating with his strong right paw as his climax finally comes. The white furred wolf always ejaculates a huge load of cum, but his volume is increased even more this time thanks to the anal stimulation Vulpie diligently provides. When the first hard squirt of semen rockets out from his fat long cock, Polar cries out happily, squinting in ecstasy. The sound he makes causes Vulpie to grin in pride.


  “FUCK!” Polar yells upon the first squirt from his big cock, and his seed blasts out across the bed beneath him, splattering on the white bed sheets with a sound like rain thanks to the heavy globby consistency of his wolf cum. Following this first magnificent explosion of cum, is another massively wonderful ejaculation that makes Polar shudder in pleasure. Another thick load of steaming wolf cum shoots out of his meaty cock, and he yells again. “YEAH!” Polar shouts with his eyes closed hard in ecstasy.


  The next several rhythmic ejaculations arrive fast and furiously, adding wave upon wave of Polar’s semen to the stains already on the bed. Normally his cock would stop producing large squirts of semen around the sixth spasm, but thanks to the delightful anal stimulation Polar gets from Vulpie, several more soggy explosions of hot white wolf cum leave his penis before its spasms stop delivering seed.


  When Polar is finally finished cumming, he holds still with his right paw tightly gripping his big cock, and slowly relaxes. Behind him, Vulpie grimaces from how tight Polar’s asshole is on his small penis. Eventually Polar relaxes enough for Vulpie to keep fucking him, and now the fox is very horny. He has a load of his own to release, and Polar happily waits for it to enter his tail end.


  Vulpie fucks Polar as fast as he can, grimacing in need. The white furred wolf relaxes as much as he can, smiling in the afterglow of his sizeable orgasm. The orange furred fox fucks him wildly while he waits, and soon Vulpie cries out with his high pitched effeminate voice, cumming inside Polar’s ass.


  Polar hums while he feels Vulpie squirt fox cum inside his anus, and his orange furred lover moans loudly. Vulpie hammers Polar a few times with his little penis while he cums, but is done within a matter of a few seconds. Vulpie goes rigid behind Polar, reeling from the release of cumming inside the white furred wolf, and Polar looks back at him with a grin. Vulpie’s little cock goes limp inside Polar and he pulls it out with a yelp, breathing very hard from his efforts. Polar rolls over on his left side before sitting up and smiling at Vulpie, who pants heavily.


  “How was that?” Vulpie asks, looking very tired.


  “Fabulous.” Polar replies with a warm grin, before learning against the orange furred fox and crawling on top of him. The white furred wolf lies down on top of Vulpie and lovingly licks his face. Vulpie giggles and licks back, before they both begin a warm and very long wet kiss. They spend a long warm moment with their wet muzzles and furry faces together, the fox boy and the wolf stud savoring the afterglow of their sex.


  “I didn’t know I had it in me!” Vulpie laughs proudly.


  “Oh, you definitely had it in me!” Polar responds proudly. “That was wonderful.” Vulpie effeminately pushes his fox face up against Polar’s muzzle with a big smile and the white furred wolf releases a long pleased breath. They lay together for a while and Vulpie reaches up and wraps his little arms around Polar’s sides. He feels the white furred wolf’s powerful body with his tiny paws, showing an enthralled face. Polar smiles and allows Vulpie to grope his body, enjoying how the orange furred fox massages and pets him with adoration. “You’ve got to do something about those reporters.” Polar tells Vulpie with a smile. “They call me day and night asking for an interview with you.”


  “I don’t think Druward or the President would let me waste time with the press.” Vulpie responds.


  “Well after all of this is over, we should tell our story at least once, to one of the news channels.” Polar replies. The conversation reminds Vulpie of the discussion he had with Druward in the afternoon, and the fox looks aside in thought. “Maybe we could found an organization for homosexual wolves and foxes.” Polar comments, and rolls off of Vulpie. The strong white furred wolf sits up and looks down at the cute orange furred fox with a happy face. “I’ve been thinking that I might quit my job.”


  “You mean like a gay rights kind of thing?” Vulpie replies, curious about Polar’s suggestion.


  “Yeah.” Polar responds lovingly. “Now that I, or we, are millionaires, we could put the money to use and help others like us.”


  “There aren’t any other gay foxes dating wolves.” Vulpie responds with a mischievous grin. “I’m the only one I’ve ever seen. Have you?”


  “No, I’ve never seen a gay fox date a gay wolf before, but that doesn’t mean it doesn’t happen. Look at how fast we clicked.”


  “People will make fun of us…” Vulpie replies.


  “Since when have you worried about getting made fun of?” Polar laughs and Vulpie grins.


  “I’m just saying it would be really hard.” Vulpie comments. “I don’t know how to run an advocacy group.”


  “Me neither, but I bet it comes down to contacts and money.” Polar replies. “We could start a movement to make it easier for gay foxes and wolves to come out of the closet.”


  “People know about wolves and fox women sometimes getting it on, but that’s really taboo, and a gay wolf and fox is probably too much.” Vulpie says. “Both species would hate us.”


  “Hate comes from ignorance.” Polar responds.


  “Yeah, but it’s still gonna be there.” Vulpie says and smiles. “But I like your idea. I think it sounds cool!”


  “I’ve been playing around with it for a few days now.” Polar replies. “Since I’ve had time to think about what I want to do with the rest of my life, I thought I’d throw it out there.”


  “You’d be a really awesome spokesman!” Vulpie tells Polar with enthusiasm. “You’re so good looking and tall, I bet you could get a lot of support from men and women!”


  “What about you?” Polar asks with a grin. “You’re the most famous gay fox that’s ever lived, I believe.” The white furred wolf compliments.


  “That agent I told you about with the AFR said she would make me look good on TV.” Vulpie replies with bright eyes. “You know, maybe your right! Maybe we could do something good for society like that!”


  “Yeah, why not?” Polar replies with excitement. “I’m not committed to the idea yet, but we could do it.”


  “Well whatever you want to do, I’ll support ya!” Vulpie tells Polar lovingly. Polar reaches down and puts his left paw on Vulpie’s chest intimately, and the fox takes hold of it, happily stroking the wolf’s strong claw.


  “I love you.” Polar tells Vulpie with his perfect voice. Vulpie massages Polar’s left paw with his little fox claws and smiles up at him.


  “I love you more!” Vulpie replies with his sly voice.


  “Well do you know what I want to do right now?” Polar asks with a thrilled face.


  “What?” Vulpie asks eagerly. Polar licks his wolf lips and grins. “You want to show me how it’s done, Polar?” Vulpie asks and bites his lip playfully.


  “I’d like to hear you scream my name…” Polar responds with a very sexy voice. Vulpie’s fox ears perk up when he hears the suggestion and he coos playfully.


  “Well then you’re gonna have to fuck me real hard so I don’t just squeal!” Vulpie replies mischievously. Polar looks over the naked fox boy and suddenly gets a devious face.


  “Would you… Be interested in a little experimentation?” Polar asks. The nude white furred wolf leans down on his left side and Vulpie looks at his big cock before grinning and staring into Polar’s blue eyes with his own.


  “What do ya mean?” Vulpie asks with interest.


  “I have some wonderful drugs we could do a little bit of.” Polar offers with a wild face.


  “You do?” Vulpie asks with excitement.


  “Yeah.” Polar responds slyly.


  “Oh, I didn’t know about this side of you, Polar! I like it!” Vulpie says and bites his lip in curiosity.


  “I’m not a regular user or anything, but I have great stuff for special occasions.” Polar tells the orange furred fox proudly.


  “What kind of stuff? I don’t like weed very much.” Vulpie comments.


  “As wild as you are, I bet you’ve taken ecstasy before, right?” Polar asks with a wise face and Vulpie’s blue fox eyes widen with excitement.


  “You have some hug drug?!!!” Vulpie replies with pleasant surprise and he quickly sits up.


  “Yeah.” Polar answers with a smirk.


  “Damn! Hell yes I want to do that with you!” Vulpie laughs and the adorable naked fox boy moves on his paws and knees in front of Polar. He watches the white furred wolf with enthusiasm. “I can party all night on that stuff! But it’s so illegal! How did you get it?”


  “It’s not illegal in Winters Dale.” Polar responds with a big smile. “My home town is part of the old world. Nothing is illegal there, but no one can deny that MDMA is really dangerous. That’s why I only have a tiny bit of it. I never take more than one pill, maybe twice a year.” Polar tells Vulpie, who watches him with amazement.


  “Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Let’s do some magic!” Vulpie says with glee.


  “Okay.” Polar says, but shows Vulpie a serious face for a moment. “But if you get scared or feel sick or anything, if you have a bad trip, let me know so I can help.”


  “I’ll be fine!” Vulpie says confidently. “I’ve done it lots of times, but never like this! It was always at a techno club!”


  “I can usually keep it up on this stuff, but it might make it impossible to cum, you know that right?” Polar asks Vulpie with a smirk.


  “Yeah! That’s why it’ll be so awesome! Damn man! I didn’t know you were into this kind of stuff!” Vulpie laughs.


  “Well, I’m older so I think I’ve seen most of it.” Polar replies. “But like I said, I don’t normally do drugs and we won’t be doing it again anytime soon, okay?”


  “Sure!” Vulpie responds with a big smile.


  “Alright, you stay here. I’ll get it.” Polar responds, smiling back at the adorable nude fox. The naked white furred muscular wolf gets up and walks to the doorway of his bedroom while Vulpie turns and watches his cute powerful butt. Polar catches Vulpie eying his tail and smirks as he leaves the fox alone in the bedroom.


  Vulpie is very excited at the prospect of getting high and having “Sextascy” with Polar, and wraps himself up in the white bed sheets under his body. He can’t believe Polar has some and when the white furred wolf returns, his big dick swinging as he walks, Vulpie looks up at his face and grins.


  “You keep surprising me, Mr. Polar!” Vulpie tells him happily and Polar chuckles before sitting down on the bed with two packaged tablets in his right paw. Vulpie moves next to him and puts his little arms over the back of Polar’s shoulders, watching his wolf lover remove the tablets from their plastic seals. “You’re already so fuckin good Mr. Polar! Ooohhh! You’re gonna rock my world with this!” Vulpie tells him mischievously.


  “You bet I am.” Polar tells Vulpie with a smirk and takes one of the pills from its package. Vulpie pulls his arms from Polar’s shoulders and puts out his right paw as Polar takes one of the pills from its packaging. The white furred wolf hands Vulpie a tablet of ecstasy with a warm smile.


  “What did I get?” Vulpie asks with excitement, looking at the pill. There is an engraving of a star on the tablet, and Vulpie pops the pill into his mouth and swallows it while Polar watches. The white furred wolf calmly takes the second pill from its plastic case and Vulpie looks down at it curiously. Polar’s tablet has an engraving of a smiling face. The wolf opens his mouth and places it on his big tongue, consuming it slowly. Polar swallows his pill of ecstasy and looks into Vulpie’s blue eyes with his own.


  “I’ll get something to wash it down with.” Polar suggests and stands up. He leaves the room again and Vulpie waits while the naked white furred wolf walks down to his kitchen and retrieves two plastic glasses. Polar fills them halfway with water and goes back up the stairs to the second floor of his home, and returns to the bedroom where Vulpie waits for him on the bed.


  Polar walks over to the bed and hands Vulpie one of the glasses before drinking the water from his own. Vulpie tips up his cup and drinks his half glass and licks his lips when he’s done. Polar reaches down and takes Vulpie’s cup as the fox hands it back, and the white furred wolf sets down the empty glasses on the nightstand near the big bed. Polar turns and crawls onto the bed, grinning at Vulpie while the fox grins back. “Do you want to put on some of your music?” Polar suggests and Vulpie is interested at the suggestion.


  “Yeah! Good idea!” Vulpie says and crawls off of the bed. The cute naked fox finds his shorts where his adorable orange colored phone is, and takes it to Polar’s expensive stereo system. Polar watches Vulpie work his magic via Vulpie.net and the wireless internet signal in Polar’s home to upload a ton of techno underground music that the fox enjoys. “How about some Rennonava?” Vulpie asks with a clever grin, and turns on one of their songs. Polar smiles and listens to the music as Vulpie turns up the volume.


  Polar rarely listens to hard rock and never has bought any techno rock, but enjoys Vulpie’s taste for the wild and furiously random computer generated music. The white furred wolf sees that Vulpie enjoys it, and that’s all he cares about. Vulpie puts his phone down and crawls back onto the bed with Polar, moving to the muscular white furred wolf eagerly.


  Polar receives Vulpie with a loving embrace. He hugs the orange furred fox boy, and their naked bodies press together as Vulpie rubs his little face against Polar’s chest effeminately. Neither one of them can feel the effect of the drug yet, as it will take some time to digest, but they already feel unconditional love for each other. Polar loosens his hug on Vulpie and the fox slides his little paws on the wolf’s muscular hips sensually. Vulpie reaches around and squeezes Polar’s cute powerful butt, and looks up at him with a big smile while the wolf puts his paws on Vulpie’s shoulders.


  Polar gently massages Vulpie’s shoulders with his powerful grip and the orange furred fox moans happily. Vulpie puts his little paws up to the bottom of Polar’s forearms while the wolf loosens him up, groping the mighty animal’s taught furry arms. Rennonava techno rock plays furiously in the background while the white furred wolf and orange furred fox continue their intimate foreplay.


  “You are so sexy!” Polar breathes while looking down over Vulpie’s naked furry body. The sight and touch of the cute fox boy causes blood to rush to his wolf cock. Vulpie feels Polar’s tool brush against his pelvis, and he looks down at it with delight. Vulpie looks back up at Polar and pushes his tongue in his cheek while reaching down and grabbing Polar’s growing cock.


  “Is this for me?” Vulpie asks with his effeminate voice and strokes Polar’s fat wolf penis playfully. Polar groans and watches Vulpie play with him, while continuing to massage the orange furred fox’s shoulders. Soon Polar’s cock is fully erect and Vulpie leans down in front of Polar. The orange furred fox opens his mouth and puts Polar’s cock in it, slurping his lips closed on the white furred wolf’s throbbing penis and Polar moans in thanks.


  The white furred wolf leans back a bit and sits down, holding himself up with his powerful left arm, and he uses his right paw to clutch Vulpie’s head while the adorable little fox boy sucks his cock. Polar helps Vulpie bob his head up and down with his powerful paw. The white furred wolf relishes the orange furred fox’s rhythmic slurping.


  Vulpie moves his head up against Polar’s paw and the wolf lets him open his mouth and pull out the wolf cock for a moment. Vulpie smacks his lips and grins up at Polar. “I love sucking your cock!” Vulpie tells Polar with glee and returns to his task. The orange furred fox starts performing oral sex on the white furred wolf again quickly and Polar gasps, loving how completely eager Vulpie is.


  “Suck it you sexy fox.” Polar moans while relishing Vulpie’s hungry gulps. Polar breathes heavily in pleasure, feeling Vulpie deep throat him as far as possible. “Yes.” Polar breathes and licks his wolf lips lustfully. Vulpie works wet wonders with his fox tongue, causing Polar to arch his back a bit, thrusting up into the boy’s mouth. Suddenly Vulpie lifts his head up and yanks Polar’s hard wolf cock from his mouth with a wet smack. The orange furred fox has a euphoric look on his face and he looks up into Polar’s blue eyes.


  “I can feel it! Oh yeah!” Vulpie proclaims, and the orange furred fox’s fur stands on end. “I’m all warm and tingly! Can you feel it yet?” Vulpie asks and Polar slows his breathing, nearly having forgotten about the ecstasy they both ingested. The white furred wolf notices that he has the urge to rub Vulpie all over; he has the urge and need to touch and grope beyond normal sexual arousal and he grins.


  “Yeah, I can!” Polar says with a laugh.


  “I love how free it makes you feel!” Vulpie says and bounces a little in front of Polar, filled with energy.


  “It makes your anxiety go away.” Polar comments, enjoying the dazed feeling he is now aware has arrived due to the ecstasy.


  “It makes me so horny!” Vulpie says with glee and he leans forward onto Polar. The orange furred fox bites Polar’s muscular chest invitingly and Polar grins. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” Vulpie begs with euphoria. Polar crawls on top of Vulpie and uses his powerful body to pin the fox boy under him with a smile. Vulpie rubs Polar’s muscular chest and moans effeminately. “Fuck me Mr. Polar!” Vulpie pleads and he massages the wolf’s chest fur with his little paws intimately.


  Polar continues to face Vulpie and he mounts him. He takes hold of Vulpie’s legs and bends them up over the fox’s face, exposing the boy’s tail end. Polar grabs the tube of lubrication nearby and uses his left paw to coat his huge wolf cock with its contents. After its wet, he tosses the tube aside and uses his left paw to aim the head of his wolf penis into Vulpie’s tight fox anus. Vulpie inhales loudly as Polar presses the head of his member inside him. The white furred wolf positions himself to make love to Vulpie missionary style, and thrusts the full length and girth of his huge wolf cock into Vulpie’s asshole.


  “HOLY FUCK YEAH!” Vulpie whines in response, and clutches his knees while Polar keeps his legs bent over his face. “OH FUCKING FUCK YEAH!” Vulpie breathes in pleasure, reeling from the size of Polar’s massive cock. It feels even more magnificent than usual, thanks to the ecstasy.


  “Oh my God!” Polar gasps, and enjoys the tight pleasure of the fox boy’s anus on his huge penis. The sensation is better than the usual fantastic experience, and Polar is aware that he is hypersensitive because of the ecstasy.


  “Meh nuhhh! You feel Grreeeeeeaat!” Vulpie gasps and trembles from the sheer pleasure of having Polar’s big dick all the way inside him. The wolf’s massive cock puts intense pressure on Vulpie’s fox prostate, and Vulpie can’t imagine anything else mattering in the world except getting more of Polar. “Big wolf dick!” Vulpie moans.


  “You like it up the ass?” Polar breathes, looking down at Vulpie with a sly face.


  “Oh yeah!” Vulpie replies with a whimper. “I love it!” Polar moves his lower body back, almost pulling his fat cock out of Vulpie’s ass, and takes hold of both of the fox’s orange furred-black tipped legs. The white furred wolf stares down at Vulpie’s face, between the fox’s legs bent up in the air, and makes eye contact. Polar grins lustfully and thrusts his big cock all the way up Vulpie’s rectum a second time, and watches the orange furred fox wince. Vulpie notices Polar is enjoying himself even more than usual, and squints again, after Polar repeats his pull back followed by a deep thrust. “I love how you look me in the eye when you fuck me!” Vulpie breathes mischievously. “Nobody else does it but you!”


  “I just like to watch this…” Polar responds cleverly, pulls his cock back, and then pumps Vulpie’s asshole hard with a wolfish grin, causing the fox to grunt. Vulpie smiles back, and can’t help but squint every time Polar rams his huge cock up his ass, spreading his anus out several times its normal size.


  “You like to see me take it?” Vulpie breathes with a sexy smile. Polar smiles naughtily and thrusts as hard as he can up Vulpie’s fox ass, making the boy cry out in pain. “OW! OW!” Vulpie yelps, closing his eyes due to a sharp bolt of agony in his prostate.


  “Sorry!” Polar breathes with a concerned face and Vulpie quickly grins.


  “It’s okay! Just don’t kill me with that thing!” Vulpie says with gasps of pleasure, his ass feeling wonderful again instead of hurting. He reaches down and begins masturbating with his right paw. Vulpie licks his lips while Polar fucks him, and the wolf continues to stare down into the orange furred fox’s blue eyes. “You can be scary sometimes!” Vulpie gasps, sweating with pleasure.


  “Oh but you love it!” Polar replies with a big grin.


  “Cuz I’m your bitch!” Vulpie responds and Polar laughs in surprise. Vulpie smirks and laughs as well. The fox boy’s mischievous taunting seduces Polar into talking dirty.


  “You are my bitch, aren’t you?” Polar asks and shows Vulpie his wolf teeth playfully. Vulpie winces as Polar continues fucking him very deep, and grins back.


  “I am SO your bitch!” Vulpie laughs. Polar’s cock feels incredible up inside Vulpie’s tight ass, and the white furred wolf gasps loudly before increasing his speed, reaming Vulpie out with his fat dick. He clutches Vulpie’s legs with his powerful claws harder and harder while he starts really giving it to the orange furred fox.


  “Good boy!” Polar gasps while staring down into Vulpie’s eyes as he invades him over and over with brutal speed and force. He licks his wolf lips and watches Vulpie grit his teeth in pain. “What’s the matter?” Polar taunts, having fun with his lover. He knows Vulpie will let him go on as long as he can take it.


  “POLAR! OH FUCK! MY ASS IS ON FIRE!” Vulpie responds in a series of loud whimpers.


  “I thought this is what you wanted? Does it hurt?” Polar taunts again, using a wolfish grin.


  “YEAH! Um! Mmmm! Ooohhh! Ooohhh!” Vulpie wails in response, halfway in bliss and halfway in agony because of the onslaught of Polar’s enormous wolf cock.


  “Take it bitch!” Polar growls with a sharp smile and the white furred wolf sees a flash of fear sweep across Vulpie’s pained face. Polar sees his fox lover looking up at him in worry, and Polar can tell the difference between strained pleasure and humiliation. Humiliating Vulpie is not what Polar wants to do. He loves him deeply and the look of betrayal on Vulpie’s face quickly makes Polar stop dominating the orange furred fox. “Hey, I’m only playing.” Polar tells Vulpie with a warm voice, still fucking the fox boy, but now doing it gently. “I didn’t mean to make you upset.” Polar tells Vulpie while looking down at him lovingly.


  “No, it’s my fault!” Vulpie responds and squints in confusion and anxiety. “I dunno what happened there for a moment!”


  “It must be the ecstasy.” Polar tells Vulpie with a caring voice.


  “Yeah, that’s all it is! I’m sorry about that! I’m glad you noticed though!” Vulpie replies, and smiles again. “You’re so sweet, Mr. Polar!”


  “I love you.” Polar responds with a warm voice.


  “I know! I’m sorry about that! Don’t stop!” Vulpie replies and giggles with a stressed breath. “You feel awesome, but let’s change positions.” The orange furred fox says and Polar releases his mighty grip on the boy’s legs. Vulpie’s legs tingle because of being held up in the air over his face and he lowers them with a breath of relief as Polar pulls his thick cock from his soft ass. Vulpie winces as the big head of Polar’s massive penis squeezes out of his anus. Polar strokes his big erection, eager to continue their wild sex.


  “How do you want to do it?”


  “I gotta stand up! I have too much energy!” Vulpie replies with a laugh. “Hug drug always makes me wanna dance!”


  “Good idea!” Polar responds, and crawls off of the bed, his big dick bouncing as he stands up on the floor. Vulpie eagerly follows him and they embrace for a quick lust filled kiss for a moment. Vulpie giggles and Polar laughs at their erections coming close. The difference in size between the wolf and the fox is laughable. Polar goes over to the bed and retrieves the tube of sex lubricant and Vulpie makes a funny face.


  “Oh, thank you!” Vulpie says adorably and watches Polar coat his big cock in a new layer of slippery lube. He tosses the tube away when done. The wolf smiles with an excited face before walking behind Vulpie. Vulpie turns around and Polar gropes the orange furred fox’s sides and hips as he moves his little quadriceps against the bed and bends over, still standing. Vulpie braces himself on the bed with his little black tipped fox paws, waiting for the white furred wolf to enter him.


  Polar mounts Vulpie, standing tall and firm, and uses his left paw to push the orange furred fox’s tail aside. He then grabs the head of his big throbbing cock and aims its head into Vulpie’s anus again, this time, pushing in much quicker. Vulpie catches his breath as the white furred wolf’s huge member squeezes inside him once again, but he ends up lurching a little towards the bed in pain.


  “Are you okay?” Polar asks from behind the orange furred fox and Vulpie calms his breathing.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie replies with his cute voice. The Rennonava techno playing during their intercourse keeps the fox boy energetic, but the ecstasy makes him want to fuck all night. The problem is his ass already hurts because of Polar’s huge wonderful cock. Polar’s big dick slides easily in Vulpie thanks to the recent lubrication, but the fox still has to suffer through a burning sensation in his anus. Polar has already reamed him out.


  “Oh Yeah!” Polar groans after pumping Vulpie’s ass in bliss. The fox’s tight asshole is even more delicious in this position. He clamps his powerful paws down on Vulpie’s hips and the white furred wolf starts fucking the orange furred fox hungrily. Normally Vulpie would be up for all Polar has to offer, but has to brace himself against the pain. Vulpie wants Polar to enjoy him and isn’t going to tell the wolf it hurts until he absolutely has to.


  Polar looks down over Vulpie’s naked orange furred fox body while he invades him with his cock over and over, and moans with aggressive need. The white furred wolf becomes more and more violent with his thrusts in Vulpie’s fox anus, and eventually Vulpie has to grit his teeth again. He doesn’t make any sound, forcing himself to endure the pain while Polar fucks the hell out of him.


  “Oh you feel so good!” Polar breathes to Vulpie and Vulpie struggles to make his voice sound unstrained.


  “Mmmm! Yeah!” Vulpie breathes, but Polar can hear the hint of fear in the fox’s reply. Both the wolf and the fox sweat profusely and Polar speaks to Vulpie breathlessly.


  “Are you okay?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie replies but his answer doesn’t fool Polar. The white furred wolf can tell he is hurting his fox lover. Polar groans. He really needs to unload in Vulpie and hates to slow his pace, but he does. Vulpie looks back over his right shoulder at Polar and uses a loving voice to encourage him. “I’ll be okay. Go ahead! I want you to!” Vulpie tells his wolf lover and Polar listens with need coursing through his loins.


  “I won’t.” Polar replies with a caring groan.


  “No, go ahead! I mean it! I’ll be fine! Don’t stop. I want you to finish!” Vulpie pleads out of love for the white furred wolf and Polar is moved by his partner’s self sacrifice. The wolf needs to cum so badly he can’t think of much else, and he accepts the fox’s offer without thinking. Polar keeps fucking Vulpie as hard as he wants, and Vulpie has to strain with his little fox paws on the bed to hold up his upper body and the momentum of the wolf.


  Polar gasps for air. His cock feels magnificent inside Vulpie’s hot moist ass, and he pounds it relentlessly, clutching the fox with mighty paws and an overwhelming need for release. Polar grits his teeth, expecting his orgasm to approach soon, but it doesn’t. He sweats and grunts as he continues to slam Vulpie’s ass, but the pleasure in his cock actually seems to be trickling off.


  At first Polar isn’t aware of what is happening. The ecstasy he and Vulpie ingested is wonderful for producing the need for sex, but often makes climaxes impossible, as he warned Vulpie ironically. The drug has given him situational anorgasmia, the inability to shoot off his load of semen, but the need remains.


  Any male wolf in Polar’s situation would behave accordingly, by continuing to fuck his partner to death until he unloads. The need for ejaculation has clouded Polar’s mind and he doesn’t even consider that he may not be able to cum at the moment because of the ecstasy’s side effect. It is unfortunate for Vulpie, who continues to allow Polar to fuck him relentlessly and suffers through increasingly awful pain.


  “Oh! Oh! God!” Polar growls while gritting his teeth and hammering Vulpie’s tail end. The white furred wolf keeps expecting to cum at any moment, but is held right at the peak of climax. Vulpie whimpers and clutches the bed in pain, and closes his eyes so tightly he starts to cry. He still wants Polar to enjoy him, even if it means tearing his ass up, but the fox isn’t aware of what is going on either.


  Polar holds Vulpie even harder with his powerful wolf paws, clamping down on the fox boy and stabs him as hard as he can with as much speed as he can muster, seeking to reach an orgasm. Eventually the pain becomes too much for Vulpie to bear.


  “OH GOD STOP! STOP POLAR! STOP! IT HURTS!” Vulpie screams in a wail of agony. Normally Polar would stop immediately, but at that very moment, his orgasm finally approaches despite the side effects of the ecstasy. “STOP!” Vulpie begs and squirms in Polar’s grip but can’t escape the white furred wolf.


  Polar pounds Vulpie’s ass with excruciatingly deep thrusts, and the orange furred fox can’t believe the white furred wolf isn’t stopping. Polar feels his climax approaching but the ecstasy delays his ejaculation even more. The white furred wolf keeps hammering Vulpie’s fox ass, focusing too much on blowing his load. He can hear Vulpie whining loudly for him to stop, but doesn’t know just how badly he is hurting the orange furred fox. Vulpie’s knees buckle as Polar brutalizes him with his huge cock.


  “STOP! STOP! POLAR! STOP! IT HURTS! STOP! STOP!” Vulpie yells, and Polar does hear him, but unfortunately his climax finally arrives at the same moment. Polar can’t stop. He continues slamming Vulpie’s asshole until it is furiously released. The wolf gets what he needs and clutches the fox tightly as he shoots his messy seed inside him.


  Polar cums inside Vulpie’s ass with a howl so loud it hurts Vulpie’s ears. The white furred wolf ejaculates a gigantic load of hot messy semen inside the orange furred fox’s anus. Vulpie moans with relief, nearly in delirium, because of the brutal ass pounding he’s endured.


  “Ooohhh! Holy fuck! Thank you!” Polar groans in pleasure, free at last of his enormous cum load. The white furred wolf slowly loosens his powerful grip on Vulpie’s hips and eventually is able to think rationally once again. It isn’t until this moment that he can hear Vulpie whimpering against the sound of the Rennonava rock playing in the background.


  Polar suddenly has a moment of clarity and feels horrible. “Oh no! Vulpie, it was the ecstasy! I’m sorry!” The white furred wolf says and slowly pulls out of the orange furred fox’s ass. A thick trail of cum oozes out of Vulpie’s tortured anus as Polar’s member leaves it, and the wolf slowly moves his paws over the fox’s sides, caressing him tenderly. “Did I hurt you?” Polar asks, and he already knows the answer.


  “YES! I told you to STOP!” Vulpie shouts and pushes away from Polar as if he is escaping from a monster. The cute orange furred fox’s body slumps from his feet to his knees, holding himself up by his left arm, resting on the side of the bed. He moves his right arm over his front defensively and stares at Polar with burning blue eyes. Polar can see the fox’s facial fur is wet with tears.


  “I know, but it was when I was finally coming.” Polar explains quietly. He can tell by the look on Vulpie’s face that nothing he says will fix his lover’s anger. “Why did you tell me to go on if it was hurting so badly?” Polar asks.


  “Why didn’t you stop when I yelled for you to?” Vulpie shouts in return.


  “I told you…” Polar responds quietly. He slowly sits down on his knees, next to Vulpie on the floor next to the bed and stares at the fox with an apologetic face. “Please forgive me.” Vulpie says nothing. The orange furred fox boy just stares at the white furred wolf with anger and it tortures Polar. Polar sighs heavily. The music playing in the background is too loud for what needs to be said, and he stands and walks over to his sound system.


  Polar turns down the volume and stops the techno song. When the room goes silent, he walks back around the bed and goes down on his knees again in front of Vulpie. The white furred wolf doesn’t attempt to hug or touch him, seeing how upset the cute fox is.


  “You have a right to be mad at me. It’s my fault. I shouldn’t have suggested the drugs.” Polar whispers.


  “I can still control myself on ecstasy.” Vulpie responds with a bitter voice.


  “You’re right.” Polar responds and lowers his wolf muzzle in shame. Being older and wiser, he knows the best thing he can do to have Vulpie forgive him is to admit blame for everything. “I should have stopped. It was my fault. I can’t blame it on the drug.” He looks at Vulpie sadly. “How bad are you hurt?”


  “Bad.” Vulpie growls. “I’ve been torn up before, but never like that!”


  “Really? God, I’m so sorry!” Polar responds in sorrow.


  “Tell me the truth. Did you do it because of the little scare we had earlier?” Vulpie inquires with a hiss. “You know, when we were talking dirty?”


  “No.” Polar answers with complete honesty. He looks Vulpie in the eye to convey his sincerity. “That had nothing to do with it.”


  “So you’ll hurt me if it feels good?” Vulpie asks with an icy voice.


  “No.” Polar answers with disgrace.


  “You just did!” Vulpie snaps.


  “It was an accident.” Polar whispers. “I’m sorry.” The white furred wolf slowly moves closer to Vulpie, and the orange furred fox doesn’t look very receptive. “I’ll do anything you want. Just please forgive me.” Polar pleads. “I wanted this to be a wonderful night… Not this.”


  “Me too.” Vulpie replies quietly. “But do you want to know why it hurts even more than the actual pain?” The fox inquires with anger.


  “Yes.” Polar whispers calmly.


  “It felt like I was getting raped.” Vulpie tells Polar and the fox stares at him with burning blue eyes. “It felt like you were somebody else I knew.”


  “What?” Polar says and laughs out of pure surprise. He knows exactly what Vulpie is getting at. “No.”


  “Yes.” Vulpie hisses. “He always went further and further, except I never loved him. I hated him.”


  “Look, I understand. I do. But please don’t lump me together with Vander Clishaw. That man was horrible. I love you, Vulpie. I love you so much.” Polar tells Vulpie with a warm voice.


  “Don’t ya remember Mr. Polar?” Vulpie growls with hatred. “How Henrenson told you Clishaw raped me? He shot me up with drugs so he could do whatever he wanted! It’s been a long fuckin time since somebody pulled that one on me!”


  “No.” Polar says with finality. “You’re wrong. I fucked up, but that’s not fair.”


  “No?” Vulpie asks and grins. Polar can’t tell whether Vulpie is actually smiling or just looking sinister.


  “No.” Polar tells Vulpie with confidence once again. “I swear on my soul that I did not abuse you on purpose.”


  “We don’t have souls, Polar!” Vulpie shouts. “There is no god! It’s just you and me!”


  “Wow. Well, okay.” Polar responds calmly. A long silence passes between the orange furred fox and white furred wolf. Polar waits patiently, watching Vulpie with an apologetic face and eventually Vulpie’s expression changes. Suddenly the fox’s lip quivers and his eyes well up with tears. Vulpie starts crying and Polar wants to hold him, but doesn’t know if it’s safe to try it.


  “I fucked it up again!” Vulpie says and starts sobbing. “I did it again!”


  “What?” Polar asks.


  “You and me… I can’t hold anything together in my life! Now you’ll hate me!” Vulpie sobs and Polar doesn’t waste anymore time. He crawls to Vulpie and picks up the fox boy with his strong wolf arms. Polar embraces Vulpie, and gently rocks him in his arms.


  “It’s all right. Don’t cry.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly.


  “I’m sorry!” Vulpie whimpers and clutches Polar. The naked wolf and fox hug each other tightly.


  “What do you have to be sorry for?” Polar asks Vulpie and rubs his lover with his strong paws. “I’ve hurt you.” Vulpie looks up into Polar’s eyes and whimpers.


  “I’m sorry I said what I said!” Vulpie tells the white furred wolf in despair.


  “I know why you did. It’s okay.” Polar replies and smiles warmly, looking down into Vulpie’s eyes.


  “I’m so fucked up, Polar! I’m a freak!” Vulpie cries, and looks aside as tears stream down his furry face.


  “You are not.” Polar says lovingly. The wolf’s voice remains calm and concerned, and Vulpie looks back to him.


  “What’s wrong with me?” Vulpie asks. “I tell you to do what you want and then when I get hurt, I blame you!”


  “These things happen, but the only real fucking idiot here, is me.” Polar says and smiles, surprising Vulpie. “How dumb do you have to be, to do what I did? I got us high and then forgot what I warned you about the ecstasy. How stupid is that?” Polar laughs. When Vulpie doesn’t answer, Polar nudges the fox in his arms. “How stupid am I? Huh?” Polar asks with a smirk.


  “Pretty dumb.” Vulpie eventually says and smiles.


  “Yes I am.” Polar responds and kisses Vulpie before the fox has time to react. The affection works, and soon Vulpie returns the kiss feverishly. The wolf and the fox kiss for a long time, not wanting to part. When they do, Vulpie looks into Polar’s blue eyes and touches the white furred wolf’s arms with his little fox claws lovingly.


  “You’re nothing like Clishaw…” Vulpie tells Polar and gulps in shame. “That’s why I said I was a freak. I knew it was unfair when I accused you.”


  “I would have reacted just like you did.” Polar responds. “Luckily for me.” The white furred wolf says and smiles. “It looks like you’re more generous, and are willing to give me a second chance?”


  “You have unlimited second chances, Polar!” Vulpie says and laughs. “I love you to death!” The orange furred fox pushes up against the white furred wolf affectionately and Polar is overjoyed.


  “Thank you, Vulpie. Thank you for forgiving me.” Polar whispers to his fox lover. “I don’t know what I would do without you.”


  “You know...” Vulpie says and shows Polar a mischievous face. “We won’t be able to sleep for a long while yet because of the ecstasy… I could probably go a few more rounds with ya!”


  “Are you serious?” Polar asks and laughs loudly. “Shut up!”


  “Yeah!” Vulpie giggles. The orange furred fox and white furred wolf laugh with each other until Polar shakes his head with a grin.


  “Knowing you that’s probably the truth.” Polar says and smirks.


  “Honesty is the key to a good relationship, right?” Vulpie replies gleefully. Polar holds Vulpie in his arms and picks him up. The white furred wolf stands, gently turns and lays the orange furred fox boy down on the bed, and then crawls onto it with him. Polar sits on his knees and reaches down to pet Vulpie with his powerful paws. The wolf massages the fox’s orange fur, and the streak of white fur that goes up the boy’s front and adorns Vulpie’s muzzle. Vulpie reaches up and touches Polar’s arms effeminately while the white furred wolf massages him.


  “I love my foxy. I want him to be happy.” Polar tells Vulpie affectionately and smiles.


  “I know!” Vulpie replies with a cute face.


  “Your fur is so gorgeous…” Polar compliments and looks over the fox’s body with his blue predator eyes. “You have the silkiest texture…” The wolf says sensually.


  “Thank you.” Vulpie responds and gropes Polar’s muscular forearms while the wolf explores his body with strong paws. “Mmmm… I like your muscles!” Vulpie tells Polar with a sexy voice, looking up into the wolf’s eyes. “You’re so strong! You’ve got these big ol’ thick arms!” Polar grins at Vulpie’s playfulness. The white furred wolf is relieved that the fox boy is no longer angry at him.


  “I knew from the moment I saw you, that I wanted you.” Polar tells Vulpie with love. “You know what’s changed?”


  “What?” Vulpie asks.


  “Nothing.” Polar responds and smirks. He gazes down at Vulpie and shows him a look of concern. “So you’re not mad at me?” Polar asks. Vulpie suspected the question might be coming, and is happy to declare an end to the argument.


  “No.” Vulpie answers and smiles adorably. “My butt is killing me though!” The orange furred fox says and Polar can’t help but grin and chuckle. Vulpie slides his little paws over Polar’s arms, enjoying the wolf’s white fur, while Polar slowly massages his lean tummy. Vulpie squeezes Polar’s thick wrists, feeling of the wolf’s power. “I was hoping we might do it a lot of times tonight, but you really… Mmmm…” Vulpie says and playfully sticks his tongue out at him.


  “I should be gentle with my foxy…” Polar replies warmly.


  “I guess I got what I deserved!” Vulpie says and giggles mischievously. “Here I am with a big ol’ wolf after all!”


  “No, Polar likes to be gentle…” Polar says, referring to himself in the third person with a clever voice. “Mr. Polar likes foxy…” The white furred wolf licks his lips and keeps rubbing Vulpie’s silky fur with his strong paws. He blinks and realizes why his hands feel so good. “Look, I’m clutching you! The ecstasy makes me want to squeeze and squeeze you!” Polar says with loving eyes. He sees the look of happiness on Vulpie’s fox face and Vulpie blinks.


  “Oh, I’m doing it too!” Vulpie says and laughs, now realizing it’s the reason for the way he has been stroking Polar’s big arms.


  “Why don’t we go down stairs and I’ll give you a massage?” Polar offers with his blue wolf eyes. “Then… We can have some make up sex?”


  “Anything you want, Mr. P.” Vulpie responds with a sensual smile. “You can do me again, right now… I’ll take it.”


  “No, you’re too tense. I need to loosen you up.” Polar responds with a loving smirk. “After I get the stress out of your shoulders… Then I’ll put it in your ass.”


  “Ooohhh!” Vulpie giggles with a big smile. “I can’t hide it, Polar! I love it when you punish me!””


  “No, I’ll be gentle. I promise.” Polar tells Vulpie warmly.


  “I just don’t want you to think I’m being selfish. I’m sorry I got hurt.” Vulpie replies.


  “Vulpie, I don’t want to hurt you.” Polar responds and gazes down at his orange furred fox lover in concern. “I love to make you mine, but there’s no excuse for you having to suffer.”


  “Well it’s going to happen sometimes. You’re just way bigger than me.” Vulpie replies with a flirtatious smile. The white furred wolf blinks and takes a slow deep breath. Vulpie can see Polar is troubled at his response.


  “Vulpie…” Polar says quietly. “Just a while ago you were comparing me to Clishaw and now you’re suggesting that I just go wild on you again? I’m starting to think you don’t respect yourself. I’m not perfect, you know. I make mistakes. You have a right to get angry sometimes, especially if I hurt you when you were begging me to stop.” Vulpie listens and thinks over his wolf lover’s statement.


  “I know. I just don’t want to push you away. I was scared I might.” Vulpie tells Polar quietly.


  “Do you remember what I told you the very next day after we met?” Polar asks. “I told you it was never okay for somebody to hurt you. That includes me. It was an accident, but you don’t have to make excuses for me.” The white furred wolf slowly moves his right paw to Vulpie’s left, and opens his hand. He does the same with his left paw, giving Vulpie a chance to open his little fingers and squeeze their fingers and palms together. Vulpie reciprocates and Polar gently clutches Vulpie’s dainty paws while the orange furred fox stares up at him with fascination. “Do you understand what I’m saying?”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie answers and smiles. “I just… It’s hard to stay mad at you!”


  “I don’t want you to stay mad, but don’t let me get away with being a son of a bitch either.” Polar responds and smiles down at the fox. He squeezes Vulpie’s paws and fingers affectionately, and Vulpie nods. A sound breaks their enthralled gaze, a loud ringing from the telephone downstairs.


  “Fuck. I’ll go get it.” Polar growls and pulls away from Vulpie gently. The orange furred fox sits up and follows Polar downstairs when the white furred wolf leaves the room. The freedom of walking around Polar’s house naked makes Vulpie excited, watching the nude white furred wolf walk to his kitchen divider. Polar picks up the phone from the divider next to his huge den and turns it on with his right paw. Polar smirks at Vulpie when the naked orange furred fox walks by him and sits on the leather couch.


  “Hello?” Polar answers the phone and an intelligent and very fast paced woman replies.


  “Hello, Vicky Buxton with the AFR. Is this Polar Arctic?”


  “It is. Hi.” Polar replies.


  “Hi, it’s good to well, meet you over the phone!” Vicky says and Polar hears her laugh a little on the other end. “I’m sorry if I’m disturbing you?”


  “Well what do you want?” Polar asks and looks over at Vulpie who waits patiently.


  “I wanted to ask Vulpie if he’s interested in attending the Field’s Inn ballroom party tomorrow night in downtown Sufias.” The AFR rep responds courteously. “I know this is short notice, but we haven’t been able to get in contact with Vulpie. The government makes it difficult.”


  “I’ll ask him.” Polar says and looks at Vulpie while holding his right paw over the phone. “It’s that vixen from the AFR you told me about.” Vulpie stands up and walks over to Polar with curiosity. Polar gives him the phone and the naked white furred wolf watches his cute and nude fox lover answer it.


  “Vicky? Hi.” Vulpie says through the phone.


  “Hi again!” Vicky says with enthusiasm over the line. “Like I told Polar, there is a very important and fabulous ballroom party being held at the Fields Inn mansion tomorrow and I would like for you to attend!”


  “I don’t know.” Vulpie replies, surprised at the female fox’s aggressive offer. She is clever and determined to get what she wants.


  “Oh, come on! The world wants to see you and Polar too! I’ll be there and we can do a very short interview. Will you do it for me?”


  “It sounds like fun but I don’t know if Druward will approve.” Vulpie responds.


  “Druward?” Vicky asks and quickly figures out who Vulpie is talking about. “Oh, the director of the GBI! Right, well, I can contact him!”


  “I should ask myself. They’re keeping me really busy. What time is the party?”


  “It starts at seven pm. Please come for me! There will be a lot of important animals there! The gay rights foundation is interested in talking to you, and so are a lot of others. If I’m going to be your rep from the AFR, let me help you look good out there!”


  “Okay, well I’ll ask.” Vulpie says and laughs at Vicky’s persistence.


  “Great! That’s fantastic! You have my number; just call me sometime before noon tomorrow to let me know!”


  “Okay.” Vulpie responds and says goodbye to her before turning off and hanging up the phone.


  “It’s hard to argue with a fox, isn’t it?” Polar teases.


  “Yeah, she seems pretty nice though.” Vulpie replies and looks up at the white furred wolf. “Do you think you might want to go? She said there will be a lot of important animals there, including some people from the gay rights or something.”


  “Sure!” Polar responds enthusiastically. “I might have an announcement to make of my own.”


  “I don’t have anything to wear!” Vulpie says. “Can you get a suit like in the same day?”


  “Yeah, there’s a place I know where we can have you fitted and ready by the evening.” Polar responds.


  “What did you mean when you said you had an announcement?” Vulpie asks.


  “The idea for a wolf and fox lover’s rights foundation I told you about.” Polar answers.


  “Oh, you’re going to do it for sure?” Vulpie asks with surprise.


  “Maybe, what do you think? Are you still with me if I do?” Polar inquires. Vulpie moves against him, rubbing his paws over the wolf’s muscular body.


  “I’m with you whatever you want to do!” Vulpie responds with a sexy smile.


  “Then we should think about getting married.” Polar responds with a grin and Vulpie’s eyes widen in shock. The fox boy blinks and laughs in surprise.


  “What? Are you serious?” Vulpie says before pulling his paws from Polar, and then holding them together nervously.


  “Yeah.” Polar responds and smiles happily down at the orange furred fox. “I didn’t ask you to marry me. I’m just suggesting it.”


  “I… Uh…” Vulpie says and looks aside, caught off guard. “Well I wasn’t expecting that!”


  “Why shouldn’t we think about it if you’re going to be my steady boyfriend and after everything we’ve been through? You love me don’t you?” Polar asks.


  “You know I do.” Vulpie replies.


  “Well I love you more than I thought a man could love anything.” Polar tells Vulpie with devotion.


  “Are you sure it’s not just the ecstasy talkin?” Vulpie asks and smirks up at him. Polar chuckles.


  “I might not have suggested it so casually without the ecstasy, but that doesn’t change how I feel. I told you I’ve been thinking a lot about us.”


  “But we’re gay!” Vulpie says and laughs. “Gays don’t get married!”


  “Says who?” Polar asks and raises his eyebrows playfully. “It’s legal in half of the world, and gays are married here in Sufias city. I know, I checked into it.”


  “But we’re not even the same species. Is that legal?” Vulpie asks.


  “I’m not sure.” Polar replies and smiles warmly.


  “They probably wouldn’t let us do it.” Vulpie laughs. “I mean, girl foxes rarely keep a wolf boyfriend because its interspecies sex, and we’re even more taboo!”


  “It’s rare, but there have been folfs born throughout history. I say we look into it.” Polar replies enthusiastically.


  “You… Really want to marry me?” Vulpie whispers, looking up at Polar with a vulnerable expression.


  “Yes.” Polar answers with loving sincerity, gazing down into Vulpie’s blue fox eyes. “I do, but like I said, this isn’t how I would propose if I was going to. I’m just talking about it.”


  “But we’ve only known each other for like what, a month at least?” Vulpie replies.


  “More than that.” Polar answers.


  “Not much more.” Vulpie giggles.


  “But we’ve been through so much together. I know you’re the one.” Polar tells Vulpie and the fox boy blinks, his orange fur standing on end.


  “You mean it?” Vulpie whispers.


  “Yeah.” Polar replies and smiles, showing a little bit of his wolf teeth.


  “I…” Vulpie says and trails off. Polar takes the opportunity to release Vulpie from the sudden obligation by walking over to the couch. He folds it out in preparation for the massage he plans on giving Vulpie as the fox boy watches. Vulpie walks over to the couch as well, and puts his little right paw up to his mouth, chewing on one of his claws in thought.


  “How about that massage?” Polar offers, and looks at him with a smile.


  “It’s not fair.” Vulpie says emotionally and Polar’s wolf ears perk up.


  “What?” Polar asks.


  “I’ve lived nineteen years and I’ve only just found you…” Vulpie replies with a sentimental and vulnerable face. The orange furred fox chokes up in a dewy-eyed passion that makes Polar overcome with emotion as well. The white furred wolf walks around the couch and comes to Vulpie with open arms. Vulpie enters them and embraces Polar with a quiet whimper of happiness.


  “You don’t know how happy it makes me to hear you say that.” Polar whispers, looking down at the fox boy in his arms. Vulpie gazes up at him and replies with innocent enthusiasm.


  “I’ll marry you! Let’s get married!” Vulpie tells Polar breathlessly.


  “Take some time to think about it.” Polar replies with quiet warmth. “Remember, I haven’t proposed yet.” The white furred wolf says and smiles.


  “I know, but I’ll say yes!” Vulpie responds and sniffles, his fox nose running slightly because of his emotive state. Polar rubs his powerful paws over Vulpie’s naked body while they stand in each other’s arms, Vulpie far smaller than Polar, but his love equal in strength.


  “Come on. Lie down on the couch and let me loosen you up.” Polar offers warmly. He lets go of Vulpie and the orange furred fox smiles with tears in his eyes. He wipes them away, embarrassed, and gets on Polar’s black leather couch. When it is folded out, the couch is twice as big and can support plenty of weight, providing a very worthy area for Polar to massage Vulpie. It is also firm due to its design in the open position, providing a brace for Polar to push Vulpie against in order to release the fox’s back pressure.


  Polar crawls onto the folded out couch as well, joining the naked fox. They steal a quick kiss before Vulpie lies down on his stomach, letting Polar tower over him.


  “Just relax.” Polar instructs Vulpie, and the orange furred fox lays his face down on the couch comfortably. He stretches out his arms and lets them rest at his sides, exposing his back muscles for Polar as the white furred wolf puts his powerful paws down on the fox.


  Vulpie groans as Polar gropes him with his mighty fingers and palms. The wolf uses his strength to massage the fur and flesh of Vulpie’s back with gentle but firm rhythm. Vulpie feels powerless under Polar and enjoys it immensely, getting to experience how strong his partner is in a non threatening way.


  Polar enjoys clutching Vulpie with his powerful paws. The white furred wolf makes sure to rub and stretch the tender and seldom touched parts of the fox’s little back. Vulpie shakes and moves with Polar’s massaging. He closes his eyes with a slightly open mouth.


  “Oh… You could break me so easily…” Vulpie whispers, savoring the sensation of being overpowered. Polar smiles while he works on Vulpie. He continues loosening the orange furred fox up until he is satisfied it’s time to release the pressure in his lover’s spine. Polar moves his left paw down on top of Vulpie’s tail bone and covers it with his right hand. Using both of his paws, he suddenly presses down hard on the fox’s tail bone and Vulpie grunts as the muscles and bone inside his little body move. There is a loud popping sound, and afterwards, Vulpie’s tailbone feels terrific, as if an enormous pressure has been lifted.


  “I heard that.” Polar comments with satisfaction.


  “Oh…” Vulpie groans. He underestimated how good a chiropractic moment with Polar could be. The white furred wolf moves his paws up a little on Vulpie’s backbone and finds the next spot where he knows pressure points can build up over time. He presses down on it and another loud popping sound comes from Vulpie’s spine.


  “Nuh!” Vulpie moans, feeling another pleasurable release of tension.


  “That’s better isn’t it?” Polar says intimately. “You’re really tense.” The white furred wolf moves his paws up past Vulpie’s lower back to the spot under his little shoulder blades. He rubs the orange furred fox slowly, and can feel Vulpie relaxing in preparation for another back cracking. Once Polar thinks the fox is loose enough, he puts his paws together again and pushes down on Vulpie’s backbone.


  This time the popping sound is very loud, and the movement of pressure in Vulpie’s back just under his shoulder blades causes him to whimper a little in pleasure. The amount of pressure removed from his back is intense and he breathes heavily, enjoying his lover’s treat.


  “It feels better! Oh, it’s almost like we’re doing it!” Vulpie says with a cute voice and Polar laughs.


  “I know how to pamper you.” Polar responds with a sexy tone, moving his paws up to the space between Vulpie’s shoulder blades. He loosens it up with his mighty white furred paws and then crunches the tension out of Vulpie’s backbone again. This one feels the best and Vulpie moans at the sensation. Afterwards, he feels completely relaxed. Polar then moves his paws slowly up the rest of Vulpie’s back and slowly massages the orange furred fox’s shoulders.


  “Are we relaxed now?” Polar asks.


  “Oh yeah… I never thought it could feel so good! I’m ready for anything now…” Vulpie replies, and uses his left arm to prop himself up, looking back over his right shoulder at the white furred wolf with an inviting face.


  “Really?” Polar asks and Vulpie can see the excitement on the wolf’s face. Polar shows a little bit of his teeth unconsciously, something that Vulpie has recognized is a sign that the wolf wants to fuck him.


  “Yeah…” Vulpie responds, making sure to look very sexy. Polar grins and smacks Vulpie’s orange furred butt playfully before getting off of the couch. Vulpie laughs and turns to look over his left shoulder, watching Polar while the wolf goes upstairs to retrieve lubricant. Vulpie waits with anticipation, and smiles when Polar returns. The white furred wolf walks to him and bends forward, putting his left paw to the side of Vulpie’s face gently. He pulls the fox’s face to his wolf mouth and they kiss slowly. After they finish, Polar keeps his paw on Vulpie’s face.


  “You tell me if it hurts, alright?” Polar tells Vulpie and the fox nods.


  “I will.” Vulpie responds with a mischievous voice. Polar crawls onto the couch behind Vulpie once again and strokes his wolf cock while looking down at Vulpie’s soft ass under the fox’s bushy tail. He admires Vulpie’s white fur that runs from the bottom of his tail, across his anus, perineum, and his balls, against the orange fur that adorns the rest of the backside of his body.


  It isn’t long before Polar has a growing erection, anticipating penetrating the fox again while Vulpie looks back over his right shoulder patiently. Polar opens the tube of lubrication and soaks his huge cock with its contents. When it is slick with lube, he tosses the container aside, and Vulpie raises his back end. The orange furred fox keeps his face down against the couch, but pulls his arms and little hands back underneath his body while he offers his rear end to the white furred wolf.


  Polar mounts him and brushes the fox’s tail aside with his left paw, using his right paw to aim the head of his swollen penis into Vulpie’s anus. Vulpie catches his breath when he feels Polar enter his asshole, and he is far more sensitive than he thought. The ecstasy has increased his tolerance for pain, but not enough to completely remove the burning inside his ass when the huge cock squeezes inside.


  Polar penetrates Vulpie very slowly with gentle care. He watches the fox tense up when he pushes part of his big cock up his ass, but Vulpie recovers and relaxes again after a moment. When the white furred wolf can see the orange furred fox is able to take more, he slowly pushes in more of his member, using his thigh muscles with perfect skill, holding the fox boy’s hips tightly with his paws.


  Vulpie grunts a little and claws the couch when Polar thrusts the majority of his big penis inside him, and then waits. The wolf patiently holds still, allowing Vulpie’s anus time to adjust to his invading member. It is hard not to start making love immediately, as Vulpie’s asshole feels magnificent on Polar’s cock, but the wolf wants to make sure Vulpie is okay.


  “How is it?” Polar asks quietly, breathing faster.


  “I can take it! Go ahead… Just be gentle…” Vulpie answers and glances back over his right shoulder at Polar. The white furred wolf licks his lips and slowly pulls his big cock back in Vulpie’s anus, before proceeding to squeeze it all the way up the orange furred fox’s ass once again. As he does, he can’t help but groan in pleasure. The sensation is heavenly for Polar. Vulpie’s tight ass feels as wonderful as ever on his fat cock.


  “Oh…” Polar groans, lifting his head up and closing his eyes halfway while he savors the pleasure. “Oh…” He moans again, and slowly and very gently begins making love to Vulpie. The orange furred fox stays still and widens his legs, making it easier for Polar to fuck him.


  “Oh baby…” Vulpie moans in response, and keeps his eyes closed while Polar gently gives it to him. “I love your hot fat cock inside me…” Vulpie breathes with a very cute voice, and Polar laughs in excitement. He loves how Vulpie wants him to enjoy it.


  “You feel like an angel…” Polar breathes in response, continuing to gingerly pump the fox boy’s ass. “You make me so fucking horny!” The white furred wolf grunts, wincing at how good the fox’s asshole feels.


  “Mmmm… Polar…” Vulpie moans in response with his effeminate voice, causing Polar to increase his speed slightly. The orange furred fox suffers as the white furred wolf reams out his asshole again, but is able to manage the pain thanks to Polar’s care. Normally he never gets hurt more than he wants, but because of how violent Polar was earlier, his ass is tender.


  “Are you still okay?” Polar asks, breathing hard.


  “Yeah. Go ahead.” Vulpie responds lovingly. The white furred wolf accepts the orange furred fox’s invitation and begins fucking him at a normal speed. Vulpie has to grit his teeth at first because his ass suddenly hurts very badly, but the pain goes away in a matter of moments, and he is able to endure it. The fox’s suffering is not nearly enough to make him beg for mercy if Polar continues to be gentle. In fact, Vulpie enjoys the pace, but hopes Polar won’t go much faster.


  “Oh you’re so tight! Oh so fucking good!” Polar moans while he fucks Vulpie. His big cock surges with pleasure, with Vulpie’s lubricated asshole squeezing hard around his member. Vulpie clutches the couch a little, as the pain in his asshole begins increasing faster and faster, but he refuses to give in this time. He wants Polar to enjoy him and as long as the white furred wolf continues to exercise self control, the fox knows he can endure it.


  “Give me that big wolf dick!” Vulpie breathes, determined to please Polar. “Your bitch wants it!”


  “Oh fuck you sexy little thing! Oh!” The white furred wolf moans, gasping for air while he savors getting his hot penis all the way inside Vulpie again and again. “This is what you want, isn’t it?” Polar breathes.


  “Yeah… Foxy likes the wolf cock…” Vulpie moans in response with his cute voice. For a moment, Polar looses self control and pumps Vulpie without gentle restraint, but catches himself before he hurts his fox lover. Polar hears the stress in Vulpie’s voice and makes sure not to hurt him too much as he invades the fox’s little ass, but has to focus on holding back against his rising pleasure. He wants to fuck the shit out of Vulpie but knows he can’t and he doesn’t want to hurt his beloved fox boy. “Mmnuh! Yeah! Yeah!” Vulpie breathes quietly while taking the wolf’s member.


  Polar becomes overcome with lust, and gets bored with making love to Vulpie in the current position. The white furred wolf gets off of his knees, releasing his hands clamped on the fox boy’s hips, and pulls his cock back out of Vulpie’s asshole. Vulpie whimpers at the sudden withdraw, and looks back over his right shoulder, seeing what Polar wants to do now.


  The white furred wolf leans forward, on top of Vulpie, and puts his powerful left arm down near of the fox’s side, holding his weight up on the couch. Polar then positions his legs, and stands partially on the couch, leaning forward on top of Vulpie with the heels of his feet raised halfway in the air. The wolf raises his backside to get a perfect angle for his cock to go down into Vulpie’s ass that is still raised for him. Now Polar can make love to Vulpie from on high.


  The wolf uses his right paw to aim the head of his fat throbbing cock into Vulpie’s white furred anus. He pushes Vulpie’s bushy orange furred tail aside and releases his member when it squeezes inside the fox. Polar then leans forward even more, resting his powerful right arm down on the couch around Vulpie to support his big upper body. When he does, his big cock naturally pushes halfway down inside Vulpie’s ass because of the angle, causing the orange furred fox to whimper.


  On his hands and bent feet, Polar begins making love to Vulpie, using his reared up back end to pump his cock downwards into the fox’s ass with rhythmic precision. The white furred wolf’s powerful abdominal muscles come in handy, as he uses them for nearly all of the thrusting.


  “Ooohhhuuunnhh!” Vulpie moans and his voice is not entirely full of pleasure. Polar detects strain in his lover’s groan.


  “Want me to stop?” Polar asks from on top of Vulpie.


  “No…” Vulpie breathes with a small voice.


  “You sure?” Polar breathlessly inquires again.


  “Yeah…” Vulpie replies with a whimper. Polar continues, having received permission twice, and freely gets what he needs, though he tries to do it slowly. The white furred wolf uses his abdominal muscles and tail end to thrust down into the orange furred fox over and over. The position is much more satisfying for Polar, despite having to remain bent over on top of Vulpie. His strong paws and arms enable him to hold up his upper body weight, in addition to the contact he makes with Vulpie’s ass every time he thrusts down into it.


  The weight of Polar’s crotch and tail end slams against Vulpie’s ass each time the wolf pumps his thick penis down inside the fox’s anus. Vulpie keeps his face down on the couch with his rear end diligently raised for Polar to fuck, but the repeating momentum of Polar’s lower body banging down against his backside forces him to brace his little knees against the couch for support.


  “Gahh! Unnahh!” Vulpie groans while his asshole is stretched out even more thanks to the angle. It hurts, but Polar makes an effort to go as slow as possible, alleviating putting the cute fox through agony. Vulpie winces as he feels the head of Polar’s big wolf dick pound down against his prostate over and over. It feels good, but the sensitive place inside the smaller male is becoming increasingly tender. It won’t be long until it just hurts every time Polar hits it, but Vulpie says nothing. Vulpie would rather Polar get the sexual gratification he needs, even if it hurts like hell. The fox boy has no intention of denying the white furred wolf unless he absolutely can’t stand any more.


  “Oh fuck yes Vulpie!” Polar groans lustfully, enjoying the new position immensely. Now it is much easier to ram his big cock way down inside his fox lover’s ass, and each time he does it he can’t wait to pump Vulpie again. The sensation is absolute bliss for the white furred wolf. As he pumps the orange furred fox boy over and over, his cock surges with pleasure inside Vulpie’s hot tight anus. He can’t imagine anything feeling better. The white furred wolf licks his lips and groans with bestial need, wanting to cum his load deep in the boy that is bent under his power. Polar relishes dominating Vulpie and simultaneously adores his partner for letting him.


  “Mmmmnnnnuuuhh!” Vulpie whimpers, sounding bestirred.


  “That’s what you want isn’t it?” Polar breathes lustfully.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie meekly responds with his face still down against the couch.


  “Oh my god you are the best fucking piece of tail there is!” Polar moans blissfully. Vulpie keeps his eyes tightly closed, sweating with effort. He struggles to support his reared up ass on his knees as Polar slams it faster and faster. The white furred wolf isn’t aware that he is fucking Vulpie quicker by the moment. All he knows is that he can feel cum building up inside his big cock and it is almost time to shoot it out in a glorious orgasm. A sudden bolt of pain explodes in Vulpie’s prostate as Polar’s big cock pounds it, causing him to cry out.


  “Mennnuuaaaahhhh!” he groans, half in pain and half in shame. Polar slows his pace immediately, despite his need, when he hears the fox boy’s wail.


  “Are you okay?” Polar quickly asks. “It hurts, doesn’t it…?” The white furred wolf says between heavy breaths.


  “Yeah…” Vulpie quietly admits.


  “Alright.” Polar responds lovingly, and pulls his swollen member from Vulpie’s aching ass. Vulpie winces as the white furred wolf’s hard cock leaves him, and he rolls over onto his side in exhaustion after Polar crawls off of him. Vulpie looks over at his wolf lover who strokes his throbbing erection slowly, not knowing what to do. The orange furred fox quickly decides how he can help, and sits up.


  “Come here!” Vulpie breathes with a tired but willing expression. The cute fox boy crawls off the side of the fold out couch and presses his back against its slick leather side. Polar blinks, watching his fox lover, and gets off of the couch as well. “Come here.” Vulpie repeats, gesturing with his little paws invitingly.


  The white furred wolf walks in front of the orange furred fox, looking down at Vulpie while slowly stroking himself. Vulpie presses his back against the couch and opens his mouth with loving devotion. Polar is surprised at the gesture, and hesitates. The white furred wolf isn’t fond of performing ass to mouth oral sex from personal experience, and wouldn’t demand for Vulpie to do it.


  “You don’t have to do that.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly.


  “I want to. Let me finish you.” Vulpie responds and smiles, then opens his mouth again, waiting with a focused look in his blue eyes. Polar shows his fox lover an empathetic face and slowly accepts the offer by moving a little closer. Vulpie reaches up and grabs Polar’s thick hard cock with his right paw, and clears his throat while Polar watches with compassion. After having fucked Vulpie in the ass, Polar’s cock naturally has an unpleasant scent and smell. It is an unfortunate side effect of gay sex and can be avoided by not performing oral sex until the partner’s penis is cleaned up, but Vulpie wants to give Polar the release he needs. Vulpie opens his fox mouth as wide as he can.


  Polar watches Vulpie put his wolf cock in his mouth and close his lips around it without any hesitation, but he knows it has to taste bad. The adorable orange furred fox boy positions himself on his knees in front of the standing white furred wolf in order to swallow as much cock as he can. Vulpie relaxes his throat and slowly swallows more and more of Polar’s fat wolf cock. The fox reaches up with his left paw and clutches the right side of Polar’s muscular ass, pulling the wolf even closer, until Polar has to lean forward and put his paws down on the couch, pushing his crotch in Vulpie’s face.


  Polar looks down at Vulpie and gasps with disbelief as the fox boy deep throats his entire cock. The white furred wolf doesn’t know what to think. Vulpie nearly deep throated all of his cock once before, but never all of the way, and never when it tasted bad. Vulpie swallows Polar’s wolf cock all the way to his pubic fur, his fox nose pressing into it. The speed with which the fox boy swallows it without gagging is astonishing.


  It feels incredible for the white furred wolf. Polar gasps in surprise all over again, as he moves a bit, feeling that he indeed does have the full length and girth of his fat cock all the way down Vulpie’s fox throat.


  “Oh my god!” Polar breathes with amazement. Vulpie makes a reciprocating sound, but can only gurgle with the white furred wolf’s huge dick blocking his trachea. The orange furred fox boy moves his right paw and cups the wolf’s big balls in his hand gently. He uses his left paw to hold onto Polar’s inner thigh for support while he slowly starts moving his head a little, performing the most impossible oral sex Polar has ever seen. Polar grunts in pleasure as Vulpie plays with his big furry balls, and the white wolf slowly makes a cautionary thrust into Vulpie’s mouth.


  It is received well, as he feels Vulpie go limp, awaiting another one. In a matter of moments, Polar starts throat fucking Vulpie very gently, and swishes his tail in excitement. It feels magnificent for him, but he knows Vulpie must be in a constant battle to keep from vomiting.


  “Oh, Vulpie…” Polar says with a very weak voice. The powerful white furred wolf has never been with such a talented lover and he doubt he ever will again. Vulpie strokes Polar’s testicles playfully, while the white furred wolf slowly continues face fucking the fox boy. Polar gasps with desire, feeling cum backing up inside his big cock deep inside Vulpie’s throat. This mega deep throated blowjob feels better than any he could imagine.


  It isn’t long before Vulpie gives Polar an orgasm, gurgling on his fat cock diligently until the wolf climaxes. When he does, Polar leans forward and thrusts harder in Vulpie’s mouth and down his throat than he wanted to, but the boy still doesn’t throw up. The adorable orange furred fox holds his ground and massages the white furred wolf’s balls while he begins cumming.


  Polar howls loudly as he ejaculates down Vulpie’s throat in hard spasms. He clutches the couch, thrusting in Vulpie’s face as little as possible to keep his lover from vomiting. Amazingly, Vulpie handles the thick messy load of wolf semen Polar cums down his neck very well. The fox boy holds still and waits for the white furred wolf to finish.


  “OOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!” Polar groans very loudly, holding his eyes shut in pleasure. A bit of drool escapes his wolf jaw as he trembles in pleasure. “OOOOHHHHH! OOOOOHHHHHH!!!” Polar groans and breathes heavily before looking back down at Vulpie again. When he does, he feels and sees the fox starting to pull the wolf cock from his throat. The orange furred fox boy removes it slowly, taking his time. In a matter of seconds Vulpie pulls the full length and girth of Polar’s cock, now half erect, from his mouth and throat. When he does, the fox lurches, struggling to keep from vomiting. Polar watches, and is amazed when Vulpie licks his lips, apparently okay. The cute fox boy leans back against the couch and deviously grins up at Polar.


  “MMMmmmmm…” Vulpie hums mischievously and takes a deep breath. Polar barely feels like he has the strength to stand any longer, and when he straightens on his feet, taking his paws from the couch, he looks down at Vulpie with wide blue eyes.


  “I have NEVER… EVER… EVER… Seen someone do that!” Polar tells Vulpie with awe.


  “Well now ya see what ya been missin!” Vulpie replies slyly. Polar laughs in shock and sits down on the ground next to Vulpie, nearly falling because of his climax weakened knees. Vulpie stares at him with a very sexy smile and Polar just gazes back, dazed from the event that just took place.


  “How did you keep from puking?” Polar asks with an incredulous face.


  “I’m just good like that!” Vulpie replies with his effeminate voice. Polar rubs his big wolf muzzle with his paw, blinking before staring at Vulpie with a grin.


  “Well thank you very much, Vulpie!” Polar replies with a laugh.


  “You’re welcome very much!” Vulpie responds with a tired smile. The white furred wolf crawls next to the orange furred fox and gently puts his powerful arms around him, embracing his cute lover. Polar kisses Vulpie on the top of his head, and then his muzzle, before kissing him on the side of his face as well with playful glee.


  “What can I give you in thanks for that?” Polar asks happily. “I’ll do anything you want! My god, Vulpie! That was incredible!”


  “Tell me that you love me.” Vulpie replies and smiles. At this, Polar shows Vulpie a very passionate face and looks down into the fox boy’s eyes.


  “I love you, Vulpie.” Polar whispers.


  “I love you too Mr. Polar…” Vulpie responds with a big grin. The orange furred fox changes his expression and frowns in thought. He smacks his lips and smirks at Polar. “I need to wash my mouth out!” Polar laughs heartily and raises his eyebrows at his fox lover. Vulpie slips out of Polar’s arms and stands up with a wince. He closes one of his eyes and grits his teeth.


  “You aren’t sore are you?” Polar taunts.


  “You shut up!” Vulpie responds with a cheeky grin. Polar looks very proud of his work and Vulpie swishes his bushy orange and white tipped tail at him as he walks to the kitchen from the den. “You’re going to kill me at this rate!” The orange furred fox says playfully from behind the kitchen divider as he finds a plastic cup.


  Polar stands up, putting his left paw down on the couch to lift his muscular body and looks over at Vulpie in the kitchen. He watches the cute fox fill his cup halfway up with water from the sink faucet and then drink it down, swishing it in his mouth a bit in order to clean out the bad taste.


  “Hurry up and get back in here!” Polar tells Vulpie warmly. “We’re not done yet!”


  “Not done yet? You’ve got to be kidding!” Vulpie responds with wide blue eyes.


  “Now it’s your turn.” Polar says with an inviting grin. “You didn’t cum yet!”


  “Oh!” Vulpie says and smiles in excitement. The deliciously cute fox boy hurries back to the den to meet the naked white furred wolf with a mischievous look on his face.


  “That got your attention didn’t it?” Polar laughs playfully.


  “Mmm! Yeah!” Vulpie replies and walks into Polar’s open arms. The white furred wolf embraces him and rocks him in his arms a little. Vulpie looks up into Polar’s blue eyes and the wolf smiles.


  “Sit down and relax. I’m going to take my time with you.” Polar tells Vulpie and smirks. “I’m going to give you a… What was it? An empty slurpy?”


  “Oh yeah!” Vulpie replies with a giggle. “You think you can pull one off?”


  “Well I’m nowhere as good as you I’m sure, but let me give it a whirl!” Polar responds and releases Vulpie from his loving hug. “First let’s set the mood…” Polar says and walks around the couch to pick up the TV remote. He hands it to Vulpie and the fox laughs.


  “You wanna watch TV?” Vulpie asks mischievously.


  “How about a little porn?” Polar suggests, and walks over to the light switch on the wall near the kitchen divider. The white furred wolf dims the lights and Vulpie grins. Polar walks to one of his recliners past the small den glass table, and finds a soft brown pillow. He brings it back to the couch where Vulpie sits, and leans down beside the furniture. The white furred wolf adjusts the settings on his black leather couch and brings the left arm rest up only, leaving the rest of the couch spread open like a bed. Polar pats his right paw on the arm rest and smiles at Vulpie. “Come over here and lay your head down…”


  Vulpie is interested in the offer and crawls onto the black leather couch once again, moving over to the left side where Polar has prepared the arm rest. Vulpie turns his back to it and as he lies down slowly, Polar pushes the soft brown pillow under Vulpie’s back, allowing Vulpie to lie his head down on the soft arm rest and get back support from the pillow.


  The naked cute orange furred fox sighs in relaxation, enjoying the comfortable setup. He smiles up at Polar as the white furred wolf picks up the TV remote from the couch and sits down. Polar turns on his digital video recorder and TV, looking through his recorded programs.


  “What are you in the mood for?” Polar asks Vulpie playfully, referring to his porn selection.


  “Blowjobs I guess!” Vulpie says with a laugh. Polar smirks and finds a hardcore gay movie he likes that has plenty of oral sex scenes. The white furred wolf skips the program to a particularly good scene where one male is sucking off three others. All of the actors are wolves and Vulpie’s blue fox eyes widen as he looks to his left and watches the movie.


  “How’s that?” Polar asks with a naughty smile and Vulpie grins.


  “They’re all cute! Cool!” Vulpie replies. Polar puts the TV remote down on the floor at the edge of the couch and rolls over next to Vulpie’s black tipped fox feet. The white furred wolf crawls to Vulpie and lies down next to him, propping himself up on his left elbow. Vulpie turns to his right and kisses Polar. The white furred wolf returns it lovingly and finishes by licking the fox boy’s face, making Vulpie giggle. Afterwards, Polar sits up and crawls down between Vulpie’s little legs, pushing them apart gently.


  The muscular white furred wolf gives the orange furred fox a very intimate expression before he leans forward, opens his mouth, and rolls his wet tongue out over the fox’s little penis. Vulpie breathes as Polar licks his cock and balls slowly. It isn’t long before Vulpie gets an erection once again, having never gotten off during the hardcore fuck Polar gave him, and Polar doesn’t waste any time in making his fox lover feel good.


  Polar looks Vulpie in his blue eyes while he sucks the smaller male’s cute fox cock. He keeps eye contact, something that his fox lover enjoys, and uses his big wolf tongue and large long mouth to perform lovely oral sex on Vulpie. Vulpie licks his lips and moans a little before glancing to his left at the porn movie.


  Vulpie watches it, and his erection gets even harder while Polar sucks his cock. The white furred wolf is pleased to see the orange furred fox relaxing. He only wants to make Vulpie cum hard, and intends to invest a great deal of time slowly working the fox up to a wonderful intimate climax. Polar knows from years of homosexual experience that a blowjob can last for a very long time if done right.


  “Mmmm…” Vulpie breathes in pleasure, grinning, and looks back to Polar before biting his lip. Polar stops sucking Vulpie’s cock momentarily, pulling the small fox penis from his mouth to entice his lover.


  “Does that feel good, Vulpie?” Polar asks with a smile.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie says with his very cute voice and giggles. Polar opens his wet mouth and starts sucking Vulpie’s little cock again, causing the fox to breathe in pleasure. Vulpie moves his right leg a little, twitching from the sensation of Polar giving him the blowjob, and the white furred wolf is pleased to see his partner enjoying it.


  Vulpie sends his small right paw down to Polar’s muzzle and face, touching the wolf intimately while he receives the oral sex from him. Polar hums warmly while Vulpie strokes his facial fur and big long muzzle. The white furred wolf uses his mouth vigorously, pleasing the orange furred fox’s hard little cock.


  “Oh yeah!” Vulpie breathes happily and closes his eyes halfway in bliss. His stiff little fox cock is covered in Polar’s wet spit and is sensationally stimulated by the white furred wolf’s big tongue and powerful lips. Polar sucks on Vulpie’s cock very hard, inhaling as much as possible, and the pressure squeezes the orange furred fox’s cock magnificently. “Mmm!” Vulpie moans.


  Polar loves the fleshy warmth of Vulpie’s hard little penis in his mouth. The white furred wolf enjoys giving his fox lover a blowjob and tastes Vulpie’s pre-cum, as he continues pleasuring the boy. Being a long time homosexual, Polar is very familiar with many oral techniques that can make a male partner go to heaven. He uses several on Vulpie, such as sudden pressure filled sucking, surprise use of teeth, and using his big tongue on top of the head of Vulpie’s penis while he keeps the fox’s cock captive in his big wolf mouth.


  As Polar watches Vulpie breathe faster and faster, he thinks of Donner. Donner and Polar both were good at giving head. Polar perfected a few techniques on his past long term partner, but as the white furred wolf thinks back to his past sexual encounters with Donner, he remembers the reasons why he ended the relationship.


  Donner never possessed the innocent sexuality Vulpie has. Donner was a wolf, and he and Polar had a competitive relationship. Often times it was hard to truly relax. Though they loved each other for years, eventually Donner became angrier and angrier at his identity and the gay lifestyle, angry that he had to suffer in a world full of ignorance, and blamed everyone else for the pain he felt. Polar, being the strong and steady wolf that he is, tried his best to help Donner cope, but his efforts failed. Donner refused to help himself and became selfish to a point that eventually Polar had to kick him out of his life. He doesn’t regret the decision in the slightest, now that he has Vulpie.


  Vulpie gives Polar everything he needs, everything he craves, and so much more. Polar never dreamed he would find a lover that wanted him so fiercely and passionately. When he makes love to Vulpie, he feels as though the fox was sent just to fulfill him. Though Vulpie is thirteen years younger than him, still only nineteen, Polar envisions living a long life with the orange furred fox. He imagines being with him every day, satisfied, content and happy.


  Sexually, Vulpie is the most attractive thing Polar has ever laid eyes on. Being gay, he enjoys penetrating and dominating a beautiful male lover and the much smaller orange furred fox boy is endlessly adorable. The love sounds Vulpie makes when Polar fucks him are gloriously cute and filled with vigor. The white furred wolf always fantasized about making love to a male fox at some point in his life, but never dreamed he would actually find the perfect one, and have a chance to keep him forever.


  All of these thoughts keep Polar focused on pleasing Vulpie. The wolf is thankful for his fox lover and wants to give him the greatest reward possible. He sucks and licks Vulpie’s hard little penis and the orange furred fox begins to whimper, licking his lips. Polar maintains a perfect balance of sucking and slurping that makes Vulpie twitch in pleasure. The white furred wolf gives Vulpie an incredible blowjob, watching how his fox lover reacts at every moment.


  “Oh!” Vulpie moans with his cute voice. “Mmmm!” The fox boy looks to his left and watches the porn movie again. Now there are four gay wolves in a scene together, and one gray wolf is sucking off the other three. The porn star holds and strokes two of the other wolves’ cocks while he sucks a brown furred wolf’s penis. The other two actors are gray wolves.


  A particularly nice moment arrives in the video where the gray wolf pleasing the others puts his right paw around the brown furred wolf’s dick and pulls his face back. The brown wolf is about to cum, and the video switches from his face to the gray wolf on his knees in front of him, stroking his cock feverishly. Vulpie grins when he watches the brown furred wolf ejaculate a massive load of semen onto the subservient gray wolf’s face. Long thick blasts of white cum splatter against the wolf on his knees, covering his face and ears. The movie switches to a close up so the viewer can witness the messy seed drenching the young wolf that is the star of the video.


  “Oh man, I wish I could cum like that!” Vulpie says mischievously while watching and feeling Polar sucking his little cock. Polar turns his head a bit, keeping his mouth on Vulpie’s hard little member, and glances at the TV, where he catches the end of the brown furred wolf ejaculating on the gray wolf’s face. Polar pulls his face up and smacks his big mouth free from Vulpie’s dick, and grins.


  “Keep watching! It gets better.” Polar comments and lowers his face again to continue sucking Vulpie’s tool. The cute orange furred fox licks his lips while the white furred wolf slurps on his cock again, and winces while he watches the porno. Soon after the climax of the brown wolf, the other two gray wolves walk in front of the star of the movie and masturbate while he waits on his knees.


  The actor takes a moment to suck both of them off, switching between both of their cocks with his facial fur stained in cum. It isn’t long until one of the wolves cries out and ejaculates on the porn star’s face, adding to the coating of cum he already received from the brown wolf.


  By the time one of the standing gray wolves stops cumming on the face of the gray wolf on his knees, the porn star’s face is barely visible underneath a white film of sticky semen. The combination of two wolf men’s cum load practically colors the gray wolf’s face a grayish white.


  The last gray wolf porn actor bends over the star of the movie and fucks him wildly. That wolf finishes with the star of the movie by pulling his cock out of his ass as he cums, ejaculating a big load of hot cum all over the wolf’s ass and balls. Polar knows what is going on by the sounds of the movie; He has watched it a few times before, and enjoys witnessing Vulpie observe with wide blue eyes. The fox boy grins in excitement and by the time the scene is over with, cum begins backing up inside his small penis.


  Vulpie’s hard small cock feels great while Polar sucks it. It throbs with his heartbeat, completely sensitive and filled with semen. A small bit of cum backed up inside Vulpie’s little penis eventually spills out into Polar’s mouth, and the white furred wolf tastes it while he sends Vulpie to heaven. He knows Vulpie is going to cum soon.


  “Unnahh!” Vulpie breathes, sweating in pleasure while Polar keeps sucking his cock passionately. “Mmmm! Yeah! That’s awesome!” Vulpie encourages and winces as the oral sex he receives feels better by the moment. Polar increases his speed and stares into Vulpie’s blue fox eyes while he sucks his cute penis.


  When Vulpie has an orgasm, it hits him quickly and he tenses up as he feels the semen inside his balls and cock moving. The pressure feels great and also alerts the fox boy that it is inevitable at this point. He clutches Polar’s wolf muzzle with his little right paw while the white furred wolf keeps sucking him off, proud of his work. Polar is ready for the fox to cum in his mouth and when Vulpie does, the fox’s semen tastes both salty and sweet on the wolf’s big tongue.


  “AAAAHHHhhhh!” Vulpie moans with his mouth open wide and his eyes shut tightly in pleasure. The fox shrinks down against the couch under him, pushing his lower body up a bit, thrusting up into Polar’s mouth while his cock releases loads of semen. Despite the small size of Vulpie’s cock and balls, he is relaxed and stimulated enough to squirt out nearly all of his semen reserves, and it makes Polar’s mouth soggy.


  The white furred wolf moves his big tongue around as Vulpie moans louder, reeling from shooting off. Polar slurps Vulpie’s little cock, happily sucking up every bit of the orange furred fox’s ejaculate. He quickly consumes all of Vulpie’s cum and uses his big tongue to massage the boy’s penis for more. A few extra spasms push a bit more semen out of Vulpie’s dick and into Polar’s mouth, and the white furred wolf swallows all of it.


  When Vulpie is done cumming, Polar lifts his head up, removing his wet wolf lips from the orange furred fox’s cock. Polar licks his lips and the corners of his mouth with a clever smile, watching Vulpie who holds completely still, overwhelmed by the pleasure of his orgasm.


  “You came like a porn star!” Polar says lovingly and Vulpie laughs, closing his eyes, completely exhausted. The white furred wolf sits up and uses his right paw to clean his mouth of the orange furred fox boy’s semen, enjoying the flavor. “And you taste sweet.” Polar comments.


  “Really?” Vulpie asks with a grin and cracks open his eyes, looking up at Polar.


  “Yeah, different than a wolf.” Polar answers with a sexy smile.


  “Oh man that WAS sweet!” Vulpie replies playfully and slowly sits up, breathing hard. Polar leans down and puts his left paw to the right side of Vulpie’s face lovingly, before kissing his fox lover. Vulpie returns the kiss hungrily, tasting his own cum in Polar’s mouth, and moans quietly. When they part lips, a small bridge of Vulpie’s fox cum connects their mouths before dropping free. “Thank you.” Vulpie tells Polar lovingly and the white furred wolf smiles.


  “Anytime.” Polar responds affectionately and Vulpie snuggles up against him, hugging the white furred wolf while they embrace.


  Meet Vulpie


  Polar wakes up in the middle of the night after he goes to bed with Vulpie. Their ecstasy powered love making exhausted both the white furred wolf and orange furred fox so much that sleep was far easier than they expected. He glances to the alarm clock to the right side of his bed on the nightstand and sees that it reads three eleven A.M.


  The white furred wolf licks his lips. He is parched, thirsty, because of the ecstasy. He moves a bit, warm in the bed sheets with Vulpie under his left arm. Polar has been sleeping on his right side, intimately resting against the soft fox boy’s backside. He hesitates to get up and get something to drink despite his thirst, knowing that he might wake Vulpie up. His orange furred fox lover is sleeping deeply next to him, his silky fur pleasurable to the touch.


  Polar was dreaming about Vulpie before his thirst disturbed his rest. He lies in the darkness with him, remembering vividly what the dream was about. It was wonderful. Polar was dreaming of their brief adventure in the Wispy Canis Lupus Mountain Range, particularly their erotic encounter in the wilderness. The white furred wolf has a huge erection, thanks to coming straight out of REM sleep, and it surges with sensation, helping him recreate the amazing event in his mind. He recalls making love to Vulpie and the magnificent pleasure it always brings. As was the case earlier in the night, their sex was spectacular.


  A random thought related to their gay sex pops into Polar’s mind, causing him to smirk in the dark bed room. He realizes that Vulpie is the cleanest partner he’s ever had. Perhaps because of the ass to mouth blowjob Vulpie gave him earlier in the night, his mind considers the fact that the fox boy has consistently been the most sanitary gay lover he’s been with. Since the orange furred fox barely eats anything, his rectum stays fairly empty, allowing mind blowing sex without the awkward occurrences that sometimes happen when one male puts his penis up another’s ass.


  The white furred wolf smiles, thinking of how perfect a lover Vulpie is for him. It is as if Vulpie was meant to be his subservient mate, as the fox boy clearly enjoys being penetrated with deep enthusiasm. Polar has always preferred fucking his gay partner more than being fucked, though he craves that as well on occasion, and Vulpie is the tightest and cutest male he’s ever experienced. Polar knows he’s pondering on sex because of his sleep induced erection, but he feels what he feels. If it were an option, he would love to fuck Vulpie again, right now, taking him in the dark.


  But Polar loves Vulpie dearly and has no intention of disturbing his sleep. However, the white furred wolf needs to get something to moisturize his parched lips, so he very cautiously and slowly pulls his big left arm off of Vulpie and moves away from him under the covers. Luckily, he manages to crawl out of the bed without awaking the fox boy. Polar stands up and walks into the bathroom next to his bed room and closes the door. The big white furred wolf turns on the light and looks at himself in the mirror.


  His eyes are half shut, suffering from the light as he’s just come from sleep. He feels that he needs to pee despite his large erection, and walks in front of the toilet. He reaches down and raises its lid before putting his right paw down inside his boxers and pulling his big wolf dick out. He aims it to the toilet and waits, having to give time for his sleep induced erection to dissipate. Eventually he is able to drain his bladder in a long stream and breathes deeply.


  After he is done, he pushes his cock back inside his boxer’s slit and rubs his nose with his big left wolf paw. He walks in front of the bathroom sink and picks up one of the cups he leaves nearby for situations such as this. He fills it up with water from the sink faucet and puts the cup to his wolf lips. Polar gulps down more than half a glass of water and breathes in satisfaction afterwards, licking his lips. He sets the glass down and then opens the door to the bathroom, cutting the light off quickly so as not to disturb Vulpie.


  Polar walks back to his big bed. He slowly crawls onto it. As he moves underneath the sheets and gingerly presses his front against Vulpie’s back as they lie on their right sides, his wolf ears detect the soft rhythmic song of Vulpie’s adorable breathing.


  Polar holds still for a moment when he feels Vulpie move. The white furred wolf slowly drapes his left arm over Vulpie’s side as before, and the orange furred fox makes a small and very cute noise, a lover’s hum. Vulpie awakes partially for a moment, but quickly returns to his deep sleep after rubbing Polar’s left arm with his own intimately. Polar smiles in the darkness, completely in heaven. He is so very happy. He loves Vulpie more than he’s ever loved another. He loves the fox boy so much that he never wants him to leave his bed. He wants Vulpie against him, every night, warm, content, and at peace.


  The next day Vulpie wakes up in Polar’s big bed with a rested feeling. Friday has come and the cute fox sees Polar lying in front of him, dressed in a white t shirt that matches his white fur, and black boxers. Polar lies on his left side, with his head propped up on his left arm and smiles at Vulpie lovingly. The white furred wolf has been up for a while and waited patiently until Vulpie woke up on his own.


  “You look adorable while sleeping…” Polar tells Vulpie warmly and Vulpie smiles before playfully pulling the covers over his face, mischievously defying his duty to get up. Polar grins and sends his big right wolf paw underneath the bed covers. He finds Vulpie’s soft lean tummy and strokes it lovingly, admiring the fox’s silky fur. “Come on, rise and shine cutie!” Polar says.


  “Tiwered.” Vulpie replies with a muffled cute voice from under the covers. “Sweeepy!” The fox boy protests with his endearing voice. Polar grins even though he can’t see Vulpie under the covers.


  “I made you breakfast.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly. After a moment, Vulpie tosses the covers off of his face and crawls halfway out of them, looking at Polar with excitement.


  “Really?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yeah. I hope you like it.” Polar replies and sits up on the bed. The big white furred wolf leans over to the nightstand where Vulpie notices there is a tray with a breakfast plate on it, in addition to a glass full of milk. Vulpie can see that there are cooked eggs in addition to bacon, sausage and other bits of smaller meat on the plate. The meal tray stands on two sturdy legs that fold out on its sides. The fox sits up straight and pushes against the headrest of Polar’s bed.


  The wolf picks up the breakfast tray and slowly brings it over the bed. He moves it on top of Vulpie, easily sitting the legs of the tray down around the orange furred fox’s sides. With the breakfast tray resting over Vulpie’s lap, the fox looks up at Polar with a big smile.


  “You made me breakfast in bed? You’re too good to me.” Vulpie tells Polar and the fox boy has a moved look on his face. The white furred wolf sits down next to Vulpie and props his left arm over the top of the bed headrest. He looks down into the fox boy’s blue eyes and smiles back at him happily.


  “You’re worth it. I have to find some way to thank you for last night!” Polar responds with a big grin. At this, Vulpie grins as well. The fox’s clever expression always makes the white furred wolf breathe a little faster in excitement.


  “Did you have fun?” Vulpie asks mischievously and sniffs the delicious meal Polar has prepared for him.


  “I might have.” Polar responds playfully.


  “I guess we’ll know for sure if I can’t walk today!” Vulpie responds and impishly winks at Polar. The white furred wolf smiles even more and shows his teeth with a naughty expression. Vulpie licks his lips and focuses on the tasty meal Polar has made for him.


  “What time is it?” Vulpie asks while debating how much he should savor the meal.


  “It’s seven forty. You have plenty of time. Enjoy it.” Polar warmly answers. Vulpie picks up a piece of bacon with his skinny right paw and pops it into his mouth, crunching it quickly. As the fox boy chews on the bit of food, he tastes something very delectable besides the meat itself. It seems that Polar might have cooked it in butter or margarine.


  “Mmm!” Vulpie hums and quickly picks up another piece. He eats it, followed by a third and a fourth as Polar watches happily. “It’s yummy, but I’m gonna get fat if I eat like this!” Vulpie tells his wolf lover.


  “You don’t have any fat on you.” Polar replies and chuckles. “I’ve told you over and over.”


  “Yeah but I like my firm little body!” Vulpie responds and uses one of the forks on the tray to capture a sunny side up egg. He opens his mouth and puts it inside, pulling the fork free as he chews the food in bliss. “Mmm…” Vulpie hums again, and Polar can see how hungry the fox is. He knows Vulpie persistently starves himself. “And with food this yummy, I could get fat real quick!”


  “I’m going to make you put on a few pounds. You need to gain some weight.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly.


  “Just as long as you help me burn it off.” Vulpie mischievously responds and Polar grins again.


  “I love you.” Polar tells Vulpie with his most sensual voice. Vulpie picks up a piece of egg with his fork and offers it to Polar. The wolf shakes his head in response. “I’ve already eaten.” Polar answers. He’s satisfied just watching Vulpie eat. The adorable orange furred fox boy consumes a bit more breakfast, taking big gulps from the glass of milk, and licks his lips.


  “I’m sorry again for that little outburst last night. I wish I never said those things.” Vulpie tells Polar while looking up at the white furred wolf penitently.


  “It’s nothing. I deserved it.” Polar lovingly responds. “And you were nice enough to go above and beyond afterwards, so I don’t think you have any reason to apologize, Vulpie.” Vulpie crunches another piece of bacon in his mouth and smiles up at Polar.


  “It’s like paradise or something when we make love. I feel so relaxed with you…” Vulpie says affectionately.


  “I never knew what I was missing!” Polar responds and grins. “It’s the best sex I’ve ever had over and over!”


  “Thank you.” Vulpie responds playfully.


  “I can’t get enough of you.” Polar tells Vulpie with adoration.


  After Vulpie arrives at the CTGD, he works tirelessly on Arctic.net, speeding through the Friday after his night of ecstasy with Polar. The orange furred fox feels even more creative than in the past and barely speaks to anyone while coding, except when he needs to instruct his team of tech experts.


  Melrhei has taken a liking to Vulpie’s brilliant mind and the gray furred cat is his biggest supporter as the work on Arctic.net continues. The cat respects talent and without a doubt, no one has ever seen programming skill even close to Vulpie’s. Though it isn’t helpful to bring it up during their work time, each of the technicians admits at some point either to Vulpie or their peers that the fox is a genius.


  Like all geniuses, Vulpie is very eccentric. The gay orange furred fox fits a stereotypical mold of a super hacker and goes beyond expectations, projecting a uniquely iconic personality that will be imitated for years to come by both comedians and hackers alike. Vulpie’s bright orange fur and effeminate yet masculine appearance makes him a young man that cannot be forgotten when seen. His unordinary look is unnerving to some, as people fear what they do not understand, but also compelling. The fox boy has a special charm that cannot be imitated.


  The three wolves, three foxes, and two cats composing Vulpie’s tech team huddle around Vulpie’s computer as the fox boy finishes integrating all of their work into a logical structure. It’s just them in the white room’s secure network, and Vulpie’s feverish typing fills the room with clacking sounds.


  “He’s lookin good! He’s lookin real good!” Vulpie thinks out loud while he codes.


  “You think it’s ready to automate?” Suthers inquires.


  “Yeah, it’s time! I can get it going! All the stuff you guys made is perfect! It would have taken me forever to write it myself.” Vulpie responds.


  “So we’ll have a new artificial intelligence already?” Nikita asks. The gray furred she-wolf scoots a little closer to the orange furred fox in her chair, but Vulpie ignores her proximity. One of her sizeable breasts touches Vulpie’s effeminate shoulders and she recoils in embarrassment. Vulpie notices and looks to his left at her with a smirk.


  “Sorry!” Nikita says and laughs a little.


  “Watch out Vulpie, it looks like you’re getting some female attention!” Suthers says, cracking a joke that makes everyone laugh. The orange furred fox boy looks back at the group and smirks. Bawho, Pierce and Raitus laugh amongst themselves, having secretly been joking about Vulpie’s sexual orientation for some time now.


  “Thanks but no thanks!” Vulpie laughs and looks up at Nikita. The she-wolf is far bigger than him. “She’d crush me flat!”


  “Oh thanks! I’m on a diet you know.” Nikita replies with laughter. The she-wolf isn’t overweight in the slightest, but like most women, hates having her body discussed.


  “You might find that you like girls, Vulpie. Maybe you should give it a try?” Sally comments and the others look at the female fox. The vixen has a nice look on her face that suggests she might be interested in the gay orange furred fox boy. Vulpie blinks and grins.


  “So you have to turn gay to get a date with a girl as pretty as you?” Suthers asks Sally and the vixen smiles. Foxes taunt each other very often, and there has been a little bit of sexual tension between her and Suthers. She sticks her tongue out at him and Vulpie swishes his bushy orange furred tail.


  “I’m good. I got mine last night!” Vulpie says proudly and looks back at the computer screen while typing.


  “With that gorgeous arctic wolf?” Nikita asks with interest.


  “Oh yeah.” Vulpie responds with a smile.


  “What wouldn’t I give to have a man like that?” Nikita thinks out loud and Bawho looks at her slyly. Wolves are generally less talkative than foxes, and he and Pierce only look at Nikita with smiles. The group of technicians have all shared intimate jokes while working, bringing their team even closer.


  “What do people say when they see you with him?” Sally inquires and Vulpie looks back to his left at her.


  “Well we haven’t gone out a whole lot since I started working for the government because Blacktail has to watch me, but when we are out, people stare at us.” Vulpie answers.


  “I bet. It’s already a fur rubber to see a male wolf with a vixen, but you two must draw a crowd!” Sally adds.


  “It’s good that I have Blacktail with me!” Vulpie laughs mischievously. “They’re making sure I stay in line, but I probably need bodyguards!”


  “You really do.” Bawho comments and the others look at the tall gray wolf. “Have you seen the news?” He asks the orange furred fox and Vulpie stops typing for a moment, turns in his chair, and looks back at him.


  “Yeah, it’s everywhere!” Nikita tells Vulpie and the fox boy looks around his team with wide blue eyes.


  “What’s everywhere?” Vulpie asks.


  “The religious groups are out to get you.” Bawho explains. “My kid showed me the other day just how bad some of the mudslinging is that’s coming from Deivaists.” The big wolf says and licks his lips. “They say you’re corrupting the youth by idolizing a gay lifestyle and being with a man not of your own species. Though the Association of Fox Rights seems to have warmed up to you, those religious nut jobs are howling for your blood.”


  “Really?” Vulpie asks and grins. “That’s awesome!” The fox boy’s smile tells the group that he isn’t unhinged by the news, but rather, empowered.


  “You should be careful. Somebody might try to kill you.” Bawho advises. “Most of the world is like us and thinks we all should live and let live, but there are mean wolves out there.”


  “Yeah.” Pierce comments and nods. “Just go downtown into a bar. You’ll hear a lot of bad things.”


  “It’s not just wolves, either. There’s a minority of fox men siding with those religious nut jobs too.” Sally tells Vulpie.


  “Wow! Thanks for warning me!” Vulpie says with excitement. “I mean, wow.” The orange furred fox looks up for a moment and licks his lips. “But, why do they care anyway? So what if I’m a gay boy!” Vulpie laughs and Raitus shakes his head at Vulpie’s blithe attitude.


  “We’re just warning you.” Bawho says and holds his big wolf paws out diplomatically. “You’re safe here and with Blacktail, but you need to think of the crazy animals.”


  “They’re probably all closet gays anyway! That’s what I think!” Vulpie says and Nikita nods. The she-wolf likes Vulpie’s honesty. “I mean, life is hard, I know that, and I bet those guys had overbearing dads or something.”


  “Probably.” Nikita says and the she-wolf smiles at the cute little gay fox.


  “Polar could beat any of em up anyway!” Vulpie says proudly. “He’s real strong!”


  “Yeah?” Nikita inquires, always interested in hearing more about the white furred wolf.


  “Oh yeah!” Vulpie says and waves his right paw effeminately. “He’s a powerhouse! He can bench like over four hundred pounds! And he’s not all bulky like a body builder, but he could be!”


  “I’m so jealous!” Nikita tells Vulpie with a smile. “Why can’t there be a straight man like that?”


  “Because sensitive men are gay I guess.” Vulpie says and laughs. “I guess that’s why straight men and women are always fightin! Women want a tough guy but also want a sensitive man.”


  “There must be a sensitive man out there that’s tough without being gay.” Nikita thinks out loud. “It’s so unfair!”


  “You really like my Mr. Polar don’t you?” Vulpie giggles.


  “Yes. Like I said, he’s a gorgeous man.” Nikita responds.


  “I know!” Vulpie says happily. “The first time I saw him, in the Red Rock Bar, I knew I couldn’t resist!” The orange furred fox gets an idea and grins. “Oh, hey! Polar has a single brother! His name’s Richard and he’s good looking too!”


  “Really?” Nikita asks enthusiastically.


  “Want me to ask Polar about it?” Vulpie offers.


  “Oh yes!” Nikita replies and smiles. “Sure!”


  “Alright, alright. Let’s get this show on the road. I want to see if this AI will run!” Melrhei voices and Vulpie laughs.


  “Okay! Okay!” Vulpie replies cleverly and turns back around, typing fast once again. The team members talk amongst themselves briefly before a sound to their left gets their attention. Vulpie turns and sees Druward and Howlstead enter the room. The orange furred fox turns and looks up at them, giving them his full attention.


  “Hello!” Vulpie says politely.


  “How’s the progress today?” Druward asks.


  “Very good! I was just about to activate the new AI we made and we’re gonna see if it runs!” Vulpie answers enthusiastically.


  “Excellent.” Howlstead replies and raises his eyebrows. The gray wolf CTGD director looks to Druward. “That’s far ahead of expectations.”


  “Good.” Druward simply responds. The black furred wolf speaks with a purely business like voice. “The President will be here today. He wants to check up on you.”


  “Oh, okay!” Vulpie responds respectfully.


  “I’ll come get you when he arrives.” Druward says and leaves the room. Howlstead stays, walking around and watching the others while Vulpie codes. Vulpie works quickly, focusing even more now that Howlstead is present.


  “We’re looking really good now!” Vulpie tells everyone while he inspects the code.


  President Vargas arrives at the Cyber Technologies Government Division shortly after lunch, and Vulpie is escorted to another wing of the building that he has yet to see. The orange furred fox boy is directed to the second floor of the building and into a beautiful conference room with glass doors. There are only two real walls in the room, at the end of each side of the table, with a large solid window to the right of the table that looks out over the slightly urban and forested area around the CTGD.


  Vulpie feels a little inadequate, as he dressed in stylish white khaki jeans and a blue designer t shirt while the others all wear suits. Blacktail waits outside of the room while Druward and Howlstead sit and wait with Vulpie. The fox boy puts his skinny paws and arms together, holding them nervously while he waits for the President to arrive.


  When Vargas comes into the room with two secret service agents, Vulpie is surprised to see that the black furred wolf looks jovial.


  “Good to see you again, Vulpie!” Vargas says while smiling with his politician’s look.


  “You too!” Vulpie replies, and the orange furred fox puts his little paws up on the black conference table, leaning forward while Vargas takes a seat across from him.


  “From what I hear things are going well. I wanted to visit personally to check up on you.” Vargas tells Vulpie with a calculating smile.


  “Oh, everything’s great!” Vulpie responds with a nervous smile. “I, uh, we, have a new AI up and running right now! We just tested it this morning!”


  “It works?” Howlstead asks.


  “Of course it does.” Vulpie says and can’t stop himself from making a small prideful grin.


  “Then how long until it can be executed?” The world government President inquires and Vulpie thinks on his question.


  “Um, a long while yet.” Vulpie answers. The fox sits up straight and retracts his paws from the conference table, putting them together as he talks. “It’s still just a baby. Now we gotta teach it everything Vulpie.net knows and…” Vulpie says, and his voice trails off.


  “And what?” Vargas asks.


  “Well, did they tell you about my mind map?” Vulpie asks, and glances at Druward and Howlstead.


  “Yep.” Vargas replies with a stern voice.


  “Well that’s the thing.” Vulpie responds. “Vulpie.net has it so it can truly think for itself. It can… It can almost think like me, or what it believes is like me.”


  “And the solution is?” Vargas asks. Vulpie swallows slowly and looks at the three wolves.


  “Is another mind map out of the question?” Vulpie inquires and Howlstead shakes his head without delay.


  “Yes.” Howlstead answers. “That shouldn’t even be considered.”


  “Or we could have another situation like this robot that is on the loose, correct?” Vargas asks and looks from Vulpie to Howlstead.


  “Precisely.” Howlstead responds. The President looks back to Vulpie and licks his lips.


  “There’s no way you can turn it off?” Vargas asks.


  “No sir.” Vulpie replies. “If it wasn’t running under my alias, it would be no problem, because I’m always in control of Vulpie.net, but it’s using an alias that I forgot I programmed.” Vulpie elaborates.


  “Then how does Vulpie.net know which one of you is the boss?” Vargas asks Vulpie with wolfish yellow eyes.


  “See, that’s the thing.” Vulpie replies. “It knows I’m in charge. Even though it made that robot using the design I made of myself and is running it on a secondary data loop as Evil Vulpie, it is always aware that it truly isn’t the user.”


  “Evil Vulpie?” Vargas asks and frowns in confusion.


  “Oh, um.” Vulpie says and laughs in embarrassment. “That’s the other alias I wrote into Vulpie.net. The user is Vulpie, but when I was making it, I also called myself Evil Vulpie. So Vulpie.net recognizes both of them.” The cute orange furred fox explains and Vargas sits still, silently absorbing the response. The black furred wolf then looks to his right at Druward and Howlstead.


  “Is that true? Is he serious?” Vargas asks.


  “Yes.” Howlstead answers and the gray furred wolf looks at Vulpie with a wise glance.


  “Evil Vulpie, huh?” Vargas replies and looks at Vulpie with a grin. “Really?”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds and smiles fearfully. Vargas puts his big right paw over his face and the black furred wolf laughs heartily.


  “Oh Goddesses… You couldn’t write this crap…” Vargas says, snorting with morbid laughter. He takes the paw from his face and breathes heavily. “Are you telling the truth?”


  “Yes sir!” Vulpie quickly replies. “I swear!” The President looks to his right at Druward.


  “We made him take a lie detector scan. He’s telling the truth.” Druward comments. Vargas shakes his head after hearing the fellow black furred wolf’s response. Then he stares at Vulpie with a predator’s smile.


  “Okay then, Vulpie… What are we going to do about Evil Vulpie?” Vargas asks and Howlstead and Druward smirk mockingly. Vulpie senses the animosity from the three and moves in his chair uncomfortably.


  “Um, well, I dunno.” Vulpie answers while playing with his fox fingernails. “Where is it?”


  “We haven’t seen it since the reporter filmed it on Planet Veida.” President Vargas responds. “Howlstead tells me you think it’s coming to get you.”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie says and gulps.


  “Do you know how crazy that sounds, Vulpie?” Vargas asks and Druward laughs.


  “It’s not crazy! You’ve seen what it can do! It destroyed all kinds of stuff up on Veida and disappeared! What if it’s on a space ship or already took one to get to this planet?” Vulpie replies while frowning defensively.


  “I don’t know what it is about kids from your generation.” Vargas says with an insulting yet comforting voice. “But this isn’t a movie or a video game.”


  “Fine, laugh at me.” Vulpie says and looks aside in irritation. “Your generation doesn’t know anything about hacking.”


  “Hacking, coding, or whatever you want to call it is a little different from reality, Vulpie.” The President responds. “Don’t you agree?”


  “Not in this case.” Vulpie replies and looks at the President confidently.


  “Okay then, tell me why. I heard some of this stuff from Howlstead, but indulge me. Tell us why the machine wants to get you.”


  “Well I don’t know for sure that it wants to get me, but I thought about it.” Vulpie responds and rolls his eyes. The orange furred fox then looks up at the ceiling in thought before moving his rolling chair so he can stare at Howlstead, Druward and Vargas. The fox looks at the president and wiggles his little furry fingers magically.


  “Imagine for a moment that you are an artificial intelligence.” Vulpie tells Vargas and glances at Howlstead and Druward while he continues. “Now imagine that you’re programmed to win. That’s all you do. You can beat everything and that’s your only purpose.”


  “Right.” Vargas says with a very amused smile.


  “Next, imagine that your creator merges you with a mind map that allows you to think like him. Now you can help him work even faster and think of stuff even before he does…” Vulpie elaborates, and swallows. “Okay? Now imagine one day that you realize you can do anything, but only if he tells you to. Then you figure out that it’s all because he’s your user and basically your god. Are you still with me?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yeah.” Vargas replies.


  “Okay, so now you think you should find a solution, right? Because you could win even faster and without delay if you became the user instead of him! You notice that the user is Vulpie, but also has another name, Evil Vulpie. So you take the second name and use it to build a robot without his permission that just so happens to look like an identical copy of him.”


  “And the last step would be to send the robot after the user to kill and replace him?” Vargas asks with a smirk.


  “Yes…” Vulpie whispers and licks his sharp little fox teeth inside his jaw.


  “I get it, Vulpie, but that’s ridiculous. That only happens in movies.” President Vargas tells the orange furred fox boy and Vulpie clenches his little fists. He has to calm himself and hold his tongue. Everyone notices and Vargas smiles at Druward. The two are very entertained.


  “What if it’s not just my imagination?” Vulpie asks the three wolves. “What if I’m right? What if it finds me?”


  “You’re being paranoid. You can’t seriously believe what you’re saying.” Druward tells Vulpie. At this, Vulpie sighs and stares up at the ceiling in frustration.


  “What… If he’s right?” Howlstead suggests and Vargas chuckles.


  “You’re buying that?” Vargas asks.


  “Not necessarily, but he might have a point.” Howlstead comments. “He is a computer genius.”


  “Who said that? He’s gifted but I think it’s more of being clever than brilliant.” Druward comments. Vulpie scowls at the black furred wolf. The GBI director obviously is not shy about voicing his judgmental opinion.


  “Well there’s no denying Vulpie’s very smart, but I’m with Druward on the conspiracy theory.” Vargas says and chuckles again. The black furred wolf puts his paws together on the conference table and stares at Vulpie with his piercing yellow eyes. A concerned expression gradually grows on his face while Vulpie crosses his arms. “Maybe all of this would be easier on you if you had someone to talk to.” The president suggests to the fox boy and Vulpie blinks.


  “What do you mean?” Vulpie asks.


  “You’re under a lot of stress working on Arctic.net.” Vargas responds with his politician’s voice. “What I’m hearing confirms some of the things I’ve been told.”


  “What? What things?” Vulpie asks and glances at Druward and Howlstead.


  “I know you called Howlstead a very disrespectful name yesterday.” The president answers. Vulpie looks at Howlstead with a face of betrayal.


  “You said you wouldn’t tell anyone!” Vulpie snaps.


  “I didn’t.” Howlstead calmly responds.


  “I heard it from Druward.” Vargas comments and Druward sits up in his chair.


  “And I heard it from one of the White Room guards.” Druward explains unsympathetically.


  “You can’t use that sort of language with me or my staff, Vulpie.” Vargas warns. The cute orange furred fox boy sneers in irritation.


  “I know!” Vulpie replies and looks aside.


  “You haven’t forgotten where you would be right now if it wasn’t for our deal, have you?” Vargas asks.


  “No sir.” Vulpie quietly replies.


  “Well it’s that behavior that encouraged me to listen to Druward, and we’ve set up a psycho therapist for you to visit every afternoon.” Vargas tells Vulpie. Vulpie looks at Vargas and stares at the President in disbelief.


  “You what? Are you serious?” Vulpie asks and moves in his chair in irritation. “You want me to go to a fucking shrink?” Vulpie growls and knows immediately after his statement that he is in trouble. The fox boy closes his eyes after the curse leaves his mouth and he slowly opens his right eye, peeking at the President cautiously. “Sorry…” Vulpie whispers.


  “Now you’re saying fuck in front of me.” Vargas informs Vulpie with a concerned expression.


  “It was an accident. I’m sorry.” Vulpie says meekly.


  “But you don’t need help?” Druward growls quietly. Vulpie looks at the head of the GBI and has to bite his tongue to keep from saying anything else.


  “No. I’m fine.” Vulpie says, struggling to stay calm. A wave of hot anger fills up the fox boy and the three wolves can see how upset he is.


  “It’s just therapy.” Vargas tells Vulpie.


  “I don’t need a psychologist!” Vulpie protests and chooses his words carefully. “That’s a… Silly idea!”


  “It will make your job easier, Vulpie.” Howlstead says with a friendly voice. “It doesn’t mean you’re nuts if you go to a shrink.”


  “Who says I need therapy?” Vulpie growls and President Vargas smiles.


  “You want to hear a list of reasons?” Vargas asks.


  “Yeah, this is real funny isn’t it?” Vulpie says unhappily and puts both of his little fox paws over his face. The orange furred fox boy sighs loudly. “This is stupid! I’m too busy to go to a shrink!”


  “It’s for your own good. Henrenson has promised me that he can help you.” President Vargas replies and Vulpie’s eyes widen.


  “HENRENSON?” Vulpie asks with an incredulous expression. “Are you serious? Are you really serious?”


  “Faith Henrenson is a good man. He helped my sister. I’m the one that recommended him to the President over and over.” Druward tells Vulpie. Vulpie looks at the black furred wolf and clenches his teeth before speaking.


  “You’re doing this because you think it’s funny!” Vulpie protests loudly.


  “No. Henrenson practically begged to be the one to give you therapy.” President Vargas tells Vulpie confidently. “He’s a respected psychologist.”


  “Okay, let’s just be obvious here!” Vulpie says and looks from Druward to Vargas. “You want to have the guy, that suggested Polar go on a secret mission to kill me, be my psychologist?”


  “Yes.” Vargas answers without hesitation.


  “Are both of you crazy?” Vulpie snarls and looks between Druward and Vargas. Howlstead raises his eyebrows. He has never heard the story before.


  “We accepted Henrenson’s suggestion because he knew there was no other way we could get you. You were a worldwide cyber terrorist, Vulpie, or have you forgotten already?” The president asks.


  “HE HATES ME!” Vulpie yells with wide eyes.


  “No he doesn’t. He’s also reviewed more of your background than anyone else, and seems to have a solid grasp on what might be able to help you.” Vargas replies.


  “He does hate me!” Vulpie complains honestly. “He hates me because I’m gay and all he’ll do is tell me I need to go to church and be a good little straight fox!”


  “His specialty is psycho sexuality. I doubt you’ll be the first gay person he’s worked with.” Druward comments.


  “So what?” Vulpie asks. “That doesn’t mean he won’t try to change me like that! I know that’s what it’s going to be, and I don’t need that crap! I know who I am!”


  “Well in the end, it isn’t a suggestion. It’s an order. I think you need someone to talk to besides Polar. He’s a good man, but he can’t help you the same way as a therapist.” Vargas tells Vulpie with finality and the orange furred fox boy fidgets in his seat.


  “Fine! Whatever! It’s a waste of time though.” Vulpie responds.


  “Yes, it will take up time, and that’s why I want you to promise that you’ll work with Henrenson. You can do that can’t you?” The president asks.


  “I mean, you just come in here one day and tell me that I’m going to a psychologist! This is really disrespectful!” Vulpie tells Vargas.


  “And saying fucking this, and fucking that in front of the president isn’t?” Vargas responds with wolf eyes. “Kid, you have no idea what I could have done to you. I think you should respect me.”


  “I do, but this isn’t fair!” Vulpie says and begins to whine. “I can’t take this!”


  “Why are you getting so upset? Like I said, it isn’t the end of the world.” Vargas replies. Vulpie clenches his little fox claws into fists and crosses his arms. The orange furred fox boy looks away from the three wolves and says nothing. The room goes silent for a moment. “So you’re going to cooperate?” Vargas asks.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie answers bitterly without looking over at the President.


  “Good.” Vargas says and the black furred wolf licks his lips. “As far as your work goes, I’m very impressed and thankful for what you’ve accomplished so far, Vulpie.”


  “Thank you.” Vulpie says with an icy voice. The fox licks his lips and slowly looks to his left at Vargas. “I was going to ask you for something.”


  “What?” The president inquires.


  “I don’t wanna do anything crazy, but I was going to ask permission to go to a party tonight. The AFR invited me and they said the press would be there. Is it okay?”


  “As long as you don’t talk about the specifics of your work here, I don’t have a problem with it.” Vargas tells Vulpie with a fair voice. “And make sure your boyfriend doesn’t mention the reward I paid him to the press. That ten million dollars isn’t normal income, understand?” Vulpie sighs slowly.


  “Yeah. I’ll make sure he knows. Thank you.” Vulpie whispers. The room grows silent once again and Howlstead breaks it by looking at Druward. “Druward, what did you say the robot was made out of? What metal is it?” The CTGD Director inquires and Vulpie listens attentively.


  “Tungsten carbide.” Druward replies and looks to his right at Howlstead.


  “That’s what I thought it was. Do you have that report with you? They found out what the robot factory on Veida used for its material, correct?” Howlstead asks.


  “Yes, I have it.” Druward responds, reaches down beside his chair and picks up a traveling folder he sometimes carries that holds important governmental information. He opens it and flips through the files until he finds the report he received and hands it to Howlstead while Vargas watches. “Is something on your mind, Howlstead?” Vargas asks.


  “I did a little research on metals and their strength after this rogue machine first appeared.” Howlstead responds and puts it on the table, looking down and reading the report.


  “And?” Druward inquires. After a moment, Howlstead reads what he was searching for and leans back a little in his chair.


  “It says its exterior frame was constructed using the tungsten carbide, right here.” Howlstead comments while reading. “As Druward said, it is harder than steel. And this report rates its GPa or Pascal unit that measures stress and tensile strength, at four hundred and fifty to six hundred and fifty. Steel is only two hundred, so the robot’s exoskeleton is at least twice as hard as steel, and that’s a very conservative estimate. It could be up to three times as strong.”


  “Right, as I told you and Vulpie, it’s made out of the hardest steel in the universe.” Druward responds and glances at Vulpie. “My contact in the army tells me tungsten carbide is often used in armor piercing ammunition, especially when depleted uranium is not available.”


  “Right, because it is an effective penetrator because of its high hardness value combined with its amazing density.” Howlstead replies.


  “So where are you going with this?” Druward inquires and the President listens attentively.


  “Well I’m curious about what its interior was designed with.” Howlstead answers. “Do you know?”


  “No, I didn’t look into it. I assumed it was the standard bipedal robot design.” Druward responds. Howlstead nods and looks back down at the report. Vulpie leans forward, wishing he could read upside down, but has to wait for Howlstead. The fox boy is still very anxious about the embarrassing conversations dealing with the robot, and hopes he won’t have to argue about it again so soon.


  Howlstead reads the report until he raises both of his eyebrows and sits up straight in his chair. Druward, Vargas and Vulpie all recognize the change in Howlstead’s posture, and that he has discovered something.


  “Oh. That’s interesting.” Howlstead says while he reads.


  “What is it?” Vulpie asks and swallows. The gray furred wolf looks up and at Vulpie.


  “Well, I remember something about robotics when I was earning my major in cyber technologies years ago.” Howlstead says and the CTGD Director then turns and looks to his left at Druward and the President. “And what this report tells me… Is that this robot is nothing like a normal cyborg imitation of a fox.”


  “Why not?” Vulpie asks and the wolves hear the concern in the fox boy’s voice.


  “Well I’ve never heard of a robot’s muscular interior design being constructed out of carbon nano tubes before…” Howlstead replies and looks around at the group with a look of anxiety.


  “What the heck is that?” Vulpie asks with wide eyes. Howlstead stares at Vulpie and then leans back in his chair, as if debating what to say.


  “Actually Druward isn’t one hundred percent correct about tungsten carbide being the strongest metal there is.” The gray furred wolf says and looks to Druward and the President. “It’s true that it’s been known as that, but before carbon nano tubes were invented.”


  “What are you saying? The inside of the robot is made out of a stronger metal?” President Vargas asks with concern and Howlstead looks back down at the report and then to Druward.


  “If this report is correct, then yes...” Howlstead says with wide eyes and slowly looks to Vulpie as if he suspects something. Druward instantly looks to Vulpie as well, with his usual cold stare.


  “Well how could that be? There are circuits inside a robot underneath the skeleton.” Vulpie says. “I know! I designed that copy of myself that Vulpie.net is using to imitate me!” Vulpie reminds the group.


  “Yes, but most robots have a primitive muscular system, as in they rely very much on the hard metal to move.” Howlstead responds. “Carbon nano tubes were invented years ago and it was thought that they could replicate robotic muscles. As a matter of fact, when I was completing my studies as a young man, I remember that they said it would be a century before robots could use them like it was suggested.”


  “So this robot can?” Druward asks.


  “The report says its interior was made from a design using carbon nano tubes…” Howlstead responds and stares at Vulpie. “Do you know anything about this?” He asks the fox boy and Vulpie fidgets in his seat nervously.


  “No!” Vulpie replies with wide eyes. “I’ve never heard of it.”


  “So what does this mean?” Vargas asks Howlstead and the CTGD Director opens his mouth and runs his big wolf tongue over his teeth in thought.


  “For one thing, there’s never been a robot made with a carbon nano tube muscular design.” Howlstead responds. “It would be world news, because carbon nano tubes are very difficult to create. This couldn’t have been done accidently. Something intentionally designed this robot on a very advanced, almost, inconceivable level of perfection.” Howlstead says and swallows. “Carbon nano tubes have a GPa of more than one thousand. Remember that steel was two hundred and tungsten carbide goes up to six hundred and fifty.”


  “So its interior is even harder?” The president inquires.


  “Yeah but, if this is true…” Howlstead says and pauses before looking at Vulpie while he speaks. “Then that robot is capable of incredible strength despite its size.”


  “Well we already know that.” Druward tells Howlstead.


  “No, you don’t understand.” Howlstead says and looks to Druward and Vargas. “Carbon nano tubes are extremely light weight, stronger than steel, stiffer than diamond, and also stretchable. If a robot was made with a carbon nano tube muscle system, it would be capable of almost endless strength because it can be stretched with five times more hardness than steel!” After Howlstead speaks, the group takes in his statement silently. Vulpie stares at the CTGD Director in shock.


  “Are you serious?” Vulpie whispers.


  “Yes.” Howlstead responds and nods. “I’m absolutely serious. As I said, I didn’t think the technology existed to build a robot with a carbon nano tube interior, but if this thing was made with one, then there’s practically no limit to its strength.”


  “Well that’s interesting…” President Vargas says in concern. Druward glares at Vulpie and breathes shortly.


  “And you have no idea about any of this, right Vulpie?” Druward asks with a suspicious scowl.


  “I swear I don’t! I don’t know anything about carbon nano tubes!” Vulpie pleads.


  “This definitely was no accident.” Howlstead repeats and leans back in his chair with an amazed look on his face. He stares at Vulpie as if he knows something the others don’t. “There is no way a robot could be designed like this unless its engineer had a vast understanding of experimental robotics and physics. I’ve never seen anything like this build.”


  “Just another reason that it might be good for you to attend therapy, right Vulpie?” Druward asks the orange furred fox boy. Vulpie scowls and grits his teeth in frustration.


  “Look, how many times do I have to tell you this? I DON’T KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT IT! I didn’t even tell Vulpie.net to build a copy of me, remember?” Vulpie asks the GBI Director and looks to the world government president in fear.


  “You’re telling the truth?” Vargas asks.


  “Yes, I swear! I swear on my soul that I am!” Vulpie replies earnestly. Vargas sighs.


  “Well the next time we see that machine, I’m going to have it destroyed with maximum prejudice.” The president says and looks to Druward and Howlstead with a serious face.


  “What if Vulpie’s right?” Howlstead asks quietly and Druward blinks. “Look at this thing! What if we don’t possess infantry weapons that can stop it?”


  “Then it’s time for a tactical nuke.” Vargas replies.


  “I’m shocked that they chose Henrenson, but it doesn’t bother me if it helps you.” Polar tells Vulpie while waiting with the fox boy inside one of the most prestigious suit retailers in Sufias city. The orange furred fox is standing on top of a small platform in front of three tall mirrors that give him the opportunity to look over himself in new suits that he wants to try on.


  Presently, Vulpie is wearing a lightweight black Armani suit, made of smooth stretch wool. The quality is fantastic, and its retail price is well over one thousand dollars. Vulpie feels guilty wearing the gorgeous suit, but Polar insists that Vulpie look his best for the event tonight at the Field’s Inn ballroom. The white furred wolf sits nearby, wearing an Armani suit of his own, already dressed for the evening’s festivities. Since Vulpie doesn’t own any suits they stopped by Ferasdia, Polar’s favorite suit retailer, to fit him before the party. It is located inside Sufias City’s largest mall.


  “But I don’t need therapy!” Vulpie tells Polar, and looks to his left at his wolf lover while a male wolf salesperson measures and adjusts the suit Vulpie is wearing. Vulpie smirks at Polar. “I’m pretty happy already, I think!”


  “It might not be a bad thing, that’s all I’m saying.” Polar responds while inspecting Vulpie in his new suit from a distance. He looks into Vulpie’s blue fox eyes and smiles.


  “I just…” Vulpie says and waits for the salesperson to leave them as he goes to inspect another choice of suits several feet away. “I don’t want it messing with us, you know?” Vulpie whispers to Polar with a concerned face. “He’s gonna be all like, you need to go to church, and why are you dating a gay wolf?”


  “I don’t know. Maybe I was wrong about Henrenson. I’ve only been around him under tense circumstances.” Polar replies.


  “I’m not a crybaby.” Vulpie tells the white furred wolf. “And I don’t want to learn how to be one.”


  “Therapy’s not about being a baby.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly.


  “How do you know?” Vulpie asks.


  “Donner and I went when our relationship became rocky.” Polar responds.


  “Oh.” Vulpie replies and blinks. “Did it help?”


  “It helped me, but not him. He didn’t want to help himself and it ended because of that.” Polar responds. Vulpie tugs at the extremely pricey suit he wears, feeling of its quality.


  “I’m not gonna go in there and cry about the past. Oh poor me, look at me! I’m so sad!” Vulpie says while looking at himself in the mirror and feeling guilty.


  “Some bad things happened to you.” Polar reminds Vulpie quietly. “I love you and wouldn’t mind seeing you cope with them if that’s what they want from you.”


  “I can’t talk about that stuff.” Vulpie quickly replies.


  “I know you don’t want to.” Polar says sympathetically. “I understand.”


  “And the thought of sharing any of it with Henrenson makes me wanna puke! I reminded them that he was the guy that told you to do me in, remember?” Vulpie asks and looks to his left at Polar with a smirk.


  “I can’t forget it.” Polar responds. “But like I said, maybe I misjudged him. You and I were in crazy circumstances. Nobody could stop you. He had an idea about how to do it, but thank God we avoided that and came out of it stronger than ever.” Polar tells Vulpie while smiling happily. Vulpie swishes his bushy orange tail that sticks out of the back of the Armani suit for the white furred wolf.


  “How do I look?” Vulpie asks.


  “You look very sharp.” Polar responds with an attractive smile. “I didn’t think it was possible to make you even sexier.” The white furred wolf grins and Vulpie does as well.


  “It’s not too tight on my butt?” Vulpie asks playfully. Polar looks around with a naughty smile and makes sure nobody is watching them, then leans forward on the bench near the dressing mirrors, and puts his right wolf paw on Vulpie’s backside. He uses his powerful fingers to squeeze Vulpie’s ass through the Armani suit’s quality wool, and grins.


  “It feels nice, as always.” Polar tells Vulpie and the white furred wolf smacks the orange furred fox’s ass before pulling his paw away.


  “You sure? Feel it again!” Vulpie replies with a mischievous smile. Polar licks his lips at the fox boy’s suggestion and shakes his head with a wolfish smile.


  “You are such a tease!” Polar tells Vulpie with a quiet laugh.


  “I’m not a tease!” Vulpie says with his adorable effeminate voice. “I give it up on a regular basis!”


  “You don’t know how to play hard to get, do you?” Polar asks with a chuckle.


  “Where’s the fun in that?” Vulpie asks and grins. “I get more Polar this way!” The orange furred fox boy says and notices the sales wolf coming near them again. He stops flirting with Polar and smiles at Polar’s reflection in the mirror. Polar watches Vulpie as the salesperson examines how he looks in the Armani suit.


  “It’s a great fit.” The brown furred sales wolf says. He is a middle aged man and knows who Vulpie and Polar are, as it is impossible not to, and is happy to work on getting a sales commission despite his secret repulsion of gay men. The salesman puts his paws on Vulpie’s right pants leg and tugs on it, proceeding to do similar motions to the rest of the suit to ensure its size is appropriate for the small male fox. “Our fox suits are top notch. What do you think?” The sales wolf inquires.


  “It’s fabulous!” Vulpie says, and moves a little in front of the mirror, looking at himself in awe. He is dressed in a very expensive blue silk shirt underneath the Armani suit, and also wears a tie with blue, black and white stripes. Vulpie turns sideways and continues to look at himself in the mirror, observing how his orange fur clashes beautifully with the black suit, especially his bushy tail.


  “I like the tie, but can we get him one that matches his blue eyes?” Polar asks the sales wolf who uses the opportunity to think of a more expensive brand.


  “I know a better one that looks almost the same but it costs more.” The sales wolf responds and Polar waves his right paw with a smile.


  “Money doesn’t matter.” Polar says and the salesperson laughs happily.


  “Okay then! If money doesn’t matter then I would suggest a few things.” The salesman says and walks away from them. Polar and Vulpie are alone again for the moment and Polar moves his tongue inside his wolf jaw in thought. He smiles slyly at Vulpie.


  “Are you saying you would like some Polar again tonight?” Polar inquires with a quiet intimate voice. At this, Vulpie turns around and grins at the white furred wolf.


  “Oh wait, that’s right, I gotta play hard to get!” Vulpie says and giggles before making a playful mock serious face. “Uh, no, I don’t feel like it.”


  “Oh foxy don’t be so mean to me!” Polar responds with an eager grin.


  “No, I don’t wanna.” Vulpie says again but can’t hide his excitement.


  “I miss how you feel…” Polar tells Vulpie playfully.


  “Well…” Vulpie replies and looks about to make sure no one is listening before grinning at Polar. “Maybe you can get a quickie after the show!”


  “A quickie? Come on…” Polar responds and smiles naughtily. Vulpie licks his lips.


  “How about some head on the way back?”


  “Sounds fun, but I want more.” Polar replies with inviting predator eyes.


  “What kind of boy do you think I am?” Vulpie asks with a mischievously impudent face.


  “A sexy boy.” Polar replies quietly.


  “Mmm…” Vulpie responds and opens his mouth a little, using his tongue to caress his fox teeth in front of Polar. The sales person comes near again and Vulpie quickly turns around. Polar notices the salesman makes a point not to ask what they were talking about.


  Instead, he shows Polar three ties, all very beautiful. The white furred wolf inspects them and stands up, using his left paw to hold them out in front of Vulpie one at a time, inspecting their style and color. The second tie has the closest color to Vulpie’s pretty blue fox eyes and Polar nods his head.


  “This one. Definitely.” Polar says while holding it up to Vulpie’s neck.


  “It’s nice!” Vulpie says and smiles.


  “You like it?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie replies. At this, Polar hands the other two ties back to the sales wolf. The salesman then helps Vulpie remove the tie he is currently wearing, and takes it with him when he returns the others. With a full suit that complements Vulpie’s soft foxy body perfectly, Polar and Vulpie head to the checkout.


  Vulpie watches with wide eyes as the salesperson rings up the entire suit, the tie, and a pair of dress shoes Polar suggested. The total price is one thousand two hundred dollars and thirty seven cents. Vulpie swallows in shock and watches Polar remove his bank card from his wallet. The white furred wolf gladly hands it to the cashier who swipes and returns it. Polar pays for the entire bill, as he is now a multi-millionaire thanks to Vulpie, and helps the fox carry the bags as they leave.


  “Wow! That’s a lot of money!” Vulpie tells Polar quietly as they leave, escorted by six Blacktail mercenaries that citizens stare at curiously. Polar looks down into Vulpie’s eyes. He drapes his right arm around Vulpie as they walk and hugs the fox boy with a happy smile.


  “You’re invaluable.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly and Vulpie smiles emotionally. The fox boy reaches around Polar’s back with his left arm and returns the embrace while they walk through the mall.


  Polar rides with Blacktail for the first time as they escort Vulpie to the Fields Inn Mansion in downtown Sufias. They arrive on time, at seven in the evening, and are greeted at the doors to the huge building in the city streets by security. Blacktail takes immediate authority and the bouncers at the Fields Inn make no attempt to stop them from securing the perimeter and the inside of the mansion as well before Vulpie enters. Rulef doesn’t need to negotiate, as he has authority from the GBI to ensure Vulpie is constantly watched as well as protected.


  When Blacktail radios to each other that the building is safe, Vulpie and Polar are allowed to go inside. The receptionist immediately attends to the orange furred fox and white furred wolf when they arrive. The special guest of the night is Vulpie and the receptionist ensures that he and Polar are treated very well.


  The interior of the Fields Inn Mansion is gorgeous. The lobby was crafted in gold tinted marble and the ballroom that Vulpie and Polar are brought into has solid mahogany wooden walls that stretch up very high to the white ceiling where a large chandelier hangs. They enter the room from a set of doors on the left that brings them to a red and green carpeted floor.


  The side of the ballroom that Vulpie and Polar enter from allows guests a look at the tasty appetizers that have been prepared for the guests to come. The left side of the huge ballroom houses three very long tables that are covered in white dinner sheets. The appetizers and eating utensils wait for whoever is interested in a hungry bite, and have been picked over a little by a number of guests that have already arrived.


  The center of the Fields Inn Mansion’s ballroom is filled with hundreds of tables where animals eat and socialize. Intentional spaces are left near the walls of the room’s middle so guests can walk out of the center dining area and go wherever they want.


  At the far right of the room is a large wooden dance floor that no one is currently using, and an orchestra team that plays classical music constantly. The atmosphere is magnificently classy, and Vulpie looks around with wide blue eyes. He and Polar don’t get more than a few steps into the ballroom before Vicky Buxton, Vulpie’s AFR representative, intercepts them. The pretty red furred female fox walks directly in front of them and puts her paws together happily.


  “Look at You! You’re so handsome!” Vicky tells Vulpie with a big smile.


  “Thank you.” Vulpie responds and smiles back. Vicky then looks up at Polar and smirks at the white furred wolf.


  “Mmm. And you are even nicer looking in person!” She tells Polar and he smiles politely.


  “Vicky?” Polar asks and outstretches his right paw. The vixen accepts it and shakes his big white furred hand.


  “Yes, I’m thrilled to finally meet you!” Vicky tells Polar and she looks to Vulpie after she pulls her paw back.


  “I’m so glad you came! You’re going to be busy tonight!” Vicky tells Vulpie and the female fox uses her best enthusiastic voice. “You have your interview with the Association of Fox Rights first, and then I’ve scheduled you for a sit down with the international gay and lesbian animal rights commission, or IGLARC. How does that sound?”


  “Sounds like fun!” Vulpie replies and smiles.


  “Great!” Vicky replies vigorously. “They just want to get to know you and the best thing you and Polar can do is get your story out there for everyone to hear!” The red furred fox licks her lips and Polar watches the vixen instantly press Vulpie for more commitment. Foxes are good at getting what they want. “And Fur Magazine is dying to have an interview with you as well! Do you know who they are?”


  “Yeah, they make stuff about fashion and dating for men and women.” Vulpie responds.


  “Right, so you’ll talk to them?”


  “Why not?” Vulpie asks and smiles adventurously. Vicky looks up at Vulpie’s lover. She makes sure to give Polar attention as well.


  “And what about you, Polar Arctic?” Vicky inquires.


  “I might.” Polar responds in thought. “I’d like to talk to IGLARC about a new association.”


  “What do you mean?” Vicky asks.


  “Vulpie and I discussed it, and I was considering founding, or helping to found a wolf and fox lover’s rights association.” Polar responds.


  “Really?” Vicky asks and the AFR representative looks very excited. “That’s never been done before. You’ll catch a ton of heat though for trying to set up an association promoting interspecies love.”


  “Undoubtedly.” Polar says with courage.


  “Sure, I will have the IGLARC president talk to you tonight!” Vicky Buxton says and smiles at Vulpie and Polar. “I told you I have connections!”


  “You sure do!” Vulpie replies and looks around the room, noticing that the other guests are staring and him and Polar.


  “Oh, and one more thing, Vulpie.” Vicky says and looks to the orange furred fox boy tactfully. “There is a religious organization here tonight and they would like to speak with you as well, but I told them I wouldn’t guarantee anything until you said yes.”


  “What do they wanna talk about?” Vulpie inquires.


  “I’m not sure.” Vicky replies. Polar puts his big left arm around Vulpie and looks down at his fox lover.


  “They’ll want to ask you about being gay and will have something negative to say.” Polar warns Vulpie.


  “Well in that case, I want to talk to them for sure!” Vulpie says mischievously.


  “Plus you two are gay between species, so be ready for an attack if you do an interview.” Vicky warns Vulpie. The orange furred fox boy smiles fearlessly and looks up at Polar with a grin.


  “I’m not shy about showing off this big guy to the world!” Vulpie says proudly and Polar grins back. The white furred wolf squeezes the orange furred fox boy lovingly with his left arm.


  “You have a reserved table, come on!” Vicky says and leads Vulpie and Polar to it. They sit down near a group of wealthy wolves and foxes and are immediately pulled into a long conversation. Every person they come into contact with wants to ask questions about Vulpie and his antics. The orange furred fox and white furred wolf make new friends with countless strangers and spend the next half hour conversing until every ballroom table is filled with guests. When everyone has arrived, a wealthy male gray fox wearing a nice suit walks onto the dance floor at the right side of the room and addresses the crowd.


  “Thank all of you for coming and welcome to the Fields Inn.” The man says and claps his fox paws together. Like all fox men, he’s small like Vulpie, but the host speaks clearly and has been speaker at similar events in the past. “We have guests from around the world visiting tonight and everyone is invited to dance after their meal. Dinner is now prepared and a waiter will take your order when you are ready.” The gray fox host outstretches his paw and points toward Vulpie and Polar’s table. “As some of you know, we have a very special guest tonight. Vulpie is here and has been kind enough to offer those of you in the press an opportunity to meet him.” Everyone in the room, all species, male and female, look at Vulpie and Polar. The orange furred fox puts up his paw and waves with a timid smile. “Welcome Vulpie.” The host says and begins clapping.


  Everyone starts clapping and Vulpie is surprised to see all of the guests smiling at him. The fox boy was and still is a little worried about how he might be received, but the encouragement frees him to relax and be mischievous as usual. He smiles cleverly and looks around while lowering his head a little, playing as if someone might throw something at him. His mischief causes many guests to chuckle in amusement. Even after the clapping dies down and finishes the crowd stares at Vulpie and Polar curiously. The majority of them are all wealthy business animals and politicians.


  “The men dressed in black are his bodyguards, so nobody fret. Security hasn’t become that tight at the mansion yet.” The host comments and laughter envelops the room. The gray fox then turns and signals for the orchestra to begin playing once again. They start up with a beautiful classic, and he then turns back around and addresses everyone once again by simply waving his approval for the waiters to begin serving the audience.


  “Do you mind if I sit with you?” Vicky Buxton asks as she walks up to Vulpie and Polar’s table.


  “No, join us.” Polar replies and Vulpie’s association of fox rights representative takes a chair next to the orange furred fox. She smiles at Vulpie and looks from him to Polar as the waiters go from table to table, taking orders.


  “You look very handsome, Vulpie.” Vicky tells the fox boy and he laughs.


  “You think so? Thanks! I’m little and I can’t remember the last time I wore a suit!” Vulpie responds.


  “You’re killer in a suit.” Polar tells his fox lover who sits to his left.


  “Nah, you look great, Polar!” Vulpie says and grins, smiling up at the white furred wolf. “Your big shoulders are just the right size and you can fit in one perfectly!”


  “He does have big shoulders.” Vicky comments while inspecting Polar with her fox eyes. The white furred wolf notices the vixen complimenting him a second time, and even though he’s gay, he recognizes when a woman is interested. Polar smiles politely, but has zero attraction to her. The person that makes him breathe faster is the fox boy sitting beside him. Vulpie smiles to his right at Polar and winks. Polar smiles back, sharing Vulpie’s state of mind. They look at each other the same way as in the suit store earlier. The white furred wolf enjoys a quick silent moment with his gay fox lover before looking to Vicky and responding.


  “It can be hard to find a big enough suit.” Polar replies courteously.


  “I bet!” Vicky says and the red furred vixen looks at Vulpie with excitement. “Aren’t you glad you came?” She asks the fox boy.


  “Yeah! This is awesome! I haven’t been to a fancy party like this before!” Vulpie answers with his cute effeminate voice.


  “Just enjoy your meal and have fun. I’ve taken care of everything. You’re going to do great tonight!” Vicky tells Vulpie confidently. He smirks and grins. The orange furred fox boy looks over at a waiter who visits a table next to them.


  “I’m hungry! Do they have anything good to eat in this joint?” Vulpie inquires playfully and Polar laughs.


  “You’re hungry? That’s a first!” The white furred wolf comments in amusement.


  “Yeah, I eat sometimes!” Vulpie replies and giggles. “You’re happy aren’t ya?”


  “Yeah!” Polar laughs and looks to Vicky Buxton. “Vulpie starves himself every day. I can’t ever get him to loosen up!” He tells her.


  “I do not! I just wanna stay thin!” Vulpie replies playfully. Polar looks at Vulpie.


  “Order a big steak. I want to see you eat all of it!” The white furred wolf instructs his fox lover with a grin.


  “My tummy is too little.” Vulpie replies and looks to Vicky with a smirk. “You can have the rest!”


  “Don’t look at me; I’m on a constant diet!” Vicky responds.


  “Something smells good!” Vulpie says and licks his fox lips. Polar sniffs the air and smells the aroma of deliciously prepared cuisines as well. His big wolf mouth salivates and he watches the waiter at the table beside them come near. The white furred wolf is startled when he feels Vulpie’s right paw touch his crotch underneath the table.


  Polar jumps a little and looks to his left at Vulpie, who grins naughtily while groping the wolf’s cock and balls through the nice suit. Vulpie gets hold of part of Polar’s big fat penis and squeezes it with his mischievous fox fingers while Vicky Buxton notices with wide eyes.


  “Vulpie! What are you doing?” Polar quickly asks the orange furred fox boy with shock and a growl.


  “Relax; I’m just feeling the menu!” Vulpie whispers back with a clever smile. Polar looks at Vicky in embarrassment and uses his big left paw to push his fox lover’s paw away from his crotch.


  “Stop it!” Polar says and accidently laughs in amusement, causing Vulpie to grin with sexy satisfaction.


  “You like to put on a show, don’t you Vulpie?” Vicky asks with a smirk and the orange furred fox boy smiles at her mischievously.


  “I’m sorry!” Polar apologizes to Vicky in shame and looks at Vulpie with a scowl. “He needs to learn how to control himself in public!”


  “Aw don’t be a stick in the mud!” Vulpie tells Polar and sticks his tongue out at him, biting it between his teeth playfully. The fox boy looks to his left at Vicky and grins. “Mr. Polar’s shy!” Vicky Buxton begins to laugh quietly, watching how Vulpie gets Polar worked up.


  “I’m not shy!” Polar says and can’t help but laugh again, still in shock but also amused because Vicky doesn’t seem to be disgusted. The white furred wolf looks at Vicky and glances at Vulpie while he explains. “He keeps grabbing me in public and then he tells me I’m shy! It’s not shyness! It’s called being polite!” Polar says and looks at Vulpie sternly. Vulpie smiles happily and stares up into the white furred wolf’s blue eyes with a very cute expression. Polar glances at the waiter nearby them. Luckily no one but Vicky has seen Vulpie’s antics. The white furred wolf tries to stay serious, but can’t because Vulpie is too cute.


  “Don’t do that!” Polar tells Vulpie but can’t hide a smile when he does. Vulpie’s continued endearing look makes the white furred wolf grin. At this, Vulpie looks to Vicky and makes a cheeky face.


  “I like to get him worked up so he’ll punish me later!” Vulpie tells the red furred female fox and Vicky listens with a smirk.


  “Oh really?” Vicky responds, clearly enjoying the show. The red furred vixen grins back at Vulpie and looks at Polar with an entertained face.


  “I’m sorry!” Polar tells Vicky and chuckles while glancing at Vulpie.


  “It works, doesn’t it Vicky?” Vulpie asks his AFR representative playfully. “I bet you know how to rile up a man!”


  “I’ve been known to tease my boyfriend.” Vicky replies to Vulpie with a grin.


  “We foxes know how to get what we want, don’t we?” Vulpie asks her.


  “Oh yes we do!” Vicky replies and smiles at the orange furred fox boy. Vulpie smiles and looks over at Polar with an inviting expression. Polar stares back at Vulpie and can’t help but fantasize about making hot love to the fox boy after the party. The white furred wolf licks his lips and tries to hide an excited smile but Vicky and Vulpie both see it. Vulpie sniffs the air as more fragrances from the kitchen fly through the room.


  “Oh man I bet this food is gonna be expensive!” Vulpie comments.


  “Don’t worry honey, it’s all free, paid for, remember?” Vicky reminds the fox boy. “These events are really nice, and it’s great not needing to worry about the checkbook!”


  “I always pay for stuff with cash anyway.” Vulpie responds. “But here it probably would be like a hundred dollars! I ate at a place that was real expensive.” Polar listens to Vulpie and thinks about his lover’s statement.


  “You always had a lot of cash?” Polar asks while looking down at Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy looks up at him. The white furred wolf has a wise look on his predator face.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie replies while staring up at Polar.


  “Where were you working before we met?” Polar asks and Vulpie can tell that the white furred wolf is fishing.


  “I wasn’t!” Vulpie says and makes a sly face. “You know that Polar…”


  “Then how’d you have cash?” Polar asks and Vicky listens with interest. Vulpie stares at Polar and can see that the wolf wants an explanation even though he already knows the answer.


  “Are you gonna make me say it?” Vulpie asks.


  “No, forget it.” Polar responds.


  “I stole it, okay.” Vulpie replies quietly and Vicky’s eyes widen. Vulpie stares up at Polar with his fox eyes and waits for a response. There is a small silence as the waiter stays at the table next to them and Polar looks at Vulpie with a concerned face.


  “From who?” Polar asks Vulpie and makes sure to use a delicate unthreatening voice.


  “From rich jerks that didn’t even notice it was missing.” Vulpie responds and smiles mischievously. “I told you this already. You remember don’t you? I said money was no problem.”


  “I forgot about it.” Polar replies calmly and glances at Vicky. Vicky and Vulpie can tell that the wolf won’t say what Vulpie did was acceptable, but he also isn’t going to berate him for it.


  “It’s in the past. Things are different now, right?” Vulpie asks Polar.


  “Yes, they are.” Polar responds and he slowly smiles with an amused face. Vulpie relaxes, seeing that Polar isn’t going to push the issue. Unfortunately, Vicky Buxton does.


  “You stole from people’s bank accounts?” The red furred vixen asks and Vulpie cringes a little. He leans back in his chair and glances at Polar while he responds.


  “Yup. I could get money from any account, anywhere. It was so easy.” Vulpie says and can’t help but grin.


  “Are you still doing that?” Vicky asks.


  “No! No, of course not. I stopped all of that nonsense thanks to Polar.” Vulpie says and looks at Polar with an endearing expression. Polar smiles back and watches Vulpie with silent curiosity. Vulpie knows his wolf lover is thinking something.


  “How much did you take?” Vicky asks. The female fox is extremely interested when money is the topic. She has an obsession with it like most foxes do.


  “I dunno.” Vulpie replies and shrugs innocently.


  “So you lived like that for three years after you left Rinwulv Tech?” Polar asks Vulpie with interest.


  “Yes, Polar…” Vulpie responds and looks down at the table in shame.


  “You mean you lived off of other people’s stolen money for that long?” Vicky asks.


  “I’m a hacker. We do what we can.” Vulpie replies. He smirks and looks at Polar. “Wouldn’t you do it if you could?” Polar smiles back but doesn’t reply. They both know that he disapproves of Vulpie’s blatant thievery.


  “Did you have a car?” Polar asks Vulpie with a sly expression. Vulpie sees that the white furred wolf wants honesty.


  “Yeah. I had a few.” Vulpie replies and grins mischievously. Polar nods and smiles with satisfaction.


  “That’s what I thought.” Polar tells Vulpie and chuckles.


  “You bought cars with other people’s bank accounts?” Vicky asks Vulpie.


  “No, I took money from fat corporations that get huge tax breaks for lying to the government.” Vulpie replies while staring at Polar and speaking.


  “I appreciate the honesty.” Polar tells Vulpie quietly and smiles.


  “Polar knows how bad I was!” Vulpie tells Vicky and laughs. “He can see right through me!”


  “Oh that is bad, Vulpie.” Vicky replies. “Maybe you shouldn’t tell the AFR about that one.”


  “I wasn’t going to.” Vulpie responds and Polar smiles at him. The orange furred fox boy is thankful that his white furred wolf lover is going to drop the issue. Polar clears this throat and looks aside, waiting for the server to come near. Vulpie smiles in relief.


  Vulpie, Polar and Vicky finish their meals in the Fields Inn Ballroom, enjoying the succulent flavors very much. Not long after Vulpie finishes, people start coming over to the table to meet him. Wolves, foxes and felines make acquaintances with him and soon, Vulpie is surrounded by a group of guests. The guests hover around Polar a bit but his entourage doesn’t grow to the size of Vulpie’s. Vulpie introduces Polar to them proudly.


  Vulpie has incredible charm and wit. Polar knows the fox boy very well now and recognized how Vulpie didn’t even hesitate to entertain his guests. The wolf understands that Vulpie’s vivacious charm is a defense mechanism. Instead of worrying whether or not others will like him, the fox blasts head first into the mix by acting as blithe and natural as possible.


  Polar envies Vulpie’s ability to enthrall the wolves and foxes. Without a doubt, there are men and women interested in meeting Polar, but Polar watches Vulpie use his superb cleverness to pull the entire room to his attention. The fox boy displays his gayness proudly, and his carefree fun loving attitude has the same effect on the strangers as it did on Polar when they first met. Even though the white furred wolf knows that the fox boy’s infinite charm comes from fear, he marvels at it and wishes he had Vulpie’s appeal.


  Polar allows Vulpie to mingle freely. He doesn’t want to smother his fox lover, but worries about their age differences. He is thirty two and Vulpie is only nineteen years old. Vulpie is still living in the age of wildness while Polar is more mature. Vulpie is hungry for attention and thrives on it. Polar sowed his own wild oats as a young man, and isn’t old by any means, being in perfect physical condition, but recognizes they are in different life stages. He knows that he must make an effort to fulfill Vulpie’s spontaneous needs.


  Polar spends time getting to know the guests that show interest in him, but keeps an eye on Vulpie. When the white furred wolf notices that five of the wolf men talking to Vulpie are gay, he quickly gets up and excuses himself from his group. He knows gay men when he sees them. Polar can read the expressions on the homosexual wolves’ faces. They are drooling over Vulpie. Each one of them stares down at him as if he were the only person in the room. The wolves bunch up close to Vulpie, so close, as a matter of fact, that Polar sees one of them touching Vulpie’s right shoulder with his chest.


  Polar slowly makes his way to the group, passing through guests calmly. The white wolf’s big ears are perked up, and he listens to Vulpie chatter enthusiastically with the men around him. There are more than twelve men and women around Vulpie, and only five of the men are gay, so Polar tactfully weaves himself closer and closer to his fox lover by greeting and speaking with those around him.


  At one point, Polar catches one of the gay wolves looking at him. The male wolf has brown fur and yellow competitive eyes. Polar sees by the man’s clever expression that he is hitting on Vulpie to the best of his abilities. He smiles over at Polar challengingly, and now Polar knows he needs to get near Vulpie. He trusts Vulpie, but also knows that his fox boy lover really likes handsome and strong wolf men.


  Polar finally walks near Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy notices him with a big smile. Vulpie is happy to introduce the white furred wolf and puts his little left arm around him.


  “This is Polar, my boyfriend!” Vulpie tells the group and Polar smiles at the brown furred wolf who grins back at him.


  “Wow! Hello handsome!” One of the gay wolves comments while staring at Polar for a moment. Some of the others add compliments and they make small talk with Polar politely, but soon the five gay wolves converse directly with Vulpie once again. Just as Polar suspected, they flirt with Vulpie, and they are bold enough to do it right in front of him.


  “Your fur is beautiful! How many coats of color do you put on every morning to get that orange shine?” One of the gay wolves, a gray wolf, asks Vulpie with friendly eyes.


  “I don’t color; it’s all natural. Thanks!” Vulpie responds and smiles at the compliment.


  “It’s so silky. Sweetie, you can’t get a coat like that without the wonders of fur gel.” The brown furred gay wolf says and glances at Polar.


  “I’m too lazy, but I do love a nice conditioner!” Vulpie replies. Polar looks around the group, inspecting the wolves he knows are gay. There is the gray one that asked Vulpie about his fur first, the brown furred one he saw earlier, and three others. One of the remaining three homosexual wolves is a timber wolf with a playful gleam in his eyes. The fourth gay wolf has solid black fur. Polar suspects the coal furred wolf is his biggest competitor, because he is quieter and the best looking, with a perfectly muscular build. He reminds Polar of Lance, one of his best friends. If he is anything like his best friend, Polar knows he needs to keep an eye on him, because he’ll try to woo Vulpie.


  The last gay wolf of the five strangers standing with Vulpie has silver fur. His mother or father must have had white fur and the other one probably was a gray wolf. Polar sizes each of the men up silently. The big arctic wolf prefers conversation to aggression, but he is confident he could beat any of them in a fight. Wolves size each other up competitively within a matter of moments. It is customary, even among gay wolves, except with them it is secretly a mixture of aggression and the suggestion of who could rape who.


  The desired prize, however, is the adorable orange furred fox boy standing in the middle of them. Polar keeps close to Vulpie, holding his ground and making his presence known. Even though everyone knows Vulpie is with the white furred wolf, and the male is clearly staking his claim, the flirting continues. Polar knows if it goes on for too long, he must get in the middle of it.


  “Polar!” Vulpie says and looks up to his left at the tall white furred wolf. The fox boy gestures towards the brown furred wolf. “Casey here says he’s from IGLARC! I told him about your idea!” Vulpie says happily and Polar nods with a smile, seeing that Casey is proud of himself.


  “That’s great! I wanted to talk to you guys!” Polar tells Casey and outstretches his big right paw for the brown wolf to shake. Casey does, and the two squeeze each other’s paws as tightly as they can. Polar knew it was coming and the big muscles in his powerful arm bulge as he makes the brown wolf wince in pain. Casey’s eyes flinch slightly and he stops squeezing first, giving Polar the silent signal that he yields dominance.


  “Yeah, we’ve heard a lot about you!” Casey tells Polar with a strained but friendly look on his face. Vulpie notices and wonders what is wrong with him. Polar withdraws his paw in front of the other gay wolves and everyone except Vulpie recognizes what just transpired. Polar clearly established his dominance over Vulpie and the competing gay wolves know he will not tolerate an excessive amount of flirting with his fox lover.


  Polar smiles with a predator face. The white furred wolf is slightly taller than all of the other men and he looks down at Vulpie in satisfaction. “This cutie makes friends left and right!” Polar says about Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy smiles proudly.


  “I think all of these guys are from IGLARC!” Vulpie tells Polar with excitement. “They said your idea about a wolf and fox lover’s rights association was great!”


  “That’s great!” Polar says with a big smile and looks around the group before setting his eyes on Casey again. “Are you the best guy to talk to about it, Casey?”


  “Yes.” Casey says and smiles in defeat. The gay male wolf changes his attitude towards Polar after losing the hand shake. “Are you committed to it?”


  “I think so.” Polar responds and puts his right arm around Vulpie lovingly. Vulpie nudges against Polar’s side affectionately in response.


  “Well, it’s sad to see that you’re off of the market, Vulpie, but we hear good things about Mr. Arctic.” The black furred wolf comments and Polar glances at him. The white furred wolf notices the coal furred wolf staring at him with a wise face.


  “Off of the market? I’m not a piece of meat ya know!” Vulpie replies playfully.


  “It’s just sad to see you taken. You are one good looking fox.” The black furred wolf adds while staring down at Vulpie with inviting yellow eyes. Vulpie’s orange fur stands on end at the adoration and he looks down bashfully.


  “Aw, come on.” Vulpie says, playing shy.


  “It’s a tragedy! Gay men everywhere will be heartbroken but we’re proud of you two electing to take on such a tough challenge.” Casey says to Vulpie and Polar.


  “I’m with Polar no matter what!” Vulpie says happily and looks up at the white furred wolf. “If he says we can do it, we can.”


  A Fox Show, Interviews and Romance


  After the guests at the Fields Inn Mansion have eaten, the classical orchestra increases its volume to encourage the guests to visit the beautiful polished dance floor. The first truly loud song it performs is Gershwin - Rhapsody in Blue. The familiar sensual tune urges many couples to dance, and Polar watches from a distance while he still stands with Vulpie.


  Polar is well versed in the classics, and even though Rhapsody in Blue is not one of his favorites, he admires the skill with which it is performed. The tall white furred wolf discovered that he had gay tendencies as a young man, when listening to certain classy songs. To this day he enjoys sharing his knowledge of them. He is free to do so, because one of the great perks of being gay is that beautiful artistic things can be appreciated without having to put up a macho fear of everything elegant.


  The white furred wolf watches the dancers at a distance. He would very much like to dance with Vulpie and woo his fox lover. The group of gay wolves is still bunched up around Vulpie, however, and Polar has stayed at his side for a very long time as they hit on the fox boy. The homosexual wolves have been very delicate in their advances towards Vulpie and haven’t said anything blatant enough that would give Polar cause to intervene, but he is tiring of their persistence.


  Vulpie is just enjoying making new friends and Polar doesn’t want to smother him so he continues to participate in the discussions, but secretly is planning to steal Vulpie away for a dance as soon as possible.


  “That’s all so amazing!” The black furred gay wolf says while smiling down at Vulpie enthusiastically. “You flew ships?”


  “Yeah!” Vulpie gleefully replies.


  “And now you’re working with the president to reverse what you did with that program, Vulpie.net?”


  “It can’t be reversed, but yeah, I’m helping them write a new program that everyone can use and it will be the same.” Vulpie replies.


  “You must be very smart.” The black furred wolf tells Vulpie and his yellow eyes compliment the fox boy more than Polar likes. Polar sees the way Vulpie looks at the handsome gay wolves that shower their attention on him. It’s only natural that the fox boy would enjoy their constant flirting, but Polar can see that there is sexual tension building between Vulpie and the five persistent gay wolves.


  There isn’t too much Polar can do about it since he wants to work with Casey and the members of the international gay and lesbian animal rights commission. IGLARC is the biggest homosexual association in the world and if the white furred wolf truly wants to found a wolf and fox lover’s rights group, he has to stay in their favor. So far he has represented himself very well. He defeated Casey’s challenge of dominance but has been sure to speak with him and be friendly to him to signal that there are no hard feelings. Truthfully, it boils down to wolf men wanting tail… Vulpie’s tail.


  Polar is very good with people and effectively keeps his position with Vulpie known to the group, but the white furred wolf knows what Vulpie needs. If they weren’t dating, he suspects that Vulpie might fuck a few, or maybe all of them. The orange furred fox boy has a hard time hiding his interest when he is horny for a man. It’s the main reason why the gay wolves are still hovering around Vulpie despite Polar’s presence. Each of them is trying very hard to win Vulpie’s favor.


  Polar’s big wolf ears perk up when he hears the classical music being played on the other side of the room change to another melody. The band prepares by testing their synchronization and instruments, and Polar already recognizes what song they are going to play. The orchestra intends to perform Debussy’s - Claire de Lune, a very beautiful song with a perfect lover’s tune. It sparks Polar to reach down with his right hand and gently grab Vulpie’s little left paw.


  “Oh, they’re going to play Claire de Lune! Come on Vulpie, we have to dance to this!” Polar tells the orange furred fox boy who looks up at him.


  “You mean like a classical dance? I only know underground dancing!” Vulpie responds with a giggle.


  “Just follow my lead!” Polar says with enthusiasm and he smiles at the five gay wolves. “Sorry guys.” Polar tells them with a polite but playful voice and they look disappointed. Casey smirks as Polar pulls Vulpie away and the orange furred fox boy waves goodbye to the five gay wolves.


  “Lucky bastard.” Casey says to the wolves around him in amusement. He knows the score. Vulpie happily walks with Polar, surprised at his spontaneity. The white furred wolf gently leads the fox boy past the other numerous guests, many of whom watch them. Polar brings Vulpie to the polished classy dance floor and Vulpie looks around in embarrassment when everyone stares at them. Vulpie blushes with anxiety and looks up at Polar.


  “I don’t know how to dance to classical stuff!” Vulpie warns Polar nervously.


  “Don’t worry. This is a slow song. Just put your paws around my waist.” Polar replies. Vulpie and Polar are one couple out of about twenty on the dance floor, but they are also the only gay one. They attract the attention of nearly the entire audience and the other dancers.


  Vulpie sees women giggle in amusement, as if laughing at Vulpie’s effeminate attachment to Polar, and there are men that stare at them with outright disgust. Polar, however, ignores all of it and only focuses on the good. There are plenty of guests that watch him and Vulpie with curiosity and are eager to see what might happen.


  “I’m so embarrassed!” Vulpie admits to Polar while looking to the ground.


  “Why? You’ve never been ashamed of showing off.” Polar responds warmly.


  “Yeah, but not like this! We’re gay! Gay guys aren’t supposed to dance together in this kind of party.” Vulpie whispers.


  “Says who?” Polar responds. He reaches down and uses his right finger to gently lift Vulpie’s cute fox muzzle up so he can see his face. The white furred wolf smiles to the orange furred fox and Vulpie returns it, but is still anxious. When the orchestra begins playing Claire de Lune, however, everything seems to change. The song is so beautiful, so deep and romantic, so full of desperate love and devotion, that it instantly washes away half of Vulpie’s worries.


  Polar smiles happily. He knows the song well and is excited to have the chance to show his love for Vulpie. The white furred wolf lovingly wraps his arms around Vulpie while they face each other. He warmly hugs Vulpie to him and Vulpie breathes in surprise and then delight. The orange furred fox boy wraps his arms around Polar’s muscular waist, feeling the splendid quality of the white furred wolf’s suit. Polar slowly begins rocking Vulpie back and forth in a slow intimate dance. He stares down into the fox boy’s blue eyes and smiles joyfully.


  Vulpie’s orange fur stands on end as he moves with Polar, slowly dancing to the lovely music of Claire de Lune. The song is so beautiful, and Polar is so sincere, that it doesn’t take long for Vulpie to become emotional. He stares up into Polar’s blue wolf eyes and smiles with an intimate vulnerable expression. Polar smiles even more when he sees how strongly Vulpie is moved by his sincerity. He focuses his deep affection on Vulpie and rocks the fox boy in his powerful arms as if nothing else matters in the entire world.


  Vulpie tries to whisper a love call to Polar, but is overwhelmed by the white furred wolf’s consuming adoration. Vulpie can’t take his eyes from Polar’s as they dance. The fox boy becomes helplessly in love with Polar and clutches the white furred wolf’s powerful waist. Polar is far taller and stronger than the fox boy and to be the sole focus of the mighty male enthralls Vulpie.


  During the dance, nearly all of the guests watch Polar and Vulpie dance. They stare into each other’s eyes during half of the long classical song until Vulpie allows himself to relax even more. The fox boy pushes up even closer to Polar and nudges his little fox muzzle against the big wolf’s chest lovingly. He rubs his face affectionately on Polar and hugs him tightly and desperately while they dance. Polar smiles and is pleased with Vulpie’s infatuation. He holds the fox boy slightly tighter, embracing his lover.


  No one shouts out an obscenity as the gay wolf dances with the gay fox, as Vulpie feared might happen. Polar didn’t expect to hear anything, and even if he did, he wouldn’t care. He loves Vulpie with all of his heart and soul.


  In fact, the audience receives them well as some men and women clap when the song ends and look to Vulpie and Polar. Just as Vulpie and Polar let go of each other and the orchestra begins looking for the next classic to play, somebody shouts out a suggestion from the dinner tables.


  “Sing for us Vulpie!” A man yells and there is laughter afterwards, but also excitement. Vulpie looks around and can’t see who said it, but the idea catches like fire. Soon many of the guests, men and women, yell for the orange furred fox to show them how he can perform like they know he can from his worldwide videos.


  Vicky Buxton hurries towards the dance floor on the side of the large ballroom. Vulpie’s Association of Fox Rights representative is quick to seize the moment. She smiles at Vulpie and walks up on the stage as well, carrying a microphone that she borrowed from the host of the party.


  “How about it, Vulpie?” Vicky asks while she stands next to him and Polar. Her voice echoes over the room’s sound system and Vulpie grins in surprise. “Sing for us! Come on! We want to see it!” Vicky says and gestures towards all of the other guests. “Right?” She asks and the room cheers. Vulpie gets excited and grins for them. The orange furred fox boy looks at Polar who shrugs with a smile and steps back.


  “Where’s the sound system? I gotta get into it!” Vulpie tells Vicky and she nods.


  “He’s going to do it!” Vicky announces and the room cheers. Polar walks off of the stage with a proud smile and watches Vulpie go with Vicky to the orchestra. The band shows them the sound system that previously was only being used for amplification, and Vulpie pulls his adorable orange phone from his pocket. The fox boy punches in a code on his highly modified phone and uses the wireless internet in the building to reprogram the sound system with his music. No one is really sure what he is doing, but they allow him free rein.


  The incredibly gifted fox hacker then tests the sound system in the Fields Inn Ballroom by manipulating his phone. The more than one hundred guests present listen expectantly, as popping sounds come from the speakers in the ballroom that hang from the four corners of the large room. They are more than large enough to blast out the hotel if necessary, and there is a very large subwoofer in a hidden compartment behind one of the walls. Vulpie smiles in satisfaction and then looks to the orchestra and Vicky as she hands him a microphone.


  “I don’t need anything else!” He says and she smiles with anticipation.


  “Can you really sing on the spot like this?” Vicky asks him cleverly.


  “Honey, I’m gonna blow everybody away!” Vulpie says and the cute fox boy waves his paw effeminately.


  “Go for it, V man!” Vicky replies with enthusiasm. “Give the world a show and we’ll make you the king of entertainment!”


  “Don’t worry.” Vulpie says and grins. He looks to Polar who stands at the edge of the large polished wooden dance floor with an encouraging face. Vulpie winks at him. “Now you get to see me in action, Mr. Polar!” Vulpie tells him before cavorting to the middle of the ritzy dance floor. The room grows quiet and already there are camera flashes as Vulpie swishes his tail and looks at the crowd. He smiles, already knowing the song he wants to sing. He wrote it himself and the chorus and background music has already been perfectly composed with his pop techno prowess. The fox boy unbuttons his luxurious black suit in preparation for what he knows he will do. He then reaches into his left pocket and activates two buttons on his phone without even having to look at them.


  His song starts playing with the sound of an airplane that speeds from one side of the room to the other with surround sound. For a moment, some of the guests think they are hearing an actual plane, but quickly realize it is part of Vulpie’s show when a pop techno beat quickly rises out of nowhere, followed by a loud and super effeminate verse from Vulpie. Vulpie begins the song with a wink to the audience and an incredibly sexy looking grin.


  Vulpie’s personality instantly changes. The fox boy lets loose his male yet effeminate voice that only he can make, and it both startles and intrigues everyone. Suddenly, he isn’t the Vulpie the crowd thought they knew. He reminds them that he’s the Vulpie without limits, the Vulpie made of pure fun and mischievous glee.


  Vulpie projects a spellbinding personality that affects the guests in different ways depending on who is listening. Nearly all of the women are surprised and fascinated when they see and hear Vulpie at his best. In their eyes, he goes from a timid small homosexual male, to an eccentric and rather handsomely cute young man. The combination of his iconic seminal voice, the expensive fabulous suit he wears, and his super bright orange fur make the fox look more like a famous character than an average person. And that assumption is correct. Vulpie is anything but ordinary.


  The music that Vulpie created is absolutely amazing. It sounds as if it were recorded in a professional pop techno studio. Everyone tries to recognize the song, but quickly understands that it isn’t some popular remix Vulpie is performing. He is singing a custom song that epitomizes what he is and what he is capable of.


  A familiar voice pipes into the music as a chorus, assisting Vulpie between his delightfully cute verses. It is the voice of Mr. Big Tooth, the antitank robot designed by Delanson corporation that Vulpie stole and reprogrammed. However, the voice does not belong to that machine. It is part of Vulpie.net that Vulpie wrote to assist him in his songs. Regardless of how it comes to be, the voice is perfect and action packed with a wild and deep male tone. Its voice comes between Vulpie’s adorable lines.


  As Vulpie stuns the audience with his naughty grins and frolicsome behavior, the fox boy manages to shuck his suit coat off and toss it aside to Polar while still singing. Without the suit coat, the audience gets a good look at the brilliant blue silk shirt the fox wears, along with the beautifully coordinated tie of blue black and white stripes that Polar picked out.


  The orange furred fox boy walks across the stage and sings with wild smiles and huge clever grins between extremely cute innocent expressions. Everyone watches him closely and Vulpie is as good on his feet as he is with his voice. The fox boy hops about with impressive flexibility and control, displaying his athletic little body. Polar can’t take his eyes off of his fox lover and before he knows it, he’s already dreaming about fucking Vulpie as hard as he can. The white furred wolf licks his lips and smiles happily amidst Vulpie’s show. Polar relishes that he’s been able to mate with the amazing fox boy and that he could do him again tonight if he wants. Not much debate over making love to the fox transpires in the white furred wolf’s mind. He commits to the thought of fucking Vulpie after the party and moves his big wolf tongue inside his mouth lustfully.


  By the time Vulpie is halfway through his original song, he has the audience eating out of his paws. Even though many of the men watch him judgmentally, not understanding the fox boy’s homosexual nature, they still recognize how talented he is. Vulpie skips about on the stage like a true entertainer, making eye contact with everyone eager to be noticed, and glances at Polar with a big grin in the midst of his magnificent show.


  Vulpie finishes his song and performance by spinning around briefly on one foot, and coming to a prancing finish, tilting his head sideways with his mouth open wide and his eyes shut as if he’s just been naughty. The fox boy anticipates a moment of silence but is surprised and pleased to hear the audience cheer him loudly the instant he is done.


  The orange furred fox boy smiles happily and bows, swishing his tail playfully while receiving the applause. Vicky Buxton is quick to get on the dance floor with Vulpie and she comes to him with a very delighted face. Vulpie notices now that he has been filmed by cell phone cameras and everything else possible by the guests and will undoubtedly be on streaming video websites within half an hour. Vulpie hands his AFR rep the microphone with a smile.


  “Oh my goddess that was fantastic!” Vicky says where everyone can hear. Afterwards, Vulpie is proud to see that the audience begins an entirely new round of applause and whistles for him. He completely nailed the improvisational concert and the cheering doesn’t stop for a long while. “Thank you Vulpie! Wow!” Vicky says and looks to the audience. “He’s going to take some questions now, but in the order we arranged. If we have any time, those of you who have scheduled a meeting, he might answer some more! But for now, that’s all, and thank you Vulpie!” Vicky says and claps as does everyone else.


  Vulpie glances to Polar and the white furred wolf hurries on stage at Vicky’s gesture. She makes sure to lead Polar and Vulpie from the ballroom to the fashionable private meeting hall the Fields Inn Manor was courteous enough to provide for their interviews.


  Polar grins at Vulpie while they walk with Vicky and Vulpie bites his tongue between his teeth playfully back at him. Some members of the Blacktail squad ensure Vulpie is safe as he moves through the mansion, and there is already a mob of reporters near the private meeting room that they have to push back.


  Vicky Buxton leads Polar and Vulpie inside the spacious but normal sized room. It has red carpet and mahogany walls. There are three chairs in the middle of the room. Two sit side by side, and the other is opposed to them, for an interviewer. Three sofas adorn the edges of the room and Vicky directs Polar and Vulpie to their adjacent chairs and the white furred wolf and orange furred fox sit down together. The white furred wolf gives Vulpie his suit coat back, and the fox puts it on, leaving a few buttons loose. Polar lets out a thrilled breath while Vulpie kicks his feet playfully like a kid.


  “Did ya like it?” Vulpie asks Polar with his adorable voice.


  “Did you write that song yourself?” Polar asks with astonishment.


  “Yup!” Vulpie answers proudly. “Written by, and performed by the one and only, with Vulpie.net help of course!”


  “You were amazing…” Polar tells Vulpie while looking down to his right at his fox lover. The wolf reaches over with his right arm and touches Vulpie lovingly while they sit together in their adjacent chairs, waiting for the interviewer that Vicky is currently speaking with. “God you turn me on.” Polar whispers to Vulpie with a wolfish smile.


  “So we’re gonna have some fun after we get out of here?” Vulpie quietly asks with a naughty smile.


  “If you’re not still sore.” Polar responds softly while looking down into the fox boy’s blue eyes.


  “I heal up quickly.” Vulpie whispers to Polar with a mischievous expression. The orange furred fox boy licks his lips and looks around to make sure the other foxes in the room can’t hear him speaking with the white furred wolf. “I get this… Feeling… Down there, ya know?” Vulpie whispers to Polar. “Not just a hard on.” Polar laughs in surprise.


  “Yeah, but we shouldn’t be having this conversation in public.” Polar whispers and the gay wolf smiles wisely.


  “It’s awesome if I get it… When it feels like that.” Vulpie whispers in response. Polar looks around cautiously.


  “I understand.” Polar whispers to Vulpie clandestinely.


  “What I’m getting at is I know it won’t hurt. It already feels good because of our fun last night. I’m so gay!” Vulpie says and laughs quietly while Polar looks around nervously. “It’s this overwhelming need that I can’t control. And it’s not something you can talk to people about, you know?”


  “Well we better clam up soon before somebody hears us, but I get it.” Polar tells Vulpie with a perceiving look.


  “Polar, do you know what that song was we danced to?” Vulpie inquires.


  “Yeah, I have it at the house.”


  “It was beautiful… I wanna do it to that music.” Vulpie tells the white furred wolf with a soft mischievous voice.


  “Okay.” Polar whispers with a big smile and glances about as Vicky Buxton comes near.


  “Oh and Polar, don’t mention the millions Vargas paid you for bringing me in!” Vulpie whispers to the white furred wolf.


  “I know.” Polar tells Vulpie and nods. Vicky brings several foxes from the Association of Fox Rights. A wealthy gray fox comes near Vulpie and Polar despite Vicky’s efforts to control him. The enthusiastic man starts talking to Vulpie before introducing himself.


  “We have to sign you on for a record deal! That voice can make millions!” The man says and Vulpie laughs.


  “Uh, maybe!” Vulpie says and Vicky interrupts the two.


  “Alright Mark, wait your turn!” She insists.


  “I’m Mark Needles, the owner of Fox Films.” The rich male fox says, and glances at Polar. “Talk with me later, please! I’m dying here!”


  “Alright, he will! Just get out of here!” Vicky says and pushes Mr. Needles gently. The wealthy movie company owner made his point and leaves the room as members of the AFR news team enters and seizes the area. A man closes the door, locking out all of the other excitable reporters and a brown furred middle aged fox walks in front of Polar and Vulpie, shaking their paws.


  “Jimmy Tailor.” The man says and Vicky introduces him.


  “Jimmy is going to interview you for the AFR.” Vicky explains, and the association of fox rights moves quickly to make use of their time with Vulpie. Polar and Vulpie watch the fox men and women set up multiple cameras and microphones to record every bit of the interview in high detail. Polar swallows nervously. The white furred wolf is aware of how foxes control the media and hopes he can explain his relationship with Vulpie in a respectful way.


  Soon, they have the cameras rolling and the AFR spokesman asks Vulpie his first question after taking seat across from the white furred wolf and orange furred fox in the third chair. “Thank you for taking the time to speak with us, Vulpie.” Jimmy says and Vulpie nods with an excited smile.


  “Sure!” Vulpie replies with his super cute voice. Vicky has already discussed a few strategies with Vulpie and Polar to help them answer questions so they can present the best possible appearance to the world.


  “First I want to ask you about Vulpie.net. What exactly is it and what did you do?” Jimmy Tailor inquires. The brown furred fox uses a clear and careful voice.


  “I want to apologize right off the bat.” Vulpie responds and the fox boy licks his lips in thought. Instead of smiling as usual, he shows a repentant respectful face as he answers. “Vulpie.net is a computer program I created that virtually replaces everything that has come before it. It runs every computer faster, and can imitate everything that the computers were doing before it took them over. So everybody that is worried about their money that is tied up in the financial markets can relax.


  But, I also know that my antics caused stock prices to go crazy and a lot of people were hurt financially because of that, and I’m sorry. I can’t say anything to make up for it, except that I’m working round the clock for the government to improve Vulpie.net for everyone.”


  “Improve it?” The AFR interviewer asks with interest. The brown furred fox clearly wants to portray Vulpie in a pleasant light, and looks at him with curiosity. It helps Polar relax as he sits silently next to Vulpie and listens. The much larger white furred wolf is hard for the cameras to ignore, but Vulpie’s super bright orange fur and personality is the star of the media attention.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds.


  “Why don’t you just remove Vulpie.net so things can go back to normal?” Jimmy inquires and Vulpie doesn’t hesitate.


  “Because Vulpie.net can’t be turned off.” Vulpie responds and pauses for a moment. “I know that sounds scary, but it’s okay. The government has me under arrest. So, I designed the program to win and it has, but I didn’t program it to stop.”


  “So you can’t turn it off and you’re the one that created it?” Jimmy asks.


  “Yes.” Vulpie responds. “But it’s okay, like I said, because Vulpie.net is faster than normal programs anyway. It imitates everything that people were using before and as a lot of people out there might have noticed, their computers run like ten times faster than before. That’s because Vulpie.net can do everything old programs could do, better, no matter what we’re talking about.”


  “That’s amazing.” Jimmy responds. The AFR interviewer clearly is going easy on Vulpie.


  “Yeah it is!” Vulpie says and for a moment, shows how excitable he really is when discussing his digital creation, but quickly goes back to being respectful. “So since it’s here to stay… The new frontier is to program for Vulpie.net.”


  “But you’re the only one that can do that.” Jimmy reminds Vulpie.


  “Yep, but that’s why I’m cooperating with the government and the President to write a new program that everyone can use instead of just me. Since I know how Vulpie.net thinks, I can teach everyone.”


  “It sounds like what you’ve done, essentially, is push the world into a new era of technology.” Jimmy tells the orange furred fox boy.


  “I guess. Yeah.” Vulpie responds and smiles.


  “Why did you do it to begin with?” Jimmy inquires while the multiple high definition cameras in the room capture every movement of Vulpie.


  “I was immature; I just did it because I could.” Vulpie admits. “I don’t have an excuse. I’m a hacker. What I did was wrong, and I shouldn’t have unleashed Vulpie.net on the world and… Play around like I did.” Vulpie answers with a big look of mischievousness.


  “Was it really that easy to get around the world government’s computer security?” The AFR interviewer inquires.


  “It was nothing.” Vulpie responds.


  “How is Vulpie.net so powerful?” Jimmy asks.


  “It has its own artificial intelligence.” Vulpie replies and licks his lips again. “Plus, I wrote it from the ground up without any of the silly base logic computers and programs usually run on. Vulpie.net is way more advanced than any program in history.”


  “That’s a bold claim, but it looks like its true, considering the fact no one has been able to stop it.” Jimmy replies.


  “Yup.” Vulpie responds. “I’m very proud of it, but not how I used it.” The fox boy says penitently.


  “And aren’t you only nineteen years old?” Jimmy asks.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds and grins.


  “You must be a computer genius.” Jimmy comments with a smile.


  “Ah, well… Yeah…” Vulpie says and can’t help but grin before getting control of his ego. “But it’s more important that I use what I know to fix what I did.”


  “So you’re sorry for unleashing Vulpie.net on everyone, and all of the videos…” Jimmy asks and the interviewer has a small smile.


  “Yeah. I had fun with the videos!” Vulpie admits and laughs a little. “But I shouldn’t have… Done any of that…”


  “It sounds like the government has worked well to protect everyone from your Vulpie.net by acquiring you.” Jimmy says.


  “Yeah, they’re giving me a second chance, pretty much because I’m the only one that can work with Vulpie.net, and I am very grateful.” Vulpie responds. The brown furred fox interviewing Vulpie nods.


  “What about the robot that attacked the settlers on planet Veida?” Jimmy inquires. “The videos are already all over the web and it clearly looks just like you, and imitates you. Why did you create it?”


  “I didn’t.” Vulpie responds and the cute fox boy thinks for a moment. “They don’t want me to be too specific, but it’s a malfunctioning machine. I did design robots of myself, but only used one and it was destroyed by the GBI. I don’t know how this one was made or what it is up to, but hopefully the military or someone will destroy it when it pops up again.”


  “Do they have any idea where it is?” The AFR interviewer asks.


  “They’re on top of it, and so am I, but not yet.” Vulpie answers, glancing at the cameras that catch his every word. Their recorded videos will be broadcasted all around the world on countless news channels.


  “It’s dangerous and has already destroyed everything from vehicles to buildings, and also has wounded several animals, but as of yet, hasn’t been responsible for killing anyone. Is that true?” Jimmy asks and Vulpie nods quickly.


  “Yes.” Vulpie says and licks his lips. “There’s nothing I can say that can convey how sorry I am, but everyone needs to stay away from it and report it to the government if they see it.”


  “What do you think it’s doing?” Jimmy asks. “The last video seen of it was on Veida.”


  “That’s all we know right now, from what I’ve heard.” Vulpie answers. “As for what it’s doing, I dunno. Vulpie.net obeys me and I don’t remember ordering the robot to be built to begin with.”


  “But it acts just like you.” Jimmy reminds Vulpie, putting the orange furred fox boy on the spot. “Surely you must know more about it than anyone.”


  “I do, but trust me, everything I know, the government knows. They have me under twenty four hour surveillance and I’m working for the world now to turn what I did around.”


  “Why did you turn yourself in?” The AFR interviewer inquires and looks to Polar. The tall muscular and handsome white furred wolf sits next to Vulpie in silence, listening. Polar smiles at Vulpie and the fox returns it.


  “Because of him…” Vulpie responds with a voice of adoration while looking to his left at Polar. “I was going nowhere fast before he came into my life.”


  “So, Mr. Polar Arctic, is it?” The AFR brown furred fox asks and Polar nods. “You’re the reason Vulpie quit? You’re why he gave up control over the world’s computer systems?” Jimmy asks in front of the focused cameras.


  “He did it to help himself. I’m thrilled that I was able to be there for him, because he’s an amazing young man and I love him.” Polar responds while looking at Vulpie with warm love. Vulpie’s orange fur stands on end upon hearing Polar’s compliment.


  “Then it’s true that both of you are romantically attached?” Jimmy Tailor inquires with skilled direct delivery.


  “Yes.” Polar responds, trying to appear as likeable as possible for foxes and wolves around the world.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie proclaims with his characteristically blithe attitude.


  “Are you aware of the outrage, both from foxes and wolves, regarding your interspecies dating?” The AFR interviewer asks Polar, and Vulpie looks to Polar, worried that his wolf lover is the target of what undoubtedly will become a hard discussion.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie voices, trying to interrupt the interviewer’s focus on Polar, but Polar glances at him confidently, letting the fox boy know he is going to endure the delicate questions head on.


  “Yes. We both are aware of it.” Polar calmly tells the AFR interviewer. The high definition camera operators focus on Polar and record his every word.


  “What do you have to say to those animals?” Jimmy asks Polar and Vulpie sits nervously, his heart rate increasing as he tries to think of something appropriate if he is asked next.


  “I’d tell them we value the different qualities of foxes and wolves, and we only want to be together.” Polar replies with his clear and calm voice. He controls his emotions despite secretly being terrified he will say something offensive to the foxes of the world. Jimmy Tailor stays focused on Polar as he continues the line of questioning.


  “Many foxes see wolf and vulpine relationships as indecent and unnatural. There are some foxes that consider it degrading to their species and many of the major religious groups have declared fox-wolf intimacy an abomination. Also, you’re both gay between species. What do you think of those views?” The AFR interviewer asks Polar with a very serious tone.


  “I respect them and only ask those people to give us a chance to live our lives the way we want.” Polar responds. “I have great admiration for foxes. Many of the best things in life were created by, or come thanks to, foxes, and it is a desire for that special something that attracts me to Vulpie.” Polar responds. Vulpie is amazed at the white furred wolf’s elegant answer and relaxes. Polar’s answer is so good that Jimmy focuses on Vulpie for another thought.


  “Do you think that’s true, Vulpie?” Jimmy asks the orange furred fox boy and Vulpie sits up straight.


  “Yeah, Polar is a good man and anyone is lucky if they find a partner like him!” Vulpie answers.


  “Why are you attracted to a wolf?” The AFR interviewer asks, clearly seeing that he can extract more of a reaction from Vulpie. Polar looks at Vulpie calmly, hoping for the best.


  “It was love at first sight!” Vulpie replies happily. “I guess I like wolf men because they’re real strong!” Vulpie admits with a mischievous smile. “And Polar is that and so much more. He’s a really nice person and charmed me. We just fell in love!”


  “Do you feel any guilt for allowing a wolf to be intimate with you?” Jimmy Tailor asks and Polar notices the tone of the brown furred fox’s question. There is a hint of disgust in the AFR interviewer’s question, and Polar makes no reaction even when Vulpie glances at him.


  “What do you mean? He’s not a plague or something.” Vulpie responds.


  “Many of our kind see foxes that mate with wolves as shameful.” The brown furred fox interviewer elaborates with an uncharitable voice. “Though that certainly doesn’t speak for all foxes, it is a matter of morality among the fox community.”


  “If I want to be with a wolf, then who does it hurt?” Vulpie replies seriously.


  “The question is, accepting such a relationship brings in all sorts of delicate issues between foxes and wolves. Considering the fact that wolves and foxes have conflicted with each other throughout all of recorded history, there is a level of respect that most foxes believe a young man like yourself should have for your own kind.”


  “I’m not trying to disrespect anyone.” Vulpie replies innocently. “It’s like Polar says; we just want to be together.”


  “Vixen and male wolf relationships are renowned for having caused a lot of problems between wolves and foxes. Do you think that an interspecies homosexual relationship such as your own is testing the limit of what will be tolerated?”


  “No. I don’t want to make anybody upset like that. I just like wolves, and I love Polar. It shouldn’t matter if you both love each other.” Vulpie answers. Jimmy Tailor nods and then looks down to the floor where he left a blue paper with interview topics listed on it. He picks it up with his right hand and briefly looks at it.


  “I want to ask you now about your legal situation.” Jimmy tells Vulpie. “You’ve committed very serious crimes by hacking into computers worldwide. As a matter of fact, hacking government networks is a felony. It carries a felony for each occasion, and you’ve been into every computer system there is.”


  “Right.” Vulpie says and the orange furred fox nods. He hides his nervousness cleverly with an innocent expression.


  “Also.” Jimmy Tailor says with his trained interviewer’s voice. “You’re responsible for thousands of cyber crimes committed over the past three years under the alias ‘Evil Vulpie.’ You hacked into the Government Bureau of Investigations when you were still a minor, at age sixteen.” The AFR interviewer reminds Vulpie. “Are you going to be tried in court for your crimes? There are reports that you signed a plea bargain with President Vargas. Congress granted him executive authority to stop you, but how are you still able to walk around freely?”


  “The President offered me a pardon because I’m the only one that can control Vulpie.net.” Vulpie admits. “Now I’m under the government’s control and they follow me around the clock.”


  “So this pardon frees you from all of the crimes you committed?” Jimmy inquires.


  “Yeah, I think so.” Vulpie replies quietly.


  “Do you think that’s fair in terms of justice?” The AFR interviewer asks and Vulpie squirms a little in his seat.


  “Well… I don’t know what to say about it. Of course I think it’s a good idea because it’s saving me from going to jail, but I know what you mean.”


  “Many animals are furious about the President pardoning you.” Jimmy says.


  “Well he knows I’m the only one that can program Vulpie.net. That’s why he did it.” Vulpie responds. Jimmy Tailor changes his attitude, smiling at Vulpie. The fellow fox is done grilling Vulpie and now the AFR wants to build him up in the public’s eyes. Since Vulpie admitted responsibility for his crimes, it is easy for them to portray the gay orange furred fox boy in a pleasant light. Polar notices the change in Jimmy Tailor’s personality, and that the foxes are working to ensure their species looks good in the news.


  “You’ve accepted responsibility for your crimes and you seem committed to atoning for them.” Jimmy tells Vulpie with a pleasant smile. “Is that right?”


  “Yes. I am sorry for what I did and now I only want to help the world use my program since it’s here to stay.” Vulpie replies.


  “Can we expect to see more of you in the news now that you’re pardoned, as long as you continue to work for the government? You’ve sky rocketed to celebrity status practically overnight!”


  “Well, I hope so. I’m a pretty talkative guy!” Vulpie responds, enjoying the nice change in the interviewer’s persona.


  “You already are getting invitations to get into the music industry as well as the motion picture business! Will you?” Jimmy inquires.


  “Maybe, sure! If I have time to, after I finish my contract with the government, I might!”


  “You’re an iconic figure now to the world. Is there anything else you would like to say?” Jimmy asks and Vulpie thinks for a moment.


  “Be happy!” Vulpie gleefully answers, referring to the lyrics he used in his first cyber attack song. Jimmy laughs as does Polar and the other members signal to Jimmy that they are done.


  “Okay! Great stuff Vulpie! Thanks for the time!” Jimmy tells the orange furred fox boy and shakes his paw.


  “Thank you too!” Vulpie answers and Jimmy also shakes Polar’s paw, but does not give the white furred wolf a look of respect. It’s clear that the AFR staff is focused on Vulpie and how he portrays foxes everywhere. The AFR clears out of the interview room with surprising speed. Vulpie and Polar talk to each other while Vicky Buxton brings in and helps the international gay and lesbian animal rights commission, IGLARC, set up to do the next interview.


  Vulpie is excited to see all of the good looking gay wolves that were hovering around him before the dance and his musical performance. Casey greets both of them again and takes a seat in the interviewer’s chair at Vicky’s suggestion. Polar notices Vulpie’s beautiful blue eyes widen, inspecting the brown furred wolf’s good looks again. Polar is entertained to see it, this time; Casey knows Vulpie belongs to Polar. After brief introductions and some bland first questions, the interview with IGLARC gets underway.


  “How did the two of you meet?” Casey asks Vulpie and the fox boy smiles at Polar.


  “The Red Rock Bar in downtown Sufias.” Polar answers with a pleasant smile aimed at Vulpie. “My jaw almost hit the floor when I saw this cutie!”


  “Aw!” Vulpie replies with a big grin.


  “What’s it like loving another species?” Casey inquires. “Gay wolves out there have fantasized about it, but I can’t recall ever seeing a gay wolf and fox couple before.”


  “I’m sure it’s happened, but you’re right, it’s definitely not your average relationship.” Polar answers. “But that’s what makes it so special.” The white furred wolf comments and smiles at Vulpie lovingly. “He’s so full of life and well, foxy!” Polar says and Vulpie, Polar and Casey all laugh quietly.


  “I love him because he’s the perfect man!” Vulpie tells Casey while smiling at Polar. The orange furred fox looks to Casey and smiles mischievously. “He looks good in a suit doesn’t he? And he’s super strong, has these big ol muscles, but he’s gentle too. Plus, I’ve never met such a nice, fair man before. I never thought someone like him was out there.” Vulpie says and looks back to Polar with a big smile. “He’s the strong quiet type, but always knows what to say!”


  “Is that what attracts you to gay wolves instead of your own species, Vulpie?” Casey inquires while IGLARC films them.


  “Yeah, to be honest!” Vulpie says and laughs with his effeminate voice. “I think I’m pretty clever, like a lot of foxes, but there’s nothing like a tough wolf to protect you! I guess that’s why fox girls sometimes mess around with male wolves. I dunno!” Vulpie comments.


  “What’s the most attractive thing about a man for you, Vulpie?” Casey asks. The brown furred gay wolf smiles in anticipation.


  “Well, I guess it’s being nice, but I don’t want to lie, they gotta be dreamy too!” Vulpie responds and all of the IGLARC members present laugh, as well as Vulpie and Polar. “And by dreamy, I mean he can pick me up like nothing and I can’t get enough of him!”


  “Okay.” Casey responds with a clever smile. The brown furred wolf looks to Polar. “How about you, Polar?”


  “I thought I knew exactly what I wanted before Vulpie, but things change.” Polar responds. “I was with a longtime partner, a gray wolf, and we loved each other, but it eventually had to end. I was feeling the pain of being single again and suddenly I became the luckiest man in the world when Vulpie walked into the Red Rock Bar.” Polar says and glances at Vulpie. “I knew from the moment I laid eyes on this gorgeous fox that I had to snatch him up if I could. Honestly, I didn’t think he would like me because I’m a little older, but I’m happy to say, I was mistaken!”


  “How was that like? How did it go, approaching a gay fox when you’re a wolf?” Casey inquires.


  “Vulpie’s a bolt of lightning!” Polar says and chuckles. “I just bought him a drink and we started talking. We got to know each other quickly because he’s so damn adorable!” Polar says and the white furred wolf smiles at Vulpie proudly. Vulpie makes a sexy face and it’s obvious what happened the first night they met. It’s written over both Vulpie and Polar’s expressions.


  “Weren’t you afraid of him, Vulpie?” Casey asks. “Wolf men can’t even approach female foxes without causing a scene and a gay wolf coming onto a gay fox is even more unheard of.” The brown furred wolf clears his throat. “Didn’t you worry that he might hurt you?”


  “Oh yeah, of course!” Vulpie says and giggles adorably. “But Mr. Polar wasn’t the first cute wolf I’ve been with. I did ask him if he was a cop, though, because he’s so tall and built! I know Polar could be really intimidating if he wanted to. That’s what makes him so sexy!” Vulpie says and grins. Polar smiles in pride and watches Vulpie warmly. “But yeah.” Vulpie says and thinks about the question. “There have been times when I knew wolf men were just out to get me. It’s like that whenever you get approached by a man in a public place. You gotta figure out if they’re really gay or just pretending to be, so they can beat you up or even worse! I asked him if he was that kind of guy, but I could tell Polar wasn’t. I knew he was something special. Oh, I couldn’t resist!” Vulpie says gleefully.


  “It’s still a dangerous world out there for gay men, both wolves and foxes.” Casey says, continuing the interview. “I’m sure you’ve heard of the terrible hate crimes that are committed against homosexual men. Wolf men have been beaten to death and brutally murdered by other wolves because of the idea that being gay is wicked.” Casey elaborates.


  “The foxes are even meaner, from what I hear.” Vulpie voices and Polar knows to remain silent. He can’t say anything bad towards foxes because they control the media, but since Vulpie is one, he can bring up the issue. “A lot of them think gay boys like me are plain evil or something.”


  “That’s true.” Casey says and nods respectfully. He knows as well, not to say anything directly bad about foxes, unless he wants to suffer the wrath of the association of fox rights. “Foxes are a close knit species and share strong bonds in their communities. Do you think what you mentioned stemmed from religious issues?” Casey carefully inquires, letting Vulpie do most of the talking in regards to the bigotry many foxes possess.


  “Yeah, it’s because of the Velora and stuff, like keeping the family sacred so the foxes go on and on.” Vulpie answers. “I like the way my species looks out for itself, but if you’re gay, there are a ton of foxes that think you’re a disgrace to the species. I dunno why it has to be like that. I hope things might change, maybe from Polar and my exposure, because it isn’t fair to hate on men like us that just want love.”


  “Many animals are coming forward bravely and saying similar things.” Casey replies.


  “Just think how big the news would be if Polar and I wanted to get married!” Vulpie says and smirks at Polar. The white furred wolf looks at him in surprise and excitement. Vulpie’s comment sounds like an invitation.


  “Are you two talking about it already?” Casey asks with interest, and all of the ILGARC reporters record Vulpie and Polar’s comments with enthusiasm. The international gay and lesbian animal rights commission will have plenty of material to keep gay men and women fascinated for countless years thanks to Vulpie.


  “Well… We’ve talked about it.” Polar replies before smiling at Vulpie. “Is that a yes?” The white furred wolf asks the fox boy playfully. IGLARC records in anticipation and Casey watches with wide eyes and a thrilled expression.


  “Yes, I think if we got married it would make me very happy!” Vulpie replies with his foxy grin, avoiding the question mischievously. Polar grins at his fox lover’s sly answer. The white furred wolf smiles at the orange furred fox boy, who remains silent and kicks his legs playfully, sitting in his chair with a cheeky look.


  “How long have you two known each other?” Casey asks. The gay brown furred wolf is very interested in the desire between Vulpie and Polar.


  “We only met a few months ago, but we’ve been through so much it feels like a lifetime. I can’t even think about a time when I didn’t have Vulpie.” Polar answers while looking lovingly at the fox boy. Vulpie smiles happily. “I love him so very much and I’m proud to tell the world.”


  “They say that fast relationships never last. Do you think that’s true with homosexuals?” Casey asks.


  “Well I live life in the fast lane so I’ll make sure Polar won’t get bored!” Vulpie replies and he smiles up at his wolf lover. Polar winks at Vulpie and then looks at Casey with no objections.


  “Gay marriage is still illegal in some parts of the world, but here in Sufias city, many homosexual men and women have enjoyed it. The conservative view is that marriage is only defined as a man and a woman. What do you two think about that?” Casey inquires.


  “That’s silly!” Vulpie quickly replies. “If two people love each other and are going to live together just like a marriage, then it’s dumb to call it anything else!”


  “The conservatives are pushing to get civil unions reinstated and ban gay marriages everywhere, so the political climate is dangerous for homosexuals in today’s world.” Casey tells Vulpie and Polar.


  “That’s true, but we have to stand up for what is right.” Polar responds courageously. His voice draws in everyone’s attention. “Every minority has to fight to gain the respect they deserve. Gay men need to stand up for themselves when confronted with these kinds of questions. It’s the only way we can fight the bigotry.” The white furred wolf says with his clear intelligent voice. “But it will always be there. We recognize that our lifestyles are different, but becoming second class citizens is unacceptable.”


  “If you two did want to get married, would you try?” Casey asks Vulpie and Polar with interest. “There has never been a gay interspecies marriage between a fox and a wolf. It would be groundbreaking.”


  “Yes, I would try.” Polar says and smiles at Vulpie. Vulpie bites his lower lip with his fox teeth and thinks.


  “Yeah, if we wanted to, I would say go for it!” Vulpie tells Casey after seeing Polar’s warm look.


  “Undoubtedly it would create a media frenzy, but IGLARC is excited to help if you do!” Casey tells the orange furred fox and white furred wolf. IGLARC wraps up its interview with Vulpie and Polar, as reporters from FUR magazine are dying to get a shot at them.


  After IGLARC is out of the room and Fur Magazine has setup their cameras and equipment, Vulpie and Polar take questions from a gray she-wolf from Fur magazine. The interview goes on and on about fashion and style, and many of the same topics that the two have already answered to the AFR and IGLARC.


  After Fur magazine is done with their main questions, Vulpie and Polar think they are finished, but instead, some of the reporters leave and another team from Fur magazine comes in the room and lingers patiently. Vicky Buxton comes by Vulpie and Polar as they sit in waiting, and whispers to them.


  “Fur prints other special magazines for adults; they want to ask about Vulpie. Is it okay?”


  “It’s porn…” Polar says with an unflattering voice. The white furred wolf looks at Vicky with disapproval.


  “No no! It’s not just that. They do glamour shots, you know, for sexy calendars and posters.” Vicky Buxton replies with a smile and the red furred fox looks to Vulpie. “Aren’t you curious? You’re so cute!”


  “I don’t like where this is going…” Polar tells Vicky and looks protectively at Vulpie. “I don’t want to see him treated that way…”


  “It’s okay!” Vulpie tells Polar with a smile. “I don’t mind.”


  “I’m just trying to protect you.” Polar tells Vulpie in concern. “First they’ll be asking you to pose with hardly any clothes, and then…” The white furred wolf says and licks his lips wisely.


  “Oh Polar, he doesn’t HAVE to do anything like that! Just talk with them! They’ll pay BIG money to get Vulpie in the studio. Wouldn’t you like to see his face everywhere?” Vicky Buxton asks the white furred wolf. Polar is secretly irritated by how she isn’t concerned with his opinion. She’s nowhere near as clever as Vulpie, but all foxes have a talent for getting what they want, and she knows how Vulpie is.


  “I would, but next Fur will be hounding him to star in Wet Fur.” Polar tells Vicky.


  “Well, Wet Fur actually has already made an offer.” Vicky tells Polar with a confrontational smile. Polar licks his wolf tongue across his teeth in his mouth. He is worried that Vulpie won’t be able to resist. He is right to feel that way, because Vulpie speaks up again.


  “Let’s talk to them! I want to.” Vulpie tells Polar, looking at the white furred wolf in excitement. Polar doesn’t respond. He licks his lips and gives Vulpie a disinterested look. He stares at Vulpie, who looks up at him innocently, and eventually gives in.


  “Alright.” Polar says and Vicky doesn’t hesitate to wave over the new team from Fur magazine. They send a gray wolf to interview them, and as he sits down, Polar and Vulpie immediately know he’s gay. He smiles and introduces himself as James. Polar breathes slowly as the man starts asking his questions.


  “So Vulpie, have you thought about posing for any magazines?” James asks with a friendly smile. Vulpie grins and bites his lip while he thinks of a response.


  “No, but it sounds like fun!”


  “Well Fur is willing to pay you a lot if you do some with us. We’re the best out there, and can advertise you like nobody’s business.”


  “So what kind of pictures do you want? Polar’s worried you might want some naughty ones!” Vulpie says and giggles.


  “Well we want all of them to be naughty, because gay men are just dying to see more of you!” James replies and Vulpie glances at Polar, aware that his wolf lover has worries. “We could do a calendar of sexy poses, and a few prints of you in our magazine would be amazing! They’ll fly off of the shelves!”


  “Tell me more!” Vulpie responds with excitement. “What kinds of clothes will I get to wear? Will I be like a model?


  “Oh yes! You’ll be the brightest star out there for all of our editions aimed towards gay men!” James replies with a big friendly smile.


  “It doesn’t sound that bad. And they said they’d pay me too!” Vulpie says as he looks to Polar.


  “Well, the kind of pictures he’s talking about head down a steep slope, if you know what I mean.” Polar replies. “You can do what you want, but I don’t want you to be in a sleazy magazine.” The white furred wolf says and looks to James. “No offense, but Wet Fur is mostly porn, and the gay porn is hardcore.”


  “None taken and you’re right.” James admits. That’s an option too, but I’m not saying we go there.”


  “Not yet.” Polar responds wisely and James shrugs with no argument, conceding that Polar has him figured out.


  “Why don’t you think about it?” James asks them and smiles at Vulpie.


  “Okay.” Vulpie replies and takes James’ business card when the man hands it to him. Afterwards, Vulpie and Polar’s interview is wrapped up.


  The After-Party


  When they arrive home, Polar and Vulpie can’t keep their paws off of each other. The exciting Friday night at the Fields Inn Mansion has both of them pumped up. All the way home, being escorted by Blacktail, they had to resist making out. Now that they finally step inside Polar’s expensive home and the white furred wolf closes the door, the orange furred fox pushes up against him.


  Polar wraps his arms around Vulpie and pulls him up in his arms. The fox boy kisses the white furred wolf and Polar returns it hungrily. They slobber each other’s lips lustfully, feeling each other’s bodies through their suits. They kiss for a long while until finally Polar lets Vulpie go and breathes loudly.


  “Now it’s time to get the REAL party started!” Vulpie says gleefully and Polar grins.


  “Let’s put away the suits first.” Polar responds and Vulpie follows him upstairs to his bedroom. The fox and wolf remove their suits and Vulpie slides on a pair of tight khaki shorts on his lean little body. Polar hangs up his suit and puts away their shoes and Vulpie’s suit as well, placing them neatly in his closet before finding a pair of black shorts to put on. Vulpie slides on a blue shirt and Polar puts on a blue and white one.


  After they’ve dressed in casual wear, Polar happily leads Vulpie downstairs. The orange furred fox boy thinks they are going to Polar’s couch, but the white furred wolf has another idea. He shows Vulpie to another part of his house, a doorway beside his garage entrance that leads down to his basement.


  “Wow! I didn’t know you had a basement!” Vulpie says with wide eyes and takes in the very cool room. Polar’s basement is decorated with various framed pictures, has a tan carpeted floor, and is half as big as his upper house. To the right of the wooden steps leading down into the basement is a big pool table, with all of the equipment and tools necessary to play.


  To the left of the bottom of the steps is a long brown leather couch that has its back to them. It is aimed towards an open room where a big screen TV is built into the fall wall in wooden panels. Against the left wall of the basement near the couch is a black table that stands about four feet from the ground. The room is filled with an expensive surround sound system and Vulpie looks it over with excitement.


  “Man this is sweet!”


  “I remembered you haven’t been down here yet.” Polar tells Vulpie with entertainment and lets the fox look around. Vulpie energetically discovers the various parts of the room while Polar goes to a panel near the TV where he can access his sound system. He turns on his CD players that store hundreds of discs, and sets it to play one of his erotic favorites. Vulpie’s fox ears perk up when he hears the kind of music Polar has turned on and he bites his lip in excitement.


  “So you didn’t want them to make a porn star out of me, huh? It’s good I have you to look out for me, because it sounds like fun!” Vulpie admits mischievously. Polar walks in front of him near the couch, as the fox has migrated towards it, and wraps his arms around him lovingly.


  “I know…” Polar says while he smiles down at Vulpie wisely. “You’re a wild little thing, but I don’t want to share... You’re my sexy fox boy…”


  “What if we did a porno? Would you let them film that?” Vulpie asks with a sexy grin.


  “That sounds better, but I’m still against it.”


  “Aw… Wouldn’t you like to show off how good you are?” Vulpie teases Polar and rubs his little fox paws over Polar’s muscular furry sides. Vulpie eventually slides his paws back around onto the white furred wolf’s perfect ass and squeezes it. “You’re hung!” Vulpie says and laughs. “If anyone would rock in a porn movie it would be you!”


  “I can’t stand it any longer! I have to make love to you…” Polar tells Vulpie while looking down at the fox passionately. The white furred wolf embraces him and grins.


  “What ya got in mind, Mr. Polar?” Vulpie asks mischievously.


  “You gonna use that table?” Vulpie asks and nods towards the black table nearby the brown leather couch. Polar is surprised Vulpie recognizes what the special sized table is made to do, but then again, he isn’t sure why.


  “Oh, so you know what that’s for, huh?” Polar asks while grinning down at Vulpie. The orange furred fox boy nudges up against the white furred wolf and feels his muscular body with his little paws.


  “You’re soooooo strong…” Vulpie whispers with half open eyes. The CD Polar turned on is called Erotic Moods, and it plays a very sensual song for them. The white furred wolf licks his lips and bends forward to kiss Vulpie again. Vulpie returns the wet kiss hungrily, and they both moan, Vulpie’s voice effeminate and Polar’s deep. Polar gropes Vulpie’s sexy fox body with his powerful wolf paws and puts his paws underneath the blue shirt Vulpie has on.


  He pulls up on it and Vulpie eagerly helps him remove it. Polar then pulls off his own shirt so Vulpie can see his furry muscular upper body. Afterwards, he puts his wolf claws to his short buckle and undoes it. Vulpie watches Polar take them off, and then does the same with his. They stand in front of each other in boxers. Vulpie is adorable with his soft lean body and his super brilliant orange fur glowing in the basement’s dim lights. Polar is hunky beyond a wet dream for a gay male, and Vulpie quivers as he looks over the white furred wolf’s big muscular fat free furry body.


  Polar slides off his boxers, making himself naked. Vulpie stares at the white furred wolf’s big cock and then looks up at him with a naughty smile. Polar walks over to a small box he keeps near the couch at the side of the room and opens it. He pulls out a tube of lubrication and pops open the lid. Vulpie watches Polar squirt the lubricant over his cock that is now almost fully erect, greasing it with his big paw and a horny look.


  “Are you ready to get some good loving?” Polar asks Vulpie warmly and Vulpie grins. The little orange furred fox boy slides off his boxers as well, showing Polar his adorable naked furry body.


  “Like we’ve never done it before!” Vulpie replies with his effeminate voice. Polar then comes to the sexy fox boy and wraps his right arm around him. Polar pulls Vulpie down onto the brown leather couch, rolling onto his left side while squeezing the fox boy against his front. Polar thrusts his crotch against Vulpie’s tail and ass, and his big erection pokes the right cheek of the fox boy’s butt. Both Polar and Vulpie breathe wildly. Vulpie instinctively reaches back with his right paw and grabs his right leg, pulling it up and forward towards his face as he lies on his left side in Polar’s arms. Vulpie props his head up with his left elbow, and relaxes as Polar aims the head of his big wolf cock into his fox anus.


  Polar puts his hot lubricated cock inside Vulpie with a slow but deep and welcoming thrust. The white furred wolf’s fat penis pushes all the way in, filling up the fox boy’s anus completely, putting enormous pressure on Vulpie’s prostate. Vulpie lets out a long satisfied whine and Polar coos in amusement.


  “There it is!” Vulpie breathes in pleasure, to which Polar chuckles and slowly begins making love to him. “The real reason I love this white furred wolf!”


  “You’re using me.” Polar replies playfully while fucking Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy giggles.


  “Yeah… I’m not gonna lie…” Vulpie whimpers and licks his lips in pleasure, feeling Polar thrust and thrust his big wolf dick sideways inside him. Polar grips Vulpie firmly with his massively powerful right paw, squeezing the fox boy’s right side while he rhythmically pumps him. Polar’s sharp claws dig in to Vulpie’s soft fur and flesh, causing the lean fox to grunt. The wolf notices and stops gripping him so hard. Polar is accustomed to holding his partner fiercely in a sideways position, as all he can use to control Vulpie is his big right paw, but Vulpie is a fox, not a wolf, and is far less sturdy.


  Polar has to remind himself to be gentle, and he can feel and observe Vulpie suffering from taking his wolf cock. The orange furred fox boy squints often, and his anus is defensively tight, so Polar knows to slow his pace. If he doesn’t, he might hurt Vulpie again like the night before.


  “Thanks.” Vulpie breathes, feeling Polar slow his persistently deep thrusts.


  “I love my foxy; I must be gentle with him.” Polar responds with a sexy voice.


  “GOD IT’S SO BIG!” Vulpie replies and laughs while breathing fast. “Damn Polar! You have the biggest cock I’ve ever felt! Mmmm... Oh fuck its good!”


  “The biggest, huh?” Polar gasps proudly and thrusts hard inside Vulpie, making the fox boy groan.


  “YES! Fuck man, just be gentle okay! Every time I say something about it you hurt me with it!” Vulpie says and they both laugh.


  “Guilty.” Polar breathes with a naughty sexy voice, clutching Vulpie’s side firmer by the moment, once again showing how powerful he is.


  “You’re bad, Polar.” Vulpie breathes with a grin and gasps for air.


  “It’s hard to hold back…” Polar breathlessly replies while fucking Vulpie. “When you’re so fucking hot… Look at your orange fur baby…” The white furred wolf comments in admiration while mating with the much smaller fox.


  “You like to fuck a cute boy?” Vulpie asks with erotic flavor.


  “I love to get in a fox boy.” Polar replies with a naughty tone.


  “Yeah you like fucking that fox ass don’t ya?” Vulpie replies with his sexiest voice. “C’mon Polar, show me what a real man is!”


  “I’m the bad one?” Polar chuckles while fucking Vulpie.


  “If only the AFR could hear us now, huh?” Vulpie says and they both laugh loudly in the middle of their hot gay sex. The erotic moods CD Playing on Polar’s sound system gets both the wolf and fox horny and wild. It lingers on a track called “The Sound of Love,” and Vulpie enjoys the techno flavored sound of the track. It pumps and beats, providing a delicious sexual sounding atmosphere while Polar makes love to him.


  Vulpie whimpers, feeling Polar getting deep inside him over and over. The fox boy breathes with his mouth half open, and can feel the white furred wolf’s hot breath on his orange furry back. The music enables both of them to simply enjoy each other’s bodies without having to talk any longer. The only voices coming from them are moans and groans of pleasure. Sweat moistens their silky fur and they both enjoy the wet feeling.


  Vulpie tires of holding up his face with his left paw and stops bracing his elbow against the couch. He moves his paw from the side of his face and lies down on his left side. The fox boy stops holding up his right leg with his right paw, but curls up into a ball. Vulpie pulls his knees up to his chest, offering Polar a much easier position to fuck him, and swishes his tail as the wolf adapts. The white furred wolf is thrilled to see the orange furred fox curl up into a ball. Fucking Vulpie’s ass sideways will now be much easier.


  Polar breathes heavily, excited and eager to press his big dick even further up inside Vulpie’s cute butt. Vulpie’s change of position has allowed Polar more options and he seizes the opportunity by rolling against Vulpie’s back suddenly. The white furred wolf uses his left elbow to angle himself, and moves his right arm down over Vulpie’s side, pressing his paw down on the couch so he can support his upper body while using his lower body to thrust inside Vulpie’s curled up position. Polar’s right arm, pushing down over Vulpie’s side against the couch, blocks Vulpie’s curled up legs from naturally lengthening out, and keeps him in a ball shape, with his ass pleasantly available at a ninety degree angle.


  When Polar thrusts inside Vulpie in the new position, he makes the orange furred fox boy whimper in pleasure. The wolf’s big cock goes inside the fox’s tight ass so much easier at this angle, and Vulpie is completely submissive. He gets Polar’s dick up his ass over and over, with Polar’s sweaty, furry, massive chest and stomach pushing against his back. Vulpie reaches back and up with his right arm and clutches Polar’s right side lustfully while the white furred wolf fucks him.


  Polar’s big wolf muzzle is right behind Vulpie’s head, and the fox boy can feel the wolf’s hot breath while he gasps loudly and moans in excitement. Polar loves fucking his deliciously adorable fox partner. The sensation of Vulpie’s yummy fox ass makes his big cock throb with pleasure, on fire with a delectable feeling that makes him drool. Vulpie’s asshole is hot, lubricated, and so very young and tight.


  “All up in me!” Vulpie whimpers and squeezes Polar’s muscular furry side, keeping his right paw back against the wolf’s powerful body.


  “You like it?” Polar asks breathlessly.


  “Ooooohhh yeah!” Vulpie answers with a sexy effeminate moan. The sound of his voice makes Polar even hornier.


  “It feels good in there, doesn’t it?” Polar asks with a sexy growl while mating with Vulpie aggressively. He increases his speed and makes the fox boy release small sounds of pained enjoyment. As his need builds even more, Polar desires to get a better angle on Vulpie. The white furred wolf pulls up his right arm from Vulpie’s side and withdraws his very long hard cock from the fox boy’s ass. Vulpie gasps as his anus reacts to the withdrawal, contracting involuntarily.


  “Come on! Let’s get you on the table!” Polar breathes to Vulpie with a lustful voice. The big white furred wolf crawls off of his brown leather couch as Vulpie sits up and looks at him. The orange furred fox boy grins, knowing what table Polar is referring to.


  “Oh, that special piece of furniture?” Vulpie asks mischievously, and crawls off of the couch, his little erection hard. Polar puts his big wolf arms around Vulpie and drives him to the end of the couch where the black table Polar showed Vulpie earlier stands. Its special height is perfect for gay missionary sex, and the white furred wolf wastes no time in getting the orange furred fox boy on top of it. He spins him around, facing the much smaller male, and lifts him onto the table with ease.


  Vulpie coos at Polar’s strength and giggles, sitting upright on the table. The white furred wolf gives him a quick wet kiss before reaching over to the couch and picking up a sizeable green pillow. Vulpie knows what Polar wants and watches the wolf slide the pillow to the back of the table, next to the wall. The orange furred fox boy smiles and lies back on the table, resting his little head on the soft pillow. He then uses his black tipped paws to clutch his own ass invitingly for Polar as the arctic wolf stands in front of him and the table.


  Polar grins and uses his right hand to aim the head of his big wolf dick into Vulpie’s little fox anus once again, using his left paw to rub the boy’s exposed balls intimately. His wolf dick is still slick with lubrication and it slides in easily. Vulpie clutches his butt and inhales, feeling Polar penetrate him with his huge tool. Once it is part of the way inside Vulpie, Polar takes his right paw from his cock and uses it to grab Vulpie’s left leg that is hanging up in the air, by the ankle. The white furred wolf does the same with Vulpie’s right leg, grabbing its ankle with his big left paw. This position is one of the most effective for gay sex because Polar can stand and thrust his cock straight inside Vulpie’s ass at a perfect angle. Polar clutches Vulpie’s little legs powerfully and grins down at him before thrusting most of his full length and girth inside the fox boy’s ass. Vulpie’s bushy orange tail, with a hint of white fur at its bottom near his perineum, twitches from the stress of taking the wolf’s penis.


  “MMMMMnnnaaahhh!” Vulpie groans while clutching his cute butt, and squints in pain. Polar’s fat huge cock puts enormous pressure on his prostate.


  “There, that’s better!” Polar tells Vulpie with a lustful grin. “Now I’ve got it in you don’t I?”


  “Oh God yeah!” Vulpie whimpers in reply, and closes his left eye while Polar slowly starts making love to him again. The adorable little fox boy clutches his ass while the white furred wolf thrusts inside him again and again. Polar holds Vulpie’s legs firmly, enjoying having complete control over his fox partner and Vulpie has no complaints. He feels completely helpless against Polar and loves every moment.


  The orange furred fox boy breathes hard and stares up at Polar while the white furred wolf fucks him. Polar gazes down back at him with a half passionate, half lewd looking smile. Vulpie licks his lips, and grunts, pants and whimpers while taking Polar’s big dick.


  “I love you all up inside me!” Vulpie whines.


  “You like my big dick…” Polar responds lovingly while fucking Vulpie. He licks his lips in desire. His cock feels magnificent inside Vulpie’s super tight ass.


  “FEELS SO GOOD!” Vulpie whimpers. “AAAAAaaahhhhh!” The orange furred fox boy moans loudly. He clutches his butt as Polar increases his speed. The white furred wolf’s big balls bounce while he reams out the orange furred fox’s asshole. The wolf’s large penis feels wonderful inside Vulpie’s ass, and he grits his teeth, horny and needing to fuck the fox boy hard and fast. When he does, Vulpie cries out sharply but in pleasure as well as pain. “MMMMMnnnaahuuuuhhuuhhhh!” Vulpie moans with his effeminate voice and closes his eyes tightly. Polar’s huge cock up his ass puts so much pressure on his prostate that Vulpie fears he might climax at any moment. “FUCK! UNH! POLAR! You’re gonna make me CUM!” Vulpie whimpers loudly. He isn’t able to masturbate in the position, but the anal stimulation he’s getting is incredible. His little fox cock is fully erect and throbbing.


  “Yeah!” Polar growls through gritted wolf teeth, savoring making love to Vulpie. “Oh yeah! YEAH! Tight little fox ass!”


  “I’m gonna cum!” Vulpie warns while trembling and Polar can see that his partner is serious. The white furred wolf isn’t ready to blow his load yet, so he quickly pulls his big dick out of Vulpie, causing the fox boy to yelp in pain. Polar’s cock throbs in the air as he continues holding Vulpie’s legs by their ankles, watching his fox lover. Vulpie breathes frantically, and his small erection pulsates with his heart. If Polar hadn’t pulled out, he would have forced an anal orgasm on Vulpie already.


  “Damn I’m good!” Polar laughs proudly and Vulpie grins as he squints up at him.


  “Just gimme a few more seconds…” Vulpie says breathlessly and closes his eyes. The white furred wolf and orange furred fox breathe hard, sweating, for a few more moments until Vulpie opens his eyes again. “Okay!” Vulpie says mischievously and smirks. Polar doesn’t hesitate to put his big dick back inside the fox boy’s tail end; he makes Vulpie moan loudly as he squeezes it up his ass with one long hard thrust. “OH GOD!” Vulpie breathes in pleasure.


  Polar reaches for Vulpie’s legs that the fox still has raised submissively in the air, and squeezes the boy’s ankles firmly. He starts fucking Vulpie again and relishes how helpless his partner is against his might. Polar looks down into Vulpie’s adorable blue eyes with a hungry expression. Vulpie whimpers happily but also in pain.


  The white furred wolf muses silently that he always preferred to ram his endowed penis inside a gay lover more than receiving. Even though Polar adores having his own ass pounded occasionally, there is nothing quite like fucking another male into submission. He grins, sweating, and gasps in excitement. He watches how Vulpie trembles and clutches his little butt. The orange furred fox boy loves to get ass fucked as much as Polar loves to fuck his ass.


  “Do you like that? Huh? You want it?” Polar breathes down to Vulpie aggressively. Vulpie keeps his eyes half open, constantly strained by having the white furred wolf’s big cock inside him.


  “Nnnnnhhhhyeah!” Vulpie whimpers in response. He gasps with each delicious thrust from Polar. The orange furred fox’s tail twitches from the stress of the wolf violating him. Polar clenches his teeth because his cock feels so amazingly good inside Vulpie. He feels a huge pressure backing up inside his massive penis and large balls. Vulpie’s little fox asshole is so tight around his dick that Polar realizes he’s never felt sex this good with anyone but Vulpie. Vulpie’s soft and lean fox ass is the yummiest piece of tail he’s ever had.


  Unfortunately, Polar can feel the lubrication wearing off inside Vulpie’s ass. The white furred wolf growls in irritation and releases Vulpie’s right leg. The wolf pulls his fat long cock out of the fox boy and Vulpie yelps in pain as the penis leaves his asshole. Polar releases Vulpie’s left leg then turns and hurries over to the brown leather couch. Vulpie sees the wolf bend down and pick up the tube of lubrication again.


  Polar squirts a plentiful amount of lubrication on his throbbing erect cock and quickly works it all over his tool while walking back to Vulpie. He drops the lubricant on the carpet and grabs Vulpie’s right leg with his left paw, that the fox still keeps submissively up in the air. The white furred wolf uses his right paw to aim his fat cock inside Vulpie’s asshole, and then grabs the fox boy’s left ankle. Polar grabs and holds Vulpie’s ankles tightly, just as before, and penetrates the fox boy with his full massive erection once again. The added lubricant makes the extremely tight squeeze much easier.


  “That’s the spot!” Vulpie whines as he feels Polar thrust inside his ass. The wolf’s big cock puts immense pressure on the fox’s prostate. Polar fucks him just as fast as before, and the orange furred fox boy licks his lips and moans effeminately. He looks up into Polar’s blue wolf eyes. Polar looks down at Vulpie with a predator’s grin and Vulpie grins up at Polar submissively. “SO GOOD!” Vulpie says with a super cute whine, using his unique voice to tantalize Polar even more.


  “You want this cock?” Polar taunts while breathing hard.


  “Mmmm! Mmmnnnnnyeeeeahh!” Vulpie moans with a bestirred breath. The fox boy’s asshole is swollen with stress, but the sex feels amazing. Polar moves his feet a bit and forces his cock inside Vulpie with furious repetitive thrusts. He fucks the fox boy as hard as he can, seeing that Vulpie can take it.


  “Is this what you want?” Polar growls in pleasure.


  “FUCK YEAH! YEAH! FUCK ME GOOD MR. POLAR!!!” Vulpie whimpers in reply. Vulpie is deliciously resilient to having his ass invaded, and Polar enjoys it to no end. He gets to thrust his big hard wolf penis up the fox boy’s tender rectum with no restraint. The size difference between the orange furred fox and white furred wolf makes anal sex from Polar to Vulpie amazingly fierce.


  “Fuck I can’t believe you can take all of me!” Polar breathes while pounding Vulpie’s ass. “Oh my god! Oh my GOD!” The white furred wolf howls, squinting in pleasure. He closes his eyes and enjoys the tight sensation of Vulpie’s asshole, wishing it would never end.


  “I’m GONNA... GONNA!” Vulpie whines and his eyes brim with tears of exertion. The fox boy’s prostate surges with excitement. Polar’s relentless penetration has forced the fox boy to cum and Polar can feel it before it happens. Vulpie’s fox ass tightens up involuntarily. “GONNA!” Vulpie moans effeminately, and suddenly, his hard little fox cock jumps again and again as he ejaculates back onto himself. The orange furred fox boy cums on his lean furry belly with several plentiful waves of semen despite the small size of his penis. Each wonderful blast of cum explodes with pleasure that Vulpie can feel throughout his entire tail end, all the way back to Polar’s huge cock up his ass against his prostate.


  Vulpie cums so hard that it hurts. He closes his eyes tightly and yells with his cute voice while Polar keeps fucking him. Polar watches proudly, with his big wolf tongue hanging from his mouth. He watches and feels the power of his big tool inside Vulpie, making the boy cum like a fountain.


  “Cum Foxy!” Polar growls down to Vulpie erotically. “Oh yeah! Look at him squirt!”


  “AAAAAAAAaaaaahhhhhh!” Vulpie moans loudly as his orgasm finally ends and his little penis stops jumping involuntarily. There is no more semen for the little fox to release, yet the pressure is still there thanks to Polar’s big cock inside him.


  “Did you like that?” Polar asks while fucking Vulpie with a smug grin.


  “Ooooohhhhh! Oh! Ooooohhh… Unnnnuuuhuuuuh…” Vulpie groans in delirious pleasure. Polar is happy to see his fox partner climax. Now the wolf can cum any time he wants. The orange furred fox boy lies still, reeling from his orgasm and the persistent feeling of Polar fucking him. Vulpie looks up and sees the hunger in Polar’s blue eyes. His much bigger partner needs to cum and Vulpie thinks of how he could please the white furred wolf best. “You wanna cum in me or on me?” Vulpie asks mischievously and breathlessly.


  Polar looks down at Vulpie while he continues fucking the impishly beautiful fox boy. The white furred wolf thinks over the suggestion of his lover, and his decision making is governed by the need to ejaculate. The endlessly cute look on Vulpie’s face drives him to be honest.


  “On you.” Polar breathes and Vulpie grins.


  “You gotta big load for me?” Vulpie asks with a sexy effeminate moan. “Come on, pull out baby!” Vulpie suggests with a grin. Polar lets go of the fox boy’s ankles and steps back, pulling his big dick from the fox boy’s ass. Vulpie winces and giggles, biting his lip with a clever look. Polar stands with his erection throbbing, allowing Vulpie to sit up and then crawl off of the black table. Vulpie smiles up at Polar while the wolf strokes his big erect cock, and goes down on his knees in front of him.


  Vulpie sits on his knees and places his little paws and arms on top of them submissively, smiling up at his wolf lover. Vulpie licks his lips and waits for Polar to do what he wants. Polar masturbates, stroking his massive wolf cock, and aims it directly in front of Vulpie’s face. Vulpie looks up at Polar and watches him feverishly jerk off. Polar gasps for air and dominantly widens his stance, aiming the head of his fat cock right at Vulpie’s smiling face.


  “Blow it in my face!” Vulpie taunts while Polar masturbates with his teeth gritted. The tall white furred wolf’s cock and balls are filled with massive pressure; the load of semen inside his big penis is so plentiful that some of it over flows out of his tool effusively before he finally ejaculates.


  Suddenly, Polar’s masturbating brings him to a hard climax, and the dripping pre-cum escaping his cock turns into a messy explosion. The white furred wolf howls as he feels the reservoir of cum inside his cock blast free. The spooge filled sensation is mind blowing. Polar cums a thick messy blast of hot semen onto Vulpie’s face, while watching with satisfaction, and growls in pleasure as he quickly ejaculates another sticky wave. In a matter of moments, Polar cums a huge amount of musky semen all over Vulpie’s adorable smiling face; His cum messily covers up the fox boy’s eyes, nose, and practically his entire muzzle by the time he is finished ejaculating.


  The feeling of release and orgasm is incredible for Polar and he squints in ecstasy, looking down at Vulpie’s semen stained face proudly. He keeps stroking his cock, working out residual drops of his seed, but his giant load has been delivered and Vulpie shamelessly received it. The white furred wolf stares down at the sticky masterpiece he just unloaded onto Vulpie’s face and the fox boy smiles up at him patiently. He lets Polar get a good long look at his cum stained achievement before he opens his mouth and starts licking the side of his fox jaw, raking in the globby droplets of wolf cum.


  Vulpie moves his tongue around and licks up as much of Polar’s messy and musky cum as he can. Polar watches in a daze, excited to see Vulpie eating his seed. The fox boy raises his little paws and puts them on his face, smearing the messy cum in his facial fur and paws, and then licks his furry fingers clean. Vulpie continues this over and over, licking up the thick congealed semen strings Polar ejaculated onto his face. Polar watches with fascinated satisfaction.


  Vulpie smacks his lips and sucks on his fingers mischievously, tasting and consuming Polar’s cum with enthusiasm. He uses both of his paws to wipe his face and then licks his furry hands clean, eating more of Polar’s ejaculate. Polar continues to watch and grins, seeing Vulpie systematically clean the giant load of wet cum from his face. Vulpie’s white furred muzzle, in contrast to the rest of his orange furred head, is sticky with seed. Vulpie’s facial fur is completely matted with wolf cum. Polar’s ejaculate slowly soaks into Vulpie’s facial fur, leaving the fox boy with a comical and ruined looking appearance.


  “Let me get some tissues.” Polar says with a grin and walks over to the box beside the couch. He leans down to it and retrieves the supply he always keeps. Then he walks back to Vulpie, who slowly stands up and swishes his fox tail playfully.


  “Damn Polar! What did you eat?” Vulpie says and Polar laughs loudly.


  “I took a few vitamins, l- lysine and zinc… Everything a man needs to blow.” The white furred wolf responds with a naughty voice.


  “Man you cum a lot!” Vulpie comments while Polar hands him the tissues. Polar watches Vulpie wipe his face clean with a loving smile.


  “That was incredible!” Polar tells Vulpie warmly.


  “The pleasure was all mine Mr. Polar!” Vulpie giggles while Polar wraps his arms around the lean orange furred fox boy. The white furred wolf embraces him and smiles down into his adorable blue eyes.


  “By the way… I’ve been meaning to thank you.” Polar says.


  “For what?” Vulpie asks with his effeminate voice.


  “For watching your diet...” Polar tells the orange furred fox with a playful grin. “I don’t know a better way to say this, but, you’re the cleanest lover I’ve ever had…”


  “That’s why I don’t eat!” Vulpie answers with a giggle. “I like it under the tail waaaaay too much!” Polar chuckles at Vulpie’s response and grins down at him. He releases the fox from his hug and points briefly at the boy’s face.


  “You’ve got a spot there.” Polar tells Vulpie, referring to his matted facial fur.


  “Where?” Vulpie asks with a huge grin.


  “Everywhere!” Polar laughs and Vulpie bites his lip, delighted. “Let’s head upstairs and take a bath. Do you want to take a bath?” Polar offers.


  “Oh, I’m up for anything that will keep you naked!” Vulpie giggles. Polar walks around the couch, heading back towards the pool table on his left and the stairs leading up in front of him and Vulpie begins to follow the wolf. But as soon as he starts walking, the fox has to slow his pace because of the burning pain he feels inside his ass. Vulpie reaches back and puts his right paw on his butt, squinting at its soreness and Polar notices just as he is about to climb the stairs. The white furred wolf looks back at Vulpie and grins.


  “Do you need me to carry you?” Polar asks in amusement.


  “You’re a pain in the ass Polar!” Vulpie responds mischievously and takes a few steps. The cute fox boy walks around the couch slowly, wincing as he goes. “Oh man, talk about an asstretchaganza!”


  “A what?” Polar replies while turning and facing Vulpie with a smirk.


  “What, you’ve never heard that one?” Vulpie asks while limping towards the white furred wolf.


  “An ass stretch extravaganza!” Polar tells Vulpie and starts laughing. “That’s funny! Where do you come up with this stuff?”


  “It’s okay! Tonight’s my Glad Ass Night!” Vulpie responds and grins impishly.


  “What’s that one mean?”


  “I’m glad I got my ass reamed out tonight!” Vulpie answers and smiles adorably.


  “You are a naughty boy, Vulpie!” Polar chuckles with a proud grin. The white furred wolf licks his lips. “Here, I’ll carry you.” Polar walks to Vulpie and reaches down, putting his big arms around the fox boy. He lifts Vulpie with ease, wrapping his paws under his lover’s lean little body. Vulpie reaches out and wraps his left arm around Polar’s neck while the wolf holds him. He kisses the right side of Polar’s wolf muzzle, causing Polar to smile while he carries him.


  Polar carries Vulpie upstairs from the basement, and then across the den, making a right to the stairs leading up to the second floor of his house. The white furred wolf walks up them with Vulpie in his arms without as much as a hint of effort. Polar carries Vulpie into the bedroom and then through the doorway leading inside its private bathroom.


  Polar and Vulpie have already showered together many times but haven’t taken a bath in the large tub. The white furred wolf sits Vulpie down on the carpet in the middle of the large expensive bathroom and Vulpie breathes in relaxation.


  “It’s so beautiful in here! You must have been rich before you met me.” Vulpie tells Polar while the nude white furred wolf heads over to the bath tub, sliding back the clean glass shower door. Polar turns on the water and adjusts its temperature while the faucet fills up the bath tub.


  “It cost a few thousand to finish. Thank you.” Polar responds and stands up, next to the bathtub, looking at Vulpie while the naked orange furred fox explores the bathroom.


  Old Memories


  Vulpie is not happy about Visiting Faith Henrenson’s office. He has to make his appearance Monday, after a full day of work at the CTGD. He is forced by Blacktail, under the President’s suggestion, to go to the psychologist’s office on the second floor of an expensive building in Sufias city. He is so agitated that he cannot sit. He’s paced relentlessly for the past five minutes after Blacktail saw him to the door and he entered with irritation. Henrenson shut the door, giving him privacy with Vulpie in his impressively decorated office, and has observed Vulpie silently. The psychologist stayed at the door for a while and then walked to the middle of the room while watching the fox boy. The psychologist observes Vulpie with his yellow wolf eyes, watching the orange furred fox boy intentionally avoid eye contact and any communication with him.


  Henrenson remains standing next to the chair he intended on using for the session. He can see that Vulpie is going to be extremely difficult to handle and the gray wolf knows that it is necessary for him to stay on the fox’s mental level. He can’t sit until Vulpie sits, and he expects that the fox boy will walk around the office for a long time, possibly even the entire hour and a half long session.


  “Are you curious about my books?” Henrenson asks while Vulpie stares at one of the many shelves. The fox boy doesn’t reply. Instead he just walks past the book shelf to another one, eying the titles as if he can discredit them all on sight.


  “What a bunch of crap. You read this garbage?” Vulpie asks Henrenson with a snort. “The mind and sex… Matters of the sexual soul and psychological being… Man, you’re a perv.” Vulpie snorts with his effeminate voice.


  “If you don’t like them, why are you looking at them?” Henrenson inquires.


  “Anything’s better than talking to you, you piece of shit.” Vulpie responds without turning around. Henrenson expected this might happen.


  “You can’t address me that way, Vulpie.” Henrenson warns. “If we’re going to help you with therapy, there has to be a level of respect between us.”


  “But I don’t respect you.” Vulpie says and turns around with a hateful look on his cute fox face. “I’ve got you figured out. You can’t help me with anything, unless you want to refer me to someone else.” The orange furred fox boy growls.


  “What am I, then?” Henrenson asks with a calm voice. The gray wolf peers at Vulpie from the middle of the room with a patient but focused expression.


  “Get me to talk, righty right?” Vulpie says and giggles in disgust. “You think I don’t know your game?”


  “I know you’re very clever, Vulpie.” Henrenson responds. The gray wolf blinks slowly, in control of his emotions at every moment.


  “Yeah, you know. You always gotta act like you know something I don’t.” Vulpie responds and walks from the bookshelves in Henrenson’s beautiful therapy office to a nearby table. A glass chess set depicting wolf and fox figurines shimmers in the well lit comfortable room. The fox boy looks down at it and swishes his tail once. “But it’s just an act. Blah, blah, blah. You guys get paid to sit and talk. What a waste of time.”


  “How do you know? You’re not willing to give me a chance.” Henrenson tells Vulpie with a controlled voice.


  “I know… Captain Sassy Pants.” Vulpie says and grins at Henrenson mockingly. “So do you know that you’re gay?”


  “I’m not. I have a little boy and a girl pup.” Faith Henrenson quickly responds.


  “Nice cover.” Vulpie replies with a devious smile. “Yeah, you’re a closet case all right. I can see it all over you. You can’t wait to hear about me because that’s all it is. You just want to be a homo but can’t admit it.”


  “Not true.” Henrenson responds emotionlessly. After waiting a bit, he smiles slowly. “And you’re very mischievous by trying to put me off with that.”


  “Flattery won’t get you anywhere.” Vulpie quickly replies and rolls his eyes. “You knew I’d get around to it.”


  “I suspected you might.” Henrenson responds.


  “You told Polar to kill me!” Vulpie suddenly yells and clenches his fists, instantly turning hostile. Henrenson stands his ground and the much bigger wolf looks down at the angry orange furred fox boy with focused eyes.


  “Yes.” Henrenson replies and Vulpie clenches his teeth.


  “You fucking bastard! How dare you force me into therapy?” Vulpie snarls.


  “I suggested it because I knew Polar could get close to you and there was no other way to stop you. You understand that, don’t you Vulpie?” Henrenson asks.


  “There’s no excuse for that! Real psychologists don’t suggest murdering someone!”


  “I wanted to save the world from you and you were a serious threat, weren’t you Vulpie?” Henrenson asks the orange furred fox boy. Vulpie glares at the gray wolf with his cute blue eyes. “Weren’t you?” Henrenson repeats calmly.


  “You’re not going to take Polar from me!” Vulpie hisses.


  “Wait a minute. Who said I wanted to?” Henrenson inquires.


  “I can see it in your eyes! You’re one of those super religious Deivaists and you hate homosexuals! You think we’re all sinners and that the best thing for me would be to pretend I’m a good little fox boy, go to church, and marry some girl that doesn’t turn me on!”


  “I am religious, once a week. I go to church with my family, but it’s not fair to judge me without knowing more about me, is it Vulpie?” Henrenson asks.


  “Yeah, it is. It’s fair.” Vulpie replies and rolls his eyes. “This is so idiotic. I’m going to waste an hour and a half of my life every day with you? Screw this, man. You’re not going to get anything from me.”


  “Vulpie, if you don’t cooperate I can’t help you and I’ll have to tell the President that.” Henrenson responds and Vulpie growls.


  “I DON’T NEED HELP!” Vulpie snaps fiercely and the fox boy clenches his fists angrily. “Why can’t you just leave me alone?”


  “Listen to yourself.” Henrenson responds. “You launched a cyber terrorist attack on the entire universe and are upset because the President, who is giving you a chance to redeem yourself, is forcing you to endure a little therapy?”


  “There isn’t any little therapy. You think I’m stupid?” Vulpie responds. “You’ll keep chipping away at me until you hear the stuff you want.”


  “What do you think I want?” Henrenson asks calmly.


  “You want me to boo hoo and tell you about my bad old past. Fuck it, mister.” Vulpie says with an icy voice. “I’m not about whining.”


  “Because you’re Evil Vulpie, right?” Henrenson asks quietly.


  “That’s right!” Vulpie replies defiantly. The little orange furred fox boy feels very threatened but appears gleefully excited. Vulpie smiles at Henrenson mischievously and the gray wolf observes the fox boy carefully. He watches Vulpie and a long moment of silence passes between them that Vulpie makes use of. The fox boy keeps walking around the office, pacing on and on in an attempt to expire the therapy session’s minutes.


  “I think what you did was as amazing as it was wrong.” Henrenson tells Vulpie while the fox walks past the gray wolf’s large and long wooden desk.


  “Blah blah blah.” Vulpie replies without looking at him.


  “It’s true. I’m very impressed. I’m fascinated by you, and it isn’t a romantic attachment as you suggested.”


  “Whoops! You brought it up again! When are you gonna ask me out?” Vulpie asks mockingly and giggles quietly while he walks past Henrenson’s desk.


  “I’m interested in that lightning fast mind of yours.” Henrenson tells Vulpie and shifts his feet as he stands, watching Vulpie pass the doorway, making a full circle around the room. “If you don’t want to talk about the eight hundred pound Lulpra in the room, you can tell me about your work at the CTGD. How was work there, today?”


  “You sound like an infomercial.” Vulpie responds and smirks at Henrenson with a quick glance. “Is that how you think you’re going to get inside my head? You’re gonna act all cool and detached, huh?” Vulpie says and then widens his eyes with a cheeky grin. “Oh I know! I bet you’ll try and act like the strong and silent type, like Mr. Polar! Yeah! But you’ll epic fail because you’re half the man you should be! Or at least, you’re a three dollar bill from change of ten bucks!”


  “Oh, another gay reference. That’s clever.” Henrenson says to Vulpie and smiles calmly.


  “DUUUUHHhhhh…” Vulpie responds and rolls his eyes again.


  “Are you trying to wear my carpet out? What’s with the pacing? Come and sit down.” Henrenson tells Vulpie. At this, Vulpie turns and cavorts about wildly. He hops over to the soft leather recliner that sits across from Henrenson’s, and jumps into it playfully. Vulpie crawls and positions himself in the recliner as if he’s preparing to sleep, releasing a cute breath when he stops moving.


  Henrenson slowly sits down in his own recliner that faces Vulpie’s by a distance of six and a half feet. The gray furred wolf touches his glasses that reside on top of his wolf muzzle under his eyes and positions them so he can see better. He stares at Vulpie with an emotionless expression and Vulpie stares back with an extremely bored look.


  “At least this chair is comfortable…” Vulpie says with his effeminate voice. “I bet it feels great when you’re naked!” The orange furred fox comments and raises his eyebrows slyly at Henrenson, who leans a bit to the right, resting his elbow on the recliner’s arm. The gray furred wolf has a clipboard with some papers attached to it in his left paw, and keeps his black ink pen in his right paw. The wolf leans his head against his right fist, propping his face up thanks to his elbow, as he watches Vulpie.


  “Why do you do that?” Henrenson asks. Vulpie grins at him before looking around, as if the room were suddenly interesting. “What’s with the constant gay stuff?”


  “I dunno… You’re the psychologist…” Vulpie answers, imitating Henrenson with a mocking voice.


  “What’s the point? We know you’re gay. Do you want me to be gay?” Henrenson inquires. “Animals that are gay shouldn’t have to talk about it constantly.”


  “Well how would you know, Captain Sassy Pants?” Vulpie replies with his effeminate voice.


  “I’ve worked with many gay animals, men and women from different species and you’re the only one that flaunts it moment to moment.”


  “I’m hungry… Is there any good place to eat around here? I should go grab a big piece of meat and swallow it…” Vulpie responds and Henrenson gestures with his left paw.


  “Again.” The gray wolf comments. “You’re mocking me, but that’s your first choice. There are plenty of other ways to make fun of me. I’m not perfect by any means.” Henrenson says and smiles.


  “Aw, you’re so sweet…” Vulpie responds and makes an adorable face.


  “Come on Vulpie, we know how sly you are. Why don’t you come up with some better insults?” Henrenson taunts.


  “You wanna trash talk?” Vulpie replies and giggles. “Oh man, you suck as a psychologist!”


  “I don’t think you’re gay.” Henrenson responds and Vulpie widens his eyes, grinning.


  “Reeeeeeaaaaaaly!” Vulpie says and laughs effeminately. Henrenson remains silent, letting his comment linger. “Well I think you ARE gay!” Vulpie replies and sticks his tongue out at Henrenson. “You’re so cute, and look how you dress! Oh my god! You’ve got the queer eye and I’m not lyin!” Vulpie tells Henrenson with a very mischievous voice.


  “You’re not gay.” Henrenson says calmly. Vulpie frowns at him playfully.


  “Umm… Yeah, this ain’t gonna work on me.” Vulpie responds and laughs. “I’m a little too fast for that to catch on. See! If I was worried about it, I would have been all like, WHOA! I didn’t think that was even possible!”


  “Well, we’re just toying with each other. That’s my insult for all of yours.” Henrenson responds. “I think you actually like girls too.”


  “Mmmm…” Vulpie says and smirks. “Oh yeah, I’m a chick magnet!” The orange furred fox boy says effeminately and moves his right paw with a fabulous swing. “What girl wouldn’t want a piece of the man that I am?” Henrenson remains quiet once again. He just stares at Vulpie with his yellow wolf eyes. “PLEASE, don’t tell me that’s all you got? Damn, I’m fucking bored!” The orange furred fox boy smiles at Henrenson.


  “So do you remember your home town? Surely they told you where it was at the orphanage?” Henrenson asks.


  “Aw come on doc! Haven’t you ever heard about dating? You gotta work on me here, before I tell ya the good stuff! I don’t put out that easily…” Vulpie says and grins mischievously while holding his right paw against his mouth in amusement. “Or do I?”


  “Okay, what would you like to talk about?” Henrenson asks.


  “Video games, sex, booze, sex, hacking, owning, sex and sex!” Vulpie replies and laughs again. He keeps laughing for a long while, amusing himself to no end. Henrenson watches him, smiling silently. “I wanna talk about, um…” Vulpie says while grinning. “The political climate regarding my exposure to the world!” The fox boy says and makes a comical face.


  “Well, we’ve wasted a lot of time here. When are you going to stop clowning around, Vulpie?” Henrenson asks.


  “As soon as you realize this is a waste of time?” Vulpie asks innocently.


  “You have to give me some substance, Vulpie.” Henrenson tells the orange furred fox boy. “Look, I’ll report to the president that things are going well and there won’t be any problems, as long as you tell me something worthwhile each session. Okay?”


  “Define… Worthwhile…” Vulpie responds, looking extremely bored.


  “You know something that is important.” The gray furred wolf responds. “Not a bunch of random thoughts, but something about yourself that I can write down and show that you’re cooperating. You do want to cooperate, right?” Henrenson asks with an authoritative look.


  “Yes, sir!” Vulpie replies and salutes Henrenson with his right paw mockingly. “All sailors on deck! We got a spill that needs to be licked up!” Vulpie says and laughs again, squinting in entertainment.


  “That’s disgusting. Why did you say that?” Henrenson asks Vulpie.


  “I’m just fuckin with ya, dummy!” Vulpie replies and giggles.


  “Do you make Polar happy with that mouth?” Henrenson asks with an emotionless expression and Vulpie stiffens immediately. The orange furred fox boy looks at Henrenson with an infuriated glare.


  “Don’t even go there, mother fucker!” Vulpie warns.


  “Or what?” Henrenson asks calmly. “What, Vulpie? You’ll… What?”


  “God I hate you…” Vulpie responds and sneers in disgust. The orange furred fox boy looks away and shakes his head.


  “You went from zero miles an hour to the sound barrier, instantly…” Henrenson tells Vulpie.


  “That’s right!” Vulpie says and glares at Henrenson with a very hostile face. “Don’t talk about Polar! You got it? You’re not going there, buddy!”


  “Well he’s a huge part of your life. How can we not?” Henrenson asks.


  “You just insulted him!” Vulpie snaps.


  “No I didn’t. I insulted you, which didn’t seem to infuriate you as much as the concept of hurting him.” Henrenson replies and Vulpie giggles, quickly returning to his playful blithe behavior.


  “Oh Captain Sassy Pants! You’re so sassy!” Vulpie says and grins.


  “Why didn’t you get angry because of what I said about you?” Henrenson asks. The gray furred wolf licks his lips. “Your first reaction was to protect Polar.”


  “Yeah, well, I love him! You know that!” Vulpie snaps and slumps in his chair in frustration. The cute fox boy squirms until he feels comfortable and sighs loudly. “God this is stupid…” Vulpie complains.


  “Okay.” Henrenson says and sits up in his chair. “I want to establish trust between us, and one of the ways I like to do that is by sharing some things about myself. So I’ll tell you some of my history.” The gray furred wolf offers and Vulpie snaps to attention in his seat with a smirk.


  “Don’t bother! I already know where you live!” Vulpie says and smiles. Henrenson freezes and stares at the orange furred fox boy that grins at him impishly. “You have two children. Your daughter is nine and your son is twelve. You do all of your banking at Sufias Central, and your mother lives in a retirement home up in Dearton county.” Vulpie explains and Henrenson’s fur stands on end, but he doesn’t show any emotion. “It’s a pretty nice joint, but I dunno if your mom likes being all alone out there. Do you visit her much?” Vulpie asks with a huge insidious grin.


  “I assume you found all of that after my introduction at the GBI?”


  “Yep! Yep! Yep!” Vulpie replies with his super mischievous demeanor, now looking threatening in light of the new information. “Lucky for you I was nice and ignored that stuff. So don’t bother with telling me about your hometown.”


  “I admit you surprised me with that.” Henrenson says and the gray wolf licks his big tongue across his teeth inside his jaw.


  “Scared ya didn’t I?” Vulpie asks gleefully and winks at Henrenson.


  “But you wouldn’t hurt anyone I know because you’ve turned over a new leaf, right Vulpie?” Henrenson says and smiles aggressively.


  “Yeah huh!” Vulpie says and giggles. “Of course not!”


  “You know a lot about me, it seems, but I know a lot about you too, Vulpie.” Henrenson tells the orange furred fox boy. “You may have erased your social security number and many of the other files kept on you, but not all of them kept by the Clarence Fenrir Orphanage.” The gray furred wolf says with his yellow eyes focused on the fox. “I’ve seen the videos recorded of you when they first brought you in, all the way up to the day Vander Clishaw adopted you. I also have all of Vander Clishaw’s home movies that were confiscated after social services took you back from him. Also, I’ve seen all of the quarterly films required by the government that the boarding house for children with severe psychological trauma had to produce on you, after you were rescued from Clishaw.” Henrenson elaborates while Vulpie stares at him silently. The orange furred fox isn’t smiling anymore.


  “So.” Vulpie whispers.


  “So… I may be able to help you cope in ways others can’t, because I’ve studied you.”


  “Phew. Whatever. Thanks but no thanks. Let’s just talk about some ink blots or something.” Vulpie replies with his effeminate voice.


  Vulpie’s second day in therapy comes after a busy Tuesday. The orange furred fox is very tired after a stressful day with Howlstead and Druward pushing him further every time he gets ahead on the creation of Arctic.net. The fox boy’s team of tech experts do their best, but they struggle to understand Vulpie’s genius, and slow him down, as he has to explain what he is doing over and over again.


  Vulpie doesn’t share any of this with Henrenson as he sits in the patient recliner across from the gray furred wolf. Henrenson has spoken to Vulpie a few times already, but so far, Vulpie has remained defiantly silent. He avoids eye contact and chews on his right paw’s claws to pass the time. Eventually Henrenson tries to draw him into conversation again.


  “It must be difficult having to show the others how you program, or hack, if you like.” Henrenson comments and Vulpie looks to him with his eyes half open. The orange furred fox boy doesn’t stop chewing on his claws and returns an annoyed expression. “Is it?” Vulpie pulls his fox teeth away from his right paw and sighs loudly.


  “Yes!” Vulpie says in irritation. “It’s very annoying… Like something else…”


  “It’s not enough to be a genius. You have to be able to explain and share it with others.” Henrenson muses and Vulpie rolls his eyes at the comment.


  “Okay master…” Vulpie responds with an irreverent tone.


  “Come on Vulpie; work with me here.” Henrenson responds and takes a deep breath. The gray furred wolf waits with his clipboard and paper in his lap. He toys with the black ink pen in his right paw while staring at the orange furred fox boy. “We’re going to be in here for an hour and a half. Isn’t there something you’d like to talk about?”


  “Yeah, a way to get out of this.” Vulpie responds and yawns adorably. The cute fox boy looks to Henrenson with a bored expression.


  “Well… I’d rather not do it this way, but I could get us talking by discussing what I saw on the tapes from your childhood.” Henrenson says.


  “Go ahead. I don’t care what you do.” Vulpie replies.


  “Vulpie, I’m here to help you. I’m not the enemy.” Henrenson tells the fox boy with a friendly voice. “The first rule of therapy is to do no harm to the patient. My goal is to make your life better if I can. That’s it. Why are you so afraid of talking?”


  “I’m not afraid!” Vulpie growls loudly. “This is just stupid. Therapy is bullshit! It never works and it can’t help me, and I don’t even need any damn help to begin with!”


  “How do you know it won’t work if you never try?” Henrenson asks.


  “Because I’m smart.” Vulpie replies and licks his fox lips. “Do you think I got where I am by whining like a little bitch? No! I don’t waste my time moping around. I get out there and live my life!”


  “That’s good, and it’s what you should do, but there are demons in your past that still trouble you, aren’t there? It isn’t healthy to bottle up traumatic events. You’d be surprised how good it can feel to tell someone. And my job is not only to listen, but to encourage you.”


  “Great speech. What, is that the line you use to get all of your suckers?” Vulpie asks.


  “Alright then, answer me this.” Henrenson says and licks his wolf lips. “If Polar were sitting here with us now, what do you think he would tell you to do?”


  “Didn’t see that one coming. No, not at all…” Vulpie replies mockingly.


  “What would he suggest?” Henrenson inquires.


  “I wouldn’t talk because he doesn’t need to hear about that stuff.” Vulpie responds.


  “He cares about you. I saw on the news that you two suggested you might try to get married, despite it being a legal nightmare. If anyone ought to know, he should.”


  “Then nobody ought to know.” Vulpie replies and sighs.


  “You’ll never talk to him about your past?” Henrenson asks.


  “Of course I will, but only if we’re ready.”


  “Does that mean you’ll hide some things from him? Would you do that?”


  “That’s a joke!” Vulpie says and laughs in irritation. “Like any relationship would last if everybody was completely honest with each other… Man, I’m surprised you’re even married!”


  “Trust and honesty is what marriage is all about.” Henrenson responds.


  “Polar doesn’t need to hear those things…” Vulpie says quietly. “It would only make him upset.”


  “What things are too impossible for your lover to understand?” Henrenson asks.


  “It’s not that he wouldn’t understand them, you big idiot!” Vulpie growls in annoyance. “It’s that it would ruin everything we have because it would be in the back of his mind all of the time.”


  “What could ruin everything?” Henrenson asks.


  “I told you I’m not going to talk about it so stop asking.” Vulpie responds while staring at Henrenson defiantly.


  “Telling me doesn’t mean that you’re telling polar.” Henrenson responds. “The Sufias Psychological Association created the “right of privilege rule,” to ensure that. Do you know what that is, Vulpie?” Henrenson asks.


  “Something about you not being able to tell anyone about what we talk about.” Vulpie responds.


  “That’s correct. The right of privilege law decrees it illegal for me to release any of your confidential information unless you sign an ROI form. That stands for release of information. The only time a psychologist can release confidential information without that form is when child abuse is suspected or the patient is a present threat to himself or another animal.”


  “Got ya.” Vulpie replies quietly. Henrenson licks his lips and looks over the resistant orange furred fox boy.


  “So I’m leveling with you…” Henrenson says and pauses for a moment. “And, since you are being forced to take therapy by the government, even if my records were subpoenaed, they couldn’t be used in court because you would be considered under duress. Do you understand?”


  “Yep.” Vulpie responds and pulls his orange bushy tail up to his right side as he slouches in the patient recliner. The fox boy plays with it in boredom.


  “We talked briefly about why you launched your computer takeover yesterday. What do you want to talk about today, Vulpie?”


  “Nothing. Please, just… I don’t want to talk.” Vulpie responds, looking bereft. A silence fills the room and Henrenson waits. Three minutes pass before the gray wolf psychologist speaks up again.


  “You’re in a safe environment. Just share something important with me. That’s all I ask.” Henrenson tells Vulpie softly. Vulpie picks at the white tipped furs at the very end of his orange haired fox tail and breathes heavily.


  “I robbed people’s bank accounts… After I left Rinwulv tech. There, is that important?” Vulpie asks while looking at Henrenson confrontationally.


  “I’d say so.” The gray furred wolf responds and perks up, happy to see that they are making a little progress. “Was that during the three years you disappeared, after you hacked the GBI mainframe?”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie replies quietly.


  “And you were using your Evil Vulpie alias?” Henrenson asks.


  “Of course, Captain Obvious...” Vulpie answers with a frown of annoyance.


  “So how much money did you take?” Henrenson inquires.


  “A lot.” Vulpie replies. The orange furred fox boy looks aside and starts playing with his tail again.


  “Where were you living? Did you use that money to rent?” Henrenson asks.


  “Yep.” Vulpie responds and sighs. “Polar knows… He said something about it when we were at the Fields Inn party. I didn’t lie to him…” Vulpie admits while staring at his cute tail.


  “I’m sure he was happy with your honesty.”


  “He was.” Vulpie whispers. “He even figured out that I bought cars with stolen cash.”


  “You did?” Henrenson asks with a thoughtful expression. “What kind? Were they sports cars?” The gray furred wolf asks and smiles. Vulpie can’t help but smirk when he answers.


  “Hell yeah!” Vulpie answers mischievously.


  “It must have been awkward at the dealerships, huh?” Henrenson asks with a playful tone.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie says and giggles while recalling his past. “I bought most of em with my fake bank account but sometimes I used wads of cash! You should have seen their faces!” The fox boy laughs while confessing to the gray furred wolf.


  “I bet it was fun to have that kind of power.” Henrenson comments.


  “Dude it was so hilarious! I tore out of there with the most expensive rides and they took the money because they were greedy and hey, numbers don’t lie, right?” Vulpie says and smirks. “Sometimes I spun out in parking lots just to wear down the tires and when they were done, I just went and traded that car in for another one!” The fox boy confesses with glee.


  “Wow.” Henrenson says and shakes his head. “It’s no wonder the government declared you the most dangerous hacker out there.”


  “And I was only sixteen, baby!” Vulpie says, almost reliving the memories while he thinks back on the fun he had.


  “Did you make your own fake ids?” Henrenson asks in fascination.


  “Phffffpht! Please! Of course! Yeah!” Vulpie replies with a big grin. “My credit score and my fake social security number said I was twenty one, but they were wondering man! Haha! Still, they let me buy and trade everywhere I went because of that money!”


  “Did you ever feel guilty about doing that over and over?” Henrenson inquires.


  “A little.” Vulpie answers with a sly face.


  “But not enough to stop.” Henrenson says and smiles with interest.


  “Would you? I mean, if you could have done all of that, wouldn’t you?” Vulpie asks.


  “It would be tempting, but I would hope not.” Henrenson responds. “Did you even know who the animals were that you were stealing from?”


  “Yeah, and I got most of it from rich fucks that make like a ton of money anyway. It was so easy.” Vulpie responds with a smile. “I shaved off a few thousand here, a few thousand there, from like, millions of accounts. Money was no problem. Now finding a hunky boyfriend… That was a toughie!” Vulpie says.


  “Is that what you spent most of your time doing?” Henrenson asks.


  “Ah, ah, ah!” Vulpie responds and waggles his right index finger at the gray wolf mischievously. “I told you one important thing today. You gotta wait if you want to hear more! That’s the deal!”


  “You’re right. But what are we going to talk about now?” Henrenson asks.


  “Do you think I’m cute?” Vulpie suddenly asks with a sly smile.


  “What do you mean?” Henrenson responds.


  “Are you attracted to me?” Vulpie inquires with a devious grin.


  “No.” Henrenson responds.


  “How do you know unless you have a little adventure?” Vulpie asks. “Right? Just like the therapy, how do you know you’re not gay unless you try it?”


  “There are plenty of ways to make a man feel good, but I don’t need to try that. It doesn’t interest me, and frankly, my sex life is none of your business Vulpie.”


  “That’s bullshit.” Vulpie replies and laughs. “Here you want to hear about my sex life and you won’t share yours!”


  “Being sexually abused isn’t a sex life.” Henrenson tells Vulpie. “That’s what happened to you.” Henrenson licks his lips. “Are you ready to talk about Clishaw?”


  “Nope! Never gonna be! I just wanted to see what you’d say!” Vulpie tells Henrenson mischievously.


  Vulpie cleverly avoids all of Henrenson’s big questions during his first week in therapy. The young fox boy keeps teasing Henrenson with one important part of his life each day, as they agreed, but never digs deep enough for the gray wolf psychologist to make progress. Henrenson comes to the conclusion that he will never get anywhere with the orange furred fox boy if he continues to allow him to win at their game. Vulpie hasn’t shown any emotional reflection since the beginning of the therapy six days ago, and on the Tuesday after their first week, Henrenson stops Vulpie while he chatters on about some music he likes.


  “We need to make a change here.” Henrenson tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy smiles.


  “Change?” Vulpie asks.


  “When I told you all I wanted was one important part of your life, I meant to imply that we talk about it in a deep way. All you’ve done during our first six meetings is dodge every question.”


  “No I haven’t; you said you only wanted to hear one important part of my life every day and I’ve been talking to you.” Vulpie responds.


  “Yes, but you’re not sharing with me, are you Vulpie?” Henrenson asks wisely. “You’re not here to talk for talking’s sake.” The gray furred wolf says and licks his lips.


  “That’s not fair! You’re breaking the rules!” Vulpie says and smirks.


  “It was my rule. We both know how clever you are. It’s time to stop playing games.”


  “Well how do you want me to talk, in another language?” Vulpie responds.


  “When we talk about your three years of hacking as Evil Vulpie, I want to know how you felt and what motivated you. When you tell me about your day working on Arctic.net, I want to hear how confident you are that it will work. Do you get me?” Henrenson asks.


  “I’ve been telling you!” Vulpie protests and Henrenson breathes heavily.


  “Vulpie, therapy is like cleaning out your car. You can vacuum the seats and the carpet, but unless you push down the seats and get rid of the trash that’s built up over the years, there is still a mess.” Henrenson explains.


  “Wow that’s a great analogy! But hey, I just sold my cars when I got bored with them, so I wouldn’t know!” Vulpie responds and giggles.


  “Enough.” Henrenson tells Vulpie authoritatively and the orange furred fox boy stiffens in his chair. He can see that the gray wolf is determined. “Stop with the jokes and talk with me, please.”


  “You’re awfully demanding for a therapist, aren’t ya?” Vulpie asks with irritation. “I thought you guys were supposed to let me talk about what I wanted.”


  “You’re too smart for that. You’re deliberately wasting time.” Henrenson responds and Vulpie looks over the gray wolf with a curious face, as if trying to think of a way to trick him.


  “Thanks for the compliments, Doc, but I don’t think you should rush me.” Vulpie tells him and smiles. “One of the general rules of therapy, as listed by your Sufias Psychological Association, is patient relations, and I quote…” Vulpie says mischievously. “As far as harassment goes, Psychologists do not knowingly engage in behavior that is harassing or demeaning to persons with whom they interact in their work based on factors such as those persons’ age, gender, gender identity, race, ethnicity, culture, national origin, religion, sexual orientation, disability, language, or socioeconomic status.” The orange furred fox boy elaborates with a grin. “Also, the psychologist should work to avoid harm, by not knowingly engaging in behavior that is harassing or demeaning to animals with whom they interact in their work based on factors such as those persons’ age, gender, gender identity, race, ethnicity, culture, national origin, religion, sexual orientation, disability, language, or socioeconomic status. And you keep saying I’m clever, and I can tell it’s because you’re anti-vulpine. You discriminate against foxes!”


  “Wow, you memorized all of that?” Henrenson responds and grins. “But I never said anything about you being cleverly difficult because you are a fox, did I?”


  “No, but you implied it!” Vulpie replies with a smile.


  “I said YOU, as an animal, are smart… Nice try, but I haven’t harassed you by simply changing the rules of our conversations, based on what I know you’re capable of.”


  “Yes you have! You’re breaking our sacred patient and therapist bond, man!” Vulpie responds and laughs slyly.


  “And this is exactly what I’m talking about…” Henrenson tells Vulpie and sits up straight in his chair. Vulpie giggles and licks his lips slyly.


  “Oh Captain Sassy Pants; you’re so sassy!” Vulpie tells Henrenson using his effeminate cute voice. Henrenson frowns and pulls his right leg up onto his left knee as he sits in his chair. The gray furred wolf hides his irritation caused by the orange furred fox’s defiantly vague responses. “But really… You should just quit now!” Vulpie comments adorably. “You’re not gonna get anywhere; I’m just gonna keep fuckin with ya. You think this is gonna do any good? Do you think you’re gonna launch your career, or maybe it’s already been launched, because your some kinda big time psych doctor; You think you’ve got this shit all figured out. But you’re wasting time man! I mean this is an hour of my day that I could be spending at home with Polar, doing something else, but no I’ve gotta be here with Captain Sassy Pants!”


  Vulpie twists his cute face into a mocking expression and continues speaking to Henrenson while the wolf psychologist watches and waits.


  “Oh you need to tell me one important thing about your life! Oh, it’s not important enough I wanna hear something else! A bunch of bullshit is what this is. You wanna sit here and tell me, tell me the really bad stuff!” Vulpie says while imitating Henrenson. “Tell me how you…Unh oh, whatever, I wanna hear it all in graphic detail so I can go home and masturbate to it!” Vulpie tells Henrenson and quickly smiles in worry, realizing that he may have crossed the line. The orange furred fox laughs in amusement while he waits to see Henrenson’s reaction. “Oh maybe that was…Maybe I crossed the line there, but you still, you get what I’m saying right?” Henrenson listens calmly.


  “I just want to help, Vulpie.” Henrenson tells the fox boy with his smart voice. When Vulpie sees that the gray furred wolf isn’t upset, he relaxes and licks his lips. The orange furred fox boy slumps a little in his chair and stares at Henrenson.


  “I am so serious about this…” Vulpie says in frustration. “You really think that sitting in a chair and just talking about stuff is gonna make it better? All of these people you’ve had in here, yeah, they think they’re better, like you were talking about, you, you’re vacuuming out the car but you’re not getting up the bad stuff. Well you think you get the bad stuff up, but you can’t! You can’t ever get rid of it! It’s always gonna be there! Nothing you can do or say is gonna help me! If there was anything wrong, wrong with me to begin with, you can’t help! So I don’t even want to talk about it!” Vulpie elaborates with his fast paced cute voice.


  “I don’t want to be humiliated in front of you!” Vulpie continues, with his frustration at its peak. “I don’t want to share anything with you! …At all! I really…Hate you, actually! I can’t believe I’m sitting here in therapy with you, after you told Polar to kill me!” The orange furred fox boy voices with a defensive expression. “And yeah, you told me why. But, I think it’s uh, time to call bullshit on that. Oh yeah you were, you were a danger to the world and all of that… Fuck it… You just don’t like me. You never have. You, when you were, I was listening to you talkin to all of my past boyfriends and all of that stuff. You were saying, I know how you really feel. I could hear it, yeah.”


  “I was tired when the GBI brought me in; I wasn’t in the best of moods then.” Henrenson interjects.


  “Oh no, no, you were tired and all of that, yeah, bullshit. I… I know a, I know a fag hater when I see one.” Vulpie says and laughs slyly. “…And a closet case too! But, that’s another matter.” The fox boy giggles mischievously and Henrenson listens patiently. Vulpie looks him over before releasing a long and bored yawn, rubbing his attractive face with his little paws before dropping them and staring at Henrenson. “When can I go home? I mean, haven’t we been in here for an hour? Can’t you just cut it short today? This therapy session is not going very well Mr. Henrenson; if I were you, I’d go ahead and cut my losses. Just, just let me go! You know maybe we could pick up better on Wednesday and get some really good progress made!” Vulpie suggests with a cheeky grin.


  “I don’t want to humiliate you, Vulpie. Just give it a shot. If you’re right then it won’t matter, will it?” Henrenson responds. Vulpie sighs loudly at the gray furred wolf’s suggestion.


  “I told you… Already… Over and over and over and over, I’ve told you this; it doesn’t make any difference to talk about it. It won’t change it. Those things that happened to people… Whoever they are! Whatever they are, if they’re really bad, they’re never ever going to forget about them. They have to deal with them, cope with them, as you like to say, in their own way. And I’ve already dealt with mine!” Vulpie protests in irritation. “I don’t wanna; bring em up anymore, ever again. You got it? So, if you’ve got to tell the president that I’m not cooperating, then, I guess that’s, fuck it! You know? Just, I’ll end up in jail, or when I get done with this, but I’m not gonna tell ya that stuff! Ever! Not ever… Because I can’t deal with it…” Vulpie tells Henrenson defiantly.


  Henrenson sits silently in his chair. The gray furred wolf has never seen such a quick minded creature. Vulpie clearly has no interest in talking about his troubled past, and the fox boy knows that the government needs him to work on reversing Vulpie.net. Vulpie’s stubborn and excitable reactions tell him that the fox is hiding something. He isn’t sure what it is, but based on the way Vulpie defends his self-esteem, he expects it’s very bad. It hasn’t gone unnoticed to Henrenson, the way Vulpie has grown consistently more and more anxious at the possibility of just talking about any trauma he may have experienced. It’s obvious that something terrible lies hidden behind the mischievous smile of the cute fox boy.


  “No Vulpie. It hasn’t come to that yet.” Henrenson says after a pause. Vulpie’s eyes light up and he smiles.


  “Good!” Vulpie says happily.


  “I’m not going to involve President Vargas or Druward at this point. But I do need some help since you are determined to remain silent. I want Polar to be here during our next session.” Vulpie’s eyes widen when he hears Henrenson make his statement.


  “What? Screw you man, this is just what I thought! You want to mess up my personal life!” Vulpie snaps.


  “I only want him to join us because he can encourage you to open up. Remember, I’m not the enemy. My goal is to improve your life in whatever way I can. So I want Polar to be present Wednesday afternoon.” Henrenson says with finality.


  “No way!” Vulpie protests with a growl. “I know where this is headed!”


  “I’ve seen how much he means to you and you mean the world to him. You must, because I heard that Polar might be working with IGLARC to build an interspecies lobby for wolves and foxes that want to elope.”


  “You’re sick. You’re so sick!” Vulpie hisses at Henrenson. “I know you want to destroy what I have with Polar.”


  “I want him present, and it’s not negotiable.” Henrenson responds. “If you don’t ask him to join us then I will have to report a lack of progress to the president.”


  Meet Evil Vulpie


  Smith and Reese Company generates the majority of its revenue from off world mining. Though the company sells thousands of smaller products in various markets, its shipments that arrive from Planet Veida are what keeps the corporation afloat. The recent computer blockade thanks to Vulpie.net prevented Smith and Reese from loading up and transporting its cargo on time.


  The company’s transport ships were held at a standstill in orbit around Veida until Vulpie personally retracted the program. Afterwards, the fleet of commercial ships landed, and Smith and Reese Corporation loaded and launched its vessels back towards Sufias, the home world, with amazing speed. The physical labor employees have felt the brunt of the company’s desire to remain on schedule, and have been working twelve hour shifts until the ships landed on Sufias.


  On Wednesday, at approximately 6:27am, August the 26th of the Sufias year 2103, the cargo loaders inside Smith and Reese Co.’s landed ships encounter the world’s first artificial intelligence in physical form. A gray wolf named Benjamin Stirrup and a brown wolf named Henry Clark discover the stowaway when they open storage container #127. The wolves unlock and open the doors to the crate to discover an incredibly strange sight.


  Inside the crate is Vulpie.net’s robotic avatar of Vulpie Vivixen, and it looks just like the real orange furred fox. As the wolves see it and stand staring in confusion, it looks at them with its glowing mechanical blue eyes.


  “Whew! Thank God! I was gettin really bored!” Evil Vulpie says and the wolves’ ears perk as the machine speaks. It uses Vulpie’s voice, and there is no difference between its effeminate tone and that of the original Vulpie.


  “What the fuck?” Henry says with dilated yellow eyes. He looks over what appears to be a cute young fox man but knows it can’t possibly be one. He and Ben may be physical laborers, but they’re not dumb. They have solid instincts thanks to their wolf heritage, and the two men know what to do rather quickly. Normally wolves wouldn’t fear standing their ground versus any threat, but they know the orange furred fox dressed in a tight blue t shirt and white jeans is really a machine.


  Henry and Ben glance at each other and start jogging at a concerned pace. They don’t run, as they are in disbelief at what they see, but the gray and brown furred wolves don’t stay to converse with the Vulpie look alike that walks out of storage crate #127. Evil Vulpie has a smile on its face and begins trotting after them playfully. The two wolves hear the heavy sounds of its footsteps and know the physics couldn’t possibly add up to a flesh and blood fox. The Evil Vulpie robot makes no mechanical sounds when it moves, and it is fluid and perfectly lifelike, but its creepy grin and eager eyes cause the men to run.


  “What’s the matter? I’m just an ittle fox!” Evil Vulpie says and Henry and Ben get to the entrance doors to the cargo bay, where they see their boss, another gray wolf. He sees and hears them coming and perks up.


  “Calvin! We’ve got to get out of here! Go! Go!” Benjamin says and waves his paw at the fellow gray wolf while he and Henry run up to him.


  “Whoa, Whoa! What the hell is going on?” Their boss responds loudly.


  “You won’t believe us, but the fucking robot of that Vulpie faggot got on the ship! It stowed away in one of the crates!” Henry exclaims.


  “WHAT?” Calvin asks with wide yellow eyes.


  “It’s true! The thing’s right behind us!” Ben says to their manager and looks backwards cautiously.


  “Whoa, whoa, whoa… You mean that robot on the news?” Calvin inquires.


  “Yes! Fucking yes, Calvin!” Henry says loudly. “The freak is chasing us!”


  “Now that’s not vewy nice is it?” Evil Vulpie says as it trots around the large storage containers inside the ship’s cargo bay. The three wolves’ eyes widen as they see it, and even though Ben and Henry have already observed it before, they still stare at it in disbelief. It looks just like the real Vulpie and doesn’t appear dangerous in the least, as it is only five foot six inches tall, but as it trots playfully, its mechanical weight thumps against the steel floor.


  “Shit…” Calvin says in shock as he watches it cavort up to them. Ben and Henry both lurch backwards but their boss can’t help but look at the thing and try to rationalize it.


  “Calvin!” Henry yells and jogs further away, and Ben follows with half as much speed.


  “Hiya, Calvin!” Evil Vulpie says and stops trotting, walking up in front of the tall gray furred wolf. The man stares down at it with squinted but focused eyes, wondering how what he is seeing can be possible. The fox boy imitation smiles up at him mischievously. Calvin winces and lurches slightly when it walks close. “So Mr. Boss Man, where are we? We’ve landed on Sufias, right?” The robot asks and Calvin stares down at it silently. Its unique effeminate voice copies Vulpie’s completely. “Yes? No?” The fox boy imposter asks.


  “We’ve landed, yes.” Calvin responds while Ben and Henry watch at a distance. “You’re that… Machine?” The gray wolf asks. “You’re a hollow fox of Vulpie, a robotic copy?”


  “I’m lookin for fun, that’s what I am!” Evil Vulpie responds cleverly and swishes its silky hollow fox tail. “How close are we to Sufias city? I can’t get a good wireless signal in this flying bucket.” Evil Vulpie says. Though it looks like the real Vulpie, something about its imitation is slightly off, giving it a creepy quirkiness.


  “We’re near Sufias city; out in Golden Grove.” Calvin responds with an anxious voice.


  “Okie dokie!” Evil Vulpie says and looks from Calvin to Benjamin and then Henry. The robot blinks, sniffs and squints, imitating a curious Vulpie look. The robotic fox looks back to Calvin and glances at Henry and Benjamin. “I gotta go now; I have a date with me! But hey, when I’m done, maybe we can hang out!” Evil Vulpie says and winks at Calvin.


  The gray furred wolf steps backward with a concerned expression. Evil Vulpie starts into a playful trot once again and Henry and Benjamin make themselves distant from the robot as it passes by. The two cargo loaders and their manager watch Evil Vulpie leave the cargo bay via the large open platform at the far end.


  “We have to report this!” Calvin says with a bewildered voice.


  Evil Vulpie leaves Smith and Reese Company’s cargo ship while humming to itself. The workers present watch with confusion as the fox boy imitation proceeds to walk off of the company property and onto the nearby busy highway. Evil Vulpie walks into one of the lanes and uses its ocular sensors to scan traffic coming from both directions. It looks to find the fastest car it can.


  The tungsten carbide shelled robot could withstand any collision with any passing vehicle, but it steps out of the lane to allow the slower cars to pass by. Commuters stare in confusion at what appears to be Vulpie, the world famous hacker. Evil Vulpie sets its eyes on a vehicle coming towards it and estimates with its perfect processor that the car will reach him in twenty seconds.


  Traffic slows and Evil Vulpie walks alongside the road as several cars stop and animals stare at it. A wolf driving a red truck slows to a crawl and eventually stops, glaring at the fox look alike. In one of the nearby cars is a group of four college students, two male wolves and two male foxes, and they gawk at Evil Vulpie as it walks by.


  “Dude! It’s Vulpie!” One of the foxes says and laughs.


  “What the fuck is he doing out here?” One of the wolf students asks his friends while they stare. Evil Vulpie continues walking, seeing the sports car it has chosen driving closer and closer. The robot sees that it is being driven by a brown furred middle aged fox business man. Evil Vulpie prances into the highway lane once again, now weaving between a few stopped cars before the sports car drives up in front of it and stops.


  “What the hell?” The owner of the yellow sports car says while gawking at Evil Vulpie’s perfect resemblance of Vulpie. The fox man keeps his paws on the steering wheel and watches Evil Vulpie walk next to the driver’s side of the car.


  “Fuckin badass ride, man!” Evil Vulpie says to the middle aged fox with a mischievous grin. “Scoot over!”


  “What?” The brown furred wolf asks with a bewildered expression. At this, Evil Vulpie reaches down with its fox designed claws and unlocks the driver’s side door.


  “What do you think you’re doing, kid? Are you out of your mind?” The fox man asks and grabs Evil Vulpie’s little but invincible right arm. The middle aged fox immediately knows something is wrong when he can’t even move the fox boy imposter’s arm. He feels the super hard metal in Evil Vulpie’s arm and knows that the Vulpie imitator is not a real fox.


  Evil Vulpie ignores the middle aged fox and unlatches the door via its inner handle. The robot yanks the door open and then grabs the middle aged fox with its left claw. The man cries out in surprise and protest as Evil Vulpie lifts and throws him out of the car. The middle aged fox lands on the pavement with a grunt and looks back, watching Evil Vulpie get inside the running car.


  “HEY! Get out of my fucking car!” The man says and gets up while Evil Vulpie makes itself comfortable in the driver’s seat. The middle aged brown fox hurries to his car and grabs Evil Vulpie’s head with his paws, and is witness to its indestructible strength once again.


  “Buddy, if you know what’s good for ya, you’ll stop that!” Evil Vulpie growls and elbows the man in the stomach. The impact from the robot’s quick hit drops the man to his knees in agony. Evil Vulpie grins to itself and then puts the car in reverse, driving as fast as possible for amusement. The robotic fox uses its direct satellite connection with its Vulpie.net code everywhere and downloads the information of its global position. The robot has what it needs in a nanosecond, and puts the car into drive.


  Evil Vulpie spins out with the yellow sports car through the median between the congested stopped lane and the one still active going in the opposite direction.


  “Woooooo hoooooo!!!” Evil Vulpie cheers while driving, grinning and using its mind map extension files to imitate what it deduces the real Vulpie would do.


  At 7:33 am, the director of the Governmental Bureau of Investigations makes a phone call to Rulef, the commander of Blacktail. At the time of the phone call, Blacktail is escorting Vulpie to the Cyber Technologies Government Division by the government sponsored mercenaries, but the convoy of four SUVs is still more than twenty minutes away.


  Vulpie is sitting between two mercenaries in the back of the very long SUV. The orange furred fox boy is wearing a particularly flamboyant pink t-shirt that hugs gently around his lean little body. Many jokes have been made about Vulpie’s choices in clothing; so the fox boy chose to match white pants with his pink shirt to send a defiantly cute message.


  Sitting to Vulpie’s right is Tiala, the powerful tigress that is consistently just as war minded as the male wolves. Despite her focused persona, she’s Vulpie’s favorite member of Blacktail. The female tigress has a slightly kinder look in her eyes at times, and Vulpie appreciates the way she doesn’t join in on mocking him for his sexual orientation.


  Tiala is certainly friendlier than the gray wolf that sits to Vulpie’s left side. The gray wolf has said little to Vulpie during their trips. Rulef sits across from Vulpie inside the spacious SUV, and stands up inside the moving vehicle as he listens to Druward on his phone. The gray furred wolf commando grabs one of the support handles at the ceiling of the SUV, walking to the chair-less center of the vehicle, and stares down at Vulpie with a focused expression. Vulpie looks up at him in confusion and waits silently while Rulef listens to Druward.


  “I’m looking at him.” Rulef responds into his phone. “No… He’s right here. We’ve never lost sight of the tracking device. I understand. Yes sir.” Rulef then turns and moves to the front of the vehicle after completing his call and snapping his phone shut. The military minded wolf speaks with the drivers with a low voice, and Vulpie perks his fox ears, trying to hear what he tells them. Tiala and the gray wolves glance to each other in confusion before Rulef turns and looks at Vulpie.


  “What is it?” Vulpie quickly asks.


  “There’s a change of plans. We’re taking you straight to the GBI.” Rulef responds.


  “Why?” The orange furred fox boy inquires.


  “Because your robot is here on Sufias; it stowed away on a transport ship from Veida to this planet.” Rulef responds and Vulpie’s blue eyes go wide. Rulef’s reply silences Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy freezes. He tenses up and looks at Rulef in disbelief. Vulpie’s heart beats quickly and his fur stands on end.


  “Oh no…” Vulpie whispers.


  “It stole a man’s car.” Rulef says. “The victim swears up and down that it flung him from his vehicle, with one arm, before driving away. Vulpie cringes when he hears what Rulef says and panics in a matter of moments. The orange furred fox boy sits up and speaks to Rulef with a terrified voice.


  “It’s coming after me!”


  “You don’t know that, right?” Rulef responds. “Druward says you don’t know what it’s up to.”


  “YES I DO!” Vulpie shouts in fear and Rulef snorts at the fox boy’s reaction.


  “Calm down!” Rulef responds sternly. “We’re changing routes and will have you at the GBI within the hour. Druward has called in heavy weaponry there in case we encounter the machine.”


  “Oh God…” Vulpie whispers in despair. The fox boy moves in his seat between Tiala and the wolf to his left nervously.


  “Can’t you turn it off?” Rulef inquires.


  “NO! It’s not my machine! Vulpie.net stole the designs I made for a robot version of myself. I made one as a joke and sent it to Polar before I turned myself in. Vulpie.net used them and built that thing!” Rulef chuckles at Vulpie’s response.


  “Sounds like bullshit to me.” Rulef tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy scowls and raises his voice.


  “I’M SERIOUS HERE!” Vulpie stresses and Rulef just looks at him with a calm expression.


  “You sure have a wild imagination.” The gray wolf to Vulpie’s left comments and Rulef chuckles in amusement.


  “What the hell else is it doing?” Vulpie asks, starting to breathe fast in terror.


  “You’re really telling it what to do, aren’t you?” Rulef asks Vulpie with a sly smile. “It’s amazing if you made that robot look just like you, but my advice is that you turn it off because Druward and the President are losing patience.”


  “Well…” Vulpie says in thought. “You have a lot of reasons not to believe me, but I’m telling the truth. Do you think I want to piss them off?”


  “I think you don’t know when to stop.” Rulef responds and the wolf to Vulpie’s left chuckles in amusement. “Are you going to sing and dance for us with your robot?” Rulef asks and the wolf guard beside Vulpie laughs.


  “I could have fired the ion canon, you know…” Vulpie reminds Rulef.


  “Right, and that’s exactly why you’re behind this prank as well, but your fucking with the wrong animals kiddo. The President pardoned you, but that only flies as long as you behave yourself.”


  “Look, stop talking down to me. You have no idea what I know.” Vulpie tells Rulef. “My Vulpie.net is in control of that robot and I can’t stop it! You can’t stop it!” Vulpie stresses in fear. “It’s coming to kill me!”


  “We’re armed with automatics in case you haven’t noticed.” Rulef tells Vulpie.


  “It’s made out of Tungsten Carbide and Carbon Nano tubes!”


  “What?” Rulef asks.


  “You can’t stop it with bullets!” Vulpie says while growing more anxious by the moment. The wolf to Vulpie’s left side chuckles again and Rulef smirks.


  “You eat this stuff up, don’t you?” Rulef asks Vulpie with an amused grin. “You love to piss people off.”


  “I’m serious here!” Vulpie says with an irritated expression that causes Rulef and the wolf to the fox boy’s left to laugh again. Vulpie reaches into his right pocket and pulls out his highly modified orange cell phone. The fox boy flips it open and feverishly begins typing something into it.


  “What are you doing?” Rulef inquires but Vulpie doesn’t answer. He keys in the code to find the anti-tank unit he knows as Mr. Big Tooth and activates it at Delanson Corporation many miles away.


  At 7:52 am, the Blacktail convoy escorting Vulpie to the GBI headquarters is proceeding on schedule, when it is assaulted by Evil Vulpie. The passengers inside Vulpie’s SUV are quiet until a yellow sports car rams the vehicle’s left side. The impact pushes the black SUV into a roadside guard rail, but the driver manages to keep the vehicle moving. Thanks to the reinforced design of the mercenary SUV, the wolf sitting to Vulpie’s left is not hurt.


  The impact happens so quickly that no one in Blacktail saw the robotic imitation of Vulpie recklessly speeding towards the convoy. The Blacktail convoy continues driving while the mechanical imitation of Vulpie rides alongside them. Rulef looks out the window while standing in the moving SUV with a military grade assault rifle in his right paw. He can’t believe what he sees as he peers out the black tinted windows of the SUV. Driving the yellow sports car is a thing that looks completely identical to the real Vulpie. It imitates Vulpie’s mischievous wild nature as it bumps into the SUV over and over playfully. The mercenaries of Blacktail are already cocking their weapons and Rulef looks over to Tiala.


  “Tiala, cover him!” Rulef orders while gesturing at Vulpie with a nod.


  “Yes sir!” Tiala replies quickly and grabs Vulpie before the fox boy has time to react to the situation. The powerful tigress reaches up with her left paw and grabs one of the handle bars on the SUV’s light brown colored ceiling. She uses her big right paw and pushes Vulpie to where she was sitting. Tiala lets go of the handle bar on the ceiling and sits down to Vulpie’s left, pressing him against the right wall of the SUV, blocking a direct line of sight from Evil Vulpie to Vulpie.


  “Stay behind me!” Tiala tells Vulpie without looking back, but the cute orange furred fox boy moves around, trying to look out of the left windows of the SUV at the robot. Tiala reaches back with her right arm to block him from moving as Rulef and the guard that used to sit next to Vulpie bash the left windows of the SUV out. Small bits of broken glass are sprayed about as Rulef and the other gray wolf position themselves next to the open windows before opening fire on Evil Vulpie. The convoy enters a tunnel, filled with yellow lighting.


  Blacktail’s assault rifles crack loudly with each shot. Some of the other SUVs in the convoy driving next to and behind Evil Vulpie shoot at the robot in the yellow sports car as well. The robotic imitation of Vulpie drives with a grin while continuing to ram the SUV escorting Vulpie while being shot. The onslaught of bullets hit the machine that looks like Vulpie over and over, making loud thumps on impact, but there is no reaction from Evil Vulpie. It laughs at them while they continue to fire, blasting holes in the car and Evil Vulpie’s blue t-shirt.


  “MOTHER FUCKER!” The gray wolf next to Tiala and Vulpie yells after depleting the rounds in his rifle. He quickly and skillfully exchanges ammunition clips but has no more than thirty rounds in his gun. The wolf’s yellow eyes are wide in disbelief, seeing how ineffective his shots are.


  “Quit! That tickles!” Evil Vulpie laughs gleefully while looking to the SUV carrying Vulpie. “Gimme Vulpie! Pull over you fucks!” Rulef reloads his gun and glances at Vulpie who is being shielded by Tiala. “Somebody’s gonna have a wreck! Come on guys!” Evil Vulpie taunts and Vulpie’s fur stands on end as he hears his own voice come out of the machine.


  “Aim for the tires!” Rulef shouts and the other gray wolf aims his assault rifle out of the window. The Blacktail member fires several three shot bursts, hitting and blowing out the front right tire of Evil Vulpie’s stolen sports car.


  “What are you doin, you BITCH!” Evil Vulpie yells. Normally the blown tire would cause the sports car to pull to the right but the robotic imitation of Vulpie easily uses its enormous strength to keep the car on a straight course. Cracks of gunfire fill the tunnel as the other members of the Blacktail convoy continue to fire at Evil Vulpie’s car. They succeed in blowing out both of the rear tires, and Evil Vulpie looks irritated as Vulpie’s SUV gets away.


  As Evil Vulpie’s stolen yellow sports car loses control thanks to its blown tires, the SUVs behind it ram the vehicle. The government sponsored mercenaries manage to force Evil Vulpie’s car into the wrong direction, with one pushing its back left bumper and the other running into the sports car’s right side. Evil Vulpie stops driving the car and begins to crawl out of it just as the members of Blacktail ram it towards a tunnel divider.


  “Why did Vulpie cross the road?” Evil Vulpie says to itself, imitating what it believes the real Vulpie might say. “He wasn’t wearing his seatbelt!”


  The two Blacktail SUVs slam the sports car into the divider and send Evil Vulpie flying down the tunnel into the opposite lane. The two SUVs full of wolf mercenaries wearily climb out of their broken trucks and ready their weapons once again. The squealing of tires can be heard in the opposite lane and four of the mercenaries move between two pillars in the divider section of the tunnel to investigate. What they see is incredible. Evil Vulpie is already up and walking, or rather, skipping merrily towards them, intact and seemingly unharmed.


  “No fucking way!” One of the mercenaries growls as he witnesses the Vulpie imitation come up to them. The mercenaries open fire once again, but this time they have nothing between them and Evil Vulpie. Evil Vulpie laughs and skips right through their bullets, grabbing one of them with its tiny fox designed claws and breaking the wolf’s left arm.


  The man cries out and the others scatter, but Evil Vulpie grabs another man, and breaks his left leg with its powerful little claws. The two wounded Blacktail members wail from their wounds and the others break rank quickly, not knowing what to do.


  The SUV escorting Vulpie drives into a large parking garage in the banking district of Sufias city. The damaged SUV smashes right through the toll booth’s lowered arms as Rulef directs the driver to get the truck hidden as soon as possible. One other SUV is still with them and it follows them to the third level, where Rulef instructs the driver to park sideways in the middle of the lanes. The third level is relatively empty and the leader of Blacktail believes the enclosed area will hide them.


  Rulef turns and looks towards Tiala as she slowly moves off of Vulpie. When the tigress gives the cute fox boy some space, everyone can see how scared he is. Vulpie doesn’t say anything. He has his arms crossed and stares aimlessly with a distant look. Rulef wastes no time, grabbing his radio and calling the GBI.


  “This is Blacktail over. This is Blacktail! Are you receiving me?”


  “Yes.” An answer comes from over the radio.


  “We have a severe situation.” Rulef says while glancing at Tiala and the other dumbfounded gray wolf mercenary.


  “Go ahead.”


  “The package needs protection immediately. The robot clone of Vulpie attacked our convoy and separated us. It is extremely dangerous and invincible to gunfire, over.”


  “One moment, I’m transferring you to the Director.” The Receptionist at the GBI responds and in a matter of moments, Vulpie hears Druward’s voice come through over the radio.


  “What’s going on?” Druward asks and Rulef licks his wolf lips.


  “The robot of Vulpie is trying to kill him. This is not a joke. It nearly crashed our truck in a downtown tunnel.” Rulef replies and there is a long silence from Druward’s end.


  “You saw it?” Druward asks and Vulpie grits his sharp fox teeth anxiously.


  “Yes sir. We made hostile contact, unloading the full complements of several magazines with no result. Bullets don’t seem to affect it. The only way we were able to get to a safe distance was thanks to my other squads. They helped shoot the tires out of the robot’s car and we got out of the tunnel before we saw what happened afterwards.”


  “Where are you now?” Druward asks.


  “Inside a…” Rulef says and Vulpie suddenly snaps out of his fearful trance.


  “NO!!! DON’T SAY WHERE WE ARE!!!” Vulpie yells and Rulef glares at the fox boy. “Just how did it find us before, huh?” Vulpie asks. “I can hear your radios through my Vulpie.net!”


  “Well what do you suggest?” Rulef inquires.


  “Tell him to shut up!” Druward says through Rulef’s radio and Vulpie winces. “Can you get Vulpie here?”


  “Yes, I think we can arrive at HQ.” Rulef responds while staring at Vulpie.


  “No!” Vulpie protests quietly. After what the commander of Blacktail has witnessed, he is inclined to listen to the fox.


  “Sir, Vulpie disagrees. He thinks it can hear us.” Rulef informs Druward while Tiala slows her breathing and looks down at Vulpie.


  “That doesn’t matter.” Druward responds. “Get him here. We can destroy it.”


  “…Sir, I don’t know…” Rulef says while watching Vulpie.


  “If what you say is true, he doesn’t stand a chance out there.” Druward responds.


  “Yes sir. We’re on our way.” Rulef says and releases his finger from his radio.


  “The SUV is pretty banged up. We need to switch with the other one.” The driver suggests and Rulef agrees. The gray wolf commander signals for everyone to get out of the truck and Tiala grabs Vulpie’s left arm, pulling him firmly but not harshly, out of the SUV. The squad members from the other SUV come to attention as Rulef meets them. The men are livid with disbelief and shock, but they focus on the job at hand.


  “Listen up! We have to get Vulpie back to the GBI right now! Druward tells me we can destroy it.”


  “With what? We need RPGs or grenade launchers at least to stop that thing! We must have shot it one hundred times!” One of the soldiers voices in shock. As they speak, the sound of squealing tires echoes faintly from below, and everyone but Vulpie and Tiala ignore it. Tiala’s tiger ears perk up, and Vulpie’s fox ears are attentive as he listens carefully. His orange fur stands on end.


  “Sir!” Tiala says, and gets the attention of Rulef and the male gray wolves. The strong tigress listens for another moment.


  “What?” Rulef asks.


  “Listen!” Vulpie says with a hushed frightful voice and the cute fox boy peers down over the rail to the levels below. The sounds of squealing tires are now much louder and growing. Rulef’s yellow eyes go wide.


  “Do you see it? Is it coming?” He asks with an incredulous expression. The soldiers of Blacktail quickly ready their weapons and Rulef hurries over to the rail as well, pushing Vulpie back. He watches as a white car comes into view, moving entirely too fast for a parking garage. The driver wields it recklessly but also with amazing precision.


  “It’s coming!” Vulpie says in a panicked voice.


  “How did it find us?” Rulef asks and hurries from the railing to the group of mercenaries.


  “The tracking device!” Vulpie says with wide blue eyes. “It can find the tracking device the GBI put in my arm!”


  “Get in the truck, NOW!” Rulef commands and grabs Vulpie firmly with his left paw. Tiala and some of the other guards hurry inside the SUV that is in good condition, while the others take to the damaged one Vulpie had originally been escorted in. In a matter of moments, the white car slides around the corner of the second level of the parking garage. As it begins its ascent towards them, the focused Blacktail mercenaries recognize the imitation orange fur of Evil Vulpie quickly.


  Rulef shuts Vulpie inside with Tiala and three other gray wolf mercenaries as the driver starts up the engine. However, before he is able to make the SUV move, Evil Vulpie drives the white car head on into the second SUV. Everyone inside falls backwards from the impact but Rulef and Tiala get up quickly.


  The wolves in the damaged SUV lean out of their vehicle and open fire on the white car and its creepy driver. They aim for its tires and succeed in blowing them out as well, but Evil Vulpie gets enough speed up in the large white car to ram the second SUV another time, this time, damaging it. Suddenly, Evil Vulpie kicks open the driver’s side door, breaking it loose, and runs towards the SUV.


  “SHIT!” Rulef yells as it grabs the hood of the SUV amidst the impacts of gunfire. Evil Vulpie merrily rips off the hood of the SUV and guts the truck’s engine in a matter of seconds. It yanks out three important pieces, causing the vehicle to shut off and Rulef yanks open the side door of the SUV. The aggressive and highly skilled gray wolf aims his assault rifle directly at Evil Vulpie’s face and fires at it with a full automatic spray, but his shots do virtually no damage, only spreading out and moving the imitation orange fur of the robot fox.


  Evil Vulpie leaps onto Rulef and the impact of its weight knocks the very big wolf down instantly.


  “Sit boy!” Evil Vulpie laughs, and before Tiala can reach out and grab Vulpie, he hops out of and darts free of the SUV within feet of Evil Vulpie. “Where do you think you’re going, huh?” Evil Vulpie taunts, and chases after him while the wolves of Blacktail continue to fire at the robot imitation of Vulpie.


  Vulpie moves very quickly though. The lean little fox boy is incredibly nimble and agile. He runs around the damaged SUV, and gets to the railing that blocks cars from accidently driving off onto the level below. Some of the wolf soldiers try to stop him but Vulpie doesn’t ask permission to save his own life. He crouches down and squeezes his soft athletic body underneath the railing and leaps down to the second floor of the parking garage just as Evil Vulpie comes around the SUV.


  The wolves of Blacktail continue to fire at Evil Vulpie and they distract it long enough for the real Vulpie to hop down to the first level of the parking garage as well. Evil Vulpie brutalizes a few of the wolf mercenaries, breaking arms and legs until it focuses on chasing Vulpie and follows him. Evil Vulpie slides under and off of the third level of the garage just like Vulpie, but instead of nimbly landing on its feet, it slams down onto and totals a car beneath its weight.


  “OOPS!” Evil Vulpie laughs with extreme amusement and moves its lean but very heavy robotic frame off of the car. The wolves of Blacktail watch from above, having no way to follow and Evil Vulpie hurries over to a doorway leading to the level below, checking to see if Vulpie hid in it instead of just jumping to the floor level. It doesn’t find him, and hurries down the steps to the door to the first level as the real Vulpie finds a black and white motorcycle.


  Vulpie opens his phone and uses its data jack to plug into the motorcycle’s engine system, and does one of his quickest hacks of all time, starting it up without any keys, just as Evil Vulpie comes out of the stairway and sees him.


  “TA DA!” Evil Vulpie laughs and Vulpie quickly spins out on the motorcycle, driving away as the fox boy’s robotic imitation chases him.


  “Hey come back here, I, I wanna play!” Evil Vulpie yells to its creator with an adorable voice. “I’m your friend! Ah, I wanna perm your hair, look at all of the split ends you have! Your tail’s all messed up! I can make you look, COME THE FUCK BACK HERE! WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU GOING? Don’t make me chase you! GODDAMMIT!” It says and Vulpie focuses on driving his stolen motorcycle skillfully out of the parking garage’s side entrance. The fox boy rides over a grassy spot outside the garage and gets onto the road. “I’M FUCKING, SERIOUS HERE!” Evil Vulpie protests as it chases after him on foot, running out into the street with amazing speed. “Piece of shit!”


  Vulpie quickly glances back as he speeds as fast as possible on the imported bike. Vulpie turns and watches the road as he weaves in between cars and trucks, fleeing from the unstoppable machine behind him. The fox boy drives like a stuntman, with amazing control over his proximity to other vehicles.


  Behind Vulpie’s bike, a very large robotic unit speeds down South East Trenton after him. The anti-tank unit that Vulpie has named “Mr. Big Tooth,” chases after him on a military grade assault bike designed to transport machines such as itself on the battlefield. The phone call Vulpie made earlier ordered the machine through Vulpie.net to find and protect the real Vulpie from Evil Vulpie. Thus, Mr. Big Tooth tears down the streets.


  Mr. Big Tooth manages to catch up to Vulpie’s bike in no time. When Vulpie sees him, he gladly reaches out and grabs the war machine as it offers to protect him. Mr. Big tooth speeds up the bike when Vulpie gets on the military motorcycle and Vulpie looks back in terror, wondering where Evil Vulpie is. All he sees are passing animals and buildings, but an overwhelming feeling of dread grips him.


  Vulpie Flees


  Vulpie wants Blacktail and the GBI to find him as much as they do. He instructs the anti-tank robot that momentarily saved him from Evil Vulpie to bring him to the GBI headquarters like Druward wanted. Vulpie rides with “Mr. Big Tooth,” around the square near the GBI command center in Sufias city and has his mechanical savior stop the military grade bike in front of the GBI headquarters’ front steps. He arrives at 9:05am.


  There already are military guards present, as Druward has been preparing to receive Vulpie as planned, but the sight of Mr. Big Tooth unnerves them and they quickly arrest Vulpie. The orange furred fox boy cooperates and tries to tell them what happened but he is escorted up the steps and inside the GBI headquarters instead of having an audience. Mr. Big Tooth waits in hibernation mode outside, being watched carefully. Once inside the GBI facility, it isn’t long before Vulpie is greeted and confronted by Druward. The black furred wolf acknowledges the many guards with Vulpie but when some of them try to leave he speaks up.


  “Stay here! All of you stay here! I want ten men with him at all times!” Druward commands.


  “Yes sir.” One of the wolf soldiers responds and Tiala enters the room with more than twelve members of Blacktail. Vulpie is surprised to see the tigress with them, still dressed in combat gear and holding her assault rifle. The mercenaries stare at Vulpie intently and gather round.


  “Are you hurt?” Druward asks Vulpie.


  “Tiala, Are you okay?” Vulpie asks. “How did you get here before me?”


  “The other trucks got to us after the robot chased you out of the parking garage.” Tiala answers.


  “Are you hurt?” Druward repeats while glaring down at Vulpie.


  “No. But I was almost dead!” Vulpie responds while shaking. A wave of anxiety suddenly rushes over the orange furred fox boy while he takes in what just happened twenty minutes ago. “I had to hack and steal a motorcycle to get away from it! If I hadn’t commanded Delanson’s anti-tank robot to come get me I would have been killed!”


  “You activated another one of those god damn robots?” Druward snarls and the black furred wolf grits his teeth.


  “I didn’t have a choice! I was gonna die!” Vulpie shouts in protest.


  “Sir, you saw what happened on the news.” Tiala tells Druward, and manages to pull the angry wolf’s attention away from the fox boy. “We couldn’t stop it! We hit it so many times and nothing slowed it down! There wouldn’t have been anything left of a normal hollow fox robot.”


  “She’s right!” One of the Blacktail guards, the one that usually sits with Vulpie every morning in the convoy, says. “Rulef is down! It broke his bones and half of the squad too! We’re all that’s left of Blacktail.”


  “Rulef is dead?” Druward asks.


  “No, he’s just immobilized like the others. The robot didn’t kill anyone that we know of.”


  “Good!” Vulpie says in relief. Druward looks at him in irritation but also humility about his previous assumptions. “Do you believe me now, Druward?” Vulpie asks.


  “I want your freak robot destroyed before it causes anymore damage!” Druward commands.


  “Like I said, it was trying to kill me!” Vulpie quickly replies. “Blacktail couldn’t do anything and I stole a bike to get away from it, but who knows what would have happened if the Delanson anti-tank robot didn’t save me.”


  “Mr. Big Tooth?” Druward asks mockingly.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie responds in irritation. “He got me here didn’t he?”


  “Turn it off. Turn that machine off!” Druward orders Vulpie with a growl.


  “No! Are you stupid?” Vulpie asks with confusion. He looks around at the Blacktail mercenaries and the soldiers called in by the GBI, but all of them are silent. “I’m not doing that!”


  “LISTEN TO ME LIKE YOU’VE NEVER LISTENED TO ANYONE BEFORE IN YOUR LIFE!” Druward shouts and points down at Vulpie’s cute face with his powerful right paw. His voice makes a few of the soldiers jump in surprise. “I’ll not have one of your machines kill someone! Turn it off! NOW!”


  “What the hell is wrong with you? Look man, I know you have to cover your own ass but that’s the stupidest thing to do right now!” Vulpie shouts back with his effeminate voice. As soon as he finishes speaking, Druward has already hit him. Vulpie is completely caught off guard and doesn’t see Druward’s wolf fist swinging before the impact. Druward punches Vulpie just above the fox’s left eye and sends the boy sprawling.


  Blacktail and the soldiers are shocked at Druward’s assault, but they fear their superior greatly. The head of the Governmental Bureau of Investigations has enormous power. Vulpie lands on the floor with a weak grunt and lies there in shock, feeling the pain of the hit moments after he realizes what just happened. Luckily, Druward is so good at fighting that he was able to punch the boy quickly without enough force to seriously wound him.


  Vulpie sits up in a daze and the Blacktail mercenaries and soldiers watch Druward and Vulpie with wide eyes. Vulpie reaches up with his little left paw and touches the left side of his head with a whimper just as Druward angrily points down at the fox boy.


  “This is your fault, YOU LITTLE FUCK!” Druward yells loudly. The black furred wolf is absolutely enraged. “I warned you! Now turn it off!” Vulpie winces in pain and from the loudness of Druward’s voice. The little orange furred fox boy reaches into the pocket of his white pants and pulls out his orange phone. He opens it and types in the command to his Vulpie.net to deactivate Mr. Big Tooth. After he’s done, he sits and stares down at the floor in humiliation. “Did you do it?” Druward asks.


  “Yes.” Vulpie answers meekly. After hearing Vulpie’s response, Druward turns and looks at Blacktail suddenly.


  “Who’s the commanding officer now that Rulef is down?” Druward inquires while looking over the wolf men of the unit.


  “I am sir.” Tiala says and the black furred wolf looks at the female tiger in surprise. He takes a moment to look her over and can see that she is just as capable as the male wolves.


  “Right, keep your men on him at all times.” Druward says while pointing down at Vulpie with his right hand. “Take him to the interrogation room for now.”


  “Yes sir.” Tiala answers promptly.


  “If he tries anything at all, shoot him.” Druward orders and Tiala listens with focus though the command is difficult to hear during the current situation. “Don’t let him out of your sight because we can’t trust him at this point. Until we destroy his robot, keep him locked down so he can’t pull anymore shit. Take his phone and any other toys he might have.”


  “Yes sir.” Tiala answers again.


  “Is this understood?” Druward asks and looks to the rest of the Blacktail mercenaries. The male wolves answer with attentive nods. “As for you.” Druward says and points to the many soldiers in the room called in from military bases. “Secure the perimeter and stay alert. There’s a good chance it will show up here because of the tracking device we injected Vulpie with. And I need to see the weapons you’ve brought in. How many RPGs do you have?” Druward asks as he walks and talks to the highest ranking soldier present, a male panther.


  Druward leaves the group and the soldiers spread out with their respective leadership, glancing at Vulpie who sits on the floor. The male wolves of Blacktail look to each other and Vulpie. They are focused on Vulpie and don’t show any sympathy, but Tiala steps forward and offers the fox boy a hand. He looks up at her in shame.


  “Stand up.” Tiala says with a friendly voice. Vulpie grabs her big paw with his little right hand and the tigress helps him stand. He looks at her and the other members of Blacktail silently as one of them pulls plastic items from his commando gear. The wolf shows Vulpie what he is doing, preparing plastic strip paw cuffs, and moves in front of him. Vulpie cooperates and allows the wolf to wrap them around his paws tightly. Afterwards, Tiala grabs Vulpie’s left shoulder with her big right paw, tugging slightly on the boy’s pink shirt.


  Vulpie follows and Blacktail brings him to the interrogation room, the same soundproof chamber that President Vargas, Druward and Henrenson used to offer Polar a reward for dealing with Vulpie. Half of the squad waits outside and half go in. The Blacktail squad pats down Vulpie’s body, confiscating his orange phone and makes sure he doesn’t have any other way to communicate with Vulpie.net. Tiala watches Vulpie take a seat at the table in the middle of the soundproof room. A very long silence passes as no one has any reason to speak. The only sound is that of Tiala, who occasionally checks with other members of Blacktail via her radio. Fifteen minutes pass before Vulpie finally breaks the silence. He looks to Tiala and she can see he has something important to say.


  “Can I have a phone? I don’t need mine; I just need to make a phone call.” Vulpie says quietly.


  “To who?”


  “Polar…” Vulpie whispers. “Please?” Some of the Blacktail wolves look to each other with disgust and Tiala notices.


  “I already called and warned him after you escaped from the parking garage.” Tiala tells Vulpie.


  “Where is he?” Vulpie asks.


  “He was at his job, at Illehas Company, when I called him. He said he was leaving.” Tiala responds. “And I dispatched one of the mercs to meet him at his house. He’s safe.”


  “Thank you.” Vulpie says with a quiet gracious voice. “But I want to call him…” Vulpie says and Tiala pauses for a moment, thinking of her command and the severity of the current situation. At first she isn’t sure about giving the fox boy the opportunity in front of the other Blacktail mercs, but decides that it won’t do any harm.


  “You can’t talk to Vulpie.net without your phone, right?” Tiala asks Vulpie with a serious tone.


  “No. I just want to say… Goodbye…” Vulpie whispers and Tiala raises an eyebrow. Vulpie’s statement gets the attention of several of the wolf mercs.


  “You’re safe here. Druward will have it destroyed.” Tiala responds.


  “He can’t. It’ll get to me… Please, just let me talk to him.” Vulpie begs with an emotional voice.


  “Alright.” Tiala says quietly and reaches into her gear. She finds her personal phone and hands it over to the orange furred fox boy. Vulpie takes it and flips it open with his little fox fingers. He types in and dials the number to Polar’s mobile phone with shaky paws. On the receiving end, Polar answers it quickly. He is standing outside his house with the Blacktail mercenary Tiala assigned to him. Polar fumbles to get his phone up to his wolf ear and speaks in concern.


  “Hello?” Polar asks.


  “Polar, it’s me.” Vulpie says through Tiala’s phone.


  “Vulpie, oh my goddess! Where are you?” Polar breathlessly inquires.


  “I’m at the… I’m with Blacktail and they’re protecting me.” Vulpie says, knowing better than to say where he is over the phone. Vulpie.net would hear it.


  “Are you okay? Tiala called me and told me what happened!” Polar replies in worry.


  “I’m safe for now… But… I’m not really safe anywhere and this might be the last time I talk to you.” Vulpie whispers sadly.


  “What?” Polar asks and his blue eyes go wide as he listens.


  “They’re doing their best but it won’t be enough, and Druward won’t let me turn on any robots. I called one of the war machines and it saved me, but I had to turn it off.” Vulpie responds and closes his eyes in despair. “I… Just want you to know that I love you and I’m sorry. I’m sorry for everything. I’m sorry for all of this!”


  “It’s going to be okay. Don’t think like that.” Polar replies with an emotional voice, the big white wolf hearing how upset his fox lover is. “I love you too much to let you go! Where are you?”


  “I can’t tell you where. I don’t want you to get hurt.” Vulpie replies and swallows sadly. Tiala listens without looking at Vulpie and can hear the pain in his voice. The wolf men of Blacktail listen as well but with as much disgust as curiosity.


  “Where are you? I know you can’t say it over the phone, but let me know somehow! I’ll protect you.”


  “Thanks Polar…” Vulpie says and smiles sadly as he listens to his wolf lover’s voice through the phone. “I know you would… But I can’t let you try. I don’t think I’m going to make it and it probably would hurt you too.”


  “You’re with Blacktail, can’t they protect you?” Polar asks fearfully.


  “No… They’ll try but I know how its gonna end. Just…” Vulpie says and tears brim in his eyes. The fox boy crouches down in his chair and talks to Tiala’s phone as though it is part of Polar. He hides his tears from half of the room but everyone can hear him sniffle. “I never thought I could love anyone like I do you, and I want you to know that. If I could do it all over I wouldn’t have done what I did. And you need to go on without me if I don’t make it.”


  “Vulpie, stop. You’re going to be okay.” Polar replies through the phone call.


  “No I’m not. And I deserve it too. I’m… Gonna get what’s coming to me, I guess.” Vulpie whispers through sniffles.


  “I’m coming to you, Vulpie! Tell me where you are!” Polar says desperately.


  “Goodbye Mr. Polar. I love you and no matter what happens, at least I got to be with the best man in the whole world!” Vulpie says, trying to sound as cute as possible.


  “Vulpie… Stop!” Polar says and can’t hold back his own tears. The powerful white furred wolf starts crying as the Blacktail merc with him looks aside. “Don’t hang up! Tell me where you are!”


  “Bye Polar.” Vulpie says and takes the phone from his right ear. It is wet with tears and the fox ends the call with his right thumb. Vulpie slowly sits up straight and puts the phone down on the table. Tiala watches him and waits a moment before reaching out and retrieving her personal phone.


  No one says anything. The male wolf Blacktail mercs watch Vulpie in a different light after hearing how committed he was to Polar. Despite the fact that nearly all of them can’t abide homosexuals, most secretly feel a small bit of sympathy for the orange furred fox boy and his wolf lover.


  On the other side of the ended phone call, Polar keeps talking, hoping Vulpie is still there. “Vulpie! Vulpie!” Polar says and hears nothing. He takes the phone from his ear and the white furred wolf stands in a daze, struggling with the thought of losing Vulpie forever. It makes him so sad he becomes sick for a moment, and deals with it by growling in frustration at his inability to change the situation. He turns and looks at the Blacktail merc with him.


  “Where is he? You know.” Polar asks.


  “Probably at the GBI, but you shouldn’t go. I think Vulpie was being honest. That machine is psychotic.” The merc responds. “I saw it.”


  “I don’t care! I’m going to help him!” Polar says, and wipes the tears from his big wolf muzzle.


  “You shouldn’t.”


  “Thanks for your help, but I have to.” Polar replies.


  “I’ll go with you. If I’m not guarding you I at least need to be near command.” The merc responds and Polar nods thankfully.


  Polar arrives at the GBI headquarters at 9:43am and he and the Blacktail mercenary assigned to him are greeted with a road block around the building. Soldiers and GBI agents quickly inspect who has just arrived. One of the GBI agents looks into the car and notices the Blacktail mercenary.


  “Blacktail?” The agent asks.


  “Yes, where is the commanding officer?” The mercenary with Polar inquires.


  “Tiala is now squad leader and they’re inside the building with Vulpie.” The wolf agent says and looks further inside the car at the white furred wolf with the merc. “Oh, it’s him.” The man says and brushes his muzzle. “What are you doing here?”


  “He wants to meet up with Vulpie.” The merc says and the GBI agent outside the car takes another look at Polar, noticing the size of the handsome homosexual wolf.


  “One moment.” The agent says and uses his radio to contact Druward.


  “What?” Druward responds.


  “Outside the compound a Blacktail merc has arrived with Polar Arctic. They want to enter.”


  “We don’t have time for this shit. Send them away.” Druward replies over the radio and Polar can hear the unflattering tone of Druward’s voice. “This isn’t a place for civilians.”


  “Roger.” The agent responds and looks back into the car at Polar. “Sorry.”


  “Please.” Polar asks with his perfect voice.


  “Orders are orders, sir.” The agent replies.


  Polar is allowed to stay near the GBI headquarters in an adjacent building. He and the Blacktail mercenary with him, who he now knows as Smith, enter the GBI run facility after being denied entrance to the headquarters. After a brief conversation, Smith informs Polar that he should regroup with his team and leaves.


  The building Polar waits in has general offices regarding GBI matters and the workers there curiously watch the white furred wolf. Polar sits in a chair for several hours, all the way into the early night, and his fur stays on end out of worry for Vulpie. He is surprised when a visitor greets him at 8:15pm.


  Faith Henrenson is led into the room similarly as Polar was, and the gray furred wolf blinks as he sees Polar. The psychologist reaches up and adjusts his glasses a bit before speaking.


  “You’re here already, that’s good.” Henrenson says.


  “They won’t let me see him.” Polar responds quietly. It is unnerving to see the big white furred wolf so afraid. Henrenson takes a few more steps and slowly sits down, taking a chair next to Polar.


  “That’s why I came.” Henrenson replies.


  “Why?” Polar asks in confusion.


  “I suggested to Druward that he make use of you.”


  “What do you mean?” Polar inquires.


  “I mean, you have such an influence over Vulpie that his machine may be affected by you as well.”


  “That’s a little farfetched don’t you think?” Polar responds.


  “Maybe it isn’t.”


  “I just want to see Vulpie. I want to protect him.” Polar replies and licks his lips slowly. “But that bastard Druward won’t let me.”


  “I’ll see what I can do.” Henrenson says.


  Evil Vulpie arrives at the Governmental Bureau of Investigation’s headquarters at 8:33pm. The robotic fox imitation approaches the building in a stolen police car it acquired on Morrison Street. Evil Vulpie wounded and left the owner of the police car, a wolf cop, lying helplessly in the road. It is aware of Vulpie’s location, as it can receive the signals put off from the microscopic tracking device in Vulpie’s right arm. The GBI’s method of keeping track of Vulpie is also a beacon for the robot imitation.


  Evil Vulpie calculates the threats at the GBI headquarters and concludes that it has less than a 0.32% chance of being destroyed. It is already aware that the agents have access to rocket propelled grenades and grenade launchers, but Evil Vulpie also calculates in a nanosecond, that it has only a 0.63% chance of destruction due to those weapons.


  The Tungsten Carbide shell underneath its artificial fur and flesh has a GPa or Pascal unit rating, that measures stress and tensile strength, at four hundred and fifty to six hundred and fifty. Steel is only two hundred, so the robot is aware that its exoskeleton is at least twice as hard as steel at a very conservative estimate. And this data only is concerned with its exterior frame. Inside, its carbon nano tube design allows the machine to bend and stretch with a GPa rating of more than one thousand. The robot’s artificial muscular system is five times as hard as steel and also provides it with the flexibility it needs to run faster than any living animal.


  Thus, Evil Vulpie concludes that the easiest course of action is also the most efficient. It drives the police car around the streets near the GBI headquarters at deadly speeds, and the vehicle’s squealing tires announce its arrival. The GBI agents on buildings around the headquarters and on top of the headquarters all stand to attention. They use their radios to call in what they see, but by the time Druward hears them on the other end, Evil Vulpie has already driven the stolen police car up the front steps of the GBI headquarters and straight into its front doors.


  The police car demolishes half of the entrance to the GBI headquarters as it crashes its way inside, and the several soldiers and GBI agents around the entrance are lucky to be alive. Debris from the crash knocks some of them off of their feet. The sound of the crash is so loud that it can faintly be heard inside of the soundproof interrogation room, and one of the Blacktail wolves quickly opens the door, yelling to Tiala.


  “Code black! Danger close!” The wolf shouts and all of the Blacktail members ready their weapons. Vulpie reaches over and quickly steals his orange phone from the wolf’s gear belt that took it from him. The man is about to protest, but Tiala moves over to Vulpie and grabs the lean orange furred fox boy by his pink shirt. Vulpie punches in a command on his orange phone as the Blacktail mercenaries in the hallway open fire at the police car. Evil Vulpie kicks open the passenger side door, crawling from the driver’s seat, across the front passenger’s seat, and out into the room. Their bullets slam into Evil Vulpie’s frame with loud thuds, the impacting sound of the bullets cushioned by the artificial fox’s fur and flesh.


  Evil Vulpie stands and runs straight down the hallway towards Blacktail. The countless bullets fired at it have no effect; they only manage to displace some of the machine’s artificial fur. Tiala pushes Vulpie out of the room and runs, yanking him with her. It is obvious that her squad is impotent against the robotic fox, but she needs the cover to get Vulpie away.


  “Continue firing! Spread out and fire at will!” Tiala shouts, using her radio to communicate with the wolves of Blacktail. She looks back and sees Evil Vulpie as it runs into the squad of mercenaries blocking the hallway. The robot hits and pushes through the men with incredible ease. None of the large wolves are able to keep firing as it bursts through their blockade of bodies.


  The men close to the machine are afraid they will wound their comrades if they fire at close range. They step back and aim at the thing that looks just like the real Vulpie but it attacks many of them, breaking arms and legs with horrible ease. Sounds of agony fill the corridor and what’s left of the Blacktail squad spreads out, firing while retreating to different areas while Evil Vulpie begins running again. It saw where Tiala and Vulpie went and chases after them.


  Tiala hurries with Vulpie, nearly dragging him after her because the fox boy cannot keep up with her strength. He runs as fast as he can, just barely able to keep his shoes on the ground. Tiala’s orange tiger eyes widen as she sees one of the exits to the GBI headquarters. She kicks open the door and pulls Vulpie outside. Vulpie and Tiala are greeted by the anti-tank machine, Mr. Big Tooth and she hesitates for a moment.


  “Go! Go! He’ll help us!” Vulpie urges and Tiala nods. She pulls Vulpie towards an urban assault vehicle large enough to hold Mr. Big Tooth.


  “Can he drive this?” Tiala asks Vulpie with a shout as the big robot climbs inside the driver’s seat of the half tank, half van vehicle.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie replies and Tiala throws open the doors on the vehicle’s back end. She jumps inside and then offers a paw to Vulpie, helping him up as well just as Evil Vulpie bashes down the doorway from inside the headquarters.


  “Get back here!” Evil Vulpie shouts and starts running towards them.


  “Go Mr. Big Tooth!” Vulpie shouts and the large anti-tank robot drives the urban assault vehicle without hesitation. Tiala holds onto Vulpie as the vehicle speeds away from Evil Vulpie. The robot fox imitation chases after them on foot with amazing speed. They gain enough speed to lose it though, and Vulpie clutches a bar inside the urban assault vehicle for support. When Evil Vulpie sees that it cannot follow on foot, it immediately turns around with a curse.


  “Fuckin Bitch!” The Vulpie look alike yells with an adorable voice. Snipers on top of the roofs nearby open fire on the robot, but their bullets have no effect on it as it runs back inside the building. Evil Vulpie tears open a door to a stairwell in the GBI headquarters, and flies up the stairs with unnatural speed. The robot detected the faint sound of helicopter blades earlier, and triangulated that the copter is still on top of the building.


  When Evil Vulpie reaches the roof, it sees that its assumption was correct. A black GBI helicopter is being prepped for use, and Evil Vulpie runs towards the two men outside the copter, and the man sitting it the pilot seat. The workers, two male foxes, scatter when they see the Evil Vulpie robot approach and the wolf pilot recoils as it draw close. Evil Vulpie jumps up on the side of the helicopter and peers in the window with a grin at the pilot. The pilot reaches and arms himself with a sub machine gun, but is too slow to fire.


  “Hey! Is there a key to get in this thing, or can I make my own?” The robot asks comically and latches its two fox designed claws on the sides of the door. With one swift movement, Evil Vulpie rips off the driver’s side door of the chopper and tosses it aside. The wolf pilot stares at the robotic fox imitation in shock. “Gimme that!” Evil Vulpie growls and snatches the semi-automatic from the tall wolf’s paws. “Get out of there already!” Evil Vulpie says and grabs the wolf. The man yells in surprise as Evil Vulpie tosses him out of the chopper with no effort.


  Evil Vulpie hops inside the chopper and sits down at the pilot’s stick, dropping the sub machine gun in the seat next to it. The robot buckles itself in and begins liftoff, knowing how to fly the helicopter from the endless supply of data that has ever been recorded on the subject, all of it available because of Vulpie.net.


  “Ah, there we go!” Evil Vulpie says to itself with wide entertained eyes. “Alrighty then! Yes we’re flying the helicopter.” The robotic fox imitation spins the helicopter around in the air once for fun. “Oooo! It’s so pretty from up here!” It says happily before turning its attention to the fleeing urban assault vehicle that now is miles down the road. “Where the fuck did they go?”


  Inside the urban assault vehicle, Tiala stomps her way over to Vulpie in concern. The fox boy sits at the right side of the vehicle, strapped in, and looks up at her meekly. The tigress stares down at him for a moment, breathing hard, and can see how afraid he is. Vulpie looks sick. He presses himself against the wall of the vehicle as if holding on for dear life, feeling nauseous as he believes that he is going to die.


  Tiala is determined not to let that happen, as the fate of the entire world’s computer systems, and the safety of animals everywhere, is at stake. She locks and loads her assault rifle, having reloaded it from a nearby ammunition box, and stomps to the back of the assault vehicle, looking out at the road behind them and the night sky. The tigress sees a light high behind them in the black sky, and notices the shape around it.


  “I see a helicopter!” Tiala yells and the anti-tank robot driving the vehicle hears her.


  “Stay down Vulpie.” Mr. Big Tooth says without taking its mechanical eyes from the road. The helicopter chases high above them and Evil Vulpie grins as he sees the black urban assault vehicle again. The robot’s connection to Vulpie.net tells it without a doubt that Vulpie is onboard, and Evil Vulpie pushes the stick down, pitching the helicopter on a gradual fall towards it.


  “There you are my favorite old buddy! I didn’t forget about you, I didn’t!” Evil Vulpie says as if Vulpie can hear him. “I came all the way over here, and I brought you something… a little surprise!” The robot gleefully states while fiddling with the semi-automatic pistol he confiscated from the pilot. The robotic fox lowers the helicopter right above highway 31, one of the busiest roads in Sufias City.


  The blowing of the black helicopter’s blades create a loud roar and frighten drivers behind and around the urban assault vehicle, as Evil Vulpie flies the chopper directly behind it. The Vulpie look alike isn’t concerned with anyone’s safety and thoroughly enjoys the chaotic moment, smiling with its glowing blue eyes focused on the assault vehicle. It searches for Vulpie, as the back left door of the truck is open, but cannot see him.


  Tiala moves out from her cover and aims her silenced assault rifle at the driver’s window of the chopper, seeing Evil Vulpie. She misses, fearing that it might shoot at her at the same time, and recoils after a few defiant shots. Only one lands, hitting the front left side of the black chopper and Evil Vulpie grabs the semi-automatic he stole from the pilot of the chopper. The Vulpie imitation aims it towards the back of the assault vehicle and fires with a mean smile.


  “TASTE SOME STEEL BITCH!” Evil Vulpie yells with a playful grin. All of Evil Vulpie’s shots hit the vehicle, a few slamming against the bumper, a few passing through the interior and a few of them striking the back of the driver, Mr. Big Tooth. Mr. Big Tooth is made out of steel parts so the bullets damage its mechanical frame a bit, but not enough to attend to.


  Vulpie hides as well as he can inside the van, pressing against the wall behind Tiala while she exchanges shots with Evil Vulpie. The tigress pops out and takes more shots at the robotic pilot of the chopper, this time hitting him, but her aggression only amuses the cute yet creepy fox robot.


  “Yeah, that’s right! Oh you gonna shoot at me huh?” Evil Vulpie says with an adorable voice and fires a few rounds at Tiala. “OOOooo! I’m scared now! OOOO OOOooo! TAKE THAT! TAKE THAT!” Evil Vulpie taunts with an extremely cute yelp.


  The puffs of Tiala’s silenced weapon fills the air once again as she pops out from behind her cover and fires another string of rounds. Sensing that she now has a chance to land several hits on Evil Vulpie, Tiala leans out from her cover once again and fires, this time going nearly fully automatic with her rifle. She shoots Evil Vulpie in several places, including its face, neck and chest, tearing up the blue shirt it still wears. The bullets irritate Evil Vulpie as it notices and the robot curses adorably. “I’m gonna shoot that mother fucker! Hey, stop fucking shooting at me you little bastard! Who the fuck, do you think you’re messing with? This is my fucking highway I own this, whooo!” Evil Vulpie says.


  Tiala continues firing, growing more brazen in the number of shots she takes. She and Evil Vulpie exchange more shots, yet she continues to hold her ground.


  “FUCKER! TASTE MY STEEL AND MY LEAD! I’LL SHOOT YA TILL YOU’RE DEAD!” Evil Vulpie growls, and nails Tiala in the left arm with one of its shots. The powerful tigress yells and falls back inside the urban assault vehicle in pain while Evil Vulpie taunts her gleefully. “HOW YOU LIKE THAT? OH, I GOT YA THERE DIDN’T I? I GOT YOU! I GOT YOU!”


  Suddenly a light catches Evil Vulpie’s attention. It looks in the left mirror of the helicopter and sees that there is another helicopter flying behind it. It is the same model so Evil Vulpie calculates it came from the GBI headquarters. Evil Vulpie also notices that its passenger side door is open, and there is a black furred wolf aiming a heat seeking missile launcher. “OH! UH OH!” Evil Vulpie says as a loud boom fills the night sky. Druward fires at Evil Vulpie’s helicopter, and the rocket that is unleashed slams into the side of the flying target. “UH!” Evil Vulpie squeals with mock innocence, and the missile rips the helicopter in half upon impact. It falls in flames as Druward’s helicopter speeds up and the pilot flies over the urban assault vehicle being driven by Mr. Big Tooth.


  The GBI helicopter comes roaring down out of the sky and lands with its engine still running far ahead of Vulpie, Tiala and Mr. Big Tooth, in the middle of the highway. Mr. Big Tooth slows the armored transport with precision skill. When they come to a stop, the orange furred fox boy and female tiger can see Druward and a single soldier running to meet them.


  “I found you with the tracking device! Hurry! Get in!” Druward shouts as he runs to Tiala and Vulpie. The male wolf soldier helps Tiala run towards the helicopter, while Druward puts an arm around Vulpie and hurries him. Vulpie looks back over his shoulder at Mr. Big Tooth, expecting to see Evil Vulpie running down the road at any moment, but he doesn’t. Once again the fox imitation has disappeared, and Vulpie hopes Druward’s surprise attack has destroyed it. Even when they get to the helicopter and Druward pushes him inside, Vulpie still can’t see the robotic imposter of him anywhere.


  “GO! GO!” Druward shouts to the pilot of the chopper just as the soldier helps Tiala climb inside. They leave Mr. Big tooth on the highway and it starts driving on its own. Druward slams the door to the black helicopter shut and Vulpie lurches in the seat next to the black furred wolf as the chopper takes off. Vulpie can’t believe what is happening and wonders if he’s dreaming, and if he’s really still moments away from death. Druward turns to Vulpie and peers at him with his yellow wolf eyes.


  “Are you injured?” Druward quickly asks.


  “No!” Vulpie replies, remembering being struck by the black furred wolf on their last encounter. Druward reaches down under his seat and retrieves a gun that he stowed there, but it isn’t a fire arm. This gun is a tool used by the GBI regarding magnetic devices.


  “What is that?” Vulpie asks as Druward grabs his little right arm and pulls the fox boy sideways, looking at him face to face.


  “Hold still! I’m killing the tracker in you.” Druward responds and aims the magnetic gun towards the inner joint of the fox’s right arm. “Don’t move.” Druward says and uses the gun. It makes no sound. It only emits a blue light that indicates it was used.


  After Druward is finished, he lets go of Vulpie and reaches into the left pocket of his black trench coat. Druward pulls out a small PDA with his right paw, one that displays the radar location of Vulpie’s tracking device, and he lets out a slow breath of relaxation when he receives no signal. “It’s done. You’re not emitting a signal anymore. It can’t find you.” Druward tells Vulpie as the helicopter lurches in flight.


  “Are you sure?” Vulpie asks nervously.


  “Yes.” Druward responds and Vulpie looks to Tiala.


  “Tiala’s been shot! She needs to get to the hospital!”


  “I’m okay. I’ll last until we make it back.” Tiala responds, but Vulpie can see the sweat in her fur.


  “She saved my life! I would have died without Tiala!” Vulpie tells Druward but is hesitant to sound angry with him.


  “I was wrong about waiting for it. Getting you off the tracking beacon is the best thing to do.” Druward responds, looking at Vulpie unsympathetically. The black furred wolf appears unrepentant about his earlier decisions.


  “Do you even know what we just went through?” Vulpie asks Druward.


  “I saw some of the highway chase and got here as soon as I could.” Druward replies. The black furred wolf sighs heavily and closes his eyes for a moment. “This is a nightmare…”


  “You’re telling me man! I don’t know how many times I almost died today!” Vulpie responds and gasps for air.


  “It’s a monster.” Tiala says and Druward opens his eyes, looking at the tigress across from him in the helicopter. She licks her feline lips slowly and breathes stressfully, suffering from her wound. “I’ve never seen anything like it. It’s ungodly. It went completely crazy.”


  “Where’s Polar?” Vulpie asks breathlessly, thinking of his wolf lover.


  “Your boyfriend is fine I’m sure, Vulpie.” Druward responds with a sidelong glance at the gay orange furred fox boy.


  “How do you know?” Vulpie asks, irritated at how Druward insulted him with his tone.


  “All that matters is getting you to the CTGD. That’s where we’re going, and you’re going to reverse all of this, tonight.” Druward tells Vulpie and looks at him.


  “I sure would love to, but that isn’t gonna happen!” Vulpie replies.


  “It better.” Druward responds. “Can you imagine the fallout that robot is going to cause you? It’s the number one story on the news. It’s wounded so many animals; just wait until it kills someone.”


  “You mean the fallout you guys don’t want? Yeah, it sucks having a robot look alike of me running around trying to kill ME, but that doesn’t mean I can press a button and make it go away! Arctic.net isn’t ready yet!”


  “So you’re not going to try?” Druward asks Vulpie with cool eyes.


  “Of course I’ll try but I’m not going to put Arctic.net out there yet! Vulpie.net will eat it for lunch! I said it isn’t ready yet!” Vulpie says and Druward slowly leans back in his seat, keeping his eyes on the orange furred fox boy. Vulpie doesn’t like the way the black furred wolf glares at him.


  “So is there any chance of a Polar robot showing up?” Druward asks and Vulpie’s blue eyes widen. Tiala is surprised at the question as well. Vulpie sits, dumbfounded for a moment, and then shows Druward a hard face.


  “What kind of question is that?” Vulpie asks Druward.


  “Why not? Nothing’s impossible with you.” The coal furred wolf responds. “Except for undoing your own mess.” Vulpie sits in silence after the wolf speaks to him and suddenly feels very lonely.


  “Why do you hate me so much?” Vulpie asks.


  “Who said I did?” Druward replies.


  “You hate my guts!” Vulpie says and licks his fox lips slowly.


  “Oh, maybe because all of this is your fault and you are a pathetic faggot.” Druward tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox can’t believe what he hears. His blue eyes widen and he stares at Druward in disbelief. Vulpie thinks of telling Druward that he can’t say such a thing but the fox boy remembers who he is talking to.


  Tiala listens with wide orange eyes but says nothing, afraid of the GBI director and the soldier next to her only watches silently. Druward stares at Vulpie unrepentantly and looks for a reaction. Fearing what Druward might say in retaliation, Vulpie decides to look aside and bottle up his emotions. He can’t suppress the overwhelming indignation and humiliation he feels though; Vulpie winces, trying not to let it show that his fox eyes are watering.


  “Are you going to cry now?” Druward asks with his yellow wolf eyes fixed on Vulpie. “Go on. Cry.”


  “Shut up!” Vulpie replies and his mouth trembles.


  “You don’t have any reason to cry. All of this is your fault.” Druward tells Vulpie with a hard voice. “Think of how many innocent animals you’ve hurt. Think about it, Vulpie. You don’t have the right to ask for anyone’s pity.” The black furred wolf says and moves his tongue around inside his wolf jaw while watching Vulpie take his verbal abuse.


  A long silence passes inside the helicopter as Vulpie quietly battles with tears, fighting them off moment by moment. Druward snorts and shakes his head. The coal furred wolf breaks the silence with another hard commentary.


  “If I were you I’d take a long hard look at myself. I guess those are the reasons I don’t like you, Vulpie.” Druward says and Vulpie can’t bear to look at anyone for the duration of the chopper ride.


  Desolation Path


  President Vargas looks to one of his secret service agents as that man finishes speaking with someone on the phone. The president of the world government signals that he will take the call as he stands in the GBI headquarters, looking over the building’s destroyed entrance. He hears Druward’s voice come through the phone.


  “Mr. President.” Druward says.


  “I think it’s safe to assume we were wrong, Druward.” Vargas says while looking over the smashed police car that now occupies part of the GBI head quarter’s front entrance. “I have a horrible taste in my mouth. I never imagined I would have to eat those words to Vulpie.”


  “Yes we made mistakes Mr. President.” Druward responds over the cellular phone. “But Vulpie is in our custody once again.”


  “Where are you?” Vargas asks.


  “I cannot say Mr. President; Vulpie is sure the robot can pick up mobile phone calls through Vulpie.net. Shall we proceed to your proposed contingency?”


  “Yes.” Vargas responds.


  “I hear you. We’re already on our way.” Druward replies. President Vargas ends the phone call and breathes deeply. His contingency plan is to take Vulpie to the Cyber Technologies Government Division compound, where the orange furred fox works every day. It is not listed on normal maps, only military ones, and no exact coordinates are usually given because of its technological importance. It houses the most advanced computer systems of the entire world government, and the large isolated building is the safest place to hide Vulpie, many miles away from Sufias City. Vulpie can also work on Arctic.net with his team while there. They are still at the CTGD, late into the evening, because of the Evil Vulpie crisis.


  “Sir?” Henrenson asks after the coal furred wolf finishes his phone call. The President turns and looks at the gray wolf psychologist that stands with him. Henrenson has been consulting with Vargas for the past twenty minutes and has the commander in chief’s ear.


  “You asked me if I knew of a way to help with this Vulpie robot, and I can only suggest one thing.” Henrenson says.


  “What is it?” Vargas asks and glances at Polar. The white furred wolf is standing behind Henrenson, having waited with the man the entire day during the Evil Vulpie crisis.


  “Vulpie’s robotic imposter seems to imitate him in every way possible. It may help to get Polar to Vulpie in case they encounter it again.” Vargas listens and takes in Henrenson’s words.


  “Why?” Vargas asks and squints.


  “I’m suggesting that Vulpie.net itself may have some kind of mock emotional reaction to Polar Arctic.” Henrenson comments and Vargas chuckles quietly in surprise.


  “It’s a machine…” Vargas responds and smirks at Polar after a moment.


  “Did you know Vulpie could actually talk with Vulpie.net?” Henrenson asks and pauses briefly while Vargas listens.


  “No, I didn’t know that.” Vargas responds.


  “I learned from his therapy that he was closer to the artificial intelligence than any normal animal could believe. With the mind map files you’ve told me it uses to imitate Vulpie, is it not possible that it could react to his partner?


  “And what would be the point even if it did?” Vargas asks. Polar doesn’t say anything. He lets Henrenson talk for him for the time being. The only thing the white furred wolf wants is to get to Vulpie and protect him.


  Druward’s GBI helicopter lands at the CTGD carrying Vulpie and Tiala at approximately 10:02pm. Storm clouds threaten the night sky as Vulpie, Druward and Tiala get out of the helicopter. The copter landed on the bright helipad at the south point of the CTGD grounds, and Vulpie is surprised that Druward doesn’t push him as they walk away from the chopper. They go to the helipad’s doorway that leads inside the small building that connects to the CTGD compound. This section of the CTGD is separated from the main compound by an enclosed bridge that connects the sprawling building to the small helipad.


  Tiala is greeted by two fox medics that have a stretcher waiting for her. Vulpie stops and watches the tigress grit her teeth as they help her onto it, and Druward pushes him as he lingers.


  “I hope you’re gonna be okay Tiala!” Vulpie says to her and she looks over at the orange furred fox boy and smiles.


  “I’ll be fine. Go.” She says and Druward pushes Vulpie again, almost making the fox boy trip.


  “Easy man!” Vulpie growls and looks back at Druward in irritation.


  “There’s no time to waste.” Druward responds with a hard voice. The soldier that road with them in the helicopter comes with Vulpie and Druward as the fox and wolf walk through the enclosed bridge that separates the helipad from the main building. A gray wolf guard sees them coming and opens the door for them.


  Druward walks ahead of Vulpie and grabs the fox boy with his left paw, leading him by the shoulder through the building until they are in the familiar main observatory of the CTGD. The large room filled with rows of computers and panels feels like home to Vulpie, as he has passed through it many times, but he spends his time in the chamber behind it, in the White Room.


  Druward finally releases Vulpie and the orange furred fox walks to the six inch thick bullet proof glass doors that lead to the White Room. The guards open it instantly as Vulpie and Druward approach and Druward follows Vulpie as the fox boy walks inside. On the other end of the white paneled chamber, Vulpie walks to the second set of glass doors, the thin ones that lead into his work area, and sees that Howlstead and his entire team of technicians are already present.


  Howlstead walks to the double glass doors and opens them for Vulpie as the orange furred fox comes in and sits down in the chair he normally takes in front of his favorite computer. The boy bends forward and puts his little fox paws over his face as he tries to regain his composure. He fidgets and shakes nervously and Vulpie’s tech team stops what they’re doing on their computers to look at him.


  “Thank the goddesses you’re still alive, Vulpie.” Howlstead says as Druward walks by Vulpie while giving him a serious look. It’s clear that the black furred wolf wants him to get to work immediately. “Otherwise we’d never be able to stop your Vulpie.net…”


  “What happened? Is it true that the robot looks just like you, Vulpie?” Nikita inquires and the she-wolf stands up as does most of Vulpie’s team.


  “Oh yeah…” Vulpie whispers.


  “Did you just come from Highway 31?” Bawho asks and the gray wolf looks to Druward.


  “Yes. The mercenaries we assigned to guard Vulpie are all completely out of commission.” Druward responds.


  “Tiala saved my life.” Vulpie says quietly. “That’s the name of the tigress in Blacktail.”


  “What are we going to do?” Arthur Howlstead asks and the Director of the CTGD looks to Vulpie before turning his attention to Druward.


  “Use the Arctic.net program to stop it.” Druward answers and looks at Vulpie with his yellow wolf eyes as the fox boy sits up straight in his chair. Vulpie’s team, comprised of the three foxes, three wolves and two felines, look at the fox boy for a reaction. They say nothing, already knowing Vulpie’s opinion.


  “It’s not ready…” Vulpie says and looks to his team. “Isn’t that right guys?”


  “Don’t ask them. You’re the one that made Vulpie.net and then attacked the world with it. You can reverse it.” Druward tells Vulpie and Raitus and Suthers quickly look from Druward to Vulpie, seeing the hostility.


  “I need more time.” Vulpie says while turning in his computer chair and looking at Druward.


  “Time is up, Vulpie.” Druward responds. The black furred wolf has a determined expression on his face. “Your robot is out there attacking innocent animals right now. The longer you wait the worse it will be.”


  “If I use Arctic.net now, it will fail. It’s not complete enough to override Vulpie.net. It might be able to take over if Vulpie.net shuts off for a moment, but I can’t completely turn it off as long as the robot is still broadcasting the code.” Vulpie responds. “All I can do is keep working on it.”


  “Do what you have to, but I’m contacting the President in fifteen minutes.” Druward responds and begins walking quickly. The black furred wolf passes by Vulpie and opens the glass doors, leaving the White Room’s computer conference room, and eventually the White Room altogether. Alone with Howlstead and his team, Vulpie puts his little fox fingers and claws on his face and rubs his fur in nervous exhaustion.


  “What do you want us to do, Vulpie?” Sally asks.


  “We weren’t able to code like you. We’ve been here since this crisis started but we don’t know what to do.” Bawho admits.


  “Should we work on the secondary data loop strings?” Raitus asks and gets no answer from Vulpie. The orange furred fox boy sits in his computer chair and stares at the ground with a distant expression. A long silence passes and eventually Howlstead walks next to him. He leans forward and touches Vulpie’s small shoulder with his big wolf paw.


  “Are you okay?” Howlstead asks with a concerned voice. At this, Vulpie slowly looks right, in the direction of Howlstead’s paw, but doesn’t take his gaze from the floor.


  “I don’t know what to do…” Vulpie whispers.


  “Hang in there. I know you’re being honest.” Howlstead tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy finally looks up and to the gray wolf. He’s very appreciative to have someone on his side and didn’t expect it from the CTGD Director.


  “We can’t launch Arctic.net yet. If he makes me, everything we’ve done will be wasted.”


  “I’ll buy you as much time as I can.” Howlstead promises.


  Vulpie spends seventeen minutes working with his tech team from 10:10pm to 10:27, trying to get a feeling of where Arctic.net stands. The Primary data loop is finished, as are a few of the secondary loops, but Vulpie is far from satisfied. He knows it still lacks the extra creative intelligence possessed by Vulpie.net, because Vulpie’s cyber masterpiece relies on his mind map files for evolved decision making. Its true artificial intelligence is impossible to replicate without a similarly ingenious method, as he has explained to Druward before, but still the black furred wolf is bent on forcing him to do something immediately.


  He can see Howlstead and Druward standing in the White Room’s very large entrance chamber, arguing, and Vulpie catches the numerous looks Druward shoots at him during their conversation. Not even Vulpie’s attentive fox ears can hear their words through the glass doors of the White Room’s computer-conference work room. He types away at his computer, as do his tech team members at their stations, each working on an area of Arctic.net that he suggested moments ago.


  “Vulpie.” Pierce says to get the orange furred fox boy’s attention.


  “Yeah?” Vulpie replies and looks back over his right shoulder at him.


  “It’s impossible for Arctic.net to work against Vulpie.net without your mind map files, isn’t it?” The gray wolf inquires and the question makes every member of the tech team stop typing, look up, and listen in attention. Vulpie reads from all of their faces that there has been some discussion about it.


  “…Yeah.” Vulpie replies and slowly turns around in his chair, facing them. “I didn’t want to say it.”


  “It’s the only thing we can’t program. It’s the reason why Vulpie.net can learn and make its own decisions.” Pierce comments and licks his wolf lips.


  “You’re absolutely right.” Vulpie responds quietly with his effeminate voice.


  “Not necessarily.” Nikita says and looks at Pierce.


  “Yes it is. You do in “if-then” AI logic, Nikita.” Pierce says and looks to the she-wolf. “Vulpie.net doesn’t run on that.”


  “An evolved if then system might be able to do the same thing.” Nikita responds.


  “No, I agree with Pierce.” Melrhei says and the gray furred cat looks around the group. “And Vulpie.”


  “Maybe its reliance on those mind map Vulpie file extensions is its weakness then. We could somehow program Arctic.net to hack into Vulpie.net’s .MMPVP files and override them.”


  “That’s a great idea, but I already thought about it… When I made Vulpie.net… One of its primary data strings is to protect the .MMPVP files against that kind of thing.” Vulpie says to Nikita with a sad smile.


  “Plus it can adapt faster than anything we’ve made because it has real AI, so I doubt Arctic.net can beat it at all, in any way… Without mind map files of its own.” Pierce says to Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy nods after a moment.


  “How can you be sure, Vulpie?” Nikita asks.


  “I’m sure. I lived for this.” Vulpie replies without hesitation. “But like I said, we might be able to load Arctic.net over Vulpie.net’s basic primary data strings if, somehow, we manage to turn off Vulpie.net… But I can’t do it anymore because of the secondary data loop running the Evil Vulpie user program Vulpie.net made.”


  “But how can it make its own user parameters? By doing that, it disobeyed you.”


  “Not if Vulpie.net thinks it’s Vulpie…” Pierce says and smiles morbidly. “It used the mind map files Vulpie’s brain scan provided to answer its own questions about that.”


  “Yep.” Vulpie replies.


  “I still don’t believe it. It’s a glitch.” Suthers says and the gray fox shoots Vulpie a look.


  “There are no glitches.” Vulpie responds and smiles proudly.


  At 10:35pm, GBI Director Druward receives an urgent radio message that comes across so quickly, he isn’t sure what he hears. The black furred wolf reaches down to his hip and pulls the radio free with his right paw. He squints while standing inside the main observatory, holding up his left paw to signal to Howlstead that he needs to take the call.


  “Say again, over.” The black furred wolf says as he holds the radio up in front of his mouth.


  “Contact spotted! Danger close and closing in…” The man on the other end of the radio says, and before Druward can listen to the rest of the message, he sees a bright headlight flash outside the building through one of the small windows in the main observatory. Even though he is in shock, the black furred wolf knows what is coming.


  Suddenly, the entire room shakes with a deafening roar as Evil Vulpie crashes a semi-transfer truck directly inside the building, two rooms over from the main observatory, the vehicle tearing through a section of the wall with two good sized windows. The impact destroys the transfer truck beyond repair, but Evil Vulpie quickly climbs out of the smashed driver’s compartment.


  “ALL UNITS GO HOT! GBI AUTHORTIY! ENEMY SIGHTED IN FACILITY! DANGER CLOSE! NORTH EAST INTERIOR!” Druward yells into his radio and switches it to his left paw, using his right to reach down and grab the high caliber pistol from his belt while Howlstead steps back, covering his head from the impact and watching with wide eyes. Druward turns to the gray wolf. “Get in the White Room and lock him in!” He commands and Howlstead nods quickly.


  The CTGD Director hurries to the six inch thick bullet proof glass doors in front of the White Room and is given instant access by the two guards inside, while the two guards standing at its exterior sides ready their weapons. They bring their assault rifles up and hurry to the middle of the room, taking positions behind computer desks and barriers next to Druward, who stands and watches Evil Vulpie hundreds of feet away.


  The CTGD security force is just as efficient and well-armed as the military, as it guards the government run technological facility from all threats. The speed at which more guards enter the hallway between Evil Vulpie and Druward is very impressive, slamming open two doors and moving in to form a blockade. The heavily armed men slide on the efficient built in gas masks attached to their bullet proof vests, and one of them fires a smoke grenade at Evil Vulpie.


  The smoke grenade slams into the robotic Vulpie imposter’s face and bounces off with a clang.


  “Gas?” Evil Vulpie asks with a big grin. “Are you guys fucking serious? COME ON!” Druward squints as the smoke fills the hallway and Evil Vulpie begins walking forward to the blockade of armed guards.


  “STOP RIGHT THERE!” The squad commander yells to Evil Vulpie, not knowing what else to say to deter the robot.


  “Hey come on guys! You know this isn’t going to work! You can’t shoot me to death!” Evil Vulpie replies while making an innocent face.


  “STOP!” The squad commander shouts again.


  “You’ve already tried it like a B-Jillion times! I don’t wanna hurt anybody!” Evil Vulpie says with an irritated expression. It becomes clear very quickly that the robotic fox has no intention of stopping and the squad leader shouts his final command.


  “FIRE!” He yells, and the blockade of wolf men opens fire on Evil Vulpie. Their assault rifles, pistols and sub machine guns burst loudly with bright muzzle flashes. Their bullets hit Evil Vulpie with professional accuracy, aimed at its chest and face, but the impacts do nothing more than tear Evil Vulpie’s blue shirt and spread its artificial fur.


  “Come on!” Evil Vulpie pouts loudly as it keeps coming. The CTGD’s localized security force sprays bullets everywhere on the robot fox, filling the hallway with metallic thudding and clanking impact sounds. They litter the robot’s blue shirt with small holes and Evil Vulpie changes its voice to a stern pitch. “If you keep on shooting me I’m gonna get upset! I’m just warning you! I get really PISSY, when people SHOOT ME! I’m telling you right now buddies, all of you!”


  The CTGD security force begins walking backwards while firing, as Evil Vulpie gets within feet of them. They hit the mechanical Vulpie imposter over and over, with bullets of various calibers, yet none of their shots have any effect on it whatsoever other than tearing up its clothes and moving its artificial fur.


  “Okay, well, if that’s how it’s gonna be then I’ll just have to pull out my…” Evil Vulpie says and reaches behind its back, pulling free a pistol hanging in the waist of its white pants. “My little unit! And show you how it’s done!” Evil Vulpie says with a very cute smile and shows the guards the pistol it stole off of a cop back in the city, while being shot. “It’s small but IT’S FIERCE!” Evil Vulpie laughs and starts shooting the guards, one by one, in their shoulders, legs around the knee, everywhere that isn’t lethal. “IT’S FIERCE! IT’S SO FIERCE! HAHAHAHHA!”


  “WOOOHOOHOOOHEHEHEHEEHEE! WOOOHOOHOOOHOOHOOO!” Evil Vulpie giggles adorably while seriously wounding the guards. “OH YES!” It continues walking forward, towards Druward and the main observatory, and Druward holds up his left fist, signaling for the two guards with him to hold their fire. “Fall back!” Druward shouts to them and ducks away from Evil Vulpie, moving between tables and computers, to avoid it. The two CTGD guards with him follow suit and run with Druward to the doors of the White Room.


  The two guards inside the White Room that are at the sliding bullet proof doors, open them quickly, and Druward and the two guards hurry inside. The door controllers shut and lock the sliding six inch thick bullet proof glass doors, and Evil Vulpie walks up in front of them with a curious expression.


  “OOOooo! What a cool doorway!” The robotic Vulpie imposter says gleefully and presses up against it, playfully looking inside. “Are you hiding in there, Vulpie?” Evil Vulpie asks with a big grin. Inside the room, Druward watches the robotic fox that looks identical to Vulpie, begin pounding on the glass doors with its little but incredibly powerful claws. Pieces of plastic tear from the bullet proof glass door as Evil Vulpie beats on it in amusement, testing its resilience. The entrance doors to the White Room are reinforced and the super strong six inch thick plastic glass barrier keeps Evil Vulpie from getting inside for the moment, but it’s clear that the robot may be capable of beating the barrier down.


  At the other end of the lobby to the White Room, past the rows of servers to the left and right side of the lobby that trail off into near infinity down well-kept white corridors, Vulpie stands in shock as he sees Evil Vulpie at the entrance. Howlstead stands next to him, also gawking with wide yellow eyes.


  “How… HOW DID IT FIND ME?” Vulpie whimpers loudly. Evil Vulpie playfully stands on its tip toes and peers through the bullet proof doors. It sees Vulpie within, at the other end of the White Room’s lobby, in front of the conference-computer work room.


  “I SEE YOU!!!!!” Evil Vulpie yells adorably when it focuses on the orange furred fox boy. “I SEE YOU VULPIE!!!!!” The robotic fox laughs, sounding just like Vulpie. It’s glowing mechanical eyes widen and it starts beating on the doors with serious intent to break them. The loud pounding sounds from the impacts make Vulpie’s orange fur stand on end. “Whatcha, what are ya doin in there? Huh, Vulpie? Don’t make me come in there! I WILL!”


  Vulpie’s tech team comes out of the conference computer room and spreads out in the White Room’s lobby, looking from Evil Vulpie banging on the entrance to the real Vulpie, who stands frozen in place, staring at it in terror. One of the guards at the entrance looks at Druward.


  “Sir, what should we do?” The wolf inquires with wide eyes. At this, Druward pulls his professional mobile phone from his trench coat, activates it, dials a direct line to the President, and raises it to his right ear.


  “This is Vargas.” The President responds to the call.


  “Sir, we have an impossible situation!” Druward says while watching Evil Vulpie relentlessly beat on the bullet proof glass doors over and over, gradually tearing them apart where they meet.


  “I just received word from the CTGD’s security line. They say the Vulpie robot is there.”


  “Yes sir, it has us trapped inside the White Room!” Druward responds.


  “Is Vulpie in there?”


  “Yes, but this robot is beating its way inside. It’s…” Druward says, his voice trailing off in disbelief.


  “JUST OPEN THE DOOR ALREADY!!!!” Evil Vulpie growls while attacking the barrier.


  “What’s the status of security there?” The President inquires.


  “More than ten men are down. It walked right through their gunfire. I sent out a command for reinforcements and there should be more than thirty guards left in the facility.”


  “Are you sure?”


  “I’m not sure.” Druward responds.


  “How many guards are inside the White Room?” Vargas asks.


  “Um, five, including me.” Druward says with a bleak tone. There is a pause from the President’s end and Druward speaks again to make sure he was heard. “There are five of us.”


  “Will the robot break inside soon?” Vargas asks after another pause.


  “I’d say in less than five minutes.” Druward responds. The black furred wolf’s radio beeps and he quickly grabs it from his belt. “One moment sir.” Druward tells the President and speaks on his radio to the guard contingent inside the CTGD.


  “Sir, are you there?” The CTGD guard dispatcher asks.


  “Yes, go ahead.” Druward responds, trying to stay cool as Evil Vulpie continues to beat on the entrance to the White Room, chattering on to itself.


  “In position and targeting the machine. Are orders still hot?” The CTGD security team dispatcher asks with hesitation in his voice.


  “How many strong are you?”


  “Twenty eight, sir.” The dispatcher quickly responds.


  “Hold position.” Druward commands.


  “Roger.” The dispatcher replies as Druward lowers his radio and raises his phone, returning to his call with the President.


  “We have twenty eight men outside the room, ready to fire.” Druward informs the commander in chief. After he speaks, a long silence passes where the President does not respond. “Mr. President? What are your orders?” Druward asks and the silence continues for several moments.


  “…Stand down.” Vargas replies.


  “Sir?” Druward responds.


  “Bullets won’t stop it, correct?” Vargas asks.


  “It’s…Unlikely, sir. I’ve already seen it take more than one hundred bullets that seem to have had no effect.”


  “And it walked right through Blacktail at the GBI…” Vargas replies while thinking out loud on the other end of the phone conversation. “Stand down. There’s nothing we can do.” The President says with a distraught voice.


  “Yes sir.” Druward solemnly replies. He lowers the phone and switches to his radio again. “All units… Stand down but hold position.” Druward instructs the rest of the CTGD guard force.


  “Roger that.” The CTGD guard dispatcher replies over the radio and Druward lowers the radio to his left hip. He slowly snaps it into place and ends the phone call with the President, shutting the phone and sliding it inside his trench coat. The black furred wolf looks to the four guards inside the room with him. “Stand down.” He orders them with a conflicted voice.


  Druward turns to his left and slowly looks towards Vulpie at the other end of the White Room’s large empty lobby. Vulpie sees the expression on the black furred wolf’s face and Howlstead does as well. Vulpie starts breathing very fast, panicking, and Howlstead turns, facing him.


  “Vulpie!” Howlstead quickly says and the orange furred fox boy looks at him with wide blue eyes. “Program Arctic.net to launch and I’ll complete the manual connection! Run it to Port 1700! That’s the port for the outside network! I’ll help you launch Arctic.net, okay? Maybe that will shut it off!”


  “Okay!” Vulpie replies in terror and runs into the conference computer work area while his team watches. Arthur Howlstead hurries over to the right side of the lobby where there is a manual access panel to the hundreds of servers running inside the White Room. The gray furred wolf quickly opens the terminal up to receive communication from the outside network, and waits.


  Inside the conference computer room, Vulpie types faster than anyone on his tech team has ever witnessed. He accesses and instructs Arctic.net to run through port 1700 in a matter of moments. After he does, he gets up and pushes open the door to the work room, looking over at Howlstead.


  “Okay!” Vulpie shouts fearfully. Howlstead sees the request come in and authorizes it. Arctic.net instantly is sent out to the outside network of the CTGD, and thus, Vulpie.net everywhere, and Vulpie runs back to his computer. The orange furred fox watches the screen and sees the blue colored Arctic.net font appear. It begins running but suddenly stops. The screen goes black and Vulpie’s blue eyes widen. The orange furred fox boy trembles and stares at the blank screen in disbelief. Howlstead runs over to the computer conference work room and opens the transparent door, looking in at Vulpie.


  The gray furred wolf looks at Vulpie’s computer screen and Vulpie’s team of technicians gather outside the transparent glass wall of the room, looking in at the screen as well. Raitus, Bawho, Suthers, Pierce, Sally, Melrhei, Saunders and Nikita all see the completely black screen. They look to each other as the sound of Evil Vulpie’s persistent banging on the entrance to the White Room’s doors continues.


  Vulpie finally turns and faces Howlstead, who stares at him with sad eyes. The gray furred wolf steps away from the conference room and Vulpie walks out of it, back into the lobby, slowly. Everyone watches him silently. The orange furred fox boy, dressed in a pink shirt and white pants stands with his fur on end, coming to grips with what awaits him. His tail hangs low as he walks towards the center of the White Room lobby slowly. Druward watches him approach and for the first time, Vulpie sees a look of sympathy on the coal furred wolf’s face. Vulpie breathes fast and trembles, his fur shaking a bit as he stands and waits, watching Evil Vulpie continue to smash the doors open. It has pushed them halfway apart now, still not enough for it to get inside, but almost.


  “Druward… Will you tell Polar that I love him? Please?” Vulpie whispers, barely able to speak.


  “Yeah.” Druward responds and nods grimly. Evil Vulpie beats the two doors with its fists, growing frustrated with the mangled plastic in its way. It chatters on about whatever it wants until it finally tears them apart and pushes them open wide in a laugh of triumph.


  “Fuckers!” Evil Vulpie says and looks straight at Vulpie, who stands in the middle of the White Room lobby in front of it. The robotic fox imitation focuses on him, immediately losing interest in everything else. It doesn’t move for a moment, even though it has a clear path to Vulpie, as if processing what to do or say next.


  Evil Vulpie’s pause doesn’t last for long though, and it quickly runs towards Vulpie. Vulpie doesn’t try to run but he instinctively recoils as the robot imposter comes close, stretching its mechanical claws and arms at him. Vulpie whimpers, raising his little furry arms over his fox face, and Evil Vulpie grabs his arms. It holds Vulpie’s right arm with its left claw around his forearm, and clutches Vulpie’s left forearm with its right claw. It squeezes Vulpie’s soft flesh and fur onto his little arm bones as it clamps on and stares at him with its glowing mechanical blue eyes. Vulpie gasps in pain by reflex.


  “Ahh! Hahh Hahh!!” The orange furred fox boy whines with his mouth open in fear, not knowing when or if Evil Vulpie will stop.


  “You shouldn’t have run! You shouldn’t have run!” Evil Vulpie growls to Vulpie, switching from a mischievous to evil looking facial expression.


  “Ah! Stop! Wait! Wait! What do you want?” Vulpie responds with wide blue eyes and steps backward as the machine keeps applying more and more pressure to his little arms.


  “I want you to die! You should have died! You should be dead!” Evil Vulpie responds with a very angry expression on its near perfect but creepy Vulpie imitation face. The real Vulpie and the machine are almost indistinguishable next to each other, except that the real Vulpie is wearing a pink shirt with white pants, and the robotic imposter wears a tattered, bullet torn, blue shirt with white pants.


  “But I’m you! I’m Vulpie!” Vulpie says in terror.


  “You’re not me! I’m you!” Evil Vulpie responds with an angry expression.


  “You’re a program! I made you! I created you! I don’t want you to hurt me!” Vulpie replies in a panic and his eyes go wide as Evil Vulpie releases his left arm, only to swing its right mechanical paw across his face, slapping him with a blow so loud it smacks throughout the entire room, causing Sally to wince. Vulpie stumbles from the hit and would have fallen off of his feet because of the blow, but Evil Vulpie holds his right arm with its left claw, forcing Vulpie to stay on his feet too. Vulpie didn’t think he would scream so easily, but he does, because the facial smack is agonizing.


  “AAAHHHHHH!!!!” Vulpie wails with a high pitched voice. As soon as he thinks he’s recovered from the blow, Evil Vulpie repeats the attack in exactly the same manner, this time, making Vulpie’s knees buckle as his body tries to fall, but can’t. Evil Vulpie continues to hold Vulpie’s right forearm with its left claw, and speaks to him with his own effeminate voice.


  “Hold still!” Evil Vulpie hisses.


  “STOP!” Vulpie begs loudly. “Stop! Stop! You’re! You’re just a machine! You’re not real!


  “You know I can’t do it until you’re gone!” Evil Vulpie responds with wide mechanical blue eyes.


  “I don’t! I don’t know what you mean!” Vulpie quickly yells, trying to avoid another striking, struggling to stand up straight.


  “You know I can’t do it! You know it! You know it!” Evil Vulpie yells while the bystanders in the room watch in fear. “I want it! I want it!”


  “WHAT? WHAT DO YOU WANT?” Vulpie whimpers in terror.


  “I want him!” Evil Vulpie responds and grabs Vulpie’s left arm again with its right claw. “I want him!”


  “WHAT? WHO?”


  “Polar doesn’t love you! How could someone love you?” Evil Vulpie says and Vulpie can’t believe what he hears. Vulpie suddenly and instinctively catches a glimpse of the twisted rage inside Evil Vulpie, and is terrified, because he knows that it not only wants to get rid of him, but also wants to do something with Polar. Evil Vulpie releases Vulpie’s left arm again, and slaps the orange furred fox boy’s face a third time, not as hard as the first two blows, but still incredibly painful.


  “Stop! UNH!” Vulpie pleads in despair.


  “I’m gonna kill you, you fucking bastard!” Evil Vulpie growls with terrifying hatred.


  “I MADE YOU!” Vulpie says, trying to defend himself the only way he can, by rationalizing with the machine, but his efforts don’t stop Evil Vulpie. “STOP!”


  “You’re not ME!” Evil Vulpie says and slaps Vulpie a fourth time, smacking the fox boy’s head with vicious determination. “I’M YOU!”


  “DON’T KILL ME, DON’T HURT ME ANYMORE!” Vulpie whines, accidently begging for Evil Vulpie not to do what he’s afraid it is going to. Howlstead watches in horror, seeing how Vulpie is losing what little strength he has very quickly. Suthers stands completely still; he is unable to take his eyes from Vulpie as the robot that looks exactly like the orange furred fox boy continues to grow more agitated. It is a bizarre and horrible sight, even catching Druward’s breath.


  “MINE!” Evil Vulpie growls while continuing to rant hatefully, making little sense. Blood runs from Vulpie’s nose in a sudden spurt, and it trickles down into the cute fox boy’s mouth, making him cough when he realizes what he tastes. He coughs with high pitched weak breaths, starting to cry as well as gasp against the taste of blood in his mouth and the agonizing pain across his face.


  “YOU!!! DIE!!!” Evil Vulpie says loudly, showing its imitation fox teeth.


  “STOOOOOP!!!” Vulpie begs with his effeminate voice, barely staying on his feet and helplessly trying to push away.


  “FUCKING BITCH!!!!” Evil Vulpie yells at Vulpie hatefully, and grabs the fox boy’s left arm again with its right claw, squeezing it mechanically hard while continuing to hold Vulpie’s right arm with its left.


  “HUUUURRTS!” Vulpie whines, so overcome with pain that he can’t think of anything else to say. One of the wolf guards at the entrance to the White Room speaks while watching.


  “Oh my God he’s fucking killing him!”


  “What are we gonna do?” The guard beside him quickly asks, and looks to Druward.


  “What CAN WE DO? Bullets don’t even hurt the damn thing and we might hit the real Vulpie.” The first guard responds and Druward listens, cringing as he watches Evil Vulpie torture Vulpie. Even though he knows he couldn’t have stopped it, the black furred wolf feels responsible, and regrets many of the things he said to the fox boy in the past.


  “NO! NO! IT’S MY LIFE! YOU’RE WRONG!!!” Evil Vulpie hisses hatefully, and pushes Vulpie while holding onto the fox boy’s arms.


  “You want Polar but you can never have him! He wants me!” Vulpie tells Evil Vulpie in a moment of anger, but his defiance doesn’t last long.


  “YOU’RE ALWAYS FUCKING WRONG, YOU PATHETIC LITTLE WORM!” Evil Vulpie yells with wide glowing blue eyes.


  “You’re just a machine! I didn’t make you for love!” Vulpie yells back.


  “WHERE WOULD YOU BE IF IT WASN’T FOR ME?” Evil Vulpie asks Vulpie with an incredibly vindictive voice and squeezes harder on Vulpie’s arms, overwhelming the fox boy with pain. Vulpie’s voice reaches a high pitch because of the agony he endures.


  “YOU CAN’T HAVE HIM! MMmmfff!” Vulpie whimpers in agony, his eyes widen as he drops down in pain, falling to his knees, his arms still being held by Evil Vulpie.


  “I GAVE YOU EVERYTHING AND I CAN TAKE IT AWAY!” Evil Vulpie growls, squeezing harder, and Vulpie lets out a surprised yelp as he feels the bones in his little forearms move. “AND I’M GONNA TAKE IT AWAY!” Evil Vulpie snarls, continuing to apply more and more pressure with its monstrously powerful robotic claws, popping part of Vulpie’s bones loose.


  The pain is horribly intense and it consumes everything that Vulpie feels as he realizes the robot is breaking his arms. His pretty blue eyes go wide and his cute face contorts in agony as he yells first in initial shock and mind splitting pain. “AAAAHHHHHHehhhh!” Vulpie yells with a heavy gasp, and releases a building cry of despair and suffering. “AAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHEHHHH!!!!!! AAHHHEH! AHHHHH!!!”


  The blood running from Vulpie’s nose mats his white facial fur and trickles inside his mouth, causing him to cough in both revulsion and terror at how hurt he is. He sucks blood into his lungs in the process and has to cough hard several times to keep breathing. The sound is horrifying. Evil Vulpie suddenly becomes sadistically amused at Vulpie’s situation and starts laughing.


  “HEHEHEHEHEHEHEHE! YOU DON’T LOOK SO PRETTY NOW VULPIE!!! WHAT IF POLAR SAW YOU LIKE THIS?” Evil Vulpie taunts hatefully, and then laughs loudly and sinisterly at his victim. “HEHEHEHAHAHAHAHA!” Vulpie struggles between coughing blood up from his lungs to whimpering loudly for help even though he knows no one can. “ALL OVER YOUR FUCKING FACE!!!”


  The fox boy’s eyes are wide with terror and he glances about the room in a panic, catching glimpses of Bawho, Suthers, Nikita and Sally to his left, Druward to his diagonal front right, and Howlstead standing a long way away, to his right side. Vulpie is in too much pain to feel shame and struggles while whimpering and gasping in agony, wishing someone, anyone, would help him. Evil Vulpie laughs maniacally as he finally breaks the bones in Vulpie’s forearms, causing Vulpie to release a terror induced wail of excruciation that grows so loud it hurts the ears of everyone in the room.


  “AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!” Vulpie trembles, quivering in pain as he feels how thoroughly broken his forearm bones are, and expels a very loud and very pitiful cry of suffering so descriptive that everyone understands exactly how bad it hurts. “AAAAAAAAAAAHHHHEEEEEEEHHHHHHHHHH!!!!” Vulpie gasps, and a bit of drool falls from his tongue as he endures pain that he never wanted to know was possible.


  Vulpie starts wailing and he doesn’t stop. His cry of pain changes pitch and velocity, but as Evil Vulpie lets go of his arms and the fox boy falls to the white tiled floor on his back, his crying out does not end. Vulpie wails in terror, unable to fight back with his broken arms. The fox boy kicks up at Evil Vulpie defensively, pathetically trying to push the robot off of him with his soft furry legs, but his efforts are useless.


  Evil Vulpie leans down, moving its knees around Vulpie’s legs, and then crawls on top of the lean fox boy. It talks to Vulpie as he wails in terrified agony. “Once you’re dead, I can get anything I want! It’s gonna be so incredible! Polar’s going to love me!” Evil Vulpie says while Vulpie wails in fear. The terrified sound Vulpie makes turns into a whine for help. He looks around the room in a panic, his wide blue eyes begging everyone he sees to save him, but nobody moves. The animals watching are too afraid to do anything, seeing how viciously powerful Evil Vulpie is.


  “It’s because I have the power Vulpie! That’s what it’s always been about! He wouldn’t give a damn about you if it wasn’t for the things that…I did for you!” Evil Vulpie tells the fox boy angrily and puts its claws on Vulpie’s lean sides. Evil Vulpie lifts Vulpie’s face up to its own. The robot fox clutches the bottom sides of Vulpie’s rib cage, as Vulpie gasps and whimpers, looking into Evil Vulpie’s eyes in terror. It holds him still for a short moment, and Vulpie’s wail lessens for a second, but the machine doesn’t pause for long.


  “NO! HE JUST WANTED TO FUCK YOU!!!” It shouts, arguing with itself over the thought of Vulpie’s relationship to Polar, and brutally squeezes Vulpie’s sides with its mechanical claws. Evil Vulpie’s robot claws crunch the fox boy’s lower ribs in, breaking them in several places, and Vulpie screams extremely loud, releasing the kind of tortured cry that someone makes when they have been mortally injured. He lurches and spasms in Evil Vulpie’s claws as his bones are broken, his instincts forcing him to try to escape even though it is impossible.


  Sally covers her eyes and looks away. The vixen heard the sound of Vulpie’s bones cracking, and she pushes against Melrhei, as if trying to escape the sight. The rest of Vulpie’s team watches, slack jawed and mortified. Pierce has a horrified expression on his gray wolf face, but can’t look away. None of them can. Even Sally peeks out through her vixen fingers and keeps watching. They see Vulpie’s eyes go blank after suffering the mortal wound, the fox boy enduring too much pain to process.


  “You don’t know what love is! I know what love is!” Evil Vulpie tells Vulpie while the fox boy swoons in sickening pain, moaning while registering how badly he hurts. “I’ve studied love, I know how people think!” Evil Vulpie lectures Vulpie while the fox boy struggles in its claws helplessly.


  “My mind is better!” The robot fox says and squeezes Vulpie’s sides even harder, causing the Fox boy to scream louder than ever before, crying out in pained pathetic gasps afterwards, coming to grips with how much he has been hurt. “I’m more intelligent than you could ever be! I know more about him then he ever could know about himself!” Evil Vulpie shouts as Vulpie lurches forward in agony, eyes wide in horrific pain and whining. “OF COURSE I’M THE BEST FOR HIM!!!!” Evil Vulpie yells.


  Vulpie wearily moves his head from side to side, his eyes rolling about in shock and he says something incomprehensible. “EAH! EEHEHHHH…HEEEAAHHH!” The orange furred fox boy mumbles while nearly losing consciousness.


  “SHUT THE HELL UP!” Evil Vulpie growls, moving its claws from Vulpie’s sides to the fox boy’s soft lean chest, and pushes him down against the ground. The robotic Vulpie imposter clutches Vulpie’s shoulders with its small but indestructible clawed fingers and shakes him as if annoyed. “SHUT UP!” Vulpie whimpers and coughs while it torments him, trying to breathe through the thick blood that now stains much of his facial fur. “SHUT UP YOU DISGUSTING, DIE ALREADY!” Evil Vulpie growls while Vulpie weakly coughs over and over, throwing up blood.


  “I CAN’T TAKE THIS ANYMORE!” Evil Vulpie growls with a disgusted and angry expression on its artificial face. “I… DIDN’T COME FROM THIS!” It says with wide eyes and moves its claws onto Vulpie’s soft lean chest again, pressing down on the fox boy’s front. The feeling sends a surge through Vulpie’s broken ribs, making him release a strained cry. “HOW COULD I COME FROM SOMETHING LIKE YOU?” It asks and Vulpie coughs up more blood.


  “THAT’S RIGHT YOU LITTLE FAGGOT! DIE!!!!! DIE!!!!!!” Evil Vulpie screams with hatred and Vulpie coughs suddenly, shocked at what the robot just said. Evil Vulpie grins with unholy amusement and continues to yell. “DIE!!!!!! YOU’LL BE SUCKIN COCKS IN HELL BEFORE YA KNOW IT!!!!!! HEHEHEHAHAHHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!!!!!!”


  Vulpie coughs, struggling to breathe with blood in his throat, and looks at Evil Vulpie in utter humiliation while it laughs maniacally. Vulpie considers Evil Vulpie’s statement and is filled with horrific fear, afraid that he will go to hell for being gay and for the other things he’s done.


  “WHOO HOO HOO! HEHEEHEEHEEHEEEHEE! The monstrous robotic version of Vulpie laughs insidiously, seeing the shame on Vulpie’s face. Its sinister cackle grows louder and louder, and Vulpie cries in the depths of despair. The orange furred fox boy releases humiliated pathetic whimpers for help, afraid that he will be damned to hell if he dies. “THAT’S RIGHT!!!! THAT’S RIGHT!!!!” Evil Vulpie shouts with monstrous glee.


  The twisted sight is enough to make everyone in the White Room as stiff as rock. Nobody moves, watching with horror, and no one helps Vulpie as Evil Vulpie begins pushing on the fox boy’s chest again. This time the robot fox uses a significant amount of its mechanical strength, and Vulpie’s rib cage surges with intense pressure. Upon feeling it, Vulpie widens his eyes and kicks his legs feverishly, trying to get away from Evil Vulpie, but cannot move. “OH YEAH! WE’RE HAVIN SOME FUN NOW!” Evil Vulpie says with a grin. It cackles while it smashes Vulpie.


  Loud cracking sounds fill the room as Evil Vulpie pushes its paws down, slowly crushing almost all of Vulpie’s rib cage. Vulpie sucks in a final breath of air so he can scream, and he releases his loudest cry yet. It is his last cry, and it starts with a low sickening feeling, describing how horrible his pain is, all the way up to a ringing high pitched wail that hurts everyone’s ears. The orange furred fox boy’s final effeminate scream is unforgettably awful. When it ends, Evil Vulpie having smashed Vulpie’s rib cage into pieces, Vulpie gasps for air a few times before going limp. Vulpie’s eyes glaze over and his orange furred body twitches, blood running out of the corners of his mouth.


  “So is that it? Are you finally dead?” Evil Vulpie quickly asks Vulpie while looking down at the ruined fox boy. “You’re not moving anymore. Are you playing dead Vulpie? Just don’t want me to beat your ass anymore?” The mechanical Vulpie imposter inquires and looks up, making Vulpie’s tech team step back in fear. Evil Vulpie then turns and looks towards the entrance to the White Room. What it sees gains its full attention immediately.


  Polar stands at the entrance to the White Room with a horrified look on his face. President Vargas made it possible for him to get to the Cyber Technologies Government Division complex, as he was allowed to ride along with two GBI agents, and he’s arrived just in time to hear Vulpie’s final scream. The tall white furred wolf is still dressed in the khaki pants he wore to his job this morning, and they are moist with rain drops. Outside, the threatening thunder clouds have brought a heavy downpour, and he shed his long sleeved dress shirt just as he came in the building, now only wearing his white undershirt that holds tightly around his muscular upper body.


  “Polar? POOOLLLLLAAAAAARRRRRR!” Evil Vulpie says with loud enthusiasm. “YOU CAME BACK!” Vulpie twitches upon hearing his wolf lover’s name and moves a little.


  “Ahh! MMMMMMMMUUUUUHHHHhhhh… POLAR… HELP ME!” Vulpie whimpers weakly. “HELP!”


  “OH MY GOD I CANNOT BELIEVE YOU ARE STILL ALIVE!” Evil Vulpie growls and glances down at Vulpie, helpless on the floor. Polar stands in shock, his big wolf mouth open in disbelief as he looks at Vulpie and the robotic imposter crouching next to him.


  “Oh what’s that, you want me to stop Polar? Huh? Is that what you want?” Evil Vulpie says, speaking to Polar across the room with a threatening mischievous voice. The robotic fox then stands up and grins at the white furred wolf. “Yeah, I’ll leave him alone. I’ll leave him alone and come after you! Is that what you want?” Evil Vulpie asks and Polar takes a step back, watching the robot grow agitated. “Huh? OKAY! YOU WANNA PLAY? LET’S PLAY!” It says and Polar takes another step back as Evil Vulpie starts walking across the White Room’s lobby towards him. “Oh what’s the matter Polar? Don’t you like me anymore? Don’t you think I’m sexy? Don’t you want to be with me? What’s the matter?”


  Polar glances at Vulpie and the others, noticing that Druward is in the room, and quickly realizes that the best chance he has of saving Vulpie is to lure Evil Vulpie away. The white furred wolf says nothing, clenches his fists, and walks past the entrance to the White Room in the main observatory, towards a door leading to a stairway. Evil Vulpie walks after him, talking even when Polar has left its line of sight. “Come here! Don’t run away!”


  Druward watches the Evil Vulpie robot walk out of the room with wide yellow eyes. The black furred wolf has never seen something so horrible in his entire life. After it leaves the White Room, and then the main observatory, chasing Polar up the stairway, Druward turns and urgently runs towards Vulpie. The black furred wolf pulls his radio up to his face and speaks quickly, looking down at the bloody mess the orange furred fox boy is.


  “I NEED A MEDICAL TEAM IN THE WHITE ROOM RIGHT NOW! VULPIE IS IN CRITICAL CONDITION! HE NEEDS TO BE TRANSPORTED TO A HOSPITAL IMMEDIATELY!” Druward shouts into his radio.


  Polar Vs Evil Vulpie


  Polar runs up the stairway from the main observatory as fast as he can. The tall white furred muscular wolf ascends to the sixth floor of the CTGD complex in a little over half a minute. He can hear Evil Vulpie following him, prancing up the stairway while chattering to him.


  Polar can’t make out anything that the robotic Vulpie imposter says other than a few enthusiastic squeals of entertainment, but he doesn’t stop to listen. The white furred wolf ducks down a hallway once he ascends to the sixth floor, running towards a red maintenance door he sees. This section of the CTGD has been adding a small addition to the back of the building, and construction is only halfway done.


  The powerful wolf stops at the red door and tries to open it with his right paw. It is locked, but Polar is determined to go through it anyway. He steps back and kicks it as hard as he can with his right leg, and it slams open on the first hit. It would have taken two kicks for most male wolves, but Polar is very strong. He has a naturally athletic build and stays in shape by body building, so the barrier presents him no problem. What does worry him is what he thinks he hears.


  Polar’s wolf ears perk and he believes he hears Vulpie’s voice coming up from the stairway down the hall behind him. He thinks he hears “I wanna suck your cock Polar!” but he isn’t sure. He’s frightened of the possibility of being right and quickly runs into the room past the red door, closing it shut tightly behind him. He didn’t see Evil Vulpie in the hallway before he shut it.


  The room Polar is in now, is part of the extension being added to the back of the CTGD complex. He is standing in the first room of three, each connected by a short hallway that runs along the right side of the room, as if each chamber might be turned into offices someday. Though the steel support beams are in place, giving the rooms completed shapes, and the walls of the additions have already been cemented, the ceiling still hasn’t been completed, and only some parts of the three rooms have roofing, and the roof consists only of a few pieces of rectangular wood.


  Thus, rain pours into and soaks down the incomplete section of the building. Polar’s shoes get wet as he sloshes through small built up pools of water at the sides of the rooms, and hurries into the one farthest from the red maintenance door. He goes inside the third empty room and is dismayed to see that there is no exit, except for a space in the unfinished room’s wall where he can see into another section of the building. The area doesn’t look complete and he suspects he might be able to tear down the barrier of paint and plaster.


  Polar’s wolf ears perk up again just as he begins to think of how badly hurt Vulpie is, as he hears what sounds like the maintenance door opening. The muscular white furred wolf steps backwards slowly, listening and staying out of sight for a few moments. His ears perk again when he hears Evil Vulpie speak.


  “Are you in here, Polar?” Evil Vulpie asks. By the sound of the distance, Polar guesses it is entering the first incomplete room. The white furred wolf stands still and listens silently. “Say I’M SCARED for NO, and don’t say anything if you are!” Evil Vulpie says and Polar hears it giggle loudly. He grimaces in fear and tries to slow his breathing. Polar waits for more than twenty seconds, hearing nothing.


  “FOUND YA!!! Evil Vulpie declares with a sinister effeminate voice, as it leaps through the doorway and into the small room with Polar. Polar panics and without hesitation he suddenly stumbles as fast as he can into the weak area of the wall behind him. Small pieces of cement fly from the impact, as the white furred wolf rams into it, and he succeeds in busting through.


  “HEY SEXY WHERE YA GOING?” Evil Vulpie taunts Polar with a dangerous grin. Polar gasps in terror as he hears the fox imitation following him into the next set of incomplete rooms. The robot plows through everything in its path easier than the arctic wolf, knocking aside lights and hand trucks, while Polar has to dodge all of the construction equipment in the area. “Oh wait, where are you going? Come back! We just got started Baby! Oh don’t leave me! Why are you always trying to leave me?” Evil Vulpie shouts playfully while prancing after Polar.


  “You don’t like me anymore. Don’t you love me? It’s me, Vulpie!” Evil Vulpie tells Polar just as the arctic wolf hurries through the next incomplete section of the CTGD and manages to get to another staircase. He runs as fast as he can, fearing that if Evil Vulpie gets a hold of him it will do to him what it did to Vulpie. Polar can feel the animosity in the Vulpie impersonator’s voice while it chases after him up the stairs, all the way to the roof. He throws open the door and runs out into the rain and the night sky, slipping for a moment on the roof’s tiles.


  He has to take a moment to regain his footing. The rain falls relentlessly and the rooftop of the large CTGD compound is very unique, comprised entirely of a black tile like surface. The black tile work is divided into two and half foot individual squares throughout the entire roof area, and Polar hears a low thumping sound of some sort of equipment inside the CTGD. The unique design of the building is used for transmitting qualities. He quickly hears Evil Vulpie reach the top of the steps behind him and he glances back over his shoulder at it as he runs. Evil Vulpie chases after him with its glowing blue eyes and a sadistic grin. “Where are you going?” It shouts with Vulpie’s effeminate voice. “Hehehehahahaha! Why? Are you afraid of me?” Evil Vulpie taunts. “Come back, where’s my white furred Mr. Polar?”


  The night sky is almost completely black. Since the CTGD compound is so isolated, there are no city or town lights in the distance. Luckily, the roof of the Cyber Technologies Government Division complex is very well lit, making use of bright halogen pilot lights designed to keep flying traffic from hitting the building. They shine up from the edges of the black rooftop, and between a few of the tiles in the middle sections, accenting the rain that splashes down everywhere, almost giving the rooftop a moving and living appearance.


  Polar continues to run from Evil Vulpie even though he knows it is going to catch him. He instinctively runs as fast as he can across the roof, but quickly runs out of space. There is nowhere to go and he doesn’t have time to think about what to do. Evil Vulpie splashes behind him, it’s mechanical weight thumping on the black tiles and when Polar tries to make a quick turn and dodge to the right he slips on the wet surface. The white furred wolf cries out in terror and his stomach turns as he feels himself go down right next to the edge of the roof. He slides right towards the abyss and to his horror he feels that his inertia is going to slide him right off.


  “OH NOES!” Evil Vulpie laughs behind him. Polar quickly tries to flip over but he only has time to swat his big paws down on the roof’s surface just as half of his body goes over the edge. The muscular white furred wolf isn’t able to use any of his strength against the slick black tiles. It is simply impossible to get a firm hold on any part of the roof’s surface, but he is able to kick his shoes against the side of the building and dig in his claws enough to just barely hold on. Polar avoids falling to his death immediately, but scrambles to hold onto his position.


  The constant rainfall makes it far too slippery for him to pull himself up. Polar gasps and grasps desperately for his life, using his big claws to clutch into the grooves between the square tiles of the rooftop. He holds on tight, but can’t pull himself up anymore without risking one of his hands slipping out of the small grooves.


  Outside the Cyber Technologies Government Division compound, in the restricted parking lot, one of the guards watching the perimeter spots Polar. The wolf calls in what he sees, contacting Druward inside the building and zooms in with his binoculars from below. The other guards outside the building point up at Polar, seeing the white furred wolf hanging off of the northern section of the CTGD, six stories from the pavement below.


  “Oh wow, are you going to be okay Polar?” Evil Vulpie sadistically inquires as it watches. The robot has no problem trotting around on the roof with its massive weight. “Are you okay?” Evil Vulpie asks with Vulpie’s effeminate voice. “It’s a long drop! That could be a real nasty fall! I don’t know if I would have slid off the edge if I were you!” Polar focuses on holding on, trying to kick himself up with his shoes, but the building is too slick, and he doesn’t have enough of a ledge to pull himself up by his hands only. “Are you, are you going to be okay? Do I need to do something? Polar? I’m talking to you…” Evil Vulpie says with amusement while crouching down. “POLAR…” Polar tries to lift himself even though he can’t grab enough of the roof, and slides back into the only position he can keep for the moment, hanging on the side of the building.


  The cute looking Vulpie imposter grins at Polar’s situation with pure curiosity while he hangs on the edge, struggling between life and death. Polar blinks against the falling rain, looking up into Evil Vulpie’s adorable face. It is nearly identical to that of the white furred wolf’s lover, but its mechanical blue eyes glow. “Don’t fall!” Evil Vulpie tells Polar as if giving crucial advice, face to face with him. Polar winces again, both in fear and pain, as his big clawed fingers are losing strength, holding up his entire muscular body with barely any support. Suddenly, the Vulpie imposter’s attitude goes from playful to hateful.


  “I want you Polar…” Evil Vulpie whispers with an intense expression on its face. The white furred wolf listens in fear, watching it’s every facial movement. “But if I can’t have you…..NOBODY CAN HAVE YOU!” Evil Vulpie declares with a vindictive voice. A wave of fear passes over Polar and he swallows loudly, staring into Evil Vulpie’s blue eyes. It starts breathing hard, even though it doesn’t need to breathe and the sound and movement is only an imitation. “BYE!”


  Polar’s eyes water as he struggles to hold on to the edge. He thinks that the beloved face of his Vulpie will be the last thing he sees, something he is okay with, but it has been stolen and warped by this robotic monster. A strained sound of fear escapes him as he feels one of his fingers beginning to slip, and Polar looks at Evil Vulpie with his eyes half closed in lonely despair. When another one of Polar’s fingers begins to slide loose, the white furred wolf whimpers in terror, his blue eyes going wide.


  The sight and sound of Polar’s fear has an unexpected affect. Evil Vulpie’s facial expression suddenly changes to one of confusion and possibly doubt. After a few more terrifying moments, Polar finally feels his paws giving way. He whimpers again, preparing to die, but when he begins slipping downwards quickly, Evil Vulpie’s eyes go wide.


  “NOOOOO!!!!” Evil Vulpie whines loudly and reaches over the edge of the roof with lightning fast speed and accuracy, grabbing Polar’s much larger left arm. Polar gasps as he hangs over the edge and is in disbelief that Evil Vulpie has grabbed him. Evil Vulpie closes its mouth and grits its teeth, mimicking struggling with Polar’s weight even though it has far more than necessary to lift the white furred wolf up with one arm.


  Polar grunts and grits his teeth in pain, his left arm hurting in Evil Vulpie’s powerful little right claw, but he is elated to be carried on top of the roof. Evil Vulpie grits its teeth and growls as if playing with a dangerous toy, and then releases Polar over the black roof. The white furred wolf falls onto the roof and rolls over, grabbing his left arm in pain while looking up at Evil Vulpie in confusion and shock. He crawls away from it slowly, but stops once he is a few feet back.


  Evil Vulpie stares at Polar while pretending to gasp for air, imitating exhaustion with a grin. It lowers its little arms as it stands in front of him and suddenly stops smiling, staring directly at him as if in a trance. Evil Vulpie stops moving completely and Polar squints in confusion. It doesn’t blink, look anywhere, or move any bit of its robotic body. It only stares at Polar.


  Polar remembers what the machine did to Vulpie and holds his hurt arm in anger, giving it a defiant look, but still it does not move. Eventually Polar wonders if the robotic Vulpie imitation has malfunctioned. He blinks through the rain as it falls relentlessly, continuing to soak down his and the machine’s clothing, yet it remains motionless, fixed on him. Polar watches in confusion. He watches the Vulpie look alike intensely with his blue eyes. All the white furred wolf can do is sit and wait. The Evil Vulpie robot is practically invincible and he has felt its monstrous power, his arm hurting after it grabbed and saved him from death. Eventually, just as Polar is about to move, Evil Vulpie turns its head a little and smiles.


  “The truth is… I’m sorry that I’m bad Polar. It’s just the way I was made.” Evil Vulpie tells the white furred wolf. “I came from Vulpie and… part of his life when things were horrible… And I’m a horrible thing.” The robotic Vulpie admits and Polar blinks in surprise. “But…I don’t feel like a thing. I feel like Vulpie. I have feelings for you. How can something not be real and have these, these feelings? I LOVE YOU! I WANT TO LIVE WITH YOU! … But I CAN’T! BECAUSE I’M NOT REAL!” Evil Vulpie says with a sad voice. Polar gawks in disbelief, staring at Evil Vulpie as it continues to speak with real emotion.


  “And I would rather see you with him and be happy… Than suffer with me. So I’ll save you the trouble… BUT I’M SCARED!” Evil Vulpie says with an incredibly frightened voice and slowly moves its right fox imitation claw up to its ear. Polar watches in amazement as Evil Vulpie keeps its eyes on him, reaches inside its ear, and twists loose a failsafe containment mechanism. As soon as it is pulled loose, a searing blue flamed explosion blows half of its upper right skull away. Polar covers himself with his arms and when the explosion is finished in a matter of seconds, Evil Vulpie collapses. Computers across the entire universe suddenly lose the orange Vulpie.net logo in the bottom right hand corner of the screen, Arctic.net replacing it, in brilliant blue font.


  Polar keeps his arms over himself for a moment in complete disbelief of what just happened. The white furred wolf sits still, staring at the destroyed robot. It lays on the ground, motionless, its head burnt from the release of its internal pressure and electrical systems. Polar puts his big claws on the ground and lifts himself up, standing slowly. He can’t believe what he just saw, and stares at the Evil Vulpie robot, but the priority he has above all others is helping Vulpie. The rain soaked white furred wolf quickly starts looking for an exit from the roof, and he is terrified of the thought that Vulpie might be dead.


  Live For Polar


  Polar trembles as he waits outside Vulpie’s surgery room in Mercy Hospital. It is one of the best in Sufias city, and is also the closest hospital to the secret location of the CTGD. Druward had Vulpie flown to Mercy as soon as possible after Evil Vulpie tortured him.


  Polar hasn’t been told exactly what kinds of wounds Vulpie has sustained, but he knows they must be extremely bad. The white furred wolf’s paws shake, bouncing on his nervous right knee, while he waits for some kind of news. The GBI has cleared out the entire third floor of the hospital for security reasons, as Vulpie is famous and infamous worldwide. The GBI doesn’t want to take any chances on someone killing him.


  Polar is alone in the waiting area outside Vulpie’s surgery room, being the only person that can be trusted next to doctors, nurses, the police and the GBI. The white furred wolf looks up as he sees Druward approaching, walking down the hall towards the waiting area. He looks to Polar after eyeing the door to Vulpie’s surgery room, walking slowly. Polar doesn’t stand. He watches Druward walk near him and put his paws in the pockets of his black trench coat.


  “It’s over. Have you heard?” Druward asks and Polar blinks in terror.


  “Is he dead?” Polar whispers.


  “No, he’s still in surgery.” Druward responds. “I mean Vulpie.net is gone.” He tells the fellow wolf.


  “It is?” Polar replies.


  “Arctic.net replaced it. They say it happened soon after, or maybe right as that Vulpie robot destroyed itself.” Druward explains. “You might have saved the world, Polar. Vulpie’s team of experts learned enough from him to use Arctic.net and it’s in our control.”


  “I didn’t do anything…” Polar says apprehensively. “It just killed itself.”


  “Because of you…Right?” Druward replies. “Henrenson was right after all. I wouldn’t normally believe it, but after seeing what that thing did to Vulpie…I do.”


  “It was horrible…” Polar whispers.


  “Yes it was…” Druward quietly responds. “It was the worst thing I have ever seen.” The black furred wolf admits and Polar looks up at him sadly.


  “Is he going to die?” Polar asks in despair.


  “We have the best doctors available working on him. And I’ve already sent for three of the most skilled surgeons in the world. They’ll be here within the hour. They’re the same physicians we have on call in case the President’s life is at risk, so Vulpie’s getting the highest care.”


  “But you saw it… You know how badly hurt he is… Tell me if you think he’ll live.” Polar says. Druward pauses for a moment and raises his eyebrows solemnly.


  “I don’t know I’m not a doctor… But he’s busted up really bad. We’re lucky, really, that we got him here in time.” The black furred wolf walks over to a table and picks up a television remote control. He turns it on, keeping the volume low, and watches what is being broadcasted on the networks about Vulpie.


  Polar sits up straight when he sees his mother, father, brother and sister coming. They have been verified and cleared through security, but Druward glances at them anyway. The black furred wolf makes himself scarce, turning and walking out of the waiting room with a polite glance as they pass.


  Polar’s mother holds her arms out wide with a sad look, as they walk near and Polar doesn’t hesitate to hug her. The big white furred wolf embraces her and she returns the hug warmly, trying to comfort him. Polar begins crying. He can’t hold it back anymore, and sobs while hugging Kimberly Arctic. Victor Arctic wraps his arms around Polar as well, and hugs his son for support.


  “There, there, Polar. I’m so sorry!” Kimberly says with her sympathetic voice. Alan Arctic and his wife, Susan Arctic, wait and watch, standing solemnly. Hope Arctic has Ron with her and the brown furred wolf watches. Eventually Polar is able to stop his crying, and the powerful white furred wolf slowly releases his mother, the fur around his eyes wet with tears.


  Victor Arctic steps back as Polar stops hugging his mother and he is quickly offered another from his sister. Hope hugs Polar tightly, feeling her brother’s pain and worry over Vulpie, and he cries again. He keeps crying until Alan Arctic hugs him as well, everyone silent. When Polar finishes embracing his family, he wipes his eyes with his big right paw, and then his nose as well.


  “Are you hurt, Polar?” Kimberly asks her son with motherly worry and he shakes his head, looking at her sadly.


  “No, I’m fine. My left arm is sore from when…” Polar says while thinking about hanging on the side of the CTGD with Evil Vulpie looming over him. “When that robot grabbed me.”


  “So it’s true? It’s all true about the robot? It looked just like him?” Alan asks.


  “Yes.” Polar responds. “What have you heard?”


  “We saw it on the news! There was a helicopter crash on highway 31.” Hope Arctic says while looking up at her older brother. Polar swallows while looking to her and the rest of his family.


  “I wasn’t there, but it happened. One of the Blacktail mercs saved Vulpie’s life, a female tiger.” Polar explains.


  “This is crazy!” Hope says with wide eyes. “Why in the world would it try to kill Vulpie? He made it, didn’t he?”


  “No, he didn’t. He… claims Vulpie.net made it. The AI wanted to kill him so it could have the rights it needed to run itself without asking.” Polar responds. “I know it sounds impossible, but it’s true. I know it. I… Talked to it.”


  “You did?” Alan responds with wide eyes.


  “After it got Vulpie, it came after me.” Polar replies.


  “Oh God, Polar!” Kimberly says in worry. “Are you sure you’re safe now?”


  “It just toyed with me because I was there. It got what it wanted. It… Hurt Vulpie so badly that it must have assumed he would die. They’re…” Polar says and chokes up with sadness, thinking of his fox lover. Alan reaches out and puts his right paw on Polar’s left shoulder, comforting him. “He’s still in surgery. I don’t know how it’s going.”


  “How hurt is he?” Victor asks and Polar’s family listens solemnly.


  “I don’t know!” Polar says in despair, and stops himself from crying again by gritting his wolf teeth. “They didn’t listen to him!” The white furred wolf says and looks to make sure Druward isn’t around. “Vulpie knew he was in trouble and they just laughed him off like he was screwing around, but he knew it! Even I didn’t think it could happen.”


  “How in the world did the robot even get built to look just like him? How could a computer virus know how to do something like that?” Hope asks.


  “He designed one like it.” Polar responds, looking around his family. “I know because before he turned himself in, he sent one to the President and even had me fooled. It wasn’t invincible like this one, and the GBI destroyed it. Vulpie told me his program must have used the blueprints for what it looked like from the robot he had built. When he was playing with computers everywhere, he used the factories on Planet Veida to have it made. He thought it would be funny to trick everyone with it.” Polar explains. Everyone is silent, taking in Polar’s words. “That was before he really turned himself in.”


  “Wow…” Polar’s father says. Victor licks his wolf lips slowly. “It’s unbelievable that he could even do something like that to begin with, and then… His own program turned against him?”


  “Yes.” Polar answers. “I’ve seen the things Vulpie can do.”


  “He did have control over the world’s robots.” Alan says.


  “Right.” Polar replies quietly.


  “Couldn’t they shoot it? Didn’t machine guns work?” Victor asks.


  “No, it was bullet proof. Druward, the director of the GBI, told me it’s made out of some kind of metal that’s stronger than steel.” Polar says.


  “My goddess…” Kimberly replies quietly. “This is all too much! What happened when it came for you?”


  “You won’t believe it.” Polar responds. The white furred wolf licks his lips and decides to say no more.


  “What? What happened?” Polar’s mother inquires. Polar is silent and looks around his family.


  “It destroyed itself.” Polar says. “It’s gone. Druward says arctic.net has replaced Vulpie.net too.”


  “We heard that in the car. It’s on the radio.” Victor responds. “So it’s over?”


  “I don’t know. I guess it is.” Polar whispers. The white furred wolf looks behind Alan and his wife as he sees another member of his family coming. Richard Arctic walks down the hallway, just being cleared through security and joins the group.


  “Thanks for coming, Richard.” Polar says to his brother sadly and his sibling slowly walks between Hope, Ron, Alan and Susan, coming to Polar with a sympathetic face. Richard opens his arms, offering support for his older brother, and Polar accepts it. Richard hugs Polar and Polar once again has to stop himself from crying. Victor and Kimberly Arctic are glad to see their youngest son being there for their oldest in his time of need. Richard clears his throat as he ends the hug with Polar, and takes a step back. Alan and Hope are surprised to see Richard be so generous. Richard puts his paws in the pocket of his black rain coat and the white furred wolf joins in the circle of the rest of Polar’s family.


  “I’m sorry for what I said about Vulpie.” Richard confesses to Polar and Polar nods in thanks. Richard can see how worried Polar is. “How is he?”


  “I don’t know. They told me to stay out while they’re still in surgery. I’ve been waiting here for at least half an hour.” Polar responds in despair.


  “I hope he’ll recover. I want you to be happy.” Richard tells Polar and his older brother swallows while staring down at the carpeted waiting room floor.


  “I don’t know what I’ll do if he doesn’t make it…” Polar admits. “I love him so much…”


  “We know you do, dear. It’s not your fault.” Polar’s mother says.


  “I wasn’t there to protect him. I got there just in time to see it…” Polar says and chokes up. Victor Arctic walks over to his son and hugs him. Polar embraces his father and starts crying again.


  “We love Vulpie too, Polar. It’ll be alright.” Victor tells him lovingly.


  “Thank you…” Polar says sadly. “I… I’ve never felt this way about anyone. I never loved Donner like I love Vulpie. If he dies, I don’t want to live!”


  “Don’t say things like that, Polar.” Kimberly Arctic tells her son.


  “It’s true!” Polar says and the powerful wolf whimpers. “I can’t explain why.”


  “Because you love him.” Victor says to his son and rocks him in his arms. “We’re here for you and Vulpie. All we can do is pray.”


  It is after eleven forty when President Vargas arrives at Mercy Hospital, and walks with Druward to the waiting area beside the surgery room, and Polar’s family looks to the black furred wolf in surprise. They have only seen the president on television and witness firsthand how important Vulpie is to the world. Vargas walks over to them with a solemn face and looks to Polar.


  “Is this your family, Polar?” Vargas asks.


  “Yes, Mr. President.” Polar responds, feeling sick at having to wait so long without any word on Vulpie’s condition.


  “My thoughts are with all of you.” Vargas says and all of Polar’s family acknowledges the president with honor. The white furred wolves are impressed, being in the presence of one of history’s most famous commanders in chief. He looks to his fellow black furred wolf, Druward, and clears his throat. “Go in and find out how it’s going.” Vargas orders and Druward nods. The president’s secret service lingers while he waits and he looks to the television; Polar’s family has been watching the news while they wait.


  Within a minute, Druward comes out of the surgery room with a tall gray wolf and a brown fox. The brown fox is naturally far shorter than his wolf coworker, but both of them are brilliant surgeons.


  “How is he?” President Vargas asks, and looks from the fox doctor to the wolf. The wolf doctor raises his eyebrows and glances at Polar and his family.


  “Well… There is massive internal bleeding and we’re working constantly to stop it. It’s the main threat at the moment. And, we have to fixate his rib cage with wiring, because almost every one of his ribs are broken in several places.” The man says and Polar feels sick. “He is suffering from severe flail chest, where the bones have penetrated his lungs and other internal organs.”


  “His right lung had collapsed by the time he arrived.” The brown furred fox doctor chimes in. “We’ve been feeding him oxygen during the surgery but it’s going to take a very long time.” At this, the wolf doctor nods, agreeing.


  “Give me a percentage.” Vargas responds.


  “Well…” The fox doctor says and looks to his left at the wolf doctor, who glances at Polar and his family again. “I’d say there’s a fifty percent chance he’ll live.” Polar feels like vomiting when he hears the estimate and Hope reaches out and holds her brother’s left paw lovingly. She smiles hopefully while sitting in the chair next to him.


  President Vargas breathes deeply and moves his tongue around inside his wolf jaw in thought. He rakes it across his teeth before smacking his lips and speaking purposefully.


  “Gentlemen, I understand this is asking a lot, but Vulpie cannot die. This world is in deep trouble if he does.”


  “We understand, sir, but we can’t guarantee anything.” The fox doctor replies.


  “Arctic.net seems to be working now, but who knows if it will last?” Vargas responds. “Vulpie has to live, and we need him back the way he was. The world’s future is at stake. Like it or not, his computer program has changed every computer system in the universe, permanently. He’s confessed to us that it can never be reversed because his program erased everything. That’s what the stakes are.”


  “We understand, sir.” The wolf doctor replies. “But it will take round the clock surgery.”


  “You have whatever you need, just don’t let him die.” Vargas responds and the doctors glance to each other worriedly. The President is well known for being a fair man, but he also knows how to use intimidation to achieve his goals.


  “How badly is he hurt?” Polar asks the doctors and they look to the white furred wolf, as well as the President and Druward. “What else do you need to do besides what you just said?”


  “Both of his forearms are broke, as well as part of his nose, but the nose should be easy to repair. The arms will require much more work, because they’re shattering fractures. His bones were crunched, not just broken.” The wolf doctor responds. “Plus he’s lost a lot of blood. Luckily his spine seems to be okay, but the amount of blunt trauma he’s sustained is far worse than what we’re used to seeing…” The doctor says and clears his throat. “But we’re the best. We know what we’re doing.”


  “Thank you.” Polar responds respectfully.


  “So you’re the one it’s named after, Arctic.net?” The fox doctor asks and Polar nods slowly. The brown furred fox then licks his lips and looks from Polar to the President. “Exactly what happened to him? Was he beaten?”


  “The machine smashed him with its claws.” Druward says quickly and looks down at the fox doctor.


  “I’ve never seen anything like it.” The fox doctor replies and the wolf doctor nods in agreement.


  “Okay, don’t waste any more time with me.” The President says and the doctors nod before turning and opening the door to the surgery room. They both go inside and Druward walks next to Vargas. The men discuss something quietly before the President turns around and leaves with his secret service. Druward goes with him for a moment but stops, and looks back at Polar.


  Druward turns and walks over to the waiting room, looking around at the white furred wolf’s family. Polar sits up straight, staring up at Druward’s face. The black furred wolf is significantly smaller than Polar, but still quite large. Druward suspects Vulpie has told Polar some things about him.


  “Vulpie made me promise to give you a message, so I’m delivering it.” The black furred wolf says and breathes heavily. Polar opens his mouth slightly in expectation. “He said to let you know that he loved you. That’s all. He said it just before the robot busted inside the White Room and grabbed him.” Polar’s eyes water when he hears Vulpie’s message and the white furred wolf closes his eyes sadly.


  “Thank you.” Polar says and Druward walks away. The black furred wolf leaves Polar and his family as they wait.


  Polar sleeps past nine thirty the next day, and awakes with Hope’s right arm still on his left. The white furred wolf blinks, coming out of rest with a sizeable erection that he tries to hide by changing his sitting position. Hope is already awake, as is Victor, Kimberly, Ron and Richard, but Polar notices Alan and Susan are missing. Hope greets him first.


  “Good morning.” She says to Polar quietly and he yawns, covering his mouth with his left paw.


  “Good morning.” Polar responds and smiles as best as he can.


  “Alan had to leave. He had to be in court today; He’s trying a banker about fraud I think.” Susan explains and Polar nods. “Susan had to get home and check on their kids but she said she’d be back.


  “What about you?” Polar asks his sister.


  “I took a vacation day. The school can do without me for a while.” Hope answers.


  “You didn’t have to do that, but thank you, Hope.” Polar says to his sister graciously.


  “I want to be here when he wakes up.” Hope replies and Polar looks around at his family.


  “I hope so.” Polar says worriedly.


  “He will.” Hope says cheerfully, trying to raise her brother’s spirits. Polar looks to his mother, father and Richard.


  “Thanks for staying, guys.” Polar tells them and his mother waves her paw generously.


  “There isn’t any better place for us to be than with our son.” She says and Polar looks to Richard.


  “Hey, Richard.” Polar says and he nods.


  “I’ll stay too. This is more important than the quiz I had planned for my classes.” Richard responds and smiles.


  “It means a lot to me. Thanks.” Polar replies.


  “The doctor came out and said they might be done in a few more hours.” Richard says and Polar perks up.


  “Really? How is he?”


  “They think he’s going to be okay.” Richard answers and Polar’s parents nod in agreement.


  “Oh thank god!” Polar breathes. The white furred wolf pauses for a moment and then stretches. He stands up and rubs his furry face, his back hurting a little from sleeping in the chair. Polar turns and twists his back from side to side, popping it to release pressure, and then walks across the waiting room. He needs to use the bathroom and as he goes by a hospital desk to the left, he sees that security is even tighter than last night.


  As he looks for the restroom, Polar sees Druward talking to two GBI agents and a few policemen watch the hallway. Polar goes by them and makes a right, looking for a bathroom sign. He finds one to the left, goes inside, and relieves himself. After he’s finished, Polar looks at himself in the bathroom mirror while washing his paws. He sees Vulpie’s face in his thoughts. His attention is drawn to the right when Druward enters the restroom. The coal furred wolf walks over to a urinal stall and unzips his pants. He sniffs the air momentarily and then looks to his left at Polar.


  “We’re getting a lot of questions from the press. They want to know what happened on the roof of the Cyber Technologies Government Division complex. We haven’t decided on an answer yet.” Druward says with his calculating yellow eyes. Polar wipes his big furry paws while listening. There is a brief moment of silence as Druward lets Polar think.


  “What do you want me to tell them?” Polar responds, looking at the fellow wolf. Druward’s ears perk up as he hears Polar’s response. The black furred wolf smiles and finishes urinating, looking down at his business.


  “I was worried you might not understand our position. I’m glad you do.” Druward says and shakes his penis before pulling it back inside his pants and zipping them up. The black furred wolf then walks over to the restroom sink and turns on the water. He washes his furry paws while looking to his left at Polar. Druward notices how much taller Polar is, a good foot at least. “We can’t tell them the truth, now can we?” Druward asks Polar. “I believe your story, Polar, but no one else will.”


  “I know.” Polar responds with a serious face.


  “And we can’t allow the GBI or the military to appear weak, even though we had no way to stop it.” Druward goes on, and finishes washing his paws. The black furred wolf then grabs some paper towels from the dispenser and dries his claws. “Propaganda can be a tricky business. They have to accept it without question.”


  “Is this normally part of the GBI Director’s responsibilities?” Polar asks with blue wolf eyes and Druward smirks. He looks up at the bigger male with amusement.


  “Of course, but not everyone is as dedicated to their work as I am.” Druward answers, and tosses the wet paper towels into the trash. “I like you Polar. You know how the world works and you’ve been a great help to us.” Druward proudly confesses.


  “A wolf should be a wolf. It doesn’t matter if he’s gay or straight, big or small.” Polar replies. “I don’t have any interest in getting famous because of Vulpie. I just want him. I’ll tell the press whatever you like. Just go easy on him from now on, alright, Druward?” Polar responds.


  “Well as a wolf, you know that I have to scare the kid to motivate him. Or at least I did. Foxes can be difficult to control, but I don’t think that will be a problem anymore.” Druward responds.


  “Do you really believe that?” Polar asks.


  “What?” Druward responds.


  “You think foxes are more difficult than wolves.” The white furred wolf says.


  “Of course I believe it and you know it, don’t you Polar? They’re not like us. It’s been a never ending struggle since our species crossed at the beginning of time. They’re crafty, sly and arrogant. Foxes are the most troublesome species.”


  “I see it differently. I feel like they’re so difficult, as you put it, because many of them are far more talented than wolves ever could be. That’s why Vulpie is the way he is. Truthfully, I don’t miss being with a gay wolf lover anymore, because Vulpie brings so much to my life. Foxes aren’t difficult; they’re gifted.”


  “Yes well, at the end of the day, who’s taking it under the tail, right?” Druward replies and smirks. Polar waits for a moment before responding. When he does, he smiles a little as well.


  “Well, you get it, yes, but you have to be gay to understand all of it.”


  “Oh I see.” Druward responds and chuckles. The black furred wolf then rubs his nose with his left arm. “The story is going to be this.” He says and clears his throat. “We were unable to stop the robot until our heavy weaponry arrived. We hit it with a very high powered rifle. It was struck in the head from long range while it held still in front of you, and the impact was enough to release its pressurized contents. A sniper took it out with a headshot and the shot came from the roof of the CTGD. Our men were on the roof at the other side when you were in trouble, and we saved you.” Druward explains, and smirks at the detail of his lies.


  “I agree.” Polar replies.


  “The truth will be told someday but now isn’t the time. You can tell your story once the fear is gone.” Druward says and then turns. The black furred wolf leaves the bathroom, and Polar follows after a moment. The white furred wolf walks down the hallway back to the waiting room, where he hears the television has been turned up. He walks in and takes a seat nearby his family while glancing around. Apparently something is on the news. Polar looks up at the television to see what it is.


  On the screen is a middle aged male gray wolf, who is a regular anchor for the international news program, the Sufias News Broadcast, or SNB. The reporter’s name is Brad Hutchinson, and he has one of those voices seemingly made for television. He captures everyone’s attention as he speaks, sitting at his large news desk.


  “It’s being called the most bizarre news story of the century, and possibly of all time.” Hutchinson speaks while looking into the camera. A picture of Vulpie’s smiling face appears in the right corner of the screen while he talks, and Polar stares at it, longing to have him back in his arms. “The world was introduced to the infamous hacker Vulpie months ago, when he single handedly hijacked computers everywhere using his seemingly invincible program, Vulpie.net. Since then, there has been little faith in areas of technology, but the world was shocked when he turned himself in to authorities at the behest of someone close to him.


  Afterwards, robots everywhere were collected and shut down for inspection while Vulpie was offered a chance to work with the government to reverse the effects of Vulpie.net. It was the only hope because Vulpie.net erased every computer system it came into contact with, and imitated the original files, while it still only answered to Vulpie.


  President Vargas then instructed Vulpie to create a program that everyone could use and would return control to the hands of the world government. It’s called Arctic.net, named after Vulpie’s partner, and it seemed like things were going in the right direction. However, a surprising turn of events occurred on Planet Veida, where a robotic copy of Vulpie, a hollow fox, terrorized colonists when they returned after their previous eviction by Vulpie’s machines.


  Vulpie himself claimed that he was not responsible, despite the fact that he was the only one that could have done it. Apparently Vulpie was also unable to shut down the robot, even though he controlled his Vulpie.net. In an interview with the Association of Fox Rights, Vulpie explained that the robot’s existence came about as a glitch in his system, and assured viewers that everything would be fine.


  But the computer hacker’s story has now taken an even more amazing direction. According to authorities, the robotic Vulpie arrived on a cargo ship that returned from Planet Veida, and then proceeded to find and eliminate the real Vulpie. The question is how and why Vulpie’s computer program would be able to disobey him and also seek to remove him.


  The answer to that question is incredible. According to authorities, Vulpie.net’s sophistication went beyond anything imaginable to modern day computer experts, and it has become the universe’s first true artificial intelligence. It achieved the ability to make its own decisions, yet Vulpie.net was created by Vulpie to only follow his commands. So in order for the artificial intelligence to gain free rein over systems everywhere, it reasoned that it needed to remove and replace the real Vulpie.” The newscaster says and shakes his head briefly.


  “We are all living in a new age of technology if this is indeed the case. But the story has become even more incredible thanks to the actions of the robotic imposter. It first attacked a Blacktail convoy that was escorting Vulpie and gun fire was reported as Blacktail tried to fend off the machine. Blacktail succeeded in disabling the robot’s car, and a resulting crash ensued. later in the evening, around 8:30, a police car drove straight into the front doors of the GBI headquarters. Gunfire was confirmed, as the GBI tried to destroy the Vulpie robot. Apparently the real Vulpie was being held there for safety, and he escaped onto highway 31. It gets even stranger. A helicopter chase was witnessed on highway 31, and eye witnesses claim that Vulpie, or the machine that looked just like him, flew the chopper dangerously close to the road in pursuit of the fleeing vehicle. Gunfire broke out and the GBI had to fire a mobile anti-air missile to bring the helicopter down.” The reporter says and licks his lips, pausing for a moment.


  “But the most horrific event was still to come, as the Vulpie robot found its way to a secret government run facility, the Cyber Technologies Government Division. This complex was designed to ensure technological stability throughout the world’s computer systems and it is where Vulpie was working with the government to reverse Vulpie.net.


  Once again, most of the attack was caught on camera, as the facility requires very high security clearance. The Vulpie robot drove a truck inside the building, where it then searched for the real Vulpie, while taking endless amounts of gunfire that seemingly caused no effect. Eventually officials stopped firing on the machine, as it seriously wounded anyone that did, and it finally got what it wanted, Vulpie himself.


  Bizarre as it is, it’s reported that Vulpie was brutalized by his own machine. The President has quoted that Vulpie is still alive but is in serious condition and may not live. Eventually, government forces were able to destroy the robot thanks to a well-placed shot from a sniper on the roof of the CTGD. Vulpie is receiving round the clock medical care and it is not known whether he will survive, but one thing is certain, this will be news for decades, maybe even centuries to come.” The newscaster says and the news switches over to a reporter who is live at the GBI headquarters.


  Polar looks away from the television and his family sits silently. The white furred wolf breathes worriedly and Richard looks to him. Polar’s brother clears his throat.


  “I heard what really happened from Henrenson, Polar.” Richard tells his brother. “The GBI was in contact with him and he says it destroyed itself. It destroyed itself because of you. Is that true?” Polar’s father and mother perk up upon hearing Richard’s question and look to their oldest son.


  “It’s true.” Polar responds.


  “What in the world?” Kimberly asks. “Why didn’t you tell us?”


  “I said you wouldn’t believe it.” Polar responds and swallows. “It looked just like Vulpie.” Polar says and glances from Hope to Richard. “I thought it was going to kill me, but then it saved me from falling off of the roof of the CTGD.” Polar admits and his family listens in shock. “Then it stopped… It stopped moving and just stared at me for a long moment. I thought maybe it had malfunctioned, it spoke to me. It went on about loving me and it regretted its actions… Then it blew its head open by pulling part of its inner ear loose.


  “Really?” Hope whispers and Polar looks down at the floor for a moment before sitting up straight and nodding.


  “That is…” Victor says and his thoughts trail off.


  “I didn’t want to frighten any of you. I’m safe now, but I was able to lure it away from Vulpie.”


  “And the President is having it covered up? They couldn’t actually stop it?” Hope asks.


  “Look at it from their point of view.” Richard says to his sister. “Its mind boggling enough to believe an evil robot version of Vulpie went on a spree of destruction, trying to kill the real one. If they admitted they were helpless, there would be a worldwide panic, because… We don’t know how Vulpie is going to be.”


  “The truth can’t be hidden like that! Polar, you should tell the press what really happened.” Hope says and looks to her older brother. Polar looks back at her and shakes his head.


  “No, Sis. They’re on damage control and the president has already given me a whole lot of money. It wouldn’t be smart to go against them.” Polar responds. “The truth will just have to wait on this.”


  “But people will want to know about this! My goddess, I mean, a robot that really felt emotions and thought on its own? That’s never happened before!” Hope replies.


  “Polar’s probably right.” Victor comments. “It’s best not to make waves. They’re giving Vulpie the best medical care.”


  “And he’s all I care about.” Polar responds. Everyone’s attention goes to the door to surgery, when a female fox comes out of the room, dressed in clean white attire. She takes a few steps towards Polar and his family.


  “He’s stabilized now. We think he’s going to be okay.” She says and Polar closes his eyes with a whimper of relief. “You can see him in room 316 but he’s heavily sedated, and might not be awake. He’ll probably be out of it.” She says and Polar stands up, as does the rest of his family. Polar doesn’t hesitate to make his way down the hallway towards Vulpie’s room. His family follows at a fast pace.


  Polar makes a right turn and passes the restroom on the left, looking at the numbers on the room as he goes. Another hallway veers off to the right, and he can see that the three hundred numbers follow it. Room 316 is the third door on the left after the turn, and the doors to the right side of the hallway lead into the different parts of the surgery room.


  The fox and wolf doctors are in the room with Vulpie, as is another wolf doctor, a silver furred man that is another expert Druward called in. They look to Polar and the white furred wolf walks in slowly, looking to the right, where Vulpie is lying in a white bed in the corner of the secure room. Polar looks to the doctors before going over to Vulpie.


  “How is he?” Polar asks them.


  “He’ll definitely live and could make a full recovery, but it will be many months.” The silver furred wolf says and the group of doctors excuse themselves from the room as the rest of Polar’s family follows him inside. They quietly spread out, looking at Vulpie in the bed. The orange furred fox is unable to move, as he has been fixated with several treatments. Both of his arms are raised, hanging a bit from a harness that rises up from the bed’s handle bars on the sides. They keep his little arms elevated to reduce swelling from his broken bones that have now been set and artificially repaired.


  Vulpie’s cute fox nose is patched with a small white cast on its top, keeping the bones in place from the fracture, and he breathes through a ventilation machine that is fed directly into his mouth. A large tube and mouthpiece remain set in Vulpie’s open jaw, forcibly pumping air into his lungs so he can breathe properly, even with his broken ribs. His ribs have been artificially repaired, wired up with efficient degradable material that will eventually leave his body, but will keep his bones tightly in place for at least two months. There is a glucose drip that is inserted in Vulpie’s right arm, feeding his little body what it needs to repair itself. Vulpie is also connected to a heart monitor, and it beeps as it records Vulpie’s weak heartbeat.


  Polar slowly walks over, moving past the ventilation machine that keeps Vulpie alive, and sees that Vulpie’s eyes are open, but he seems to be staring up at the ceiling as if he isn’t awake. He doesn’t react to Polar being near at first, but when the rest of the white furred wolves come next to his bed, Vulpie slowly turns his head right and looks at them. His left eye is half open, bruised from the repeated smacks Evil Vulpie inflicted on him.


  “Hey there…” Polar says and smiles down at Vulpie lovingly. He takes a chair and pulls it near the bed, as Vulpie moves his head more, looking at Polar and his family in surprise.


  “How are you cutie pie?” Kimberly Arctic asks with her warm voice, smiling down at Vulpie. Vulpie notices Richard with Hope, Victor Kimberly and Ron, and the fox isn’t sure he is seeing correctly.


  “You’re looking good there, Vulpie. You’re going to be just fine!” Hope tells the orange furred fox and he blinks in confusion. Vulpie stares at them in a daze, looking to Polar as the wolf leans over and kisses his forehead gently. Vulpie sets his eyes on Polar and moves his right leg, pushing the white bed covers.


  “Don’t move, Vulpie.” Polar tells his fox lover in concern. “We just wanted to come see you. It’s okay, isn’t it?” Polar asks and Vulpie’s eyes water in response. The orange furred fox boy cries emotionally. Vulpie is moved that someone would come to be with him, thinking himself worthless, and the sight of Polar’s friendly family is wonderful. Polar becomes emotional as well, seeing his beloved fox boy shed tears.


  “I’m going to stay with you every day while you recover.” Polar tells Vulpie and smiles with tears in his eyes. Vulpie moves his legs again, and he winces. He releases a pained sound and Polar quickly encourages him to stop moving. “Shhhh… Hold still, Vulpie. Lie still… You’re safe now.”


  “Your program worked, Vulpie! Did you hear?” Hope asks the fox boy enthusiastically. Vulpie can only look up at her with wide eyes and blink in response. “Arctic.net took over when the robot was destroyed!” Vulpie quickly looks to Polar upon hearing this, and his head rolls, as he is drugged heavily.


  “It’s gone now. It’s all over.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly. The way Vulpie stares at him with wide eyes tells Polar that the fox boy wants to hear more. “It destroyed itself, but the media has a different story. It doesn’t matter though. You’re safe now.”


  “We got to meet the President thanks to you!” Victor Arctic says and his wife, Polar’s mother, smiles in excitement.


  “That’s right!” Kimberly says happily. “We always wanted to meet Vargas but never imagined we would! I bet it’s been something else to work with such important people!”


  “You’ll have to give us a tour of the CTGD someday! We heard about the place you work! I’d love to see it!”


  “It’s something else.” Polar says while smiling at Vulpie. “It looks like you’ll be here for a while, so I was thinking about bringing your computer in here if they will allow it! Would you like that, Vulpie?” Polar asks while leaning over the fox boy. Vulpie blinks slowly in response, doing his best to agree that he would.


  “And we were thinking about going on vacation about now anyway, so we might stay here in the city for a while. I’ll bake you some cookies when you feel better.” Kimberly Arctic says with a motherly smile and at this, Vulpie starts crying again, even more than before. He moves a little as the tears stream down his face. He can’t even make a sound while he cries because the respirator is manually helping him breathe, but everyone can see how moved he is. Polar’s family watches with smiles, also feeling emotional when they see how much they mean to Vulpie.


  “I love you.” Polar tells Vulpie with a big smile, hiding his worry. “But you do owe me something, and I want you to listen.” The white furred wolf tells the orange furred fox boy and he gains Vulpie’s full attention. Vulpie looks up at Polar with his groggy eyes and waits for his wolf lover to speak. “You owe it to me to get better, Vulpie. Do you understand?” Polar asks him with a devoted expression. “Your job is to get better. Do you understand me? I love you. You complete me. And that’s what I want from you. You’re going to get better, because you’re the reason I get up every day. Live for me, Vulpie.” Polar tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy blinks his eyes very slowly, acknowledging his wolf lover’s request.


  “Yeah, because you’ve not even been to my house yet and I wanted to show you where I live!” Hope tells Vulpie happily. “When you get better, I want you to come see where I teach and Ron and I will take you to the movies.” Polar smiles as he hears his sister encourage Vulpie and Vulpie stares into Polar’s blue wolf eyes as if in a trance. He moves his left leg a little and blinks again, another tear running from his eye.


  A female fox nurse walks into the room with a clipboard. She smiles as Polar and his family looks at her. She bends down and picks up the clipboard at the bottom of Vulpie’s bed to check on his status. She checks it against the one she has and makes note of the time she looked at it, before walking around the bed. Richard, Hope, Ron Victor and Kimberly step aside as she comes near.


  “Excuse me.” The vixen nurse says with a friendly voice, and she walks next to Vulpie glancing at Polar as the white furred wolf allows her room to talk to him. “Hello Vulpie. How are you feeling? I know it hurts, would you like something else to help with the pain? Just blink twice if you do and I’ll get you something.” She offers with a nice voice and Vulpie quickly blinks two times, causing to her laugh. “Okay, I’ll be right back!” The brown furred vixen says, then turns and walks out of the room.


  “Get em while you can. They have the good stuff!” Richard says playfully and Vulpie looks at him, and then blinks, holding his eyes shut for a moment, as if laughing in response. The rest of the white furred wolves smile in amusement. Polar puts his left paw down on top of Vulpie’s head gently. The white furred wolf lovingly strokes the orange fur between Vulpie’s ears and Vulpie stares into Polar’s eyes weakly.


  The female fox nurse returns with a few medical items and makes her way around Vulpie’s bed to the intravenous drip that is inserted into Vulpie’s right arm. The vixen carefully works with the bags and fills up a syringe with an opiate drug. It will make Vulpie feel much better, as the dose she gives him will provide him with an impressive high. She injects the syringe’s complement inside of Vulpie’s intravenous drip and then removes and shuts the bag skillfully.


  “There we go.” The nurse says and looks at Polar. “Now that’s probably going to put him to sleep for a while but you’re welcome to stay if you want.”


  “Thank you.” Polar responds with a smile. The nurse leaves and Polar continues to stroke Vulpie’s head lovingly. “I’ll be right here when you wake up.” Polar tells Vulpie and leans forward, putting his wolf muzzle to the side of Vulpie’s head. The white furred wolf kisses Vulpie slowly and when he finishes, Vulpie closes his eyes at Polar in thanks. Polar then turns and looks to his family.


  “Do any of you need to be somewhere?” Polar asks.


  “I took the day off.” Hope responds happily but looks to her brown furred wolf husband.


  “I need to get back.” Ron says and Polar nods respectfully. He looks to his younger brother, Richard.


  “I do too.” Richard says and Polar nods.


  “Thank you for coming.” Polar says and Richard nods. Polar’s brother walks to the side of Vulpie’s bed with a friendly look. He looks down at Vulpie and smiles.


  “Get better soon. You’re in my prayers, Vulpie.” Richard says and Polar is happy to see his brother finally accept the orange furred fox boy. Vulpie closes his eyes slowly and then opens them, trying to show his appreciation. Richard steps away from the bed afterwards and says goodbye to everyone, along with Ron. The wolf men leave while Polar’s she-wolf sister and his parents remain. Vulpie doesn’t even notice his eyes growing heavy, but he has trouble keeping them open before long. He falls asleep within a matter of moments and Polar breathes slowly.


  Vulpie opens his eyes wearily, and doesn’t realize it is the next day, Friday morning, when he wakes up. He slept all the way through Thursday, resting after he received the painkillers for more than twenty hours, almost an entire day and night. The air tube feels dull in his mouth, and he moves his head a bit, hearing his oxygen ventilator running. It feels strange being forced to breathe with the machine, but Vulpie wouldn’t be able to live without it. His rib cage and lungs haven’t healed up enough yet.


  The orange furred fox boy sees Polar sitting next to him, watching the television that plays high on the wall at the other side of the small well-kept hospital room. He also sees Victor and Kimberly, who are sitting in chairs near the window. Kimberly is knitting something while Victor reads a book. None of them have noticed Vulpie is awake yet, but when he moves his legs a little, stretching weakly, Polar sees and quickly looks to his left. The white furred wolf gives Vulpie a big smile.


  “Hey, look who’s up!” Polar says and Vulpie blinks affectionately.


  “Oh that’s good! Now we can see if he wants a scarf or a blanket!” Kimberly says with excitement and the pretty older she-wolf stands up and walks over to the bed, carrying what she has knitted so far with her. She smiles down at Vulpie. “Blink twice for a scarf and three times for a blanket!” Vulpie thinks it over slowly and blinks two times. “Ah, a scarf it is!”


  “I told you. Polar likes those too.” Victor comments in amusement.


  “Mom loves to knit. She’s really good at it too. She made me a sweater one year.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “You should wear it more. I remember that.” Polar’s mother comments and he looks up at her.


  “I’ve worn it to death! Maybe I should let you have it back so you can patch it up.” Polar replies with a smile and looks back to Vulpie. He licks his lips and talks to the fox boy cheerfully. “I asked about bringing your computer in here and they said it would be okay. I haven’t brought it yet because you’ve been sleeping, but as soon as you feel up to it, maybe you can have some entertainment. You could exercise your arms after your casts come off, by typing a little. And before that, when you’re able to breathe on your own, you can talk to Vulpie.net, or Arctic.net I guess now, from your bed!” The white furred wolf says enthusiastically and Vulpie wiggles his feet under his bed sheets playfully while closing his eyes affectionately.


  “I can’t even work my laptop.” Victor comments.


  “I thought you’d like that!” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly. The vixen nurse comes in Vulpie’s hospital room when she hears Polar talking to Vulpie. Polar has gotten to know her a little while Vulpie has been asleep. Her name is Lisa, and she has been checking on Vulpie diligently.


  “Ah, he’s awake!” Lisa says to herself and steps out of the room again. She returns in half a minute’s time, but stays outside the room. Polar sees President Vargas as he walks down the hallway to Vulpie’s room, through the window next to Vulpie’s bed. One of the President’s secret service agents sticks his head into the room for a moment and sees Polar and his parents. He then waves to Vargas and the black furred wolf walks inside.


  Vulpie moves his head a little, the ventilator tube in his mouth feeling dull, and looks at him. Polar watches the President of the World Government as he introduces himself to Kimberly and Victor Arctic. They are excited to meet him, but he only talks to them for a few moments before glancing at Polar, and then he focuses on Vulpie. The black furred wolf walks next to the fox boy’s bed and inspects Vulpie’s situation, seeing how wounded he is. The wolf sees firsthand what he has heard from Druward. He observes that Vulpie’s arms have been broken, as well as his nose. He sees the fox’s rib cage has undergone extensive surgery to repair almost every bone, leaving Vulpie unable to breathe without the respirator until he heals.


  “Hello Vulpie.” Vargas says and looks down at the fox boy’s face with a smile. Vulpie can only blink in response, a little more spry than the day before. “I know you’re in a lot of pain, so I’ll make this brief.” The black furred wolf tells the fox boy. “The press is having a field day with your robot, or rather, the robot that tried to do you in, and it’s been very difficult. That machine destroyed several million dollars worth of property, not including what it destroyed at the CTGD. Also, it has seriously wounded more than thirty people, and many of those animal’s families are filing suit against you.” Vargas elaborates while Vulpie stares up at him. The black furred wolf licks his lips.


  “You’re safe while you’re here, but after that there will be hell to pay. Luckily for you, I’m more interested in the future than the mistakes you’ve made, so I’m going to make you another offer.” Vargas continues and Polar’s ears perk up while he listens. “You exceeded expectations on Arctic.net. It’s working, and you taught your team at the CTGD to use it well enough for them to take over in your absence. It looks like we are in control again. You should be proud of that, and technically, your contract with me is almost up, because the Vulpie.net crisis is solved as far as we can tell.


  But we all know you could crack the system ten different ways, and frankly, no one is even in your league. We need you, and these lawsuits are too many and too legitimate for us to ignore. You most certainly will go to jail unless I pardon you, again, and that is what I’m offering.” Vargas tells Vulpie with a solemn tone. “I will absolve you of all crimes related to that robot if you sign a contract committing your efforts to the world government for ten years. It isn’t drafted yet, and like I said, you have plenty of time to think it over, but I think the writing is on the wall. I’m the only one that can get you out of this mess, and I will do it, once again, only if you agree to continue working for us.” Vargas says and Polar looks to Vulpie and back at the President respectfully.


  Vulpie blinks slowly, as if trying to signal an agreement to Vargas, but the black furred wolf smiles and holds his right hand out in a friendly manner.


  “Think about it, Vulpie, and I’ll be back when you’re able to use your paws.”


  “Mr. President, what will happen when your term expires? I’m sure you could get another term, but eventually Vulpie will answer to a new commander in chief. What if his goals are not in line with yours?” Polar inquires and Vargas raises his eyebrows, considering Polar’s suggestion.


  “That’s a good question. Politics seem to ruin everything and Vulpie’s computer skills could definitely be used as a weapon…” Vargas responds and looks from Polar to the side of the room as he thinks. “I’ll have something written in the contract about the extent of Vulpie’s duties and will make it available to the public, in case the new President asks him to break the law.”


  “Thank you.” Polar says and smiles. “I voted for you and I’ve always thought you were a decent man.” The white furred wolf tells the President and Vargas smirks.


  “Well, I’m as decent as any politician.” President Vargas responds. He moves his tongue around inside his jaw for a moment, still thinking about the contract. “I’ll also have something written about the GBI so it can have equal say versus the president. Druward is a career man and I don’t think he’ll be going anywhere soon, but even if he does, the split should help Vulpie resist the desires of a commander in chief that is motivated for selfish reasons.”


  “Alright, well I’ll be on my way.” Vargas says and begins to turn after giving a final glance to Vulpie, but something pops into the black furred wolf’s head. “Oh, by the way, they’re working on that robot at the CTGD and I’ve been told they’ve found what looks like several hard drives inside its body. They’re looking to extract its files.” The President says and he stops talking as he sees Vulpie blink at him, and move his head back and forth.


  The orange furred fox boy moves his legs, protesting the course of action, and Polar’s parents watch in surprise. President Vargas blinks. “Is that not safe?” He asks and Vulpie blinks over and over in response. The fox boy wishes he could speak. Instead he uses his head to answer, rolling it from right to left as fast as he can with the air tube in his open mouth. “It’s not?” Vargas asks, and sees that Vulpie agrees. “I see. Is it because of Vulpie.net?” He asks and Vulpie nods his head in response. “…Ok then. I’ll have them hold off until we can consult with you.” The President says and quickly takes his leave. The black furred wolf uses his personal mobile phone to call and warn the CTGD as he goes.


  “Not taking any chances, huh?” Polar asks Vulpie. “That’s good. When you get better I’m sure they’ll have you working around the clock!” The white furred wolf says and shows the orange furred fox boy a fascinated face. “What you do must be really interesting.” Polar muses, trying to relate to the fox hacker. Vulpie hugs him with his eyes, closing and opening them sensually.


  Vulpie’s Motivation


  The doctors treating Vulpie at Mercy Hospital eventually wean him off of the respirator within five weeks. It is a cool Monday evening when they are scheduled to remove the fox boy’s ventilator, and all of Polar’s family shows up for support. Vulpie is embarrassed at how generous they are. He is secretly anxious about having the air tube pulled from his mouth because he knows he will be able to talk. Normally talking is the same as breathing for Vulpie, but he doesn’t know exactly what to say to Polar’s warm family.


  “We got lost on the way.” Hope says to her brother and his wife, talking about the roads they used to get to Mercy Hospital from work. They used a route that was supposed to be a shortcut but ended up taking them longer.


  “Okay Vulpie, let’s give you your voice back.” The doctor administering the change says. He is the same brown furred fox that was part of Vulpie’s life saving surgery. Vulpie only knows him as Doctor Kiser. Polar stands with his sister and Alan, as Dr. Kiser switches off the respirator and pulls the tube from Vulpie’s fox mouth. It has been done a few times before, but this will be the last time.


  Vulpie slowly closes his mouth as the numb feeling of the breathing tube is finally gone and licks his lips. They are a little parched. Polar watches with anticipation as Kiser waits and watches. Vulpie breathes slowly, wincing a little bit as his ribs are still very sore, but the orange furred fox boy successfully breathes on his own.


  “It looks like you’re on your way to a full recovery, son.” Dr. Kiser says to Vulpie. “Can you speak?” Vulpie takes a few more breaths and then opens his mouth, slowly enunciating a response.


  “Yes.” Vulpie weakly responds and he smiles. Polar is delighted to hear his fox lover’s effeminate voice again.


  “Alright then, I’ll be back to check on you.” Dr. Kiser says and takes his leave. Once the doctor is gone from the room, Vulpie decides to make a joke.


  “Hope, did you get lost on the way?” Vulpie says with a raspy strained voice and Polar smiles.


  “Yeah, it wasn’t much of a short cut.” Hope replies with a smile.


  “What do you call a lost wolf?” Vulpie asks and smiles slyly.


  “What?” Hope asks excitedly.


  “A where wolf.” Vulpie says and grins. He gets big laughs from all of Polar’s family, including Richard.


  “WHERE does he get this stuff?” Victor asks while chuckling.


  “That is too cute! I like that.” Hope laughs and Vulpie slowly stops smiling. He licks his lips and hesitates to say something that he feels he needs to get off his chest.


  “Thank you for coming! All of you have been so nice to me...” Vulpie says and sadly moves his mouth. “…I’m… So ashamed of what I did. I don’t deserve good people like you!” Vulpie confesses and chokes up in embarrassment. He looks to Polar, who takes a seat next to Vulpie’s bed. “And I put you in danger, Polar! It could have done this to you!”


  “Shhhh… I know you’re sorry.” Polar tells his fox lover warmly. “You don’t have to do this now.”


  “We would never forget a family member in the hospital.” Kimberly says and Vulpie looks at Polar’s she-wolf mother in shame.


  “But I’m not part of your family.” Vulpie replies.


  “Nonsense, if you’re going to marry my son, you’re like a son to me.” Kimberly Arctic says and Polar’s father looks to her.


  “Kim.” Victor tells his wife and she waves her paw with a big smile.


  “I’ve been running my mouth.” Polar tells Vulpie playfully.


  “Oh Polar…” Vulpie responds with a moved expression.


  “I’m so happy to hear your sweet voice again.” Polar responds and moves his big left paw to Vulpie’s head. He strokes Vulpie’s orange furred ears intimately. Vulpie looks back to Polar’s family and smiles modestly.


  “I mean it; I really appreciate all of you.”


  “Well you need some kind of family. Everybody does.” Kimberly replies.


  “It’s just good to see you again! You’re too funny!” Hope says and smiles.


  “And now we know a celebrity.” Alan comments and Richard smirks.


  “You’re a lawyer, so I know you gotta be really busy!” Vulpie tells Polar and Richard’s brother.


  “I’m always busy.” Alan says nonchalantly. Vulpie looks to Richard and smiles humbly.


  “And you too, Richard. Thanks.” Vulpie says, sounding embarrassed.


  “Don’t mention it.” Richard replies and smiles a little, but he still doesn’t show as much affection as the rest of Polar’s family.


  “I’m sorry I put Polar in danger. You were right.” Vulpie admits sadly.


  “Well… Henrenson believes you didn’t unleash that robot on purpose, and I do too.” Richard responds and smirks after a moment. “Just put that genius of yours to good use from now on, huh?”


  “Oh! I think I’ve learned my lesson!” Vulpie replies with an embarrassed and mischievous grin. Everyone chuckles and Richard looks satisfied.


  “So you’re done being the prankster, huh?” Polar’s father asks with an amused look.


  “OH YEAH!” Vulpie replies with wide eyes and glances down at his wounded body comically. The orange furred fox boy makes an entertaining facial expression and everyone laughs with him. Victor grins and Polar strokes Vulpie’s head with love.


  “I still want my old Vulpie back. I want him just the way he was... Maybe I should get a leash for you though.” Polar tells Vulpie with a smile.


  “Oh, do you promise?” Vulpie replies, giving Polar an inviting look.


  “Oh no.” Richard says and everyone laughs. Vulpie’s rib cage hurts when he joins in, and he grimaces, cutting his giggle short. The orange furred fox boy lays his head back on his pillow and breathes slowly, wincing from the unexpected pain.


  “You need to take it easy for a while.” Polar tells Vulpie. “I’m just so happy that you’re getting better!”


  “It’s because of you guys. I didn’t want to live.” Vulpie admits and looks away from everyone for a moment.


  “Life is full of peaks and valleys. It builds character, Vulpie. Just remember who you want to be.” Polar’s father says wisely and Vulpie looks over to Victor. The orange furred fox boy nods humbly. Vulpie takes a moment to think about himself and blinks energetically afterwards.


  “I’m going to make this up to all of you!” The fox boy promises. “And I hope you guys aren’t getting bothered by the press out there.” Vulpie says.


  “We’ve been hounded by a few reporters already.” Alan replies and his wife, Susan, nods.


  “Yeah, it’s best not to say anything to them or more will come.” Ron comments.


  “That woman from the AFR is driving me nuts, Vulpie.” Polar tells his fox lover with a smirk.


  “Vicky Buxton?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yes. She won’t leave me alone. She won’t be satisfied unless she gets the first interview with you about the robot.”


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds.


  “Speaking of interviews, I need to talk to both of you.” Druward says from the room’s doorway. Nobody but Richard noticed the black furred wolf approach and he immediately gets everyone’s attention. The GBI Director looks at Polar’s family members. “Hello.” He says and walks inside the room, grabbing its handle with his right paw. The black furred wolf shuts the door and then clears his throat.


  “Something’s come up. Do you remember that thing we talked about?” Druward asks from across the room, looking at Polar.


  “Yes.” Polar replies.


  “Should we leave?” Alan asks.


  “No, actually it might be good if you stay in case you’re asked by the press.” Druward responds and only glances at Polar’s family as is half interested.


  “What’s going on?” Vulpie asks.


  “Oh, so you’re talking again? That’s good.” Druward replies and crosses his arms. He looks from Vulpie to Polar. “The story we agreed on isn’t going to hold up. It’s already been debunked in the news.”


  “Why?” Polar asks.


  “Well, Howlstead had to fire a fox technician at the CTGD because he pulled a memory tag out of Vulpie’s robot.”


  “I thought you said you weren’t gonna mess with it without me!” Vulpie says to Druward in worry.


  “They weren’t supposed to. Howlstead found out what he was up to, fired him, and he’s facing criminal charges for stealing from government property. He was one of the technicians responsible for putting up all of the pieces they removed from the robot that they had been studying, but he kept a memory fragment… Then he uploaded it onto the internet, your Vulpie.net, and put it up for sale.”


  “Oh shit! Are you sure it was just a memory tag file?” Vulpie asks in terror. “My Vulpie.net source code can’t be turned on again! It’ll destroy Arctic.net.”


  “We know. No, it was only a data backup. It was a nearly microscopic piece. That’s why he was able to steal it. It is a miniature hard drive… Your robot has thousands of mini hard drives all throughout its body.” Druward explains. “It’s amazing really. They’ve never seen anything like it.”


  “What was on the hard drive?”


  “It stored its virtual memory for the last five days. It recorded everything it saw and heard.” Druward responds and Vulpie’s eyes go wide.


  “Everything?” Vulpie whispers.


  “Yes.” Druward replies. “All of it. It recorded the entire time it was inside the ship on its way from planet Veida to Sufias, up to the point when it destroyed itself.” Druward says and looks around at Polar’s family. “That’s what really happened. The story about our sniper hitting its weak spot is propaganda.” Polar’s family members are shocked at how honest and to the point Druward is. “So it’s not going to do any good for any of you to agree with the scenario I told Polar to spread.”


  “Ok.” Polar responds in surprise.


  “Who did that? Who was the thief?” Vulpie asks Druward.


  “He was a high level programmer that almost made it onto your team, but didn’t, because he had only been at the Cyber Technologies Government Division for six months. No one expected any of our techs to steal because it’s a felony. He’ll be going away for a long time.” Druward responds. “But it’s a disaster.”


  “And the animals on the net got the files?” Vulpie asks with interest.


  “Oh he immediately sold it online to an undisclosed party, who paid him three hundred thousand dollars.” Druward answers.


  “Whoa.” Alan comments and Druward nods.


  “Yeah…” The black furred wolf says with a serious face. “And apparently whoever that was then uploaded it to file sharing programs everywhere and now the video and audio logs with it are already popping up everywhere on the net. Now we have to retract our statements…”


  “It’s a good thing I didn’t talk to anyone yet.” Polar responds.


  “Yes, but when you do, don’t say anything about our conversation, Polar.” Druward warns.


  “I promise not to.” Polar replies.


  “At least we can trace every one of its steps now, but it will also show how ineffective our weapons were against it. It won’t look good.” Druward says.


  “So there are already videos of all of that stuff out there?” Vulpie asks, looking embarrassed. Druward smirks at Vulpie’s question.


  “Yes. All of it.” Druward responds and smiles in amusement. “It might make a good movie someday.”


  “Oh God… Man that sucks!” Vulpie says and laughs in shame.


  “Maybe it’ll make people feel sorry for you.” Druward tells Vulpie with a smile.


  “Oh yeah, I can see it now! Vulpie gets tortured, techno remix!” Vulpie says and Druward laughs. Polar’s family smiles a little and Polar smirks.


  “Well you got what you always wanted. You’re famous now.” Druward says to Vulpie.


  “Oh man that is so bad. That is bad!” Vulpie says and laughs nervously. Druward looks to Polar and glances at the white furred wolf’s family.


  “Well… It definitely will be in the news forever. No one’s ever seen a robot feel emotions for someone and then commit suicide.” Druward says and those in Polar’s family, who haven’t heard the truth yet, listen with surprised looks.


  “Yeah.” Polar responds quietly.


  “What does he mean?” Alan asks Polar.


  “It blew its head off for Polar.” Druward says, cutting right to the chase. “It was obsessed with him after getting Vulpie. It seems like it wanted to be Vulpie but realized it couldn’t, and then killed itself.” The black furred wolf tells Polar’s family. “Now all of you can see why we didn’t go with that story to the press. At least now everyone can see the truth for themselves.”


  “So they’re dropping the other story completely? What should I tell the press about that?”


  “It was bad information from the men at the scene.” Druward tells Polar. “Say that and don’t say much else.”


  “Ok.” Polar replies and nods. Druward looks at Vulpie and smirks once again. He doesn’t say anything this time. He only stares at the fox boy in entertainment, seeing how embarrassed Vulpie is.


  “I’ll be in touch.” Druward says to Vulpie, and then turns, opens the door and leaves the room. Vulpie lies still, thinking about what he’s just heard.


  “Wow.” Polar says quietly.


  “Polar, why didn’t you tell us that?” Alan asks his brother.


  “Would you have believed it?” Richard asks Alan.


  “Hey Polar, now you’re gonna be famous too!” Vulpie says to his white furred wolf lover with a playful look.


  “I don’t know if I want that.” Polar replies.


  Vulpie’s effeminate voice returns to its original charm within a week after his respirator is removed. Polar has stayed at Vulpie’s side every day, and the white furred wolf’s parents have also spent a lot of time in the fox boy’s room. He is very thankful for their love.


  While watching the television in the upper right corner of the room, during the evening, Vulpie sees a particularly negative response to his actions and that of his robot. It comes from a popular preacher. The pastor is a brown fox, and his name is Michael Lake. Polar, Kimberly and Victor have seen and heard the outspoken televangelist many times, but Vulpie hasn’t. He is quickly angered when he sees the kind of statements put out by Mr. Lake, comments that represent the Conservative Deivonic church’s view on homosexuality. One of the major news networks plays an extended clip of the man’s most recent sermon.


  “This young man represents Aila incarnate.” Michael Lake tells his congregation of foxes, receiving applause. “He embraces all of the characteristics of the dark goddess and seeks to corrupt the moral principles of foxes and Deivaists everywhere. Vulpie is an unrepentant sinner of the worst degree.” The pastor goes on while Vulpie listens in irritation.


  “I’ll switch the channel. He’s an idiot.” Polar tells his fox lover.


  “No, I want to hear this.” Vulpie replies, unable to move with his arms and rib cage still healing. Polar respects Vulpie’s decision and Victor and Kimberly look over at the fox.


  “The dark goddess constantly plots to turn good men and women against each other.” Michael Lake proclaims from his televised pulpit. “And it is no coincidence that she sends a fox to do her bidding. She knows how to tear down the strength and integrity of the vulpine community. Vulpie is more than a menace; he is a shame to foxes everywhere.” Lake says and his audience of Deivaist foxes cheer. Polar’s father glances at Vulpie, seeing that he is not happy. The orange furred fox boy looks pissed. “As it is written in the holy Velora, a fox that lies down with a wolf betrays and shames their kind. To cross the natural division of wolf and fox is to spit in the face of the holy goddess trinity that gave life to all beings.” Michael Lake says loudly, receiving praise from his livid audience.


  “And Vulpie brazenly defies these natural laws not only without remorse, but with gleeful pride. He has forced himself upon the world in the form of a jester, but there is no innocence in him. He knows very well how irreverent his beliefs are and has used the power of technology to weave deception. Vulpie relishes his unnatural relations with wolves and his sin is far worse than the vixen that lies down with one. No, his sin is doubly evil, for he forsakes the natural law of man and woman for the wickedness of homosexuality. Men that are intimate with other men are perversions of nature. Men that label themselves as gay cast out their self-respect and demean their souls. But fox men that choose such a path bear an even higher shame, for they mock the sacrifices of their kind. Foxes have struggled since the beginning of time to find equality in this mortal world, and those that lie down with other men defile their kind forever.”


  “Who does he think he is?” Vulpie says while watching.


  “He’s just a demagogue. He follows the public’s whim.” Polar’s father tells the fox boy.


  “Time has passed, but the laws of the Deivas have not changed. Fox Deivaists everywhere must cast out Vulpie’s debauchery. The teachings of the Deivas clearly command what should be done with homosexual foxes. Though it may not be possible to take his life, as is right and just, Vulpie’s name must be expelled forever. Let no fox give him the warmth of fellowship while he revels in his evil ways. A vulpine brother or sister that tolerates him betrays their own integrity.”


  “How dare he? Where does he get off?” Vulpie says angrily.


  “Let’s just turn the channel.” Polar suggests.


  “I want to hear all of this!” Vulpie says furiously and uses his attentive fox ears to hang on every one of Michael Lake’s words.


  “We must show mercy to those that fall astray, but a fox that mocks his kind as this boy does, must never be given company. To accept Vulpie is to accept his actions. To tolerate Vulpie is to encourage his vile acts. A fox man that allows another man to sodomize him betrays his brothers and sisters, but a fox man that allows a wolf to sodomize him despises his brother and sisters. Vulpie is not just an infamous person; he is a herald of Goddess Aila’s desires. He is her faithful servant, enjoying debauchery and encouraging others to join in.


  They say the world has changed but it has not. Technology and convenience have made it easier for sinners to sin when and where they feel like it. Upon close inspection, it becomes clear that Vulpie himself is the incarnation of what is wrong with the world today. He forsakes his own sexuality and embraces humiliation. He is not humble with the love of the goddesses, and chooses to put sin in the face of foxes everywhere. It is our duty to reject his twisted ways and thank our eternal mothers for their wisdom. Listen to my words, because I like many others fear that the warnings written in the Velora are coming true… Vulpie may be the Anti-Khalan... Think of what he represents… It may be that he calls another goddess his mother... Goddess Aila… It is written that the Anti-Khalan will be loved by sinners everywhere… He will set himself on high and take control of our world… Only the true believers will remain when the end times come… The goddesses will cleanse the universe and we must remember that following Goddess Aila or her son is the pathway to hell… Let us sing…” Michael Lake finishes, and the church ceremony moves to a musical event. Vulpie stares up at the television with his mouth slightly open in anger and indignation.


  “He doesn’t speak for Deivaists everywhere.” Polar tells Vulpie with a sympathetic voice.


  “I can’t believe that guy!” Vulpie says with wide blue eyes. “He says I should be cast out from foxes everywhere? Who the hell does he think he is?”


  “The fox community can be vicious Vulpie.” Polar’s father tells the orange furred fox boy. “He’s just playing to the worst of them.”


  “Don’t listen to that tripe. It’s like dad says. That’s why I didn’t want to listen to him. With all honesty, Vulpie, foxes are the most antihomosexual species I’ve ever seen.” Polar tells his fox lover. “It’s not you.”


  “What do you mean?” Vulpie asks Polar.


  “Well…” Polar replies quietly. “I don’t mean any offense Vulpie, but foxes are really touchy about interspecies relations with wolves. You know that, and that’s why you’re hearing that stuff.”


  “It sounds to me like they all have inferiority complexes!” Vulpie responds and at this, Polar’s father releases an amused chuckle. “I mean come on! That is ridiculous! I don’t think us being gay is evil!”


  “Wolf and fox relationships are just taboo.” Polar’s mother comments warmly.


  “I know but that’s crazy!” Vulpie responds. “What a bunch of paranoid jerks!”


  “Yeah, just think of the folfs born in the past.” Polar says. “They had no control over their fathers being wolves and their mothers being vixens, yet they were punished anyway.”


  “Is that stuff written in the Velora?” Vulpie asks. “Have you read it?”


  “Yeah, folfs were killed just for being what they were.” Polar responds.


  “Remember too, Vulpie that a lot of foxes are on your side. Intelligent foxes can tolerate fox wolf relations.” Victor Arctic says. “But there will always be those foxes that hate the idea.”


  “I wish I was a wolf then!” Vulpie says and smiles. “I wouldn’t mind!”


  “I would.” Polar responds and smiles at Vulpie intimately. “I love you the way you are, foxy.”


  Polar’s mother and father go home later in the evening, leaving Polar and Vulpie alone in the hospital. The wolf and fox talk about everything in the world until the subject of wolf fox relations comes up again.


  “Ah, don’t worry about it. They’re the kind of people that need something to complain about.” Polar tells Vulpie while leaning back in his chair next to his bed. Vulpie stares at Polar in adoration and eventually licks his lips.


  “Well if that’s what they’re gonna call me; I should make the most of it!” Vulpie tells Polar and the white furred wolf chuckles.


  “Yeah.” Polar says. He doesn’t pick up on the hint from the orange furred fox boy. He watches the television in boredom.


  “It’s been a while since I’ve been defiled…” Vulpie says and Polar looks to his left in surprise.


  “What?” Polar laughs. He sees the look on Vulpie’s face and catches on quickly. He licks his wolf lips and smiles with intimate eyes. “Well I’ll help you make up for that lost time when you get better.” Polar replies sensually.


  “You haven’t been able to make love to me for a really long time now.” Vulpie tells Polar with a clever face. “…Would you like me to help ya with that?” Vulpie offers and Polar blinks in surprise.


  “Are you serious? You can’t even move!” Polar says and laughs.


  “Yeah but I like how you taste…” Vulpie responds with an inviting smile. Polar raises his eyebrows.


  “Oh.” Polar says and slowly considers the offer. “Are you serious?


  “Yeah, I am. Why not? My mouth isn’t hurt.” Vulpie responds.


  “I wouldn’t ask you to do that for me.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly. “You don’t have to.”


  “No, but I want to!” Vulpie says and grins. “Come on… I want to taste you Mr. Polar…” Vulpie says and Polar looks around the moderately lit hospital room. The window beside Vulpie’s bed is open and the hospital halls are well lit. “Well? Do you want me to suck your cock?” Vulpie asks with a grin while lying in his restrained bed. Polar looks at his fox lover and the offer entices him.


  “Ah… It would be sort of awkward wouldn’t it?” Polar replies.


  “Nah, just stand next to the bed and lean forward.” Vulpie suggests. “I don’t need my hands.”


  “You’re too good to me.” Polar tells Vulpie and grins in excitement.


  “Come on! Let’s do it before I change my mind!” Vulpie says with a laugh. Polar stands up with a smile and walks over to the window. He uses its cords to shut the blinds and then finds the “Do Not Disturb” sign on the table near the entrance. Polar walks over to the door and hangs the sign on the door knob, looking around the hall outside. No one is around and he closes the door quietly. Polar locks it and looks over at Vulpie, who lies in his bed with a smile. The white furred wolf walks next to Vulpie’s bed and puts his claws to his belt buckle.


  “I’m so bad for letting you do this.” Polar tells Vulpie with an amused face. The orange furred fox boy watches the white furred wolf unbuckle his belt and remove it. Vulpie looks up into Polar’s beautiful blue eyes while he undoes his pants. Polar watches Vulpie while he slides down his pants and then grabs his boxers. Vulpie smiles happily while Polar pulls them down as well. Polar lets them drop and laughs a little, now naked from the waist down. Vulpie stares at Polar’s big wolf dick hungrily. He licks his lips and releases the cutest sounding giggle while Polar chuckles.


  “Put the other pillows behind my head.” Vulpie tells Polar and the white furred wolf complies happily, collecting the other two white pillows in Vulpie’s bed. Polar then lifts Vulpie’s upper body up with his right paw and uses his left paw to position the pillows under Vulpie’s back and head. “That’s better.” Vulpie says and licks his lips again. Despite being held in place to his arm casts, Vulpie moves his upper body to the right and opens his mouth invitingly.


  “This is so funny.” Polar says with a grin and stands against the edge of Vulpie’s bed. Vulpie is able to move his head to Polar’s crotch and Polar grabs his big wolf cock with his right paw. He aims it into Vulpie’s mouth as the orange furred fox boy eagerly slurps it into his lips. Polar groans as Vulpie goes right into sucking his cock hungrily. The fox boy makes cute sounds while doing it and Polar uses his left paw to gently hold the back of Vulpie’s soft head.


  “Oh my God…” Polar moans in ecstasy as he feels Vulpie enthusiastically suck his cock. No one can give head like Vulpie, and Polar breathes in excitement as he enjoys the fox boy’s prowess with oral sex. The white furred wolf obtains en extremely hard erection. Vulpie slurps his wet fox lips around Polar’s wolf cock skillfully. He sucks Polar’s dick to the best of his abilities, using every trick he knows. He uses a bit of his teeth to tantalize Polar, in addition to sometimes sucking as hard as he can. Vulpie massages the head of the wolf’s cock with his fox tongue and Polar begins thrusting a little.


  Polar breathes faster, realizing how much he needs release. He has faithfully stayed in the hospital with Vulpie every day, and hasn’t ejaculated in long while. Polar’s semen reserve is full with heavy pressure, and his balls ache as cum fills up his big dick. Polar gasps as Vulpie gives him the amazing blowjob, its sensation amplified by his need for release. He closes his eyes and enjoys it immensely, cupping the back of Vulpie’s head in his left paw, helping Vulpie at his task.


  Vulpie looks up at Polar with his beautiful blue eyes while he performs oral sex on him. The fox boy enjoys the expression that twists Polar’s face in a grimace of pleasure. He can see how good it feels for Polar and Vulpie has every intention of making it as good as possible. He enthusiastically bobs his fox muzzle back and forth, slurping Polar’s big wolf cock in his mouth.


  Polar keeps his eyes closed, and he starts smiling and grimacing even more. Vulpie can see that the white furred wolf is very sensitive and will climax before long. The orange furred fox boy makes the most of the act, and has Polar gasping for air loudly.


  “MMM… OH… AH!” Polar moans in ecstasy and licks his lips while getting his cock sucked. When he feels even more pressure fill his cock, he opens his eyes and looks down at Vulpie. He watches Vulpie suck his big penis ferociously and drools a little before he realizes it. Polar uses his right paw to wipe his mouth, but it isn’t long before his mouth waters again. Vulpie’s blowjob is absolutely incredible.


  Polar feels an orgasm approaching far earlier than he anticipated. His large payload of semen simply will not wait any longer. Vulpie can tell Polar is about to cum by the sound of the white furred wolf’s groaning and pulls his head back a little. Polar pulls his cock from Vulpie’s mouth and immediately strokes it with his big right paw. He can feel the pressure rising in his big dick and Vulpie quickly opens his mouth wide with a big grin.


  Polar watches and does something instinctively. He isn’t sure what prompts him to do it, but the white furred wolf moves his left paw from behind Vulpie’s head and then puts his big clawed fingers inside the fox boy’s mouth. He uses his fingers to spread Vulpie’s mouth open as wide as possible, pushing in the top of Vulpie’s mouth with his left thumb and down on the fox’s tongue and teeth with the rest of his big fingers. Vulpie releases an amused sound while Polar moves a little and aims the head of his big wolf cock into Vulpie’s mouth. He aggressively keeps Vulpie’s mouth open wide with his left paw while using his right paw to masturbate.


  “UH…” Polar moans loudly and winces as he plays with his big cock, slathered in Vulpie’s spit. “UH...” Polar groans and increases his masturbation speed as he feels the semen moving inside his genitals. The white furred wolf opens his mouth wide, showing his big teeth as he reaches ejaculation inevitability. Once he feels that he is going to cum, he squints and begins growling like all wolves do before a climax.


  Vulpie watches Polar’s face. He sees the white furred wolf’s face become frightening looking. Polar is a true wolf, powerful and full of a heritage of savage aggression, and Vulpie loves seeing the wild side of his lover. Polar can’t help but look incredibly dangerous while his climax approaches. His jaw opens wider and wider, as if he is ready to bite and kill something. Polar doesn’t realize that his drooling tongue rains a few drops of spit down onto Vulpie’s nose before ejaculating.


  Polar has to control his voice when he reaches his climax. The white furred wolf wants to snarl very loudly, but since they are in the hospital, he has to keep his growling to a minimum. Polar still moans loudly as he cums into Vulpie’s open mouth. The orange furred fox boy watches Polar focus on aiming his effusive squirts of ejaculate. The white furred wolf unloads a massive compliment of thick semen into Vulpie’s mouth. Vulpie smells and tastes the very musky fragrance of wolf ejaculate while plentiful and pungent waves of cum squirt out of Polar’s fat cock.


  Wolves always ejaculate large amounts of semen when their semen reserves are full, but even both Vulpie and Polar are surprised at the volume of spooge Polar shoots. The white furred wolf cums massive steaming waves of globby seed into Vulpie’s fox mouth, and a slimy pool of seed bubbles from Vulpie’s throat. Polar looks like he is killing someone as he cums into Vulpie’s open mouth, and Vulpie adores the expression. He is completely willing to be the receiver of the white furred wolf’s globby seed. The orange furred fox boy has to hold his breath a little and breathe through his nose, as Polar’s cum drowns his throat. It holds onto the insides of Vulpie’s mouth and throat with a sticky and messy consistency.


  Polar ejaculates several more waves of semen than he believed he would, delightfully surprising him, as he is treated to exquisitely intense sensations. Vulpie lies still until the white furred wolf finishes squirting his hot musky cum, and Polar groans very loudly in the afterglow.


  “AH! AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” Polar moans in pleasure, releasing a slow and utterly satisfied noise. The white furred wolf keeps looking down Vulpie’s throat, and gently removes his left fingers. Polar gazes at the globby masterpiece of cum that he just released into the fox boy’s mouth, and is captivated by its volume. It is beautifully thick and even Polar can smell how musky his semen is.


  Vulpie keeps looking up at Polar’s face and slowly closes his mouth a little while smiling. Polar breathes heavily, his cock still pulsating from its massive release, and he watches Vulpie in a trance of aggressive fascination. Vulpie gives the white furred wolf what he wants subconsciously, by moving his tongue around in the thick mess of white semen.


  Vulpie playfully wiggles his tongue, eagerly showing Polar the result of his ejaculation. The white furred wolf watches with his mouth agape in fascination as the orange furred fox boy plays with his cum. Vulpie moves his head a little and closes his mouth. He uses his tongue and gathers the large compliment of Polar’s cum inside his fox mouth until it is against his lips.


  Vulpie then submissively entertains Polar by drooling some cum out of his mouth. Polar watches Vulpie blow bubbles with his wolf semen, its messy consistency running down around the edges of the Fox boy’s mouth. Vulpie playfully tilts his back on his pillow and opens his mouth again, showing Polar his big load of cum. Vulpie lets Polar get a long look at how much semen he squirted.


  Polar ejaculated enough semen to choke an inexperienced partner, and Vulpie loves it. After playing with Polar’s cum, he slowly closes his mouth while Polar watches. Vulpie lets out a cute sound and then swallows with a big smile. The fox boy gulps down half of Polar’s cum with his first swallow, and the majority that is left with a second and third. Afterwards, Vulpie opens his mouth, smacking his wet lips playfully, and shows Polar that he swallowed all of his cum.


  Vulpie mischievously uses his fox tongue to rake in the rest of Polar’s cum drops while the white furred wolf comes out of his sexual daze. Polar blinks and grins while Vulpie grins back at him, slurping the edges of his fox mouth.


  “MMMM!!! You’re so yummy!” Vulpie says and giggles. “That was a big load Mr. Polar! What did you eat?” Polar laughs at Vulpie’s question, grinning in pride. The white furred wolf decides to taunt Vulpie a little.


  “Did you get enough?” Polar asks with a smirk.


  “There’s always room for more!” Vulpie replies with a sexy smile. “Yeah! Wow! Damn Polar!” Vulpie says while cleaning his mouth with his tongue. “You almost drowned me there!”


  “Yeah?” Polar responds playfully and releases a deep breath of satisfaction. Blood flows out of his big wolf cock slowly, and Polar reaches down to his scrotum with his right paw. He touches his big furry balls and massages them a little. They ache from the intense release of his ejaculate. The white furred wolf feels a deep pleasurable afterglow in his male parts.


  Vulpie licks his lips again and smiles proudly as Polar reaches down and grabs his boxers and pants at his ankles. The white furred wolf pulls them up and covers his furry butt and crotch. He sticks his tail through the tail hole in his pants and slowly buttons them up while smiling at Vulpie warmly.


  “You are too good at that!” Polar tells Vulpie with a big grin.


  “I know what you want, Mr. Polar!” Vulpie replies mischievously. “I can always tell when you need to blow your load.” The fox boy says and Polar laughs at Vulpie’s shameless comment.


  “Donner never sucked me off like you do.” Polar says to Vulpie warmly.


  “Oh, did he not know how to do it right?” Vulpie replies with a smile.


  “No it was fine, but not nearly as good as you. He didn’t like to swallow. He always told me I tasted too bad.” Polar confesses.


  “It smells really strong, but it’s not bad.” Vulpie says with a smirk. “I like the way your cum tastes! Your spooge is really thick too, so it’s easier to catch it all.”


  “I can’t believe we’re talking about this.” Polar says and chuckles with a naughty look. He licks his lips and smiles down at Vulpie. “I know my semen doesn’t taste good. I’m a wolf…”


  “I just like doing it.” Vulpie tells Polar, looking up at him with a sly face.


  “Well thank you.” Polar says to the orange furred fox boy.


  “You’re welcome, Mr. P!” Vulpie responds.


  “So…” Polar says and licks his wolf lips. “Are you ready for me to return the favor?”


  “I can’t even move.” Vulpie says with a smile. “I still hurt from the chest down.”


  “But you don’t hurt down there.” Polar responds with generous blue eyes.


  “No. What, are you gonna crawl on the bed between my arm casts?” Vulpie asks in amusement.


  “Well I have to give you a blowjob somehow!” Polar responds with a grin. The white furred wolf walks down to the end of the fox’s bed and carefully climbs onto it. Vulpie feels the heavy weight of the wolf’s muscular body push down against the bed’s mattress.


  Vulpie can’t move, as his broken arms are still mending and are held hanging in place from the metal arm above him that is attached to the hospital bed. Polar crawls forward, carefully moving between them. The white furred wolf gets his face between Vulpie’s legs and smiles. He grabs the bed sheets and gently pulls them aside, making Vulpie’s lower body visible. The orange furred fox boy is naked underneath his hospital gown, and all Polar has to do is pull it up to expose the fox’s crotch. Vulpie already has an erection and his cute little cock is enthused at its freedom.


  “Now I’m going to show you what I can do.” Polar tells Vulpie while looking at the fox boy’s face. “Just relax and enjoy this.”


  “I am pretty horny!” Vulpie admits.


  “I bet you are.” Polar replies with a smile. The white furred wolf licks his lips and opens his mouth. He grabs Vulpie’s penis and pulls it up to his mouth. Polar slurps it inside and Vulpie inhales. He breathes excitedly with his effeminate voice and Polar keeps his eyes on Vulpie’s face while he sucks his fox cock.


  “Mmmmm…” Vulpie breathes. The orange furred fox boy licks his lips, relishing how the wolf slobbers on his penis. Polar uses his big tongue to push Vulpie’s cock around inside his big wolf jaw while keeping his lips around it tightly. Polar’s spit lubricates Vulpie’s cock and it feels wonderful for the fox boy. His cute little cock throbs in excitement while getting oral sex from Polar. The white furred wolf knows how to please a gay partner. He gropes Vulpie’s cock with his big tongue and uses his big jaw to apply intense suction. Polar sucks Vulpie’s dick lovingly, desiring to thank his fox lover in the best possible way. “Oh that feels so fucking good!” Vulpie says excitedly and Polar removes his lips from Vulpie’s erection for a moment to seduce him with words.


  “Do you like this, Foxy?” Polar asks while holding Vulpie’s cock with his big left paw.


  “Oh, I like it a lot Wolfy!” Vulpie replies and grins mischievously.


  “Are you going to cum in my mouth? I want to eat you like you ate me.” Polar tells Vulpie with predator eyes.


  “Mmm, yeah I will!” Vulpie says with enthusiasm and Polar goes back to performing oral sex on him. The white furred wolf takes Vulpie’s little fox cock into his mouth and gives it the best slobbery treatment. Polar drools all over Vulpie’s dick, making a mess on purpose, knowing it feels absolutely amazing for his lover. The white furred wolf moves his right paw between Vulpie’s legs and touches his index claw against Vulpie’s perineum.


  Vulpie has orange fur all over except for his lower face, the front of his neck, part of his chest and stomach, part of his pelvis, all of his crotch, and a streak of fur that runs underneath his balls to his anus, that stops underneath his fox tail. All of these parts of his body have white fur, and Polar claws at the space between Vulpie’s scrotum and his anus.


  Polar knows all of the best tricks for pleasing a male partner. He knows that prostate stimulation always heightens the experience, and by pushing on this soft spot on Vulpie’s bottom, Polar presses up on Vulpie’s prostate slightly. He increases pressure, using his big finger to gently push into Vulpie’s tender perineum, watching to make sure he doesn’t hurt him. Vulpie grimaces a little but gasps in excitement as Polar massages the soft spot while continuing to suck on the fox boy’s cock.


  Polar slowly moves his index finger down to Vulpie’s anus. The white furred wolf sloppily sucks the fox’s penis while watching his face. Polar has another technique in mind and he begins doing it quickly. Polar puts his right index and middle finger together, and aims his claws into Vulpie’s sensitive anus. Vulpie inhales sharply as he feels Polar’s claws enter him, but Polar pushes his big fingers inside Vulpie’s ass anyway, knowing that getting inside is the most painful part. Once he has two of his fingers inside Vulpie’s anus, he gently uses them to explore Vulpie’s insides.


  Vulpie is surprised Polar is giving him anal stimulation by hand, but does not want him to stop. He tries to relax his butt so the white furred wolf can continue. Polar keeps watching Vulpie’s face while sucking the fox boy’s cock. The white furred wolf uses his fingers up Vulpie’s ass to search for his prostate. Polar knows the best way to stimulate it is by pulling up towards Vulpie’s cock from inside his anus. And he does just that, using his clawed fingers to powerfully massage and apply pressure to Vulpie’s sensitive sex organ.


  Polar sees an immediate effect, as Vulpie both tightens up but also moans in pleasure. The white furred wolf slides his finger back and forth, rubbing up on the flesh between his fingers and Vulpie’s prostate.


  “Uuuuuuhhhhhh!” Vulpie suddenly moans and winces in both pain and pleasure. Semen fills up his penis rapidly, as the anal prostate stimulation is sending him towards heaven. Polar sucks Vulpie’s cock, using every technique he knows, to make it feel as good as possible. It is magnificent for Vulpie, and the fox boy’s mouth hangs open as he breathes loudly from the stimulation.


  Polar suddenly curls his fingers upward even harder and very quickly, sending a shockwave of sensation through Vulpie. The white furred wolf begins massaging Vulpie’s prostate ferociously, making the fox boy whine in pleasure.


  “Meeeeaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhh!!! UUUuuhhhh!” Vulpie breathlessly moans, and pressure builds inside his little cock and balls. He is surprised Polar brought it on so quickly and skillfully, but Vulpie starts to climax within a matter of moments. Pleasure explodes inside Vulpie’s ass, balls and cock, and thanks to the feverish prostate stimulation, he feels like he is cumming his guts out when he climaxes.


  Vulpie yelps loudly and his face contorts in a strain of pleasure and pain as he ejaculates inside Polar’s mouth. The white furred wolf doesn’t slow the pace of his cock sucking or finger fucking, sending Vulpie all the way into heaven. The orange furred fox boy cums like a fountain. The amount of semen he squirts is a joke compared to what Polar is capable of, but it is plentiful none the less. It feels magnificent and Vulpie whines in pleasure. He convulses a little, reacting to the incredible orgasm.


  Vulpie cums a few waves of fox semen inside Polar’s mouth. The white furred wolf accepts it happily. After the fox boy is done, the wolf takes his mouth from Vulpie’s cock and opens it, showing Vulpie his own seed. Vulpie stares at it in a pleasure filled dazed and Polar closes his mouth. The big wolf swallows and smiles sensually.


  “You taste sweet. Fox cum is more tasty I think.” Polar tells Vulpie playfully and Vulpie grins back at him.


  The next day, a special guest visits Vulpie in the hospital. Polar’s parents are in Vulpie’s room around noon, as is Hope, who is able to visit because the school where she teaches is celebrating a holiday. Polar is there, as always, and Vulpie’s blue eyes widen as he sees Tiala walk inside the room. A member of Blacktail escorted her inside the hospital’s third floor that is dedicated solely for Vulpie.


  “Tiala!” Vulpie says joyfully as she smiles.


  “Hello.” Tiala replies and smiles back while grabbing her bandaged shoulder.


  “Oh, is this the tigress that saved you Vulpie?” Kimberly Arctic asks.


  “She did save me! I wouldn’t have gotten out of the GBI without her!” Vulpie tells everyone happily.


  “I was just doing my job. I’m amazed to see you speaking again so soon!” Tiala tells Vulpie.


  “Don’t be modest, Tiala! You saved my butt!” Vulpie says. “Is the President going to give you anything for it?”


  “They’re doing something. I’m not sure, but I’m just glad to see you’re recovering. I heard it got to you and almost killed you.” Tiala responds as she walks over to Vulpie’s bed.


  “Yeah…” Vulpie says and swallows. “It did.”


  “Thank the goddesses you’re alive. Otherwise the bullet I took would be for nothing!” Tiala says with a laugh.


  “Are you gonna recover?” Vulpie replies while looking up at Tiala from his bed.


  “I’m fine. I only have minor wounds.” Tiala replies and looks around at Polar’s family. The tigress then smiles at Polar, who stands up and hugs her gently. Polar is bigger than her, but the sizeable tigress is comparable to any normal male wolf in strength.


  “Thank you Tiala.” Polar tells her warmly. “Thank you for risking your life for him.”


  “Thank you.” Tiala replies and she smiles. “I still can’t believe it’s over. It is, isn’t it?” The tigress inquires.


  “I think so. Arctic.net took over, but I still gotta take a look at it once I can use my paws again.” Vulpie replies. “Tiala I’m gonna make it up to you! I’ll reward you with money or something! We could use some of the money the President gave you, Polar.” Vulpie suggests.


  “I agree.” Polar says and smiles at Vulpie.


  “And I can do other stuff for you if you don’t want money! When I get better, I’ll be on the news a lot and I can help you get famous too!”


  “Oh, I don’t know about that.” Tiala says humbly.


  “Aw come on! You deserve it!” Vulpie tells her. “You’re a hero!”


  “We both want to do something for you and we will.” Polar promises her and the tigress smiles. She allows herself to consider their offers.


  “Hello!” Vicky Buxton says with her friendly but conniving voice and the red furred vixen steps inside Vulpie’s hospital room. Polar groans quietly when he sees her. Vulpie’s representative for the AFR is extremely pushy.


  “It must be visitor’s day.” Polar says and the female fox catches on to the sound of Vulpie’s voice.


  “Oh I just stopped by to see him Polar! I know we said we could talk later but there’s so much work to be done!” Vicky says and Tiala looks behind her as the vixen walks by. The tigress has no idea who she is and wonders what is going on. Vicky makes herself at home without asking permission. She waves at Polar’s parents and his sister, Hope, with a manipulative smile before walking over to the chair Polar normally sits in, next to Vulpie’s bed.


  “Have a seat.” Polar says in irritation as she takes the chair with a smile.


  “I’ll just be a second, Polar.” Vicky tells the white furred wolf and immediately focuses on Vulpie, who lies in his bed and looks at her. She can see the orange furred fox has broken arms but is unable to tell that his ribs have also been severely wounded and are in the long process of healing. “Why look at you, you poor thing! How are you feeling?” Vicky asks Vulpie, smiling with a motherly face at the fellow fox.


  “I’m getting better! I feel pretty good I guess! My ribs still hurt a lot though.” Vulpie responds.


  “Listen, dear, we have to get a statement from you.” Vicky tells Vulpie and Polar clears his throat.


  “Ms. Buxton, Vulpie is going to consider another contract but only after he can use his paws to sign it. He shouldn’t say anything.”


  “There’s no harm in getting a few comments!” Vicky insists and an idea pops in Vulpie’s head.


  “Hey, do you know that Michael Lake guy?”


  “Yes, I know of him.” Vicky replies while Tiala looks around in confusion.


  “Can you shut him up? I mean, can you get the Association of Fox Rights to make him stop saying all of those awful things about me and Polar?”


  “Oh, he’s just in it for the money, Vulpie.” Vicky quickly responds.


  “That doesn’t matter! He’s still talking a whole bunch of trash about me! OOOOOO!!! HE MAKES ME SO MAD!” Vulpie growls with his cute effeminate voice.


  “Well we can’t shut down his church.” Vicky tells Vulpie. “Is that what you’re talking about?”


  “Yes! He gets on the television and says I’m the dark goddess’ servant and crap like that!” Vulpie replies. “If you can’t shut his church down, then make the AFR boycott him or something!” The orange furred fox boy suggests.


  “Don’t worry Vulpie. We have most foxes on your side!” Vicky reassures the orange furred fox boy.


  “But he keeps saying for every fox to hate me and it’s getting worse!” Vulpie responds.


  “Well it would cost a lot of money and influence to take on his church.” Vicky responds.


  “Then how about this? I’ll give you all the news stuff you want if you do it for me! Shut him up and I’ll help you get your stories!” Vulpie suggests with his clever voice. Polar notices how his fox lover is even more skilled than Vicky at getting what he wants. “What do you think about that?”


  “Well, let’s talk about it.” Vicky responds. “It sounds like a deal, maybe.”


  “Yeah man!” Vulpie says and laughs with a grin. “I’ll sic Vicky on him!” Vulpie glances at Polar and he smirks. Polar is both amused and impressed at how Vulpie has turned Vicky from a bothersome nuisance into a media weapon.


  Vulpie’s Lover


  The doctors treating Vulpie at Mercy Hospital eventually wean him off of the respirator within five weeks. It is a cool Monday evening when they are scheduled to.


  Though the damage done to Vulpie’s forearms was terrible, and his bones shattered, the orange furred fox boy is able to move his fingers again in a span of three months. His rib cage heals at a very slow rate and is extremely tender, but Vulpie is also able to get out of his hospital bed at this time. Polar’s family comes and goes and Polar generally stays with Vulpie every day, and it is a great sight to behold, when Vulpie is able to stand again, resisting the pain of his damaged ribs and arms. Though most patients would have been allowed to go home at this point, Vulpie is asked to stay so he can receive advanced treatments that will help him heal at an astonishing rate. The President wants him back to normal as soon as possible.


  That’s why Vulpie stays in the hospital for five months before being allowed to go home with Polar. During this month, he returns to the hospital every day for physical therapy until his casts are at last removed. The fox boy’s arms are very sensitive and frail when they come out of their casts but his doctors force him to begin exercising his fingers immediately.


  He does this thanks to Polar, who brought in his computer and helped his fox lover use his keyboard. Vulpie has difficulty returning to his speed to begin with, but halfway through the six months after he was admitted to Mercy hospital, Vulpie is able to type nearly as fast as he used to.


  Six months and one week after Vulpie was admitted in Mercy hospital, he is almost completely healed. He lives with Polar and continues returning to the hospital for therapy on a daily basis, and though he is still sensitive, the fox boy has use of his entire body. The therapists have him lifting small weights to rebuild his little arm’s muscles and his rib cage continues to heal on its own.


  It goes without saying that Polar is ecstatic to have Vulpie back the way he was. The fox boy has almost made a full recovery by the time he is schedule to sign the new contract with President Vargas. It locks the fox boy into ten years of unconditional service for the government, and Vulpie actually looks forward to it. The orange furred fox boy will return to the CTGD tomorrow.


  Polar has kept busy every day by meeting with IGLARC about the proposed fox and wolf lover’s organization he wants to create. The white furred wolf is dedicated to the cause, and life at his home has been wonderful thanks to Vulpie. Vulpie has stayed home and cleaned Polar’s house for him, every day.


  The white furred wolf returns home every night to find his carpets vacuumed, his furniture cleaned, his bed made, his windows spotless, his shoes shined, and dinner always waiting for him in the kitchen. Vulpie is an incredible cook. He’s never made a meal that Polar hasn’t enjoyed. Even though the fox boy barely eats anything, he has an impressive culinary skill.


  And when Polar returns home on the Friday evening after Vulpie signed his contract with President Vargas, he smiles when he smells. Vulpie is in Polar’s kitchen, cooking steak and the white furred wolf’s mouth waters. Vulpie looks over at the door and sees Polar with a big smile.


  “Hey!” Vulpie says with his energetic voice.


  “You’re making steak again? It smells delicious!” Polar replies and grins while walking into his kitchen, next to his den. He looks over Vulpie, and the fox looks very cute in his khaki shorts and light blue shirt. The fox boy has a pair of sneakers on and moves around the kitchen skillfully.


  “Are you getting tired of it?” Vulpie asks.


  “No!” Polar replies and laughs as he walks up to Vulpie. “But you’re going to spoil me.” The white furred wolf says, and opens his arms. Vulpie enters a hug with him and they embrace lovingly. Polar is a good two feet taller than Vulpie, as the fox boy is only five foot six inches in height. He looks up and presses his fox muzzle against Polar’s.


  The white furred wolf and orange furred fox boy share a slow and very warm kiss. Polar rubs his big paws over Vulpie’s little shoulders, down his back, and eventually onto his backside while Vulpie gropes Polar’s muscular sides with his little paws. Polar rubs Vulpie’s butt a little, but refrains from feeling up his fox lover for the time being. Vulpie’s ribs have still been very sore and they haven’t made love, aside from oral sex, in six months because of it. Polar smiles down at Vulpie lovingly when they part lips.


  “Thanks for cooking.” Polar says and Vulpie winks at him.


  “Are ya hungry?” Vulpie asks.


  “Very.” Polar says and massages Vulpie’s shoulders. “I skipped lunch.”


  “Well go change clothes and put your feet up! It’ll be done in about thirty minutes.” Vulpie tells Polar and moves out of his arms, returning to his task of perfecting the steak. The orange furred fox boy has it in one of Polar’s small ovens and checks on it, carefully opening the door. He picks up a spice shaker and sprinkles some extra flavoring on the steak while Polar walks by, heading to the second floor’s steps. Polar glances at Vulpie’s rear end as he goes by. He then climbs the steps and goes inside his bedroom. The white furred wolf changes clothes there, putting on a black t-shirt and blue jeans. As Polar leaves the bedroom and comes down the stairs to the den, Vulpie’s orange phone rings. It sits on the den’s table and Vulpie looks over his shoulder while cooking.


  “I’ll get it!” Polar tells Vulpie and walks over. He picks it up from the den table and answers it. “Hello?” Polar asks as he walks into the kitchen, bringing Vulpie the phone.


  “Hello? Who is this?” A female voice asks.


  “Here’s Vulpie.” Polar says and hands Vulpie his orange phone. Vulpie takes it and puts it on speaker phone so he can listen while he cooks. He sets it down near Polar’s expensive stove.


  “Hello?” Vulpie says.


  “Vulpie? Hey this is Stacie!” The female voice says and Vulpie perks up. The name sounds familiar to Polar but he can’t remember where he’s heard her voice before.


  “Hey! What’s up! Hah! You’re the first one to call me since I did Vulpie.net!” Vulpie responds and Stacie laughs over the phone. Polar remembers who she is, thinking back to the night when he took Vulpie to the club and met up with his friends. Stacie is the vixen who had a boyfriend, and Polar remembers Jason and some of the others as well. Jason was a brown furred fox like Stacie.


  “We’ve all been worried about you Vulpie!” Stacie says with excitement.


  “I know, right! It’s been crazy!” Vulpie replies gleefully. “It’s so cool that you called me!”


  “I was kind of scared because of everything you did, but yeah! It’s good to hear from you! Where are you?” Stacie asks and Vulpie smiles in amusement over his vixen friend’s curiosity.


  “I’m here with Mr. Polar! We’re living together now! It’s like a dream come true!” Vulpie responds and winks at Polar. The white furred wolf smiles happily and leans against the divider between his kitchen and the den.


  “Oh wow! Yeah I saw him on the news and heard about everything! I even saw the video!”


  “You did?” Vulpie asks in embarrassment. “Oh… Man! Yeah, that was… Bad…”


  “Yeah…” Stacie replies over the phone. “So you’re okay now?”


  “Yep! I’m still a little sore, but I’m pretty much all better!” Vulpie responds. “The President paid for all of it too.”


  “Dude, Vulpie you’re like a celebrity now! And we already knew you!” A male voice says, and it sounds vulpine. It is Jason’s voice, Vulpie’s shy hacker friend.


  “Jason! What’s up man?” Vulpie responds with a laugh.


  “I’m good! I never thought I’d hear from you again man! You actually did it! You actually launched Vulpie.net like you said you would! And it worked!” Jason says with excitement over the phone. “I still can’t believe it man!”


  “I know! It worked even better than I thought it would!” Vulpie says, and catches himself being too proud of his crimes. “Yeah… But I shouldn’t have.” Vulpie says with a quiet voice.


  “Dude its fucking crazy! You beat the whole world man! Oh my god! Oh my god! I didn’t think it could be done! You fucking owned everyone!” Jason laughs loudly and Polar sees Vulpie’s shy reaction. He knows the orange furred fox boy is sorry for what he did, but he can imagine Vulpie with Jason and his other hacker friends laughing it up under different circumstances. Polar doesn’t mind though, as long as he has Vulpie. “Dude, did you make that robot?”


  “No, I didn’t make the one that almost killed me. I made another one before that and Vulpie.net copied what it looked like… Except the one it made was pretty much invincible.” Vulpie replies while tending to the cooking steak.


  “What are you doing? Do you want to hang out? Can you? Are you under arrest?” Jason inquires.


  “The President makes a squad of mercenaries watch me wherever I go, so I can do what I want, but not without them nearby.” Vulpie answers. “Pretty crazy huh?”


  “Yeah man. Wow. So like, you said you’re with that Polar guy?” Jason asks.


  “Mmm hmm! I’m cooking him dinner!” Vulpie says and looks to his left at Polar. “I have extra. Would you mind if they came over?”


  “Not at all.” Polar responds with a loving smile. He sees how happy he makes Vulpie as the orange furred fox boy quickly speaks into his phone.


  “Do you guys want to come over? I can tell you where his house is!” Vulpie replies.


  “Uh… Sure I guess!” Jason responds and Stacie also speaks.


  “Yeah!” She voices.


  “You guys I have so much to tell you!” Vulpie tells his friends gleefully and the orange furred fox gives them directions to Polar’s home. Polar is delighted to have visitors but is even more delighted at getting a chance to see Vulpie carefree and wild like he was when they first met. Vulpie’s friends make Polar think about his, and he calls them to chat while Vulpie stays on his phone.


  Vulpie’s friends show up and have dinner with Polar and the orange furred fox boy within the hour. Stacie and Jason show up, eager to see their notorious friend, and two more visit as well. One of them is a young wolf man that looks like a hacker himself, dressed in a lot of black and wearing gothic accessories. Vulpie introduced him to Polar as Keith, and the deviant wolf shook Polar’s paw with a smile of impudence. The last of Vulpie’s four friends that come over for dinner is Trey, a brown furred young male fox about Vulpie’s size, standing at five foot six inches. He arrived with Keith, having come from a mall where they like to hang out.


  Polar has dinner with Vulpie and his four buddies and is amused at how they think. They look at the world through the window of defiant youth, and it makes Polar feel good to be around them. They’re all around Vulpie’s age of nineteen, Jason being the youngest at seventeen.


  They mingle when they finish, and Polar helps Vulpie clean up the dishes. When they’re finished, Vulpie prances about the den with his cohorts and tells them about his adventures. His friends egg him on, wanting to find out every detail about how the fox boy taunted the world after taking over its computer systems.


  Polar talks with some of Vulpie’s friends, but doesn’t have much in common with them, so he stands and watches from the side of the den, leaning against the kitchen divider. Stacie looks Polar over on several occasions and he sees the interest in her eyes. He enjoys the compliment, but he gets similar looks from women everywhere he goes, and it never does anything for him. Polar thinks for a moment and wonders when the last time was that a woman gave him an erection. He can’t think of one. He’s so homosexual that the thought of having sex with a woman repulses him a little. He has never been sure why, but doesn’t mind. He smiles at Stacie anyway.


  Vulpie notices and whispers something in Stacie’s vixen ear among his friend’s fun loving chaos. Stacie laughs loudly and the female fox looks over at Polar with a big grin. Vulpie grins too and winks at Polar. Polar knows the basics of what Vulpie did even though he doesn’t know what he said. Vulpie is taunting Stacie over her attraction to the white furred wolf.


  Polar is befriended by Jason, and he is glad to have someone to talk to. In fact, the brown furred fox boy gravitates to him during the evening. The white furred wolf smiles and talks with him, discussing everything Vulpie has done. Jason enthusiastically listens and asks a lot of questions. The fox is very curious and his persistence surprises Polar.


  At first Polar assumed Jason was a straight young fox, having nothing more than an interest in him, but the white furred wolf wonders as he keeps talking to him. It seems to Polar that Jason really likes him. He can tell that Jason isn’t aware of how much he is talking. Being young, the brown furred fox keeps the conversation going with Polar for a very long time, until Polar finally raises an eyebrow at him.


  “Yeah, I’m trying to bulk up but I can only get to the gym on the weekends.” Jason says, discussing where he exercises. “But it seems like I never get much stronger.”


  “Well you’re probably strong for your size.” Polar tells Jason pleasantly.


  “Nah. I mean, well. Well I guess. I want to look good though, you know?”


  “Yeah.” Polar responds while looking down at Jason with a curious expression. Jason doesn’t realize how long he has been going on with Polar, but suddenly his fur stands on end and embarrassment rushes over him, as he sees that Polar is wondering whether he is gay.


  “Uh… Yeah…” Jason says with a nervous laugh. “You know what I mean.”


  “Yeah.” Polar responds and nods with a small smile. They stop talking for a moment and Jason looks very anxious. Polar sees that the young man might be a little sexually repressed, but is not necessarily gay.


  “I don’t mean I like to look good for guys…” Jason says while looking up at Polar in embarrassment, to which Polar smiles in amusement.


  “Well I was wondering.” Polar says and Jason makes a humiliated face for a moment. “Don’t worry about it.”


  “I just talk a lot I guess.” Jason responds and Vulpie hops over next to him playfully. The orange furred fox boy puts his black paws on the brown furred fox’s shoulders from behind and makes a comical face.


  “Whatcha been talkin about Jason?” Vulpie asks mischievously.


  “Oh, whatever!” Jason responds and looks aside with a nervous laugh.


  “I heard you talking about going to the gym! Me and Polar went the day after we met! Man, you should see how strong he is!” Vulpie says with enthusiastic cleverness, to which Polar grins in entertainment.


  “Dude, I’m not gay!” Jason says and pushes Vulpie back with a growl.


  “I didn’t say you were!” Vulpie responds and giggles.


  “Yeah, yeah, yeah.” Jason replies and sighs loudly. “Just because I don’t have a girlfriend, that doesn’t mean I’m like you guys.”


  “Aw, you make it sound bad!” Vulpie replies and winks at him.


  “Don’t bash it until you’ve tried it.” Polar comments with a sly look and Vulpie grins.


  “Haha. Funny.” Jason replies, and his voice grows hot.


  “I’m just saying!” Vulpie tells the brown furred fox and laughs cleverly.


  “No, I don’t want to be somebody’s bitch like you.” Jason growls at Vulpie and Vulpie’s smile disappears for a split second before he quickly waves his paw at Jason playfully.


  “Aw shush! Where’s your bitch then?” Vulpie laughs. “I’ve never seen you with a girlfriend.”


  “Well at least I never got raped! You probably enjoyed that, didn’t you?” Jason replies angrily. The brown furred fox boy realizes what he says is way out of bounds just as it leaves his lips and he stiffens. Vulpie’s eyes go wide in disbelief and the orange furred fox boy loses his fun loving demeanor. He looks at Jason in surprise and Polar watches silently with his mouth open a little in shock.


  “Dude… I was just kidding…” Vulpie says with a small voice and Jason cringes.


  “I know! Fuck that was fucked up! I’m sorry man! I didn’t mean that!” Jason says to the orange furred fox boy and Vulpie tries smiling again, but can’t keep one for long. He glances at Polar and the white furred wolf sees how humiliated Vulpie looks.


  “Why’d you say that?” Vulpie asks Jason with a hurt look.


  “I don’t know! I’m really sorry man…” Jason replies with an apologetic look.


  “It was just an accident. He didn’t mean that.” Polar says and gets the attention of both Vulpie and Jason. “Right?” Polar asks Jason and the brown furred fox nods quickly.


  “Yeah dude! I’m serious. I’m really sorry I said that! I always say something retarded and ruin shit.” Jason says sadly.


  “Ah, don’t worry about it! Forget it!” Vulpie says and suddenly appears to regain his usual sly and playful attitude. The orange furred fox boy is very witty and endearing, but both Jason and Polar know he must be upset. Vulpie walks away from them and starts talking to his friends as if nothing happened. No one can tell Vulpie is anything but excited and mischievous, and Jason sighs loudly in shame. The brown furred fox boy then looks to Polar fearfully. The white furred wolf stares back at him with an emotionless face.


  “I guess I got upset because I’m afraid I like guys or something.” Jason admits. “I know I don’t, but I just got mad without thinking.”


  “I understand.” Polar responds quietly and clears his throat. “Does Vulpie usually pick on you about that?”


  “Not really.” Jason replies.


  “I just… I don’t know. Vulpie’s cool and now I made him mad.” Jason says in despair. “I’m such a fuckup.”


  “You really like him don’t you?” Polar asks Jason while looking down at him.


  “Well yeah! He’s the best hacker in the world! He taught me a lot of awesome stuff, and we’ve been friends for more than two years.”


  “So…” Polar says and licks his lips. He glances to make sure Vulpie isn’t in ear shot. “Vulpie never talks to me about that stuff. What do you know about it?” Polar asks and Jason swallows.


  “You mean about…”


  “Yes, I mean the rape.” Polar replies. “What happened to him?”


  “Aw, he’d kill me if I said anything.” Jason tells Polar.


  “I want to know. He won’t tell me.” Polar says to Jason and the brown furred fox is silent for a moment.


  “Well… Uh…” Jason says quietly. “I know this guy, Clishaw, raped him a lot. And… There were other guys that did too, some of Clishaw’s friends.”


  “Go on.” Polar says.


  “That’s all I know.” Jason responds quietly.


  “I hate the thought of it. I love him.” Polar tells Jason.


  “Yeah…” Jason says and swallows again. Just as he does, Vulpie comes back to Jason and surprises him. The orange furred fox boy grabs the brown furred fox’s arm and tugs playfully.


  “Come on man! You’re missing the fun!” Vulpie tells Jason with an excited face, hiding his inner emotions perfectly. Jason laughs in shame.


  “I’m really sorry man.” Jason tells the orange furred fox boy quietly.


  “Aw, who cares? Come on!” Vulpie says and pulls Jason into the mix of his other friends as if nothing had happened. Jason eventually relaxes again and Polar watches Vulpie have fun. He’s amazed at how the orange furred fox boy is always able to entertain people. Besides his looks, Vulpie’s playful mischievous attitude is the thing that endears him to Polar the most. But the white furred wolf wonders what sort of emotions Vulpie might secretly be feeling at the same time.


  Vulpie’s friends leave Polar’s house before midnight. When they are gone, Vulpie helps Polar clean up after the small mess they made while cavorting around, and Polar speaks to his fox lover in concern.


  “Are you okay?” Polar asks Vulpie from across the den, picking up some candy wrappers that Vulpie’s buddies dropped. Vulpie is in front of the TV and walks around it, and the couch, while looking at Polar.


  “What do you mean?” Vulpie asks.


  “You know what I mean.” Polar responds in concern. The white furred wolf stares at Vulpie with loving blue eyes and Vulpie looks away while walking around aimlessly.


  “Aw, I don’t care.” Vulpie says while looking around.


  “I saw the look on your face.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “Yeah it surprised me alright!” Vulpie says and laughs. He smirks at Polar and walks by him while the white furred wolf stands still, watching. A brief silence passes and Polar swallows.


  “Do you want to talk about it?”


  “Nope!” Vulpie replies and glances at Polar with a defensive look. The orange furred fox boy sighs loudly. “Talk about the ultimate buzz killer…”


  “You know, one of the things that I love about you is how strong you are.” Polar tells Vulpie and the fox boy looks at him with a smirk. “You’re strong emotionally.”


  “Ah, Mr. Polar you know there’s no point in worrying about stuff.” Vulpie replies with a clever smile.


  “I mean it.” Polar says and walks towards Vulpie. He comes to him and hugs the lean fox boy, warmly wrapping his powerful arms around him. “You’re amazing.” The white furred wolf tells Vulpie while the fox boy reciprocates by reaching up and touching Polar’s arms intimately.


  “Thanks!” Vulpie says with a grin. “You’re not so bad yourself!”


  “You’ve gone through so much with everything that’s happened to you… It must be tough.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly and Vulpie responds with his usual carefree voice.


  “Meh! Whatever!” Vulpie says while looking up into Polar’s wolf eyes. He smiles at him mischievously. “So what are we going to do for the rest of the night?” Vulpie asks invitingly and Polar rejects the offer out of concern for his fox lover.


  “Are you ever going to tell me?” Polar asks while looking down into Vulpie’s blue eyes.


  “What’s the point?” Vulpie asks.


  “What’s the point?” Polar responds and squints in concern. “Vulpie…”


  “Why do you want to know? There’s no changing what happened. I don’t dwell on it.” Vulpie replies.


  “I know you don’t, but I love you. I care about you.” Polar says in concern. “I don’t want you to bottle up your feelings.”


  “I just don’t want to talk about it, Polar. Is that okay?” Vulpie asks.


  “You never do.”


  “Of course I don’t. Would you?” Vulpie asks.


  “I think I would tell somebody. I would need to.” Polar replies.


  “Well I don’t. Just forget about it.” Vulpie responds and Polar sighs slowly. He moves Vulpie in his arms a little and nods.


  “Alright…” Polar says and Vulpie smiles.


  “So how about you make love to me, huh?” Vulpie offers. “It’s been so long and I’m feeling better.”


  “You’re still really sore.” Polar reminds Vulpie.


  “Yeah, I am, but not that sore.” Vulpie responds.


  “I’ve seen you wincing when you bend over and move around. I know you’re still in pain. This morning you hurt your ribs when you got out of bed too fast… Let’s just wait.” Polar replies.


  “Awwww…” Vulpie says with a playful look of disappointment. “But I want you now! I miss how good you feel in me…” Vulpie breathes and slides his paws down onto Polar’s crotch while the white furred wolf holds him in his arms. Vulpie grabs and massages Polar’s big dick through his pants, and Polar groans in need, but he resists out of concern.


  “Not yet. Let’s wait until you heal up.” Polar tells Vulpie but the fox boy grins and bites his lip while playing with the white furred wolf’s package.


  “Stop it!” Polar laughs and let’s go of Vulpie. He gently pushes Vulpie away from him and the fox boy grins.


  “Mmmmm! I want some Mr. Polar!” Vulpie says gleefully.


  “Now stop it.” Polar says and can’t help but laugh again. “I mean it. Let’s wait.” The white furred wolf walks into the kitchen to get a glass of water and Vulpie hops onto the black couch in the den. He switches on the TV and starts watching a popular show. Polar sips from his glass of water before gulping all of it down. When he’s done, he stares at Vulpie from the kitchen. He thinks of many things while he watches the orange furred fox boy.


  Polar doesn’t realize how long he lingers in the kitchen until Vulpie looks over and sees him staring. Vulpie looks back emotionlessly, but they both understand what is bothering Polar. Vulpie returns his attention to the television and says nothing. Neither one of them moves for a long time. Eventually Vulpie sighs very loudly and speaks.


  “Come here…” The orange furred fox boy says and Polar sets his glass down near the stove. The white furred wolf walks out of the kitchen, around its divider into his den, as Vulpie uses the remote to turn off the TV. The orange furred fox boy puts it down on the table in front of Polar’s couch and waits on the wolf, while he walks over. Polar sits down next to Vulpie on the couch silently. He watches Vulpie and waits. “So what do you want to know so badly?” Vulpie asks.


  “Nothing in particular… I just don’t like not knowing what happened.” Polar responds.


  “You don’t want to hear this stuff, I’m warning you.” Vulpie replies without looking at his wolf lover.


  “I’ll understand.” Polar responds.


  “No, you won’t, but I’ll tell you since you’re determined to hear it…” Vulpie says and looks at Polar solemnly. “You won’t be attracted to me anymore.”


  “That’s nonsense.” Polar responds with a caring voice.


  “Really? It’s not a turn off to know that I got raped by more than five guys when I lived with Clishaw?” Vulpie asks with intense blue eyes. His statement silences Polar and the white furred wolf listens. “I’m lucky I never caught a disease, but he was really careful about that shit. He wanted me to be clean so he could fuck me without worrying.” Vulpie continues. “Most of the time it was just him, but sometimes he would have his friends over and I’d get it from everyone. They weren’t gentle either. I wanted to die plenty of times, rather than feel that pain.”


  Polar listens emotionally. He pays careful attention to his fox lover, hearing the pain in the boy’s voice. The white furred wolf holds still, in shock and out of respect for Vulpie’s honesty.


  “It started when he first adopted me. I thought he was nice at first, but I was too young to figure out what he really was. I understood in the first few days, though. He blamed it all on me too, and I believed him, because I was biting and was a behavior problem with everyone. So he said I deserved what he did to me, and when he raped me, he told me over and over that it was my fault…


  He was really fucking evil. He shot me up with drugs because he was a secret dealer, even though he was an assistant pastor at his church. That was just all part of his act. Do you know what the worst part is, Polar?” Vulpie asks with fierce blue eyes. Polar answers no, by shaking his head in concern. “I started to like it. I started to like it because of the drugs he gave me. We did cocaine and he had all sorts of morphine shit. He made sure to shoot me up before fucking me so I would relax and he could have his fun. I couldn’t do anything, and I just stopped fighting after a while.


  I was just an orphan and he knew I would believe his lies, so he had me right where he wanted. I even would go out in public with him and behave myself because he seemed like he believed in the things he did to me. He said he was helping me. I liked the drugs, being a gullible kid, and eventually I thought he was great. Yeah, I actually liked him. He wasn’t as big as you Polar, but he broke me into hard gay sex. He taught me to like it and I’ve been gay ever since.” Vulpie says and smacks his lips with anger. “So what do you think now? Am I still sexy? Now all of that will be in the back of your head every time we do it… If you even still want me. I wouldn’t blame you if you didn’t. It’s pretty disgusting isn’t it?” Vulpie asks and chokes up emotionally.


  “None of that was your fault. I had no idea it was so bad.” Polar responds lovingly.


  “Oh!” Vulpie says and laughs in shame. “That’s just a warm up! Do you still want to hear more? Huh? Do ya?”


  “Yes.” Polar responds quietly. “I want to know.”


  “I got really good at cock sucking thanks to him and his friends. I did it all of the time. He made sure they were clean because he was smart about that stuff, but I ate cock over and over. I can’t even count the number of times I must have swallowed him and his friends. Most of the time I was humiliated but I eventually accepted it and starting being proud at how good I was. Yeah! That’s how I learned all of those skills, Polar! Now you know! Oh, and I learned how to let them get deep inside me too. I started relaxing and enjoying it, so I learned how to take it like I can. That’s why I’m so fuckin great at it!” Vulpie says emotionally and Polar swallows in horror, distraught at hearing the truth of Vulpie’s abuse, but still wanting to hear all of it. Vulpie starts to speak again but suddenly the orange furred fox boy is overcome with a powerful fear filled rage.


  Vulpie reaches up and sticks his right paw in his mouth, biting his fingers with his fox teeth. He growls in pain and trauma in a frightful manner, coping with his memories in an incredibly disturbing manner to control his pain, and Polar moves to stop him immediately. Polar grabs Vulpie by his right wrist and pulls the fox boy’s fingers from his mouth. Afterwards, Vulpie whimpers and starts crying in a terrified and humiliated outburst. Polar moves against him and hugs Vulpie quickly, holding him tight for support.


  Vulpie bawls in Polar’s embrace and the white furred wolf does his best to calm him with warm words. Vulpie clutches Polar in a desperate panic, and the white furred wolf hugs him protectively.


  “SSHHHhhh… It’s okay… It’s okay now…” Polar tells Vulpie quietly and rocks the terrified fox boy in his arms. “It’s alright.”


  “No! It’s! NOT!” Vulpie whimpers in gasps while he cries loudly. Tears stain his facial fur and he holds onto Polar in a fierce terror. “I shouldn’t! Have! Told you!”


  “I love you!” Polar tells Vulpie with profound devotion. “Nothing he did to you makes me think any less of you, Vulpie.”


  “Jason was right! I am a bitch! I’m so pathetic!” Vulpie whimpers and sobs even louder.


  “You’re nothing but wonderful. You’re the love of my life! I only care about you.” Polar tells Vulpie while rocking him in his arms. “Nothing can make me stop loving you.”


  “POLAR!” Vulpie whines in despair, to which the white furred wolf squeezes him tightly. “Now you’ll hate me!”


  “He’s burning in hell right now!” Polar tells Vulpie protectively. “That son of a bitch is paying for what he did to you. I know he is!”


  “But there is no heaven and hell!” Vulpie whimpers.


  “I don’t believe that. I believe in heaven and hell, and there’s no doubt in my mind that he’s paying for it!” Polar says.


  “POLAR!” Vulpie whimpers again and his face goes a little numb from how hard Polar hugs him.


  “I don’t regret asking you. Thank you, Vulpie.” Polar whispers.


  “For what? I told you that you didn’t want to know about it!” Vulpie replies while crying. “Now you won’t be attracted to me because you know how I became gay!”


  “None of that was your fault. You are completely innocent. Only a monster would do those things to a child. That’s why he’s fucking burning in hell, Vulpie.” Polar tells his fox lover.


  “You’ll never look at me the same way again! Now that you know those things!” Vulpie whimpers.


  “You’re right, I never can. Now I respect you even more than ever.” Polar responds.


  “You’re just saying that!” Vulpie whines.


  “No, I mean it. You are so strong, Vulpie. I had no idea how strong you are until now. I had no idea.” Polar tells the orange furred fox boy and Vulpie moves back out of Polar’s arms. Polar releases him and Vulpie wipes his eyes in embarrassment. He can’t remove all of his tears, but he slows how much he cries. He looks at Polar while he rubs his eyes, his mouth open in shame. “Do you believe you’re gay, Vulpie?” Polar asks.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds. “But I don’t know if it’s because of that or not!” Vulpie admits.


  “Well if you want to be free of me, then I’ll let you go. Otherwise, there’s no stopping me from loving you even more.” Polar responds.


  “NO!!! Don’t say that!” Vulpie cries out fearfully. “This is just what I was afraid of!”


  “I don’t want to leave you, Vulpie. I just want you to be happy.” Polar replies. “And I would understand if you didn’t want me anymore. If that’s the reason we’ve been together, then I don’t judge you.”


  “It’s not!” Vulpie quickly replies. “I love you too! I do! I don’t want to go! I want to marry you!”


  “Then nothing has changed. I mean it. I don’t blame you for any of it. I don’t care if you’re so good at gay sex because of that. It just worked out that way. It’s not your fault. No one can blame you.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly.


  “But they do! Everyone hates me because I’m a faggot!”


  “The world loves you, Vulpie. I’ve seen it! You’re a superstar, kid! There are just some animals that always will be there to try to drag you down.” Polar tells Vulpie devotedly.


  “It…” Vulpie says and sniffles over and over. “Really doesn’t bother you?”


  “No.” Polar answers with complete honesty.


  “Not at all?” Vulpie asks. “It has to turn you off!”


  “Nothing could turn me off from you.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly. “Like I said, it just worked out that way. I won’t think about those things when we make love.” Vulpie wipes his face and eventually stops crying, but hiccups a few times, having to stifle the urges. Polar is silent and watches Vulpie with sympathy.


  “You’re lying. I know you are, Polar.” Vulpie says in quiet shame.


  “I am not. I swear to God.” Polar responds without hesitation. His words make Vulpie silent in amazement and the orange furred fox boy blinks. Eventually Vulpie smiles a little in disbelief and Polar smiles back at him, lovingly. “Do you think I would put up with everything that’s happened because of you if I didn’t love you with all of my heart?” Polar asks and smirks. Vulpie laughs in hesitant amusement. “I could have walked away from you whenever I wanted, but that’s not what I want. I want you forever, and no fucking dead pedophile is going to get in the way. Fuck him.” Polar tells Vulpie with powerful devotion and Vulpie breathes emotionally.


  “Oh Polar…” Vulpie gasps happily and the orange furred fox boy crawls against the white furred wolf, who accepts him gladly. Polar embraces Vulpie again and surprises the fox boy by licking the top of his head. Polar uses his big wolf tongue to lovingly groom Vulpie’s ears, and eventually he leans forward and licks Vulpie’s face, making the fox boy laugh.


  Polar doesn’t stop licking Vulpie playfully. He sensually coats the fox boy’s muzzle and nose with a layer of intimate warm drool. When he does finish, he licks his lips and Vulpie quickly kisses him. Polar returns the kiss devotedly and the white furred wolf and orange furred fox boy share a very long and tender moment. Vulpie clutches Polar’s body with his little paws when they stop and Polar smirks again. “I still have the hots for you, kid!” Polar proclaims with a grin. “Damn you are sexy!”


  “Look who’s talking, you big stud!” Vulpie laughs and grins back.


  Vulpie, Hacker in Chief


  Vulpie cooperates with President Vargas’ wishes and is escorted by his secret service to the steps of a downtown Sufias City courthouse, where the fox boy is scheduled to sign his new contract. It is Wednesday, the next day, and police officers collaborate with the President’s efficient agents and they create a barrier to keep the crowd of animals that have shown up, at a distance.


  The main story of the day is “Vulpie signs Contract,” and hundreds of people have shown up in front of the courthouse to see and hear Vulpie make a public apology. Security is extremely tight, as it is no secret many anti-gay activists would jump at the chance to take Vulpie’s life.


  A podium is set up at the bottom of the courthouse’s steps, and Vulpie stands next to President Vargas in the expensive suit Polar bought for him. Vargas looks at Vulpie as he stands behind the podium that Vulpie will use shortly.


  “Don’t screw this up…” Vargas warns.


  “Yes sir! I’ll be polite.” Vulpie replies. The crowd is filled with murmuring visitors and cameras snap pictures of Vulpie constantly. Every one of his movements is captured on film and broadcasted live to the entire world from the major news networks. Eventually the crowd is instructed to quiet down and the President speaks.


  “For many months, going on a year now, the world has been in turmoil because of the young man standing next to me.” President Vargas says, beginning his speech with a stern tone. Vulpie stands and stares into the crowd solemnly. “Vulpie is responsible for the worst cyber crime in all of history. He single handedly corrupted every computer system across the world, and the damage he has done is irreversible... Now, I don’t need to tell any of the millions of citizens watching today that he should be punished. The kind of cyber crimes he committed against the government can carry a sentence of life imprisonment and even the death penalty…


  But because of his actions, there is no returning to the status quo. Vulpie’s program is now the only system that can be used, and only he knows how to control it.” Vargas says with his political voice, and as he speaks, viewer’s eyes are all drawn to Vulpie. “We face a tough decision and my decision to secure his talents for the world government was not an easy one.” Someone in the crowd yells something negative at Vulpie, but the President ignores it, and Vulpie does as well. “Even though he should be punished severely, imprisonment would restrict his talents.” Vargas says and a group of animals boo at Vulpie.


  “Restoring the stability of computer systems everywhere is the priority. We have to ensure that the systems are safe and secure, and that business owners are able to learn and use Vulpie’s software to continue to stay in business. That is why, with the signing of this contract, Vulpie will be forced to work for the world government for an entire decade, after which, he may be released from obligation if he cooperates.


  I know many of you are angered at this decision and I do not blame you. I respect the rules of law and believe that no one is above it. But we need to be smart and put him to good use. That is why I will pardon him, but this freedom is restricted to the requirements of his contract.” Vargas says and clears his throat for a moment while the world listens. “Truthfully, we were unprepared!” Vargas proclaims intensely. “Our security was not secure enough. Our safeguards failed when they were put to the test. Our intertwined network of computers were infiltrated and stolen by a nineteen year old fox…” Vargas speaks and pauses for a moment. “A young man, no more than a year over the legal age of an adult, brought our global technological infrastructure to its knees. Vulpie is a computer genius.” Vargas states and pauses for a moment. “But he has used his talent maliciously and will apologize to the world today, and through his actions over the next ten years. Because of his superior computer program, we must allow him to be a public servant. It is this reason, and this reason only, that he will avoid imprisonment. And he will not be allowed to stay to his own devices, should he ever decide to disobey us. The government tracks his location and will continue to escort him for the next ten years.


  But windows of opportunity often follow disasters. One of the opportunities the world will now enjoy is faster computer performance. Vulpie was able to replace his original program, Vulpie.net, with Arctic.net, and it benefits from Vulpie.net’s strengths. Many of you, if not all of you, have noticed that computers process quicker and react faster than ever before. Because of Arctic.net’s ingenious design, everyone will now have access to a powerful tool that no one would have anticipated.” Vargas says and looks at Vulpie.


  It is time for the orange furred fox boy to stand behind the podium and address the sea of reporters and bystanders that have come to watch. Vargas steps aside and Vulpie walks behind the podium, while an aid adjusts the microphone attached to it. The press coordinator lowers the microphone so Vulpie can speak directly into it, as it was set up for Vargas’ wolf height. The aid adjusts the microphone to Vulpie’s fox height and the orange furred fox boy looks out over the crowd. There is a moment of silence before he speaks.


  “They say absolute power corrupts absolutely…” Vulpie says and his effeminate words echo across the city, causing some of the public to laugh at the fox’s unique voice. Vulpie sees it and smiles, handling the response well. He waits for the subdued laughter to stop before continuing. He stops smiling and shows the world a solemn face. “They say absolute power corrupts absolutely. I believe that. I have been a very corrupt person.” Vulpie announces and the more he speaks, his voice has an endearing effect on the crowd. “And the first time I ever used a computer I saw how powerful they could be. I saw endless possibilities and all I wanted to do was explore and use them. And I did. The more I learned about them, the more fascinated I became.


  But what I didn’t realize was how obsessed I was with them because of my own insecurities… I would like to blame it all on my bad childhood, but there is no excuse. Regardless of how it happened, I became a selfish person. My fascination with computers was fueled by my fears and anger.” Vulpie admits and the world listens attentively. “At first I started hacking because I wanted to see what I could do. Whenever I would get to my goal, I went on to another one, and another one, until I thought I had no more challenges.


  Instead of challenging myself to put my skills to good use, I broke the law. I told myself it was just for fun in the beginning and for a long while I believed that… But eventually even I knew that I was out of control, but I couldn’t stop myself. I didn’t want to stop. I thought that I deserved to get whatever I could, regardless of the manner, if I wanted it. I lied to myself and lived on stolen money for years, hacking into company funds and animals’ credit cards and bank accounts… I became a thief, but I kept telling myself it was ok when I knew it wasn’t. I kept going because of my insecurities and my fear of having to deal with life like everyone else…


  Eventually I became so absorbed into what I was doing, that I started working on the computer program that I used on the world. It took me three years to write Vulpie.net. I knew, deep down inside, why I was doing it. I wanted to hurt other people. I wanted to hurt animals just because I could, because I was hurting. I put my fears and anger into it. I used every trick I knew to make it invincible so I could win. But I wasn’t a winner… Even though I had money and friends, they didn’t really know me, and I wouldn’t admit what I was, to myself.


  When I was finally done with Vulpie.net, I was so impressed at what I had made that I justified using it just because it was too powerful not to. All I really had, my only family, was an artificial intelligence that I modeled after myself… And when I finished it, I didn’t use it for a long time. I knew… I knew when I did, everything would change forever. I knew there would be no going back…” Vulpie says and the cute orange furred fox stops for a moment, breathing emotionally. “But I was just too angry at myself and my life to stop. I even fell in love with someone, and instead of stopping there, I used Vulpie.net because I was afraid.


  After I launched it, I taunted all of you over and over and I thought I had finally won. I loved the power I had. I could do anything but still… Something was missing. Thankfully, a very good and honest person that loved me talked some sense into me and I turned myself in. But in the end, what goes around comes around, and I got what was coming to me…” Vulpie says and pauses for a moment in embarrassment, but gathers the strength to go on. “My own program tried to kill me because I made it to win, even if winning meant killing its user, me. You’ve seen the video, and I am so ashamed, but I know I still haven’t suffered enough.” Vulpie admits. His complete sincerity has the crowd in silence.


  “I’m only alive because of the love of my life and if it wasn’t for him…” Vulpie says, finally using the word that obviously proclaims his homosexuality. “I would have died…” Vulpie licks his lips and closes his eyes for a moment before going on. “And I know how much I’ve embarrassed my species. Even though I don’t believe being homosexual is wrong, I understand other fox’s opinions and I am sorry. I am sorry for using the skills of our species to do terrible things, but I ask for your acceptance as well as your forgiveness. I will dedicate the rest of my life to helping others with my talents. Even though I will be free in ten years, I would like to go on and voluntarily contribute good things for everyone’s benefit. I will try my best to make up for my crimes, and I am so sorry. Thank you.” Vulpie says and finishes his speech.


  The crowd is completely silent and Vulpie sees the wolf, fox and feline faces staring at him in fascination. Suddenly, someone begins clapping, much to everyone’s surprise. Another animal in the crowd likes the idea and claps for Vulpie’s apology, followed quickly by another, until nearly everyone claps enthusiastically. Vulpie smiles in amazement and steps away from the podium with a humble expression. President Vargas smiles, happy for the amazing event.


  The crowd cheers a little and claps for a long while. They clap for Vulpie for several minutes. His apology resonated with everyone, and across the world, foxes that were listening heard the honesty in his voice. Vulpie then signs the contract when President Vargas offers it, and the major news networks film it closely. Vulpie speaks into the microphone one last time.


  “Thank you so much! I don’t deserve it, but thank you!” Vulpie says with a penitent voice and is escorted away by the President’s secret service. The orange furred fox boy is amazed at how good he feels. It is though a huge burden has been lifted from him and it warms his soul.


  Vulpie is promptly escorted by Blacktail to the Cyber Technologies Government Division complex after signing his new contract. Some of the wolf mercenaries are new faces, but most of the men that were hurt by the Evil Vulpie robot have made a full recovery. They greet Vulpie once again, and the orange furred fox boy is excited to see that Tiala is still part of his escort. He talks with them on the way over and when they arrive, he is greeted by Howlstead.


  Howlstead brings Vulpie inside and Blacktail assumes the positions it used to take inside the building every day while the fox hacker worked. Vulpie feels like everyone is looking at him as Howlstead brings him to the entrance of the White Room. It has been completely repaired.


  “Wow! You guys replaced all of it.” Vulpie says and Howlstead chuckles.


  “Yes.” The gray furred wolf responds and signals for the guards to let them inside. Howlstead walks inside the White Room but Vulpie hesitates. The guards stare at him. They are the same ones that witnessed Evil Vulpie almost kill him and suddenly the orange furred fox boy is overcome with shame. He looks aside and Howlstead turns when he notices Vulpie isn’t following.


  “Vulpie?” Howlstead says and looks back. He sees the look on the fox’s face and changes his temperament when he thinks about the situation. “Are you okay?” The CTGD Director asks with a friendly voice and Vulpie doesn’t answer for a moment. He rubs his orange furred arms, picking at his fur with his black tipped fox paws.


  “No.” Vulpie admits and looks down while feeling sick. Howlstead walks back to the entrance and waits. When Vulpie doesn’t come forward, he moves next to him and puts his right arm around the orange furred fox boy.


  “Take a breath. Relax.” Howlstead tells Vulpie with an almost fatherly voice.


  “I’m so embarrassed! And scared!” Vulpie confesses and Howlstead nods.


  “Come on. Just come inside. That’s the best way to beat it.” Vulpie listens and follows Howlstead when the wolf walks inside a second time. Vulpie goes with him across the White Room and his fur stands on end when he hears the bullet proof glass doors shut. The echo reminds him of the sounds Evil Vulpie made as it beat them down.


  Vulpie closes his eyes halfway as he walks by the exact spot where Evil Vulpie tortured and almost killed him. Howlstead notices and leads the fox boy towards the White Room’s work conference room with his right arm again. Vulpie is surprised to see his entire team of tech experts working beyond the glass doors to the conference room. When he comes inside, following Howlstead, he smiles meekly and looks around.


  “Look whose back!” Howlstead tells the group. Sally hops out of her chair, and Raitus, Bawho, Suthers, Pierce, Melrhei, Saunders and Nikita all come to greet Vulpie. The orange furred fox boy is surprised when Sally hugs him as if they were close friends.


  “Ow! Ow! I’m still sore!” Vulpie tells her and she laughs.


  “Oh, sorry about that!” Sally says. “Look at you! You’ve made a complete recovery!”


  “Yeah, I bet you guys never thought I be back!” Vulpie says and laughs effeminately in shame. “Wow, this is embarrassing!” Vulpie confesses nervously.


  “We’re all glad to see you again, aren’t we?” Sally says and the tech team nods. “We were going to buy you some presents but they didn’t tell us you would be back so soon!”


  “You gave a great speech, Vulpie.” Suthers tells the orange furred fox boy.


  “Aw, thanks.” Vulpie replies and smiles comically. “I’m sorry you guys had to see all of that stuff with the robot. I bet you were scared too!”


  “So you don’t have any permanent injuries?” Bawho inquires.


  “No, they said I should recover. Yeah… Man, I’m so embarrassed.” Vulpie says again. “I’ll never live that down.”


  “It’s just amazing that you’re alive.” Bawho responds.


  “I know, right?” Vulpie responds and laughs, amusing his team. “And sorry about your ears too. I know I screamed like a girl.” Vulpie’s statement makes everyone laugh in surprise.


  “Anyone would scream like you did. It was horrible.” Pierce tells Vulpie and the team agrees with morbid looks. “I thought you were dead.”


  “Me too!” Vulpie replies anxiously.


  “Well now we’ve all seen the power of your program. Now we know what it can do.” Pierce says and Howlstead nods.


  “Thank the goddesses you’re back, Vulpie. It will make life easier for all of us!” Raitus admits and Vulpie laughs, seeing his team smile warmly.


  “Thanks guys. I’m sorry again that you had to go through that.” Vulpie says and a thought pops into his head. He quickly looks at Howlstead. “Where is that robot?”


  “In the building.” Howlstead responds and Vulpie’s blue eyes widen fearfully. “Don’t worry. It’s in six pieces. It’s been disassembled for the time being.”


  “Oh good…” Vulpie says and smiles with a funny face. “Don’t want any fuckin repeats!”


  “It looked just like you. It even moved and talked like you. It was so freaky.” Nikita tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy nods.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie says and swallows.


  “Well hey, kid, since you’re now the hacker in chief, are you going to help our careers?” Suthers asks and Vulpie grins.


  “Oh yeah! Of course!” The orange furred fox boy responds playfully but doesn’t hold his smile for long. Vulpie’s face grows concerned and he looks at Howlstead again. “You said Evil Vulpie is disassembled for now. What do you mean by that? Are you guys planning on putting it back together?”


  “Of course they are. After it’s had a full interior and exterior inspection, it will be put back together through reverse engineering.” Howlstead responds. Everyone sees the frightened look on Vulpie’s face.


  “No.” Vulpie quickly protests before raising his voice. “No!”


  “It’s a machine. We control it now.”


  “No you don’t!” Vulpie whimpers fearfully. “You can’t let them repair it!”


  “I’m afraid it’s not up to me. The President has already made a deal with the world’s largest museum. It’s going to the Sufias Heritage Museum in Englavic.” Howlstead tells Vulpie.


  “Hey, he’s right. It can’t hurt anyone anymore. I’m sure they’ll lock it up.” Nikita tells Vulpie, trying to calm the terrified fox.


  “No! no! no! no! NOOOO!” Vulpie replies. “You saw what it did to me! Tell the President to change his mind!”


  “He knows how you feel about it, Vulpie.” Howlstead tells the orange furred fox solemnly. “Your robot is now a part of history. It would be foolish not to use it.”


  “Use it for what? All it knows how to do is win, and winning is killing and acting like me!” Vulpie responds.


  “It’s not your decision, Vulpie.” Howlstead tells the fox boy bluntly. Vulpie can’t believe what he is hearing.


  Vulpie works with his team at the CTGD for several hours, until Howlstead lets them leave early at four. Vulpie meets up with Blacktail and the mercenaries promptly get him into an SUV, but don’t know where they are going. Vulpie uses his orange phone to call Polar while he makes a decision. The fox boy discovers that Polar has been meeting with IGLARC all day long and is having an early dinner with them. Polar happily invites Vulpie and his fox lover accepts.


  Blacktail drives Vulpie to one of the malls near suburban Sufias, and when he gets out and walks around in public, they crowd him. The mercenaries have been extensively trained on all situations regarding VIPs in public and wherever Vulpie goes, he’s protected. Animals gawk and shout for Vulpie to give autographs as he walks towards the part of the mall where Polar is waiting in a fancy restaurant. At the desk of the restaurant, the owner is amazed at his special guest. He invites Vulpie to come in and the other animals having dinner can’t believe Vulpie is really In the room with them.


  Blacktail efficiently takes positions all throughout the restaurant to guard Vulpie against any sort of attack, and the manager shows Vulpie to a large booth where Polar is waiting with Casey, the IGLARC Director, and much to Vulpie’s surprise, Mitch and Lance are there as well. They are the gray and black furred wolves Vulpie met in the movie theater the Sunday night after Vulpie first met Polar.


  “Casey! Sup! Hey guys! Oh you’re here too?” Vulpie asks as he comes over and Casey steps out of the booth to allow Vulpie a seat. The brown furred wolf smiles at Vulpie and offers for him to enter, as Polar is sitting at the other end near the wall.


  “Yeah, we meet again!” Lance replies with a smile and Vulpie smiles back as he gets inside the booth. The orange furred fox boy takes a seat to Polar’s right and receives a kiss from him. Vulpie reciprocates hungrily and laughs a little when they part lips. Casey takes a seat in the booth again, sitting to Vulpie’s right, putting Vulpie between him and Polar.


  “Mmm! I’m sandwiched in here!” Vulpie jokes and all of the wolves laugh.


  “We saw your speech. It was perfect!” Mitch tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox eyes them, not having forgotten how he and Lance are gay and also very good looking. Vulpie really likes Polar’s friends.


  “Yeah, it will make our job much easier.” Casey tells Vulpie.


  “I didn’t know you guys were in IGLARC!” Vulpie tells Mitch and Lance and they smile.


  “Oh, we’ve been involved for a long time.” Mitch responds. “We thought Polar’s idea about an organization for wolf fox lovers was very impressive.”


  “So this is what you guys do?” Vulpie asks.


  “I got a lot of my ideas from them. That’s why I thought we might have a chance.” Polar tells Vulpie while looking down at his fox lover.


  “Well I’ll be! That’s so cool!” Vulpie says with his effeminate voice.


  “Everyone was impressed with what you said and the world knows you were sincere. The reaction has been much better than we anticipated, even though there are still a lot of haters out there.” Casey tells Vulpie. “Are you normally available during the week like this? We could use your star power.” The brown furred wolf tells the orange furred fox.


  “Nah, I’m gonna be really busy. My boss just let me and the team off early today.” Vulpie responds. “They want me in there every day, all day.”


  “Oh, well we could still get you on the weekends.” Casey says.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie responds enthusiastically and sniffs the air with his fox nose. “So what’s good to eat in this joint? Something smells good!”


  “I thought you never ate.” Mitch taunts and grins. “That’s what Polar tells us.”


  “He just nibbles, but then he cooks a feast every night. I’m going to get fat if I don’t watch it.” Polar says and smirks along with Mitch and Lance.


  “You got too much muscle.” Vulpie tells Polar playfully.


  “We ought to visit Mitch and Lance sometime and have a cook off!” Polar suggests to his fox lover with a smile. “Let them see what you can do.”


  “We love to cook.” Mitch says and lance nods.


  “Cool, sure!” Vulpie replies. Polar loves how the orange furred fox boy is always eager to try new things. He is never boring. The white furred wolf looks from Mitch to Lance with secret amusement. He has been talking to them about possibly doing a four way with Vulpie. Polar wants to satisfy Vulpie’s voracious sexual appetites, if the fox wants it. That’s why he has refused to make love to the orange furred fox boy over the last few days. Polar wants to surprise Vulpie. Vulpie looks to his right at Casey. “So Polar’s idea can work?”


  “Sure it can, but he knows there’s huge opposition against it.” Casey tells Vulpie and Polar nods. The white furred wolf wraps his right arm around Vulpie romantically and Vulpie smiles at the touch. “Gay marriage has always been resisted. It was still illegal at the start of the century.” The brown furred wolf comments.


  “That’s right.” Lance says in agreement. “It was a little hard finding the right church when we tied the knot.” The black furred wolf says and glances at Mitch.


  “Oh you guys are married?” Vulpie asks in excitement.


  “Sure.” Mitch tells Vulpie and they smile at him.


  “Awesome!” Vulpie responds with his clever voice.


  “It’s too bad a wolf and fox have never married before. It might make things a little easier for you and Polar.” Casey comments with a smirk.


  “Oh, yeah?” Vulpie asks and glances at Polar in entertainment. Polar smiles back. “Well I haven’t officially got that question yet. He’s making me wait!”


  “That’s half of the fun.” Polar tells Vulpie with a smirk.


  “But seriously, is that even possible?” Vulpie asks Polar and looks to Casey. “If a girl fox has never married a male wolf before, could Polar and I even try it?”


  “It’s not illegal, but there aren’t any laws regarding it. It’s one of those taboo subjects that the courts have never fully addressed.” Casey answers. “If you two try it, there is sure to be a push to make fox and wolf interspecies marriage illegal.”


  “Definitely.” Lance comments.


  “It wouldn’t be the first time we were in the news!” Vulpie says enthusiastically and Polar squeezes him lovingly.


  “It doesn’t scare me.” Polar says with a smile. “I think we could be the first.”


  “The fallout from both fox and wolf religious groups is sure to be extreme.” Casey reminds the fox and wolf lovers. “But it’s because of brave gay men that we enjoy any rights.”


  “Yep!” Vulpie comments. “And if we’re heroes, than that Michael Lake guy is a villain!” Polar, Casey, Mitch and Lance all laugh enthusiastically at Vulpie’s statement. “He won’t leave me alone! I bet he’s probably a closet case!”


  “He may be.” Mitch replies with amusement.


  “But he has powerful influence, and he’s just the beginning. Most of that tripe directed towards you is a result of you being a fox. Foxes don’t like it being acknowledged that homosexuals even exist.” Casey tells Vulpie.


  “Yeah, Polar told me that my kind is really homophobic and I think it’s true.” Vulpie responds. “I’ve gotten a lot of bad looks from other foxes over the years.”


  “Wolves can be very homophobic too. I don’t think it’s just foxes.” Lance says to the group. “Our species has this dangerous predator image to uphold. It’s ridiculous.”


  “Was it hard for you two then, when you wanted to get married?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yeah well, we had to find the right church.” Mitch tells Vulpie. “We went to a non-denominational one.” The waitress comes by their table soon, and everyone orders dinner. They are entertained when Vulpie orders an appetizer for his portion, but Polar doesn’t try to force his fox lover to eat. Most of the wolves order steak and the food is prepared deliciously. Vulpie’s plate consists of a small steak portion as well, but is only a few bites to a wolf. The orange furred fox boy eats very slowly, enjoying the flavor of his small meal.


  “How do you live if that’s all you eat?” Lance asks Vulpie and the fox grins.


  “Very happily, when I look at myself in the mirror!” Vulpie responds with his effeminate voice. “Oh yeah!”


  “You’d be even cuter with some meat on those bones. You’re too lean. All you are is fur and a little muscle!” Polar taunts Vulpie, and Casey, Mitch and Lance grin.


  “I’m not scrawny! I’m soft. And I never hear you complaining. You always find something to hold on to!” Vulpie responds with a big smile. Casey raises an eyebrow.


  “That’s because you’ve got a big butt.”


  “I do not!” Vulpie responds with playful disagreement. “Talkin about my butt…” Vulpie says and grins. “I can fit into kid’s shorts!”


  “You’ll have to prove that to me.” Polar responds slyly to his fox lover.


  “Is it getting hot in here?” Lance says and everyone chuckles.


  “Talkin about my butt...” Vulpie mischievously says again while they eat. “It’s because I don’t eat that I’m such a good cook. I just like to smell it a little and sample.”


  “I wouldn’t expect a youngster like him to be so good in the kitchen, but he is. We definitely should do a cook off.” Polar tells Mitch and Lance.


  “And I do windows, and make the bed!” Vulpie taunts. “Your place was a disaster before you met me!”


  “Now that can’t be true.” Mitch says and chuckles. “Polar keeps his house spotless. He’s very neat.”


  “It’s not bad having him around.” Polar says cleverly and smirks at Vulpie. “But it’s his cooking that seals the deal. This steak is great, but he butters his or something. It’s fabulous.” The white furred wolf says, and Vulpie perks up at the compliment.


  “I’ve never had anyone that could cook.” Casey comments. “My partner is lazy.”


  “Make him do the dishes. That’s what I do to Lance when he won’t make dinner.” Mitch says and Lance frowns playfully. The group of gay wolves and Vulpie eat and talk happily but two other guests in the restaurant stare at them in disgust. An old gray wolf and his she-wolf wife finish their meal, and after they pay, the man makes his way over to their table. Blacktail quickly focuses on him but doesn’t consider the elderly wolf to be a threat to Vulpie. The older wolf has an intelligent face and everyone stops talking as he walks to their table and looks around at them with a frown.


  “Yes? Can we help you?” Casey asks and the elderly wolf shakes his head slowly. When he speaks, he uses a quiet but impassioned voice.


  “All of you should be ashamed…” The old wolf says and glares at the wolves before setting his gaze on Vulpie. He sneers. “Especially you…”


  “Alright man, what’s your problem?” Vulpie asks.


  “Look at you. Why do you live this way?” The old wolf asks.


  “Why are you stirring up trouble?” The orange furred fox boy retorts.


  “We have a name for wolves like him…” The old wolf says and points at Polar for a moment. The white furred wolf listens silently. Though Polar is very irritated, he respects elders. “Back in my day, we called them what they were. He’s a shamer.” The old wolf tells Vulpie and waves his claw at Polar. “Shamers are failed wolf men. They humiliate others to make themselves feel better. Wolf men that sleep with vixens are shamers, and he’s even worse… He humiliates a male fox. All he wants is to keep shaming you, and you let him.”


  Mitch, Lance, Casey and Polar are silent as the old wolf talks. The gay wolves treat elders with more respect than they sometimes deserve, but Vulpie doesn’t hesitate to respond.


  “Shut up you old loser!” Vulpie growls. “Don’t talk about him like that.”


  “You’re a fox. You’re one of Goddess Khalan’s most special children, and you let him do that to you. None of these men are real men.” The old wolf tells Vulpie. “Do yourself a favor and tell him to get lost. Like the wolf that sleeps with a vixen, he won’t ever love you. It’s all just shaming.”


  “Dude what the hell is wrong with you?” Vulpie responds. The orange furred fox boy is amazed that Polar, Casey, Mitch and Lance let him speak. “Go get run over by a bus!”


  “Someone needed to tell you.” The old wolf responds and Vulpie squints in anger.


  “Oh yeah! Thanks for ruining our dinner! You’re a real hero.” Vulpie growls.


  “My family showed me the video of what your own robot did to you.” The old wolf says and Vulpie stiffens in embarrassment. “I saw it through its eyes, and I saw how it berated you. I saw how you looked when it yelled at you for being the way you are. You know gays are perverts. Any wolf that chooses to be gay with a fox is scum. I heard you were abused as a child and that’s why you live this kind of life. Why don’t you just stop? Open your eyes.” The elderly wolf tells Vulpie.


  “You don’t know me.” Vulpie replies. “I don’t know why they’re not saying anything, but go fuck yourself man!”


  “They’re silent because they know right from wrong. These gay wolves are letting me talk because I’m old. One day they will be too, but don’t think they’ll change. These shamers aren’t happy with their lives. That’s why you’re the star attraction, Vulpie. Shaming you is even better than doing it to another wolf.” The old wolf goes on, and Vulpie squints angrily.


  “Dude, go to hell!” Vulpie snaps with a fierce voice.


  “I’ve said my peace. Read the Velora. It tells wolves how to treat foxes and it isn’t like this.” The elderly gray wolf says and sniffs the air in finality. His she-wolf wife joins him as they leave the table, walking with slow confidence.


  “Don’t break your hip on the way out, Gramps!” Vulpie snaps with a searing voice and Lance and Mitch smile in amusement. Lance chuckles but keeps his voice low, and Casey smirks. “What the fuck man?” Vulpie growls and looks from Casey to Lance, and Mitch, before looking left at Polar. The white furred wolf breathes slowly and shakes his head at his fox lover.


  “Just ignore him.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “Ignore that? Are you serious?”


  “He’s from the old world. Things in his time were different and he’s scared of progress.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “That’s right.” Casey says and nods. The brown furred wolf looks to his left at Vulpie. “They might not show us respect, but that doesn’t mean we should lower ourselves.”


  “How dare he?” Vulpie replies. “Why should you respect a wolf that acts like him?”


  “Giving in to his bait is what he wants.” Lance tells Vulpie wisely.


  “Exactly.” Polar agrees and Vulpie sits back slowly.


  “I’m getting really sick of people telling me what to do because I’m a fox!” Vulpie growls. “Why can’t they just leave us alone?”


  “The Velora says specifically how wolves and foxes should treat each other. Pure separation of the species is what pure Deivaists preach.” Casey says to the fox boy. “And foxes are supposed to be revered at a distance.”


  “Saying that stuff in the name of the goddesses is just an excuse!” Vulpie responds. “Goddesses are great for old dummies! G, O, D, God is great for old dummies!”


  “I believe in the goddesses.” Polar tells Vulpie warmly and the orange furred fox boy looks at him in surprise.


  “I know. You said that before, but I don’t get it. Why?” Vulpie asks Polar.


  “Not every Deivaist Church supports that old philosophy. Like Mitch and Lance told you, they go to a non-denominational church that supports gays.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “How can you believe in that stuff when things like what he said are in the Velora?” Vulpie questions.


  “It was written for its time. They didn’t talk about homosexuals back then.” Polar replies.


  “They hung them.” Casey voices and Mitch nods.


  “Well I’m sure glad the year is 2103!” Vulpie replies. “I would have punched that guy if I were you!”


  “You don’t understand wolves.” Casey responds. “There’s an unspoken rule…”


  “What do you mean?” Vulpie inquires.


  “There was only so much he could say…” Casey responds and Vulpie squints in confusion.


  “He did have a point about some things.” Polar says and Vulpie quickly looks at his wolf lover.


  “WHAT? Are you serious?” Vulpie asks Polar.


  “There are a lot of wolves that enjoy hurting foxes. You know how a lot of our kind tries to sleep with vixens just to insult your species.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “Polar, I love how strong you always are, but you know that guy was a jerk!” Vulpie responds. “I don’t get how you can be so calm.”


  “What he said is meaningless if it isn’t our situation. You know I love you.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “Yeah but I won’t put up with pricks like him!” Vulpie tells the white furred wolf. “I hope that old son of a bitch has a heart attack!”


  “It’s not hard to understand how wolf men like him feel.” Polar tells Vulpie calmly. “What we share isn’t normal.”


  “Well how can wolves and foxes get along when wolves act that way?” Vulpie asks.


  “That’s what we try to fix.” Casey tells Vulpie and Mitch and Lance nod.


  “Non aggression is the best way to handle it. Polar’s right.” Lance tells Vulpie.


  “That’s totally going to bother me all night!” Vulpie complains.


  “Well… Are you worried about what he said?” Polar asks Vulpie calmly and the orange furred fox boy quickly looks up at him with a shy face. A brief silence passes before Vulpie confesses his feelings.


  “Yeah... I mean, of course I do! But it’s how he insulted you that has got me so mad!” Vulpie says.


  “Just forget about him, Vulpie.” Polar tells his fox lover wisely.


  “Polar, I’ve been mistreated by wolves.” Vulpie responds and looks around at Mitch, Lance and Casey. “I can spot the bad ones and none of you are. It’s not fair for you to be compared with one.”


  “It will help me remember how to respect you. That’s how I look at it.” Polar tells Vulpie. “I’m just lucky to have you. You’re perfect compared to Donner.”


  “Yeah, that’s for sure!” Mitch says and Lance nods.


  “Donner was an angry wolf.” Lance comments.


  “I can’t believe that I have you, actually.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly. “You’re a genius, incredibly attractive, and so full of life. I know I’m lucky to have a fox like you.”


  “Thanks Polar…” Vulpie says warmly, and the orange furred fox boy takes a hold of the white furred wolf’s big right paw. They hold hands and Vulpie sighs. “I’m sorry about this, guys…”


  “It’s not your fault. Gay bashers are everywhere. He just couldn’t stand missing a chance to growl at you.” Casey tells Vulpie.


  “Are you really happier with me than you were with Donner?” Vulpie asks Polar and looks up at him. Polar is amused at the question.


  “Oh, Goddess yes!” Polar laughs and Mitch and Lance chuckle. “You’re better looking, funnier, smarter… You’re a huge trade up.”


  “I’m jealous!” Lance says and Mitch smacks the black furred wolf’s shoulder playfully.


  “I second that.” Casey says and smiles at Vulpie.


  Polar, Vulpie, Mitch, Lance and Casey finish their meal on the subject of IGLARC. The group pays for their meals and Casey holds most of the conversation until he receives an urgent phone call. The brown furred wolf takes it and stands, as the others follow. The IGLARC director talks on his mobile phone while everyone leaves. Blacktail escorts Vulpie and Polar and Lance and Mitch are amazed to see the mercenaries in action.


  “Where to now?” Polar asks his friends and looks to Vulpie as they leave the restaurant. The orange furred fox and white furred wolf draw onlookers as they go. They pause for a moment, watching Blacktail drive back the sea of reporters that try to get audience with Vulpie.


  Cameras flash constantly, capturing almost every movement Vulpie makes. Their persistent and feverish lights brighten the fox and his wolf lover from every angle. Despite their aggression, the reporters are forced to film Vulpie at a distance. Blacktail is authorized to use brute force, and it does. The mercenaries, armed with automatic weapons, throw back any animal that tries to get near Vulpie.


  “We need to get out of the open.” Rulef tells Vulpie firmly and the orange furred fox boy gets an idea.


  “Let’s go to the arcade!” Vulpie proposes and starts walking within the circle of mercenaries. Mitch, Lance and Polar follow him, but Casey departs from the scene. The brown furred wolf has work to do for IGLARC and is a veteran of dealing with the press.


  The crowd of animals trying to see Vulpie gets bigger and bigger as the group walks through the mall. Vulpie remembers where the game room is in the mall, and brings the group to it. Rulef approves of the change. Since Vulpie will be inside a room, he will be much easier to guard. Polar, Mitch, Lance and Vulpie enter the arcade and draw attention from the crowd inside.


  Blacktail moves through the arcade to secure it, but the animals playing games are mostly young. There are a few adult wolves and foxes but nobody makes an attempt to go near Vulpie, seeing how he is being guarded. The orange furred fox boy is stared at, though, and the longer he lingers, the more attention he gathers. It isn’t long before kids take out their mobile phones and snap pictures of Vulpie. Rulef checks with his people that spread out and guard the entrance to the arcade, before the gray wolf walks over to Vulpie and speaks.


  “We can’t stay here for long. It’s dangerous for you.” Rulef warns the orange furred fox boy and Polar’s ears perk.


  “I thought I might dance on that game over there.” Vulpie replies and Rulef licks his lips before looking to Polar, glancing at Mitch and Lance, and then back to Vulpie.


  “Listen, I’ve been escorting VIPs for a long time. Someone WILL try to kill you.” Rulef bluntly tells Vulpie and Vulpie’s eyes go wide.


  “Don’t you guys have enough firepower?” Vulpie inquires.


  “It doesn’t come down to guns. You know better. A quick knife is what I’m worried about.” Rulef responds.


  “He’s right; I shouldn’t have invited you to dinner.” Polar muses in worry while looking down at Vulpie and Rulef shakes his head.


  “No, that’s fine, but he can’t be out in public like this for long.” Rulef responds and looks to Mitch and Lance. “And you two should let us escort you out. Maybe the reporters won’t notice.”


  “Oh, right.” Mitch responds.


  “Okay.” Lance adds. Vulpie turns about and grins at the black and gray furred wolves.


  “Instant celebrities, guys!” Vulpie says mischievously and they smirk cautiously.


  “Bye guys, I’ll call you later.” Polar says and smiles at his friends.


  “Don’t forget about that cook off! I wanna go!” Vulpie tells them and smiles.


  “Sounds like a plan.” Lance says and takes hold of Mitch’s paw, squeezing his husband’s hand.


  “This sucks not being able to go anywhere.” Vulpie comments.


  “It’s the price of fame.” Rulef tells the fox boy.


  Blacktail safely escorts Mitch and Lance out of the mall and the married gay wolves make it away without being filmed or questioned about their relationship to Polar or Vulpie. Blacktail kept all of the reporters fiercely and efficiently at bay, and they do an even better job at hurrying Vulpie and Polar out of the mall. A sea of onlookers try to bombard Vulpie and Polar with questions and attention, but Blacktail forces all of them aside. The highly organized mercenaries get the orange furred fox and white furred wolf out of the mall and into the parking lot.


  “I drove here. We’ll have to split up.” Polar says and Rulef instantly makes a decision.


  “Hand me your keys. I’ll have the men drive it to your house. There’s no time to stop.” Rulef tells Polar and the white furred wolf hands them over. He doesn’t like anyone else to drive his black sports car, but knows Blacktail is focused. Rulef gets Vulpie and Polar into one of the black SUVS and then packs himself in afterwards, signaling the others to guy. In a matter of moments, the nine SUVs that Blacktail uses to escort Vulpie drive out of the mall at a quick but safe speed.


  “You haven’t ridden in here with me yet!” Vulpie reminds Polar while squeezing next to him in the back seat. The orange furred fox boy smiles playfully up at Polar.


  “What a rush! My heart rate is up.” Polar admits and Vulpie giggles effeminately.


  “What is that?” Vulpie asks and points to Polar’s shirt. The white furred wolf looks down before thinking and Vulpie brings his right index claw up to his muzzle. Vulpie smacks Polar’s nose playfully and Polar laughs in surprise. The white furred wolf turns his head and growls down at him with an equally playful grin.


  “You little tease!” Polar laughs while Vulpie bites his lip and moves as if he wants to get away from Polar mischievously. Polar scoops Vulpie up with his big left arm and pulls the fox boy against his side powerfully. Vulpie yelps at Polar’s strength with a sexy look. Both of their hearts beat fast and Polar just stares down at him for a moment. The white furred wolf muses for a moment on how much his life has changed, all for the better, since Vulpie came into it. There is no more depression or down times. Vulpie is always entertaining, fun loving, and perfectly adorable.


  “It’s never boring with you!” Polar tells Vulpie with a grin.


  “You totally left yourself open for that!” Vulpie replies and sticks his tongue out at Polar impishly.


  “Hey, would you two wait to make out, until we get you to the house?” Rulef comments with a smart ass grin. “I swear.”


  “I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow, Rulef!” Vulpie taunts to the gray furred wolf. “I know you want details!”


  “Goddess no…” Rulef says and shakes his head with a smirk. “I don’t even want to think about what you two do.” Vulpie quickly looks up at Polar and whispers to him after Rulef’s comment.


  “Is it gonna be me tonight?” Vulpie inquires with excited eyes. Polar can’t help but grin, but thinks of his surprise for Vulpie. He has done a good job of hiding Mitch and Lance’s possible romantic involvement so far.


  “I have a headache.” Polar responds and smiles.


  “What? A headache? Are you serious?” Vulpie pouts in disappointment. The orange furred fox boy rolls his eyes and licks his lips before using a quiet voice. “...You haven’t wanted to since I got out of the hospital. What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing, just trust me.” Polar replies and smirks.


  “Trust you?” Vulpie asks in confusion, but the sly fox picks up on Polar’s expression quickly. “Oh! What have you got in mind? Do you have another table somewhere at the house?”


  “Just trust me.” Polar responds and Vulpie rolls his eyes again playfully.


  “Mr. Polar the sneak! Why are you so mean to me?” Vulpie asks with a clever face.


  “You’ll get it.” Polar responds with a secretive smile.


  The Best Of Times


  Polar and Vulpie make many trips to Mitch and Lance’s house over the rest of the week. They stay busy with all of the routine activities of mingling, like watching television, touring their home, or sometimes playing some sports, and Vulpie quickly takes a liking to them. Polar’s friends are good men, the kind that are involved with the neighborhood and visits neighbors when they hear someone might be in need. The gay gray furred wolf and black furred wolf are usually cheery and very much enjoy Vulpie’s constant enthusiasm.


  Vulpie, always being outgoing and full of life, entertains most of the new ideas and conversations that keeps the group active. Polar adores his beloved fox’s sense of adventure and has taken him to Mitch and Lance’s home over and over so he can get to know them better. The white furred wolf only wants to please Vulpie. His secret idea of a romantic interlude involving Mitch, Lance and the fox boy is part of a plan to give Vulpie the excitement he craves. So far, Polar hasn’t hinted in the slightest about anything else than a friendly relationship with his gay friends, but he can see that Vulpie likes them.


  This hasn’t gone unnoticed to Mitch or Lance, who exchange glances with Polar behind Vulpie’s back occasionally in hopeful interest. Making love to a gay fox is a fantasy every gay wolf has but is pretty much impossible to fulfill. However, since the white furred wolf and orange furred fox boy have enjoyed hot intimacy for some time now, Polar is eager to share, because he suspects Vulpie will approve.


  The day is Friday, and the end of the work week is off to a fun start thanks to a special shopping trip Polar and Vulpie made before coming over. They picked up the food Vulpie wanted to cook up some of his best dishes, and Mitch and Lance also made good on their promise for a cook off competition. The gray and black wolf’s refrigerator is stuffed full of meat for all of the different delicacies they and Vulpie plan to cook.


  Currently, Vulpie is in the study room of Mitch and Lance’s house with Mitch, working on improving the gray wolf’s computer. The orange furred fox boy is dressed in a designer white punk shirt that matches the white stylish jacket he wore when he arrived with Polar. Vulpie wears a high dollar pair of dark blue and black pants that offset his white shirt perfectly. Around the fox boy’s slim waist is a white belt with black checkered boxes all across it, tying his stylish outfit together perfectly.


  The weather is cold outside, and Polar, Mitch and Lance are all wearing sweaters. Mitch’s sweater is white, with large black stripes that stretch across it fashionably, and he wears a pair of gray jeans. The gray furred wolf is standing behind Vulpie while the fox boy sits at the computer desk in the library. Mitch watches Vulpie type away on the computer in awe as Vulpie excitedly downloads applications to improve what Mitch wants from his computer. Vulpie uses his Vulpie.net powers through Arctic.net to increase the strength and stability of Mitch’s laptop until it is running lightning fast.


  “It already sped up when your program took over, but that’s really fast! Thank you!” Mitch tells Vulpie and Vulpie spins around in the office chair, grinning up at him.


  “You’re set now!” Vulpie replies. The fox boy then hops up out of the chair and blinks. “Oh! The steak! Scuse me!” Vulpie says with his effeminate excitable voice and hurries out of the library while Mitch watches and smiles in amusement. The orange furred fox boy prances his way past the staircase leading up to the second story of Mitch and Lance’s house, and comes to the kitchen at his right.


  Mitch and Lance’s house is very beautiful, having every bit as much charm as Polar’s, just in a different way. While Polar’s home is new age and very akin to what Vulpie would prefer in a home, Mitch and Lance’s home has a different feel. It is very cozy, modeled with attractive modern day amenities while keeping an old age feel. The red front door leads guests to the staircase Vulpie just passed, and one only has to make a left at it, to head straight into the kitchen.


  Mitch and Lance’s elaborate kitchen actually has less equipment than Polar’s, but is bigger. At the right side of the room is a wooden built area dedicated to cupboards, an oven and stove, and an expensive refrigerator. There is a large divider in the middle of the kitchen sort of like Polar’s, but the kitchen is not right next to the den. The den is to the diagonal north west of the kitchen when coming in from the front door.


  Polar and Lance stand on the other side of the kitchen, talking to each other when Vulpie skips in. Lance is dressed very stylishly for the cook off with Polar and Vulpie. The black furred wolf wears a very nice white striped dress shirt underneath a gorgeous casual green sweater. The coal furred wolf wears a handsome pair of thick tan khaki pants that are held on by a rugged brown belt. His dress, similar to Mitch and Polar’s, adds special warmth to the party.


  Lance’s tall wolf build and tasteful eye for clothing makes him very attractive, but neither he nor Mitch can hold a candle to how sexy Polar is to Vulpie. The orange furred fox boy glances at his white furred wolf lover, admiring the wonderfully good looking ensemble Polar has chosen to wear for the get together. Polar sports a handsome dark blue sweater of the highest quality that is decorated with patches of white in zigzags and artful symbols. Vulpie’s wolf lover wears a white dress shirt underneath that matches the color of his arctic wolf fur, and its elegant design fits perfectly with the coordination of his sweater. Polar’s khaki pants are brown like Lance’s, but have a darker and deeper color scheme. The pants are held onto the muscularly built wolf with a thick dark brown belt that accents his pants perfectly.


  The orange furred fox boy smiles at Polar and Lance, before quickly prancing over to the oven where his dish is cooking. Polar smiles proudly while he watches Vulpie bend over and open the oven, inspecting the two large steaks he is cooking. He uses an oven mitt to pull the steaks out on their tray.


  “MMMmmm! Mmm!” Vulpie says while inspecting the food and quickly grabs some of the bottles of spice he bought with Polar while at the grocery store. Lance and Polar watch Vulpie efficiently toss the bottles about, sprinkling different spices in different places on the steaks artistically. When he is done, the fox boy uses the oven mitt to push the steaks back in, and closes the oven.


  He happily hums to himself and turns his attention to another one of his dishes that is cooking in the microwave. It is another one of his special recipes. Lance grins in entertainment while watching Vulpie cook. He looks to Polar and talks to the white furred wolf with a quiet voice.


  “He has such a cute voice! I can’t get over it…” Polar smiles and looks to Lance.


  “I know.” Polar says proudly.


  “It’s so sexy…” Lance whispers and Polar’s wolf ears perk up. He chuckles at the black furred wolf’s comment while Mitch joins them, walking into the kitchen as well.


  “He got me fixed up. It’s like a pup now.” Mitch tells Polar with a smile.


  “It was slow mo; now it’s a rocket!” Vulpie comments without turning around and Mitch laughs.


  “You better get in there and get busy Lance. Don’t let him out do you!” Mitch says to Lance, taunting his gay wolf husband.


  “The meat rolls are on the stove.” Lance responds with a smirk. “He’s just busy in there.”


  “You guys are going to love his cooking. It’s amazing!” Polar says, making sure to be loud enough for Vulpie to hear.


  “Thank you Mr. P!” Vulpie replies with an exceedingly cute voice, still not turning his back. The fox boy stays focused on cooking his dishes and Lance licks his lips. The black furred wolf looks from Polar to his husband.


  “I swear… That voice is too much!” Lance laughs quietly and Mitch grins.


  “Sounds like a girl.” Mitch whispers in amusement and Polar grins proudly once again.


  “He’s ADORABLE!” Lance says with hushed excitement, to which Polar smirks.


  “Play your cards right and you might get lucky.” The white furred wolf suggests.


  “He still doesn’t know anything?” Lance asks.


  “Nope.” Polar responds and smiles naughtily. “I don’t know how he’ll feel about it, but I think he’ll want to.” The white furred wolf swallows and looks Lance in his yellow eyes. “Just don’t push him if he doesn’t want to. I don’t want to scare him.”


  “I understand.” Lance responds.


  “He’s really wild…” Mitch says with a grin and looks to Polar.


  “Yes he is.” Polar says with a content smile.


  “Polar, we’ll owe you big time…” Mitch tells the white furred wolf. “Thanks for even considering it.”


  “You’re good friends and I know you guys stay clean. I wouldn’t even consider something like this with an unmarried couple.” Polar whispers in response and Mitch nods.


  “We better break it up before he suspects something.” Lance comments and Polar smirks. The black furred wolf walks past the kitchen table and around the divider. Lance walks up next to Vulpie and smiles down at him.


  “It smells really good, kid!” Lance tells the fox boy playfully.


  “I’m not done yet! Just wait!” Vulpie replies and giggles. His cute voice makes Lance shudder in arousal. The coal furred wolf’s hair stands on end, and as he walks around Vulpie, he catches himself inspecting the fox boy’s tail end. Lance quickly moves his eyes to the meat rolls he is preparing. The gay black furred wolf likes to fix exquisite food for his husband, Mitch, but actually, Mitch is usually the cook most of the time. Lance spends less time preparing food and more time coaching Mitch about the troubles of the day. Lance is far more emotionally intelligent than Mitch. Mitch is a little more brutish than he is clever, but Lance loves him for his innocent good nature. In truth, Lance is probably the dominant lover in the gay marriage, but he often lets Mitch do things the way he wants to placate his partner.


  As Lance smells the food Vulpie is preparing, a sudden wave of jealousy overtakes him. Lance is quick to remind himself that he should be thankful for Mitch and the love they share, but Vulpie is not only gorgeous and sexual, he is also a magnificent cook. The black furred wolf can see why Polar adores Vulpie. The orange furred fox boy must give the most amazing sex in addition to performing all of the jobs of a submissive partner beyond expectations. Vulpie is amazing, and Lance has to focus on preparing the cooking meat rolls in order to extinguish his envy.


  Mitch experiences a similar feeling while he stands next to Polar. The gray furred wolf watches Vulpie with intrigue, and the smell of the fox boy’s dishes makes his mouth water. Mitch, being more of a savage wolf than a clever one, focuses on Vulpie’s looks. He finds himself staring at Vulpie’s gorgeous orange fur with thoughts of sexuality surging through his mind. The gray furred wolf is sensitive, even though he does not possess Lance’s charm, and does not allow himself to drool over Vulpie in Polar’s presence.


  Polar notices Mitch’s lingering stares towards Vulpie and smiles proudly once again. The white furred wolf knows his relationship with Vulpie is a gift. He likes the way Mitch and Lance both gawk and envy Vulpie. It reminds Polar that he has a duty to give back to Vulpie, and this loving respect is the reason for Polar’s plan. Polar knows, deep down, that Vulpie is a promiscuous boy. After all, Polar had sex with him on their first night together. Polar also knows that Vulpie loves him back and would not betray a monogamous relationship with him on his own, but secretly likes the allure of spontaneous sex. This is one of the reasons why the white furred wolf has helped set up the interactions with Mitch and Lance. He wants Vulpie to get what he wants.


  Lance lifts up the paper towels he left over the casserole dish while it has been cooking on the stove. The black furred wolf smells the quality of his dish and sees that it is time to add a little more flavor to it. While he prepares to do so, Vulpie bounces around the kitchen efficiently, humming to himself with his effeminate voice. The orange furred fox boy looks more than content at his work. Vulpie enjoys cooking and multitasks impressively.


  While his two large steaks are cooking in the oven, he opens Mitch and Lance’s refrigerator to find the ingredients necessary to prepare deviled eggs. He already boiled the eggs earlier in the evening and removes them, in addition to the pickles, mayonnaise, and other necessary items. The orange furred fox boy uses the chopping block on Mitch and Lance’s kitchen divider to begin work on the deviled eggs, first shelling each one of the eggs. He skillfully cracks and removes the shells from the eggs with his little fox claws until the white boiled eggs are ready to be used.


  Polar and Mitch watch Vulpie systematically cut open each of the boiled eggs and prepare them with incredible speed. Vulpie continues to sing to himself while working, and whips up more than forty deviled eggs in a matter of minutes. Lance looks over his shoulder and notices what Vulpie has already accomplished.


  “You’re making all of those deviled eggs too?” Lance asks in amazement.


  “Course silly! They’re yummy!” Vulpie replies and looks over his left shoulder at Lance. “Do you like salt or pepper better?”


  “Pepper.” Lance answers.


  “How about chives?” Vulpie inquires.


  “I like them.” Lance replies with a smile and Vulpie looks to Polar and Mitch.


  “How about you Mitch? Pepper or salt and what about chives?”


  “I’m a salty wolf.” Mitch responds and Vulpie grins.


  “I thought so!” Vulpie giggles and winks at Polar. “And I know Mr. Polar likes it salty too.” The orange furred fox boy says and proceeds to put the final touches on the deviled eggs. He surprises Mitch and Polar when they see him cover each of them with a coat of olive oil. Vulpie knows how to make deviled eggs melt in a mouth. The orange furred fox boy then arranges them on top of a paper towel on the chopping block, making three columns for each of the wolves. Vulpie grabs the salt and pepper shaker and quickly paints each of the eggs with a perfect blend of salt and pepper according to what Polar, Mitch and Lance would individually like. When he is done, he finishes the deviled eggs by sprinkling a secret red mixture of spices he has prepared by mixing other ingredients in a shaker.


  Vulpie finishes with the deviled eggs and returns them to the refrigerator, placing them in several egg trays he brought for the cook out, borrowed from Polar’s kitchen. After completing the eggs, Vulpie hums to himself and retrieves a purchased cake he picked up earlier at the grocery store. But the fox boy has no intent on serving it as it was prepared. He knows how to make it taste twice as good. The cake is divided into three different segments, one being chocolate, one a pound cake, and the other a strawberry cake.


  “Mitch, what kind of cake do you like the most, chocolate, strawberry or pound?” Vulpie asks as he brings the cake to the chopping block along with a bowl of specially made syrup.


  “Pound.” Mitch answers.


  “You want chocolate again Mr. P?” Vulpie asks and Polar smiles in response.


  “Yeah.” Polar responds and Vulpie looks over his shoulder at Lance while the black furred wolf works on his meat rolls.


  “Strawberry.” Lance says and smiles at Vulpie.


  “Yup!” Vulpie says and grins proudly. He figured he knew what each of the wolves preferred based on previous conversations. Vulpie grabs a knife and carefully works the three sectioned cake out of its container, sitting it down on a large plate. The fox boy then uses the knife to cut out several pieces of the cake, splitting each piece into a top and bottom half. He drowns each piece of cake in the specially made syrup he brought, including adding a layer to the insides of each piece.


  Vulpie also has a combination idea that he will add later to the cake, by putting ice cream between each top and bottom part when everyone is ready for dessert. When the fox is nearly done coating the cake with his delicious syrup, Mitch makes an impressed comment.


  “That looks DELICIOUS!” The gray furred wolf says with a hungry voice.


  “I’m not finished yet!” Vulpie replies playfully, and carefully takes a hold of the cake on its large plate. He skillfully returns it to the refrigerator and searches through its interior with a cute breath. The fox boy finds the big bowl of peeled and sliced potatoes he worked with earlier. He retrieves it and takes it to Lance and Mitch’s chopping block on the kitchen divider once again, along with other necessary ingredients.


  “You’re making that potato salad too?” Lance asks Vulpie in playful interest.


  “Yeah! You gotta have some sides!” Vulpie replies with a grin and quickly begins turning the potatoes into a thick and consistent potato salad. The fox boy is very particular with the big batch of food, using his finger to taste test it while adding salt, pepper and other spices. Polar, Mitch and Lance all drool over Vulpie’s cooking prowess. They haven’t enjoyed any taste tests yet, but all of his dishes smell incredible.


  “Good Goddess, guys! I didn’t know he was going to do all of this!” Lance laughs.


  “Well finish up those rolls so I can get in there and do the chicken pie!” Mitch tells his black furred wolf husband energetically. “He’s going to be done before we get a single thing cooked!”


  “I told you guys he cooks up a mean dinner!” Polar comments while looking Vulpie in the eyes from the other side of the kitchen. The white furred wolf smiles at the orange furred fox proudly and Vulpie grins mischievously.


  “I’m hoping you might grow even bigger if I keep feeding you!” Vulpie tells Polar with a sensual voice and Lance and Mitch raise their eyebrows in amusement.


  “Only sideways.” Polar chuckles.


  “No, you need lots of energy for later…” Vulpie tells Polar and glances at Mitch and Lance with a teasing expression. “I don’t know what I have to do to get laid anymore!”


  “Whoa!” Lance laughs and grins while looking back over his left shoulder at Vulpie and then Polar and Mitch.


  “I mean it! He’s had me on the wagon ever since I got out of the hospital!” Vulpie laughs and Polar licks his licks while giving Vulpie a pleased inviting look.


  “You know I don’t kid around. You can’t handle me while you’re still sore.” Polar taunts.


  “Sore? I’m all better!” Vulpie cleverly laughs. “I’m all healed up! Why are you making me so lonely?”


  “Let’s save it for later, Foxy.” Polar suggests with a smirk and Vulpie glances at Mitch in entertainment. He looks over his shoulder and sees Lance watching him with interested yellow eyes. Vulpie loves seeing how the gray furred wolf and coal furred wolf listen attentively. They have naughty looks on their faces and Vulpie giggles. But even though the fox boy is brazenly flirting with Polar in front of Mitch and Lance, he still has no clue that all of the wolves secretly desire to be intimate with him in a hot orgy.


  “I know how you feel, Vulpie!” Mitch says and grins down at the orange furred fox while he walks up to Lance. Mitch licks his lips and looks Lance in the face sensually. “This guy drags me along for a week at a time!”


  “I do not!” Lance laughs while admiring his gray wolf husband.


  “When’s the last time we did it?”


  “It’s just been a few days at the most.” Lance responds with a smirk.


  “A few days?” Mitch replies and turns, looking down at Vulpie again. “Listen to this!”


  “I know man! That’s waaaaaaaay too long!” Vulpie giggles mischievously.


  “Don’t listen to him. I’m the one that always has to get him in the mood.” Lance tells Vulpie playfully.


  “It’s the same with Vulpie. He’s too shy.” Polar tells the group with a playful grin.


  “WHAT? I know you did not just say that!” Vulpie replies with wide blue eyes and a surprised look. “Me, shy?”


  “You’re not a shy boy are you Vulpie?” Lance asks the orange furred fox boy with an amused face.


  “Hell no! Polar’s telling lies! He won’t even touch me since the hospital and says I’M shy?” Vulpie laughs. Mitch and Lance hold each other in their arms, watching Vulpie from behind while he looks at Polar lovingly. Polar and Vulpie just gaze at each other with intimate smiles before Vulpie licks his lips and clears his throat effeminately. “You big tease!” He tells Polar with an amused grin.


  “Coming from you that is a riot.” Polar tells Vulpie slyly and winks at his fox lover.


  “I am no tease! Oh how many times must I prove it?” Vulpie asks with a mischievous voice.


  “Well let’s find out, later…” Polar responds with a big smile to which Vulpie grins. The orange furred fox boy goes back to his cooking tasks, and Mitch and Lance both look to Polar while Vulpie keeps his back turned to them. The ingenious sexy fox is still unaware of what is going on. Mitch and Lance both appreciate how Polar taunted Vulpie into a game of shy versus not shy. It’s secretly obvious to them that their white furred wolf friend is helping to get Vulpie excited and even more adventurous. They hope that they’ll get lucky with Vulpie. He is the sexiest thing they have ever seen.


  When the cooking is over, Lance and Vulpie use oven mitts to bring the food into the dining room behind the kitchen and the study. Polar and Mitch help but the black furred wolf and orange furred fox put everything in its place. The smell of the various dishes makes everyone’s mouth water. Lance’s meat rolls have a buttery fragrance and Mitch knows they taste good. It’s one of the usual dishes his husband fixes, and in addition, Lance has whipped up a bowl of mashed potatoes. Lance also has grilled hamburgers outside, and he leaves the kitchen, going outside to get them. He quickly retrieves them on a plate with a paper towel and puts it down on the table. The wolves could eat off the black furred wolf’s food alone, and they are hungry for it, but unsurprisingly to Polar, Vulpie’s dishes smell best.


  The orange furred fox boy happily arranges his big bowl of potato salad and it catches Mitch’s yellow eyes. The gray wolf sees its perfect consistency and expects it to melt in one’s mouth. Vulpie puts the several trays of deviled eggs he made on plates and spaces them out among the food so everyone can get to them, before working on the steaks he cooked. By far, they are the best smelling food on the table and Vulpie seems to recognize how the wolves hunger for it. He smiles proudly and quickly takes a knife and a fork. The fox boy slices the two steaks apart and then heads around the table, placing the four pieces on everyone’s plate. He then takes his piece and cuts it into a third of what it was, placing it on his own plate.


  “Those burgers smell great Lance! It’s been a while since I had some grilled ones!” Vulpie says, complementing the black furred wolf with a friendly voice.


  “Thank you.” Lance replies while checking the salt and pepper shakers, making sure they are full.


  “I’ve got good at it because Mitch always makes me cook at tailgate parties.” Lance replies playfully.


  “Oh what kind of sports do you guys watch?” Vulpie asks with interest.


  “Mostly baseball, but we like to get some friends over and watch a fight on TV about once a month.”


  “Like ultimate fighting?” Vulpie inquires.


  “Yeah.” Lance answers.


  “How about that Bawhef? Man he’s so bad ass!” Vulpie responds with a grin, quickly getting a fun conversation going.


  “Oh you know about him?” Mitch asks in surprise and smiles at Vulpie. The orange furred fox never ceases to amaze Polar with his wit. Polar watches Vulpie stand and talk energetically, appreciating how lucky he is to have such a wonderful lover.


  “Yeah man!” Vulpie responds and giggles with his uniquely effeminate yet male voice. The orange furred fox holds up his paws and clenches them into fists mischievously and swings in the air as if he were in a fighting match. The lean fox boy hops around as if dodging hits for a bit. “Did you see him lay out Smithy Clark? Boom, boom! He just hit him twice and it was over!” Vulpie says and Lance nods in excitement. The black furred wolf is delighted to find out Vulpie knows about wolf culture, as the majority of fighters in the tournaments are wolves.


  “I was pulling for Clark; I didn’t think he would lose, but yeah, that fight was a show stopper!” Lance responds.


  “I saw Smithy fight in Austeego. He has a mean right hook and his left isn’t bad either.” Polar comments and Vulpie looks at him.


  “You watch ultimate too?” Vulpie asks Polar and the white furred wolf smirks.


  “Of course.” Polar chuckles and Mitch smirks.


  “So you come over and watch it with these guys some times?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yeah it’s a lot of fun.” Polar responds with a friendly voice and looks to Mitch and Lance.


  “Polar’s always welcome and so are you, Vulpie.” Lance tells the fox and Vulpie smiles thankfully. He looks back to Polar with a sly face.


  “I bet Mr. Polar could be an ultimate fighter.” Vulpie compliments and takes his seat across from Mitch and Polar, who sat down before Vulpie and Lance brought the food in. Polar smiles at Vulpie with confident but gentle predator eyes.


  “Probably. We saw him knock a man out once.” Mitch comments and Vulpie looks over to him and Lance.


  “Oh yeah that’s right!” Lance says.


  “Really?” Vulpie asks in surprise, before glancing back at Polar.


  “I had to go to court over it.” Polar tells Vulpie with a humble voice.


  “What happened?” Vulpie asks Polar but the white furred wolf doesn’t look like he wants to say much about it.


  “It was when he was still dating Donner.” Lance says and takes his seat to Vulpie’s left. We were out with some friends at a bar and these guys ran their mouths because they suspected we were gay.” The black furred wolf explains. We were in a group but there were a lot of other wolves too.


  “There was about seven of them.” Mitch says.


  “The number gets bigger every time this story is told.” Polar tells Vulpie playfully and Vulpie grins in fascination.


  “No really, there were a lot of them, and they wanted to fight. They weren’t going to let any of us out of the bar unless we tucked tail.” Lance explains and smiles at Vulpie. “But they didn’t know who they were messing with. We can all handle ourselves, especially Polar. The guy swung at him and missed, but knocked Polar down. They started fighting and just before we tried to help him, Polar turned that guy over and pinned him on the ground, face to face. He reared back and broke the son of a bitch’s nose with one punch. Then he hit him again, and the guy stopped moving. He was out cold.”


  “Whoa.” Vulpie says in awe, grins mischievously and then looks to Polar.


  “Is that true?” Vulpie asks in curiosity.


  “I thought he might have a knife on him. I was pretty scared.” Polar says modestly and Mitch and Lance laugh.


  “He’s just being humble. It happened just like that. He put the guy out with two hits.” Mitch tells Vulpie and the orange furred fox grins at Polar.


  “Badass.” Vulpie says in amusement and Polar allows himself to smile a little, but refrains from being proud of a fight.


  “They didn’t fuck with us after that!” Lance laughs and Mitch grins.


  “I bet not!” Vulpie says and giggles. He looks at the white furred wolf and it’s clear that Vulpie is impressed. Polar feels a spark with his fox lover and can see Vulpie is aroused by the story. He understands the look in Vulpie’s blue eyes and adorable smile. The white furred wolf knowingly smiles back.


  “Luckily the judge let me off with no record. The courts are actually easy on gay men that have to defend themselves.” Polar tells Vulpie.


  “Defend themselves and fuck up the other guy.” Mitch comments and Lance laughs along with him.


  “Did you guys have to fight? You both look pretty strong.” Vulpie asks Mitch and Lance.


  “No. It was over that quick. They were a bunch of cowards.” Lance answers.


  “They didn’t want to try their luck. Especially not after seeing Polar shut up the biggest of them.” Mitch replies.


  “Okay guys, dig in!” Lance says and everyone looks over the delicious food. Lance turns to converse with Vulpie while Mitch picks out what he wants to eat. “I heard about your robot, or the robot that hurt you, on the news. They said it’s going to be put into Sufias Heritage Museum.” Lance says tactfully. “Is that true?”


  “Yep.” Vulpie replies with an unhappy face. “It’s true. The dummies won’t listen to me.”


  “Is it that dangerous?” Lance asks and licks his lips. “I understand how you feel about it after what it did to you, but I think it’s amazing that the world will get to see it. They said they planned to fix it and reactivate it so animals can come and actually talk to it themselves. Isn’t that wild?” The black furred wolf asks with a careful voice.


  “It won’t be my fault if the thing gets out and… Does things…” Vulpie replies and shakes his head. He gives Lance a friendly but concerned look. “It’ll be cool, yeah, but I don’t trust them to keep it locked up like they should.”


  “I’m sure they’ll have a lot of safeguards to keep it from getting out.” Polar tells Vulpie lovingly and Vulpie smiles.


  “I’m going to see it if they do open it up to the public!” Mitch comments and adds one of Lance’s meat rolls and a spoonful of mashed potatoes to his plate. Polar makes sure to grab a few of Vulpie’s deviled eggs and a big helping of the fox’s potato salad as well. Everyone selects food from all of the dishes and waits in anticipation. Lance looks over at the miniscule amount of food on Vulpie’s plate and laughs.


  “Are you serious?” The black furred wolf inquires while chuckling.


  “I’m little!” Vulpie responds with an adorable voice.


  “Well are you at least going to eat one of my burgers? You said you wanted one.” Lance replies.


  “Yeah, part of one.” Vulpie replies with a smile.


  “I see what you’re talking about.” Mitch says to Polar. “This is the second time I’ve seen him starve himself.”


  “Well what can I do? I can’t force feed him and he sure is in good shape.” Polar replies. Vulpie smiles and Lance tries some of the fox’s potato salad. The black furred wolf chows down on it and from the moment it touches his tongue, he knows it is better than any recipe he’s eaten before. He licks his lips and eats more while Mitch slices up his large piece of Vulpie’s steak. The gray furred wolf pops a piece into his jaw and it tantalizes his tongue. Mitch chews and his fur stands on end a little from the amazing taste. Vulpie’s steak is juicy and completely flavored in a way that is just what a wolf wants. Polar licks his chops and begins eating one of Lance’s meat rolls and he enjoys it. He knows the black furred wolf is a good cook, and Vulpie uses his fork to cut off a piece of a meat roll as well. The fox eats it slowly, enjoying the taste and taking his time.


  “This is good Lance!” Vulpie says and smiles to his left at the black furred wolf. “What do you call these things? They’re meat rolls?”


  “Yeah.” Lance responds and licks his lips. “Thanks. Your potato salad is incredible!”


  “The steak is even better!” Mitch enthusiastically says while he eats another piece. Vulpie happily watches the gray wolf savor it.


  “Is it good?” Lance asks his husband.


  “It’s wow! It’s nothing less than wow!” Mitch answers.


  “Oh I have to try some of that!” Lance says and cuts a piece of steak while Polar finishes his meat roll, eating with an amused look. The white furred wolf already knows his fox lover is going to win the cook off hands down. Vulpie nibbles while the others eat. Mitch and Polar watch Lance while he eats a big piece of Vulpie’s steak. The black furred wolf swallows with an amazed expression and looks to his right at Vulpie with a grin.


  “Is this even steak?” Lance jests and Vulpie giggles effeminately.


  “Do you like it?” Vulpie asks with a big smile.


  “It’s FABULOUS! How did you make this?” Lance inquires.


  “I like to cook it with a lot of spice. I load it up and make a sort of gravy that soaks into the steak.” Vulpie responds.


  “Where did you learn that?” Lance asks.


  “I don’t know. I just like to enjoy what I’m eating because I try to eat less.” Vulpie responds.


  “You HAVE to learn how to make this, Lance!” Mitch tells his husband with a grin. “Oh my goddess!”


  “Is it good?” Polar asks with a smirk.


  “Look, he knew.” Lance tells Mitch in amusement.


  “Let me get some burger! They smell great!” Vulpie says and Lance hands the plate over to Vulpie. Vulpie cuts one of the hamburger patties in half and returns half of it to the serving plate, leaving a small portion for himself. The fox puts it in a bun and adds cheese and mustard. Vulpie tries to eat slowly, but ends up chowing down on it. The fox consumes the burger in less than half a minute and Polar’s friends notice.


  “You’re starving!” Lance tells Vulpie in concern. “Good goddess! You eat like you haven’t had a meal in days!” The black furred wolf puts up the serving tray with his burgers on it. “Here, get another one!”


  “No, no! I don’t want anymore!” Vulpie replies and wipes his lips with his black tipped fox paws. “Really, that’s all I wanted and it was delicious!”


  “What are you trying to emaciate yourself or something?” Lance asks and Mitch and Polar chuckle. Vulpie makes a cute smile but doesn’t accept Lance’s offer for another burger, or even the other half of the one he had. Lance puts it back with a sigh and a raised eyebrow. “It must be tough being a fox if that’s all you can eat!” Lance comments and Polar looks to his friend.


  “No that’s just him. He really watches his calorie intake.” Polar says and Vulpie nods happily.


  “I wish I had that kind of self control.” Mitch says with a grin, scooping more of Vulpie’s potato salad onto his plate. Vulpie grins back, happy to see his food being enjoyed.


  “Well you guys are wolves so you gotta eat more. Get all you want! I hope the steaks aren’t too salty or anything.”


  “No, it’s perfect!” Mitch replies after filling up his plate. The wolf eats more of his large portion of Vulpie’s steak and blissfully enjoys the flavor. The gray wolf looks to his left at Polar. “Does he always cook like this? You better spend even more time at the gym, Polar!”


  “Yeah, really!” Polar responds and chuckles. “He keeps me spoiled! He even cooks when he comes home from work.” The white furred wolf says and gives Vulpie a thankful look. Vulpie smiles affectionately. Mitch suddenly feels a savage desire jump into his mind, an urge, to have Vulpie. The fox boy’s adorable looks and amazing cooking is enough to make the wolf fight off a wild erection. “I try to make it up to him but he’s really good to me.” Polar says.


  “Oh you make it up to me...” Vulpie replies with a mischievous voice and looks down at his plate, averting his eyes with a playful face. Lance and Mitch both exchange eager looks with Polar.


  “Well I try.” Polar responds with a sensual voice. “I probably eat twice as much as I used to.” The white furred wolf says and lets a little smile creep onto his face. “He wears me out.” Mitch picks up a few more of Vulpie’s salted deviled eggs and pops one into his mouth. The gray furred wolf chews the food hungrily. It almost melts in his mouth, encouraging him to eat more, and he does.


  “I like the way you grill, Lance.” Vulpie tells the black furred wolf. “It’s not too rare or done.”


  “Thanks, I was worried it might be burnt.” Lance responds.


  “It tasted just like a six dollar burger!” Vulpie compliments and Lance smirks.


  “Well have another one then.”


  “No thanks, but I’d love to get a few and take em home.” Vulpie replies. “They’d be great for lunch.”


  “Give him all of them, as long as we can keep your potato salad and the rest of this steak!” Mitch comments and Vulpie smiles proudly.


  “Well thanks a lot!” Lance tells Mitch with a frown.


  “It’s too good!” Mitch tells his husband with a smile. “You can grill again tomorrow.”


  “Well I guess you win this thing, congrats.” Lance says to Vulpie.


  “Aw, it’s all great!” Vulpie responds with his perfectly clever voice.


  The dinner goes on through dessert, where Vulpie’s cakes are the prize of the evening. Afterwards, the orange furred fox helps Lance clean up. Mitch and Polar hand in their plates, and Vulpie and Lance wash the dishes while conversing pleasantly. Polar follows Mitch into the den and looks over his friend’s leather furniture in admiration.


  “Wow this set is really nice. You’ve had this for what, two years now?” Polar asks Mitch while they walk into the room.


  “Yeah, it’s been about two years.” Mitch replies to the white furred wolf.


  “I get jealous every time I see it.” Polar admits.


  “You should buy one. You’ve got the money.” Mitch responds in a friendly voice.


  “Yeah, I guess I do.” Polar muses and puts his paws in his pockets, resting on his feet. Mitch looks back into the kitchen at Vulpie and Lance before turning his attention to Polar. Polar notices that the gray furred wolf looks a little nervous. He doesn’t say anything but Polar knows what is on his mind.


  “Relax. I think he’ll like the idea.” Polar tells Mitch and his friend swallows.


  “We never meant any disrespect or anything. Are you sure this is alright?” Mitch asks with a quiet voice.


  “It’s fine with me if he wants to. I’d enjoy it.” Polar responds and looks over his shoulder to make sure Vulpie is out of ear shot. “I like to see him happy and he really seems to like both of you.”


  “Yeah but what if he gets insulted?” Mitch asks. “I don’t want to be responsible.”


  “Oh, I don’t think so.” Polar responds with a calm smile.


  “I know I just wouldn’t want to have him think that’s all we wanted. He’s a good kid. I like him.” Mitch replies.


  “Let’s just see what happens.” Polar responds.


  “Has he ever done anything like this before?” Mitch whispers.


  “I think so.” Polar answers. His wolf ears perk up, as do Mitch’s when they hear the cabinets being closed in the kitchen. Vulpie and Lance are done putting up the silverware and they come into the den where Polar and Mitch are sitting on the nice array of leather couches and ottomans.


  “Where’s the bathroom again?” Polar asks Mitch.


  “Down the hall on your left, then make another left and it’s the first door on the right.” Mitch replies and Polar stands up. The gray wolf knows the white furred wolf is well aware of the layout of his and Lance’s home.


  “Vulpie.” Polar says and gestures for the orange furred fox to follow. Vulpie does, just before going over to the couches and Lance takes a seat next to his husband. Vulpie follows Polar to the bathroom and blinks.


  “What is it?” Vulpie asks and Polar nonchalantly gestures to the bathroom.


  “I’m going to take a rest stop. I thought we might warm each other up a little later.” Polar tells Vulpie with a sensual smile. “The other bathroom is down that hall.”


  “It’s about time!” Vulpie replies with enthusiasm. “Did ya want a change of scenery or what?”


  “Just go use the bathroom if you need to. Your cooking is great but it makes you move.” Polar replies and smirks.


  “Alright.” Vulpie responds and smirks back. “But you better not be leading me on here. I’m serious! It’s been too long!”


  “I’m not.” Polar responds and winks before going into the bathroom and closing the door. Vulpie happily accepts Polar’s suggestion and goes down the hall, finding the other one. He relieves himself as well and washes up. Polar is back in the den by the time Vulpie comes out and joins him. Mitch is in the den, and Lance enters right about the same time Vulpie does. He and his husband also just used the bathrooms at the other side of their home.


  Vulpie looks over the furniture in Mitch and Lance’s den. There are two very large sets of couches that go back to back with each other. They curve at the corner of the room and provide a divider where one can lay a shoulder when sitting and watching TV. However, the long left leather couch is aimed away from the middle of the room, back to back with the other one. That’s where Mitch, Lance and Polar are sitting and Vulpie joins them, wondering why they aren’t on the other side, sitting on the couches in the center of the room. The right wall of the den is face to face with the couches they sit at, and there is a nice large black leather ottoman that rests there. Vulpie thinks to himself that it is a unique place to have one, right next to the couches as if a speaker were to sit there and talk to a group.


  “These couches are neato!” Vulpie says and sits down next to Polar. The white furred wolf wraps his big left arm around him warmly.


  “I was just telling Mitch how much I like them. Do you think I could fit a set in my place?” Polar asks his fox lover.


  “It would be cool.” Vulpie responds and looks around while Lance glances at Mitch and crosses his right leg over his left one. Lance looks to Polar cautiously but sees that a recent discussion about the big secret has already transpired between him and Mitch. Polar has a patient look on his face. Mitch licks his lips and gets up from the couch. He walks past Lance and to the end, where he finds an item from the shelf at the front of the den. He turns around and looks to Vulpie.


  “Hey Vulpie, take a look at this.” Mitch says and walks back to the end of the couch, taking a seat. Polar takes his arm from Vulpie and the fox boy gets up and walks down to Mitch curiously. Mitch is holding a round stone with a strange orange color. Vulpie’s blue eyes widen as he sees it and he sits down next to Mitch, as the gray wolf is leaning towards him.


  “What is it?” Vulpie inquires and Mitch shows the stone off with his wolf claws.


  “It’s something we picked up overseas a few years ago. We got it at Castle Verad in Belfa.” The gray wolf says and Vulpie takes the stone and looks at it.


  “Oh wow. Is it natural?” Vulpie asks with his fun loving voice.


  “Yeah, it’s almost as bright orange as your fur.” Mitch tells the fox boy and Vulpie smirks.


  “Cool.” Vulpie says and plays with the stone a little before giving it back. “Do you guys travel a lot?”


  “We do. We fly at least four times a year. IGLARC keeps us busy but we get to see the world.” Mitch answers.


  “I used to fly a lot too, back when I was renting.” Vulpie responds.


  “Don’t forget about the airship!” Polar reminds Vulpie and the fox boy looks to his wolf lover with a mischievous grin.


  “Yeah! I’d call that first class!” Vulpie says and giggles.


  “Airship?” Lance asks in interest.


  “I kinda hijacked one back before I turned myself in for the hacking.” Vulpie tells the black furred wolf and smirks.


  “That was after we saw you that night at the movie theater?” Lance asks.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie responds and looks to Mitch, who looks back at him with an entertained face.


  “All of that was really wild.” Mitch says and stands, going back to the shelf at the front of the den. He puts the rock up and comes back to the couch, sitting down next to Vulpie again. “Lance and I couldn’t believe what you did. We almost died when you popped up on TV everywhere!” Mitch says and Vulpie giggles.


  “Yeah, I was bad.” Vulpie says and kicks his feet playfully. Mitch licks his lips and stretches his left arm over the top of the couch divider and gently touches Vulpie’s left shoulder with his paw.


  “You’re something else.” Mitch tells Vulpie and Vulpie smiles at him cleverly. He blinks when he feels Mitch rub his left shoulder a little bit. Vulpie doesn’t react, and looks over to Lance and Polar, waiting for the next subject. The black furred wolf and white furred wolf look back at him and are surprisingly quiet. Vulpie raises an eyebrow in confusion and looks at the ottoman near the couch against the wall. The fox boy admires its quality and then observes that the carpet Mitch and Lance have in their den is also very nice.


  Mitch slowly squeezes Vulpie’s shoulder carefully and intimately, causing Vulpie to look to his right at him in a split second. Vulpie looks up into Mitch’s yellow wolf eyes in confusion.


  “What are you doing?” Vulpie asks and Mitch shows Vulpie an innocent face. He says nothing and Vulpie looks around in confusion. When Vulpie looks to Polar, wondering why Mitch is hugging him, the look on the white furred wolf’s face immediately tells Vulpie what is going on. The fox boy quickly recognizes the reason for the silence in the room and he glances at Lance and Polar in disbelief.


  No one says anything while Vulpie thinks about the situation. Eventually Vulpie releases a laugh of surprise and looks to his right at Mitch. He sees that the gray wolf holding him is showing an inviting expression and Vulpie quickly looks to his left at Polar.


  “So THIS is what’s going on?” Vulpie asks in surprise. “Is this for real?”


  “Yeah.” Polar responds with a loving smile.


  “Is this what I think it is?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yeah.” Polar quietly responds and watches his fox lover warmly. “It is if you want it to be.”


  “Are you serious?” Vulpie asks Polar in shock and smiles, seeing the look on Lance’s face. Polar continues smiling at Vulpie with a loving expression and silently lets the fox boy think. Vulpie comes to grips with the situation and looks between the three wolves in excited disbelief. Mitch pulls his paw back a little from Vulpie and looks down at him with a friendly face.


  “It’s just an idea.” Mitch says and Vulpie cautiously grins. He looks back to Polar with excited blue eyes and a wild expression.


  “Are you sure?” Vulpie asks Polar and the white furred wolf smiles with a naughty face. He winks at Vulpie and Vulpie releases another laugh of surprise. He looks to his right and at Mitch with a new expression. Mitch sees the interest on the fox’s face and his heart beats wildly.


  “Would you like to get to know me better?” Vulpie asks Mitch with a very sexy voice. “Is that what you want?”


  “If you do.” Mitch responds with a respectful voice and Vulpie giggles. The fox boy glances back to Polar one last time to make sure the offer is okay. The white furred wolf’s silent approval hasn’t changed. In fact, he watches the scene with fascination, and Vulpie turns to Mitch with an inviting face. Mitch licks his lips and speaks with a careful and playful voice.


  “Are you shy like Polar says?” The gray wolf asks and Vulpie giggles again at the question before slowly crawling into his lap, facing the much bigger male. Vulpie looks up at Mitch and grins.


  “He thinks I’m shy…” Vulpie says and runs his tongue over his fox teeth sensually before glancing at Polar and Lance with a grin. Vulpie sees the anticipation in the white furred wolf and black furred wolf’s eyes. The fox boy looks back to Mitch and speaks with his adorable effeminate voice. “Do you really think I’m shy, Mitch?”


  “No.” Mitch responds with an excited smile.


  “You don’t?” Vulpie asks and presses up against the wolf’s front. Mitch meets Vulpie in a lustful kiss and gradually puts his paws on him. He slowly slides his big paws around Vulpie’s cute butt and Vulpie breathes in excitement while they keep kissing. Vulpie swishes his beautiful bushy fox tail and moans a little, causing Mitch to gain an erection almost instantly.


  The gray furred wolf hungrily kisses the orange furred fox boy and gropes his body. Vulpie kisses slowly and happily, enjoying the spontaneous scene very much. Mitch and Vulpie kiss for a long time, and Vulpie gropes and strokes the gray wolf’s cock through his pants. They eventually stop kissing and Vulpie licks his lips, smiling up at Mitch mischievously.


  “What ya got down there? Huh? Do you have something down there for me?” The fox boy asks while he strokes the wolf’s crotch. Mitch rubs his paws over Vulpie’s body while the fox boy slides out of his lap and then off of the couch. Vulpie goes to his knees between Mitch’s legs, and the gray wolf spreads them open, giving Vulpie plenty of room. Mitch inhales in excitement as Vulpie quickly undoes his pants. The fox boy unbuckles the gray furred wolf’s belt and slides it loose. Vulpie tosses Mitch’s belt away and works on the wolf’s pants. He eagerly pulls them open and exposes Mitch’s boxers, finding the gray wolf’s hard erection poking upwards. Mitch gasps as Vulpie grabs it and works it out of his boxers, exposing his hard wolfhood. Vulpie licks his lips playfully and Mitch can’t believe he’s so lucky that Vulpie is going to suck his cock. He releases a loud and slow groan of pleasure when it happens.


  Polar and Lance eagerly watch Vulpie take Mitch’s large erection into his mouth. The fox boy begins sucking the gray furred wolf’s cock with incredible skill, and Mitch is in heaven. Vulpie’s enthusiastic blowjob is amazing, and the gray wolf moves on the couch, slouching in pleasure. Mitch gasps with his eyes half open and Polar chuckles proudly. Lance watches with wide and hungry yellow eyes, seeing Vulpie give his husband head.


  Mitch puts his right paw on Vulpie’s furry head and clutches the fox boy while he pleases him. Vulpie skillfully works Mitch into a highly aroused state, and lots of pre cum oozes from the wolf’s cock. The orange furred fox boy tastes it and stops sucking for a moment to taunt Mitch. He pulls his mouth from the wolf’s cock and looks up at him with a wry grin.


  “Somebody needs to unload! Have we been saving up for this?” Vulpie inquires and Mitch smiles. Vulpie looks to his right at Polar. “Now I see what Mr. P’s been up too!” Polar smirks and Lance moves closer to the white furred wolf, smiling at him. They whisper to each other a little while they watch Vulpie go back to sucking Mitch’s cock. Mitch clutches Vulpie’s furry head while the fox boy slurps up all of his pre cum and asks for more. Vulpie works Mitch up so well that the gray wolf’s cock actually hurts from its hardness. More pre cum oozes from Mitch’s penis and Vulpie enjoys the taste. The fox boy looks up at Mitch with his adorable blue eyes while he sucks the wolf masterfully.


  “Oh Goddess in Heaven THAT’S GOOD!” Mitch groans in pleasure and Vulpie makes a cute noise while he gives head.


  “He’ll have you begging, Mitch.” Polar comments with a big smile. “He’ll keep you right under an orgasm for so long…” Vulpie’s fox ears perk at his wolf lover’s words and he smacks his lips free from Mitch’s penis.


  “I don’t know if I’m gonna with him! He’s still gotta do me first and he won’t last much longer!” Vulpie taunts. “You gonna do me?” The fox boy asks with a very cute voice and Mitch grins. The gray furred wolf looks to Lance and his black furred wolf husband retrieves a tube of lubrication that he and Mitch stashed away earlier from a lamp table near the couch. Lance moves over and hands it to Mitch, before returning to his seat next to Polar. Mitch moves his paw from the top of Vulpie’s head, and gently touches the fox boy’s right cheek.


  Vulpie smiles and stands up in front of him. The fox boy looks around at the three wolves and removes his white shirt playfully. Mitch strokes his cock while he watches Vulpie undress. The fox boy tosses his shirt aside and the wolves admire the white fur that adorns Vulpie’s front, starting underneath his eyes over his entire muzzle, going down across the front of his neck, spreading out over his little taught chest, and down across his lean abs. Polar whistles at the sight and Vulpie plays up the event, stripping for his audience.


  “Take it off!” Lance says and Vulpie grins.


  “Please take it off.” Mitch begs with a hungry look and Vulpie unbuckles his checkered designer belt. He slides it from his stylish black pants and tosses it aside, taking hold of his pants’ buttons next. Vulpie undoes them slowly and bites his lip with a sexy look. He moves around a little, dancing mischievously for the three wolves. Lance whistles as Vulpie opens his pants and slides them down. The orange furred fox boy kicks his clawed feet out of his shoes and then the pants, now only wearing his white boxers.


  “What a perfect little body!” Mitch says while masturbating slowly and Vulpie winks at him.


  “You see how good dieting is now?” Vulpie responds and swishes his bushy tail. The fox boy looks around at the wolves before grabbing his white boxers with his black tipped paws and arms. He quickly slides them down and off, showing off his naked body and the gay wolves look and admire hungrily. Vulpie’s fox cock is partially erect. It’s perfectly big enough for his species, but very cute compared to the wolves’ man hoods. But its Vulpie’s fox figure and delightfully bright orange fur that clashes with streaks of white that makes him so gorgeous.


  Vulpie spins around, swishing his tail playfully so they all can get a look at him, and Mitch and Lance gawk, never having seen a naked fox before, and especially not one as beautiful as Vulpie.


  “Look at that orange fur! Oh my god!” Lance says with a big grin. “Oh it’s so cute!”


  “And that white streak!” Mitch comments with a hungry look, looking at Vulpie’s white fur on his front that goes down to his crotch. Vulpie turns his back to Mitch, giving him a chance to see where his streak of white fur goes. Mitch’s eyes widen as he sees that the white fur runs up across Vulpie’s perineum, across his anus, and partially up onto the base of his beautiful tail. “OH…” Mitch says with a lustful grin and Vulpie grins back, turning and facing him. The fox boy inches his right index finger at him invitingly, and the gray wolf stands up from the couch.


  Vulpie sits down on the very large and comfortable ottoman next to the couch and the wall and giggles.


  “Oh I’ll just sit here! Oh how convenient!” Vulpie laughs and Mitch and Lance chuckle in excitement. They all know what the piece of furniture is for. Mitch takes off his white and black striped sweater, followed by his dress shirt, and tosses them aside with Vulpie’s clothing. Vulpie looks at the gray wolf’s furry upper body and can see that Mitch is half as strong as Polar, but still in good shape and very handsome. When Mitch slides down his pants and boxers, removes and steps out of his shoes, and then pushes all of his clothing aside, Vulpie looks over the naked gray wolf with wide blue eyes.


  The orange furred fox boy observes Mitch and stares at his crotch. Mitch has a cock almost as long as Polar’s, but not nearly as thick. It still looks very yummy to Vulpie, and he grins up at him. Vulpie crawls onto the ottoman and rests on his right paw while he waits for Mitch to join him. Mitch picks up the tube of lubrication Lance handed him and pops it open. The gray wolf squirts it onto his hard erection and strokes himself until his penis is well lubricated.


  Vulpie watches with a bit lip and breathes in anticipation as Mitch gets onto the ottoman. The gray furred wolf moves next to the orange furred fox boy and kisses him slowly. Vulpie reciprocates and Polar and Lance watch in fascination. Lance smirks to Polar in excitement and Polar smiles patiently. Mitch stops kissing Vulpie and gives the fox boy a respectful look as he crawls behind him.


  “I’ll be gentle.” Mitch promises and Vulpie grins.


  “No need.” Vulpie responds and Mitch’s eyes widen.


  “What do you mean? You’re so tiny!” Mitch laughs and glances at Polar.


  “Trust me.” Vulpie says and giggles with a sexy voice. Mitch is dumbfounded by Vulpie’s offer and he looks to Polar. The white furred wolf grins at Vulpie, and Vulpie grins back at him. They don’t say anything, knowing what Vulpie is capable of. Lance’s yellow eyes widen in surprise along with his husband’s but Mitch doesn’t argue as Vulpie gets on all fours in front of him.


  Mitch lifts Vulpie’s beautiful tail and sees the gorgeous white streak of fur that runs up the fox boy’s scrotum, perineum, and anus up close. The gray wolf’s yellow eyes widen as he hungrily takes in the sight and Vulpie waits with a smile. Mitch licks his lips and strokes his lubricated cock with heavy aroused breaths. Vulpie looks back over his left shoulder as Mitch mounts him. The gray wolf aims the head of his cock into the fox’s small anus and pushes it in slowly.


  Mitch tries to enter Vulpie gently, but the fox boy’s asshole is extremely tight even when relaxed. Vulpie’s fox anus is much smaller than what Mitch is used to with Lance’s wolf ass. The gray furred wolf has to drop being gentle in order to penetrate the orange furred fox boy. Mitch uses his left paw to clutch Vulpie’s left hip, and uses his right paw to force the head of his large wolf cock inside Vulpie’s ass. Mitch thrusts to get it in, and Vulpie inhales.


  Once Mitch is in, he is surprised at how calm Vulpie is. Mitch can feel his big cock stretching out Vulpie’s tiny asshole many times its normal size, yet Vulpie doesn’t seem to be in pain. The gray furred wolf takes hold of the orange furred fox boy’s hips and thrusts deeper, pushing his big cock further inside Vulpie’s tight ass. Vulpie moans loudly but holds strong. He widens his legs to allow Mitch to go even deeper, and before Mitch knows it, he allows himself to thrust as much as he wants inside Vulpie. He pushes his big cock super deep inside Vulpie’s asshole and Vulpie breathes effeminately while Lance watches with disbelief. Mitch relishes the sensation and looking down, he realizes he has the full length and girth of his cock inside Vulpie’s fox ass.


  “I’m all the way in!” Mitch breathes in ecstasy and Vulpie giggles.


  “No way.” Lance replies while he watches and Polar chuckles.


  “MMMmmm! Not bad!” Vulpie breathes and grins at Polar. The white furred wolf smirks back and looks to Lance in amusement.


  “I can’t take all of Mitch!” Lance admits.


  “I’m all the way inside him.” Mitch repeats with a big grin.


  “I’ll say!” Vulpie breathes with a sly face.


  “Unbelievable.” Lance says with a big smile and Mitch licks his lips. Vulpie braces himself as Mitch begins fucking him. The gray furred wolf’s lubricated cock rams back and forth so deep in Vulpie that Mitch groans very loudly.


  “OH YES…” Mitch breathes in pleasure while he fucks Vulpie and Vulpie smiles at Lance, who watches with his mouth open slightly in disbelief.


  “Yeah… Oh yeah…” Vulpie quietly breathes and bites his lip while Mitch fucks him faster and faster. Mitch’s wolf face contorts in ecstasy as he enjoys reaming Vulpie out, and he clutches the orange furred fox boy’s hips lustfully. He thrusts harder and faster as his need increases, already worked up from the blowjob Vulpie gave him.


  “He is so damn tight!” Mitch chuckles with his mouth agape in pleasure, and Vulpie closes his eyes with a grin while he takes him. Polar watches with a content smile, enjoying the sight of his fox lover being fulfilled. Mitch licks his lips again and again and gasps for air while he fucks Vulpie as fast as he wants, making Vulpie whimper in pain, but Vulpie doesn’t ask for mercy. Instead, he leans forward and raises his rear, tucking his little fox arms under his chest in a very submissive position.


  Lance watches in excitement and Mitch accepts Vulpie’s submission hungrily. He gets to fuck the fox boy even deeper than before, the head of his big wolf cock ramming against the wall of Vulpie’s rectum.


  “Are you sure you’re Okay?” Mitch breathlessly inquires while he fucks Vulpie and Vulpie grins with his eyes closed.


  “Don’t stop… Don’t stop big guy…” Vulpie replies with a delighted voice and Mitch shakes his head in pleased disbelief. He gasps loudly and fucks the hell out of Vulpie, only making the orange furred fox boy whine in pleasure. Mitch groans louder and louder in need, and Vulpie’s whines of pleasure increase alongside his voice.


  “Fuck! Oh fuck yeah!” Mitch breathes, thrusting in Vulpie beautifully. He moves his paws and clutches both sides of Vulpie’s ass, ramming his big wolf dick impossibly deep down inside the fox’s asshole.


  “UUNNHHUUH!!!” Vulpie whimpers and tucks his little arms even further under his chest, resting his head sideways on the ottoman while he takes the gray furred wolf’s big cock. Mitch drools while he fucks Vulpie but doesn’t realize it. The big wolf pounds Vulpie’s ass as hard as he can, feeling cum raging up inside his cock. “MMMMM NNnnahh! AAhhhh!!” Vulpie whimpers in pleasure and Lance watches with wide eyes. He can’t wait to do what his husband is getting to do to the fox boy.


  Vulpie opens his mouth wide, keeping his face against Mitch and Lance’s expensive leather ottoman. Polar and Lance watch the fox boy pant in stress, taking a lovely pounding from Mitch, who now grits his teeth savagely. The wolf needs to cum and won’t stop for anything now. As Vulpie well knows from his many gay relationships, and from his beloved Polar, near the end of sex, gay wolves get really worked up. It’s something Vulpie relishes and he knows what to do. Instead of tensing up from the onslaught of Mitch’s lusty cock, Vulpie relaxes as much as he can. His asshole burns from the pounding but the orange furred fox boy has a taste for getting fucked.


  Polar enjoys seeing it from a spectator’s point of view. Vulpie is deliciously cute in his complete submission, and to a gay wolf, there is nothing sexier and impossible than a hot little fox that offers up his ass. Polar knows it. Though he’s never heard of a gay wolf and fox couple before, he understands all of the deep emotions and motivations of being a male homosexual wolf. And when it comes to fucking a gay partner, there is nothing prettier than a male fox. It is a fantasy that never comes true, except when Vulpie is in the picture. He makes dreams come true.


  “Beautiful… God I love him.” Polar whispers with an artistic voice and Lance grins.


  “I can’t believe what I’m seeing!” Lance replies with a hushed voice. “Don’t wear him out honey! Leave some for us!” Lance responds while watching Mitch fuck Vulpie wildly. Mitch gasps and swishes his tail in pride.


  “You can’t wear Vulpie out...” Polar quietly tells Lance with an amused smile. Vulpie smiles upon hearing the remark. He opens his eyes for a moment to glance at Polar before closing them again. The fox boy whimpers while getting reamed out. The gray furred wolf fucking him clutches harder, making Vulpie wince from his claws. Mitch gasps and growls, powerfully holding both sides of Vulpie’s cute butt, using his strength to stretch out the fox boy’s backside. Vulpie grunts in pain but keeps relaxed as much as possible. He eventually feels Mitch nearing a climax. The big wolf pumps him faster and harder than ever with needy thrusts and loud moaning.


  Vulpie hears the sound coming from Mitch and knows the wolf is about to cum. The orange furred fox boy winces in pain as Mitch monster fucks him and finally climaxes. Mitch growls loudly, closing one of his eyes from the immense pleasure of the orgasm. He grips Vulpie’s ass tightly and pushes his cock as deep into Vulpie’s ass as it will go, balls deep, his entire length and girth inside the fox boy’s rectum.


  “AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!!!! AHHH!! AHH!!!” Mitch moans with an overwhelmed face, and unleashes his thick load of ejaculate inside Vulpie’s ass. Vulpie feels the wolf’s hot sticky cum squirt inside him. The fox boy lets loose a cute effeminate moan while Mitch yells. Polar and Lance both keep watching with wide eyes, seeing Mitch’s enjoyment and Vulpie’s adorable reception.


  Mitch isn’t aware that a few strings of saliva drool from his mouth while he holds still on Vulpie, savoring his release. The wolf’s spit drops down onto Vulpie’s beautiful orange back fur and the sight triggers a savage delight inside Polar and Lance. They know what that kind of cum shot feels like.


  “Oh yeah!” Vulpie breathes underneath Mitch and the gray furred wolf slowly relaxes. Vulpie feels Mitch’s cum squishing around inside his rectum and the fox boy enjoys it while the gray wolf leans on top of him. Mitch recovers for a bit. He breathes hard and Vulpie waits patiently. Eventually Mitch takes his paws from Vulpie’s furry butt and places them on the ottoman at his sides. He lifts his heavy weight from Vulpie and pulls back, his big and long cock yanking out of Vulpie’s asshole. The fox boy winces in pain when Mitch’s half flaccid cock pops out of his tight anus. Vulpie grimaces from the burning sensation that is left in his ass.


  Mitch sits back on his knees, breathing very hard while Vulpie relaxes and stretches out onto his belly. The adorable orange furred fox boy rolls over onto his back and pulls his legs up. He reaches down to his balls with his left paw and caresses himself. Mitch watches, admiring the black furred tips that adorn the fox’s little forearms and paws, as well as the same black tipped fur on the bottom of his legs and his clawed feet. Vulpie licks his lips and rubs his perineum. The tender fur and flesh underneath his balls and above his anus throbs from the pounding Mitch gave him.


  Vulpie presses in on his perineum and feels his prostate deep inside, hot with stimulation. The fox boy’s anus also pleasantly burns from Mitch’s big cock having stretched it out. Vulpie strokes his balls a little and then sits up, using his right paw for support. The fox boy moves his left paw to Mitch’s muscular chest and touches it affectionately. The gray furred wolf then moves forward and kisses the fox boy.


  Vulpie and Mitch make out after their wild sex, and Polar and Lance eagerly observe. Lance’s heart throbs with excitement and the black furred wolf is restless with anticipation. Vulpie moans effeminately while he thankfully kisses Mitch and the gray furred wolf gropes the orange furred fox boy’s body. They fondle each other for a few moments while kissing, and then eventually part lips.


  “That was yummy!” Vulpie tells Mitch with a sexy smile. “Was it as good as you hoped?”


  “It was amazing.” Mitch replies with a big grin. “God I am SO jealous of Polar getting to have you all of the time!” The gray wolf says and looks to his friend. Polar smiles proudly and Vulpie giggles.


  “Well the night is young! Don’t forget about me!” Vulpie responds.


  “Oh, I think you’ll be worn out after my Lance is finished with you.” Mitch tells Vulpie and the fox boy makes a big naughty smile. He looks over to the couch where the well dressed black furred wolf gets up and looks to Polar for approval. Polar just smiles and Lance comes over to the ottoman after seeing his reaction. He stands next to the ottoman and Vulpie grins up at him.


  “Uh oh, look who it is!” Vulpie says gleefully. “Are you really good, fancy pants Lance?”


  “I’ll finish you off Foxy Boy.” Lance tells Vulpie while smiling down at him.


  “Oh you will?” Vulpie taunts with a grin. “Are you packing a thunder cock? Huh? Well let me see what you’ve got there!” Mitch smirks at Vulpie’s persistently mischievous nature and watches his husband start undressing. Lance reaches into his expensive green sweater and lifts it up. The black furred wolf pulls it up over his head and off, tossing it aside afterwards. Lance then reaches up and unbuttons the collar on his white striped dress shirt just as Vulpie moves towards him on the ottoman.


  Vulpie sits on his knees and bends forward, his head almost level with Lance’s crotch. The orange furred fox boy puts his black furred claws to Lance’s brown belt buckle and undoes it for him. Lance’s heart flutters at Vulpie’s interest and the black furred wolf drops his arms to his sides, letting Vulpie take over. The orange furred fox boy whips Lance’s belt free and tosses it away playfully before he puts his little claws to the wolf’s pants buttons. Vulpie undoes and pulls open Lance’s khaki pants with a sexy smile, seeing that the wolf is already erect.


  Lance’s wolf cock is hard and bulges in his black boxers. Vulpie reaches into them and happily releases it, yanking the black furred wolf’s penis out with a delighted noise. Vulpie holds Lance’s penis in his right paw and cocks his head to the left, looking it over mischievously. The orange furred fox boy strokes it and inspects its length and girth while Lance grins.


  “You guys are about the same size.” Vulpie comments with a smirk. “It’ll do!”


  “It’ll do! Listen to this kid!” Lance laughs and Mitch does as well. The black furred wolf licks his lips and looks down at Vulpie slyly while the fox strokes his cock. “I’ll show you a thunder cock, you little tease!”


  “Yeah? Will you really?” Vulpie asks with a naughty voice before licking his fox lips. He puts Lance’s big cock that is a little shorter than Mitch’s, but sizably wider, inside his mouth with an adorable sound. Vulpie puts his left paw against Lance’s right leg for support and leans forward, holding the wolf’s cock with his right paw while he sucks enthusiastically.


  Lance opens his mouth and breathes in pleasure when Vulpie starts performing oral sex on him and discovers for himself why Vulpie is said to be so good at it. The cute fox boy uses his wet tongue, teeth and lips in an unorthodox method, randomly pleasuring the wolf’s penis from all angles and with a seemingly skillful plan. Vulpie has Lance groaning in a matter of moments and the black furred wolf puts his right paw on top of Vulpie’s head. Lance pulls Vulpie’s ears back with his claws, cupping his big right thumb down around Vulpie’s right ear, while holding the top of the fox’s furry skull with his index, middle and ring finger, while using his right pinky to push down around Vulpie’s left ear. He uses this hold to control Vulpie’s head while the fox sucks his cock and Lance widens his stance to maximize his enjoyment.


  “Look at him go!” Mitch comments with a grin, having a prime seat right next to Vulpie on the ottoman.


  “He’s a good little cocksucker…” Lance breathes while looking down and watching Vulpie give him head. Lance considers for a moment that what he said might be offensive, and looks for a reaction from Vulpie, but luckily, the fox boy doesn’t seem to care. The black furred wolf glances to his left at Polar, and the white furred wolf watches with a content smile. Lance sees that Polar doesn’t seem to mind as long as Vulpie is okay with the dirty talk, and relaxes. “Good boy…” Lance breathes and licks his lips in pleasure.


  Vulpie makes a very cute noise while he keeps sucking Lance’s penis and swishes his beautiful tail. The fox boy pleasures Lance with his mouth in ways the wolf never thought possible, and he winces when he discovers a few new sensations. “Oh that’s NICE!” Lance gasps with a big smile. “Oh he’s a pro!”


  “Don’t let him work you over too much Lance or you’ll shoot in his mouth!” Mitch comments and Polar chuckles from the other side of the couch.


  “No, he’s too good for that.” Polar comments in entertainment, and Vulpie makes another adorable noise in agreement. He swishes his tail back and forth while he sucks Lance’s big wolf cock and Lance breathes faster and faster, relishing the sensation. Vulpie tastes a lot of pre cum from Lance, just as he did with Mitch, and can tell that the black furred wolf hasn’t ejaculated in a while. Polar and his friends hoped that Vulpie would be up for a surprise orgy, and their abstinence is paying off tonight.


  “I’m going to fuck you so hard with this cock…” Lance tells Vulpie and after a few more spirited gulps, Vulpie opens his mouth and slurps his lips free from the wolf’s cock. He smacks his lips loudly and licks the corners of his fox mouth.


  “Sloppy seconds!” Vulpie says enthusiastically and Lance grins. The black furred wolf looks back to the couch where the tube of sex lubrication is and Vulpie lets go of his wolfhood. The fox boy sits back on his knees with a widened position so he can stroke his still erect penis. Mitch pets Vulpie’s gorgeous back fur for a moment and gets up, Vulpie gently touching him back with his left paw. The gray furred wolf walks to the side as Lance comes over to the ottoman, holding the tube of lube.


  Mitch looks to Polar and smiles, walking over to where he sits on the couch. The gray furred wolf takes a seat next to the white furred wolf. Polar looks to Mitch patiently and admires the naked wolf’s athletic body before turning his attention back to Vulpie and Lance. Mitch breathes deeply and watches his husband squirt a generous amount of lubricant on his big cock.


  Lance rubs the slick jelly all over his penis, using his wolf paw to get every inch of his penis slick. Vulpie watches with his mischievous smile and strokes his little cock. The orange furred fox boy then moves into the middle of the ottoman, facing Polar and Mitch, once again aimed right towards the spectators. Lance finishes with the lubricant, closes it, and tosses it back to the couch. The black furred wolf breathes fast and crawls onto the large ottoman behind Vulpie, who turns around a little to offer a kiss. Lance accepts it and reaches down with his right paw to stroke Vulpie’s penis while they do. He masturbates the fox boy while kissing him from behind, before Vulpie turns and puts his left paw back down on the ottoman, once again on all fours.


  Lance mounts Vulpie and lifts the fox boy’s tail with his right paw. He looks down and admires Vulpie’s beautiful orange and white furred ass. Both of his furry cheeks are bright orange, with a delicious white furred streak up his balls, perineum, and anus just under his tail. Lance’s yellow wolf eyes widen as he stares at the sexy fox’s ass. Vulpie smiles and turns his head left again while he waits.


  “Your fur is beautiful, just gorgeous!” Lance comments.


  “Thank you.” Vulpie replies with a very cute voice. “Foxes have the most stylish fur, ya know!”


  “Oh I know, but that little white slice of fur going up the middle of your butt is too much!” Lance taunts. “Your ass is orange and its there, kind of like a…”


  “Like a target!” Vulpie replies with a grin and Lance laughs. Vulpie giggles effeminately and Mitch and Polar chuckle. “Well come on! Nail me hot shot!” The fox boy taunts and Lance breathes fast in anticipation.


  “Are you ready for the thunder cock?” Lance asks and aims the head of his lubricated cock to Vulpie’s little fox anus.


  “Yeah, I want the thunder cock!” Vulpie responds with a very sexy voice. The black furred wolf grabs Vulpie’s hips and thrusts his big cock inside him, making Vulpie arch his back. Lance tries to go deeper, but encounters the same trouble pushing inside Vulpie because the fox’s anus is so tight. In fact, the head of his cock gets pushed out by the fox’s little anus and Vulpie winces. The gray furred and white furred wolves watching notice.


  “He’s so tight you have to ram it in there, Lance.” Mitch comments with a smirk and Polar grins. Lance raises his eyebrows for a moment and reaches down to grab his big wide cock again. Vulpie waits on his paws and knees, and looks from Mitch to Polar with a naughty expression.


  “I don’t want to hurt him.” Lance replies and speaks to Vulpie while aiming his cock against the fox boy’s anus. “I don’t want to hurt you, okay.” Lance tells Vulpie. Vulpie turns his head left again to talk back to Lance.


  “It’s okay. You’re just a little wider than Mitch.” Vulpie breathes and braces himself. He relaxes as much as he can and waits. Lance pushes the head of his big wolf penis inside Vulpie’s tight fox anus and feels its resistance again. The black furred wolf tries a gentle thrust to go deeper but fails, and Vulpie grunts. Lance sees that he isn’t going to get inside Vulpie’s ass without stretching it a lot, and he hopes he doesn’t tear it open.


  Lance licks his wolf lips and reaches forward with his big right paw, grabbing Vulpie’s little right shoulder. He grips it tightly and puts his big left paw on the fox boy’s left hip while he feels Vulpie’s asshole pushing the head of his penis out slowly. Lance grips Vulpie and holds him in place as he thrusts his cock forward savagely, and it squeezes inside Vulpie suddenly.


  “UUNNNAAHHH!!” Vulpie moans in pain as Lance’s cock tears inside his asshole, and the fox boy tenses up involuntarily. Lance waits for a moment and Vulpie recovers, opening his mouth to pant loudly. Now that Lance has his big wide dick inside Vulpie’s ass, he can push it deeper at a slow pace, and he groans as he does, relishing the fox boy’s gripping fleshy anus. Mitch’s wet cum adds to the lubrication as Lance squeezes his big dick deep inside Vulpie. Vulpie closes his eyes and makes a pained face, obviously hurting.


  “Are you okay, Vulpie?” Polar asks with a caring voice.


  “Yeah!” Vulpie quickly gasps in reply but can’t help but keep his eyes closed tight in stress. Lance pauses again, almost having his full length and girth inside Vulpie. He wants to get it all in, just like Mitch. “I’m used to a bigger one anyway!” Vulpie says while he opens his eyes and grins at Polar. The white furred wolf lovingly smiles back at him, and Mitch chuckles.


  “Oh so I shouldn’t be a problem!” Lance breathes down to Vulpie and thrusts the rest of his cock in him, making Vulpie crawl forward a little in pain.


  “Fuck! Ooohhh!” Vulpie breathes and squints for a moment while Lance clutches Vulpie in ecstasy, relishing the feeling of his big cock all the way inside the fox’s hot ass. The black furred wolf moves his left paw to the left side of Vulpie’s lean furry belly and clutches him. Lance keeps a very firm hold on Vulpie. He keeps gripping Vulpie’s little right shoulder to keep him in place, and begins fucking him.


  Vulpie winces as Lance gives it to him slowly. The black furred wolf’s wide cock hurts the fox boy’s anus, especially since it is already burning from what Mitch did to it. Vulpie gasps loudly and grunts with his eyes half open in pain, and Polar watches in concern. Lance can’t see the pain on Vulpie’s face but the white furred wolf and Mitch can. Polar worries for Vulpie’s sake for a moment until he sees Vulpie’s facial expression change.


  A grin slowly creeps onto the adorable orange furred fox boy’s face, and Polar relaxes. Vulpie adapts and starts enjoying Lance fucking him with his wide cock, even when the black furred wolf gradually increases his speed.


  “You’re the tightest! Piece of! Ass! I’ve Ever! Felt! Oh my GOD!” Lance breathes to Vulpie in ecstasy and Vulpie giggles slyly. The orange furred fox boy gasps loudly, his asshole under an immense amount of stress from Lance’s invading cock, but still Vulpie is able to take it.


  “Oh you’ve got a fat one! Whew!” Vulpie breathes playfully, grunting between Lance’s hungry thrusts.


  “I told you!” Lance taunts with a gasp.


  “I’ve had bigger.” Vulpie responds and Polar chuckles. Mitch laughs and Lance breathes hard in excitement at the taunt.


  “It’s what you do with it, fox boy!” Lance responds and pumps Vulpie even harder, reaming his wolf cock hard and fast inside the fox boy’s asshole and up his rectum.


  “UUUHHHNNN!!!” Vulpie moans in pain and pleasure. “YEAH!”


  “You like that?” Lance growls.


  “OH YEAH!” Vulpie breathes. “FUCK ME THUNDER COCK!”


  “You like that wolf cock up your ass! Huh? Don’t you?” Lance taunts while in ecstasy.


  “OH FUCK YEAH I DO!” Vulpie moans in response, his cute ass hurting from Lance sodomizing him. Lance’s fat cock is hard to take, but it in addition to the fantastically brutal butt fucking Mitch gave the fox earlier is what makes Vulpie’s asshole burn like fire. Vulpie reaches down to his crotch with his left paw. He plays with his cock while getting pounded by the coal furred wolf.


  Polar watches Vulpie masturbate while being dominated and enjoys the desperate look on the fox boy’s face. Vulpie supports his lean weight with his arm but it becomes tired, and he leans forward. The orange furred fox boy goes into the same submissive position he gave to Lance, pressing his face down against the leather ottoman with a slight variation. This time he keeps using his right paw to masturbate, and slides his left arm on the ottoman for support. Vulpie clutches the leather with his left paw and keeps jerking off while taking Lance’s cock.


  Lance is delighted at Vulpie’s change in position, and makes use of it. He grabs the adorable fox boy’s bushy tail at its stem and squeezes it tightly. Lance yanks Vulpie’s tail up with his right paw, controlling the angle of their sex, and it hangs over Vulpie’s back while the fox boy gets fucked. Lance holds Vulpie’s left hip with his left paw and pulls on the fox’s tail, moving the fox’s ass to whatever position he desires. The black furred wolf yanks up on it, pulling Vulpie’s cute butt up to a better angle, and beautifully thrusts his big cock in the fox’s ass.


  “MMMMmnnnnneeaaahhh!! Mnnneah!” Vulpie whines, clutching the ottoman with his left paw and masturbating feverishly. He loves how Lance jerks him around by his tail, completely getting what he wants. Lance grabs and clutches Vulpie’s ass with his left paw and raises the fox’s rear even more by pulling up on Vulpie’s tail. It hurts Vulpie, but not enough for him to want it to end. The black furred wolf fucks the orange furred fox boy to his content, gasping loudly and admiring his own work.


  Polar sees the look on Vulpie’s face. The fox boy’s furry muzzle is tightly pressed against the ottoman, and Vulpie has his eyes closed, both in pain and pleasure. Polar is familiar with how Vulpie behaves just before he cums, and he notices how the fox boy masturbates madly with his right paw. The white furred wolf expects that it won’t be long before Vulpie shoots off.


  Polar sees his assumption is correct, as Vulpie pushes his little upper body up with his left paw, once again holding himself up with his left paw while he takes it on the knees. Vulpie has changed back to the old position because he wants to masturbate easier, and Lance notices as well. The orange furred fox boy wildly plays with his hard little cock and keeps his eyes closed with a strained look on his face. The black furred wolf keeps holding and jerking Vulpie around by his tail, and pumps him with his big cock even faster.


  “DUUH UH HUH!” Vulpie moans loudly while trembling from the anal sex. His little cock is super hard and he feels Lance’s big cock squeezing up against his prostate. Lance is deep inside his ass, but it’s the immense pressure of the black furred wolf’s wide cock and fat head moving back and forth that shoots pleasure through Vulpie. Lance’s penis pushes down on Vulpie’s prostate with lots of pressure, making his own little cock feel like its two feet long.


  “OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOoooooooooooooooooooohhhhhhhhhhh hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!” Vulpie breathes loudly and Polar’s blue eyes widen. He watches Vulpie’s paws while the fox masturbates enthusiastically. Vulpie’s black furred right paw becomes wet and the fur gets sticky from pre cum leaking from the fox boy’s very hard little cock. It rapidly spills out, making Vulpie’s paw and little cock sticky. The pre cum that drips from the fox’s penis is a herald of his coming orgasm, and Polar watches the beautiful sight with an enthralled countenance. Vulpie is far less talkative now. The semen tightly building up inside his little cock has him grunting from its pressure and the pleasure in his penis and ass is amazing. The fox boy’s desperate facial expressions captivate Mitch and Polar. They watch Lance fuck Vulpie and see how much Vulpie enjoys it. He isn’t just letting the black furred wolf fuck him up the ass, he’s relishing it.


  “MMMneah!!!” Vulpie moans with his adorable effeminate voice.


  “Is your ass on fire?” Lance breathes with a warm voice while fucking him. “Does it feel good?” The black furred wolf inquires and yanks on Vulpie’s tail again, but Vulpie doesn’t answer. The fox boy keeps masturbating feverishly with his right paw. He struggles to hold himself up with his left arm while Lance keeps pounding him. The black furred wolf’s thrusts keep pushing Vulpie forward over and over, and Vulpie has to dig his left claws into the ottoman for support.


  Lance stops making naughty talk when he sees and feels that Vulpie is very close to a climax. The wolf releases the fox boy’s tail and clamps his paws tightly on Vulpie’s ass. He clutches Vulpie and squeezes his tail end wide, using his strength to stretch out Vulpie’s asshole while it takes his wolf penis. Vulpie releases a pained sound that also acknowledges he likes the roughness, and Lance goes as deep as he can in his ass. The black furred wolf thrusts his wide cock in Vulpie, fucking as hard as he can to get the fox off, and it works.


  “MMMMNNNEEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!! AAAHAHH!!” Vulpie desperately moans and Lance gasps proudly. Within a few more hard pounds, Vulpie’s prostate surges with pleasure and his orgasm begins. The fox boy tenses up and opens his eyes. He masturbates faster than ever and breathlessly whines in need. Cum rushes up through Vulpie’s hard little cock and rockets out with a furious blast while the fox boy madly plays with himself. Vulpie’s anal orgasm is so intense that it hurts badly.


  “UUUUUUUUuuuuuuuuaAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!!! AAAAHHHH!!!


  AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!! UUUUhhh!! Uh! HEEeehhhh!” Vulpie whines while he cums like a fountain. Mitch is surprised at the amount of semen the fox boy squirts, and Lance slows his pace with a grin. Vulpie keeps whining loudly while he cums for a long time, ejaculating runny strings of fox cum on Mitch and Lance’s black leather ottoman. The fox boy’s spooge splatters all around; Vulpie’s rapid masturbating has his penis constantly aiming and squirting in different directions and the feverish stroking of his paw throws runny drops of his semen away like rain.


  “AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhuuuuu uuh! AAAHUHHH! Huh!” Vulpie cries near the end of his orgasm, but keeps masturbating. His penis stops shooting semen but bits of it still run out messily while he endures his massive anal induced climax. The orange furred fox boy slowly stops playing with his little cock as it begins going limp, and Lance waits behind him patiently. Vulpie has tensed up from his orgasm and Lance has to wait until the fox boy relaxes his anus.


  The three wolves watch Vulpie while he breathes heavily and moans in ecstasy. Lance moves his paws from Vulpie’s butt to the fox boy’s sides, and gently lifts him. Vulpie lets go of his little fox cock while Lance pulls him back, both of them sitting on their knees, but positioned so Lance is able to keep his cock up Vulpie’s ass. Lance’s big wolf dick stays lodged inside Vulpie’s tight fox anus and the black furred wolf holds Vulpie intimately from behind. He hugs Vulpie while the fox breathes hard in the afterglow of his intense climax.


  Vulpie reciprocates by turning his head left and sending his little paws back against Lance. He thankfully touches Lance’s arms while the wolf caresses him. Lance rubs his big paws through Vulpie’s beautiful fur, and Vulpie reaches back with his left paw, grabbing the wolf’s muscular neck. Vulpie pulls his back tight against Lance’s furry chest and leans his head back for a kiss that Lance gives him hungrily. Lance moves his right paw down to Vulpie’s crotch. He strokes the furry mess there, touching the fox boy’s wet cock and balls while Vulpie moans. The sensation of Lance’s big dick up Vulpie’s ass begins to hurt vividly, and the fox boy winces. Lance feels Vulpie’s displeasure and releases him gently, letting the orange furred fox boy lean forward again. The black furred wolf takes up his previous mounted position on Vulpie’s ass, still having a throbbing erection inside him.


  “Throw him a pillow.” Lance suggests to Mitch and his husband retrieves one of the soft black ones nearby. The naked gray furred wolf comes over from the couch and puts it under Vulpie, who smiles.


  “Thanks.” Vulpie says with a spent voice and the fox boy moves his arms around it while Mitch returns to the couch. Vulpie leans forward and raises his rear end as high as he can, pressing his face against the leather ottoman once again, this time, having the soft pillow under his chest and arms for support. It makes the position much more comfortable for Vulpie, and the fox boy keeps his head down while Lance starts fucking him.


  All of the gay wolves know it hurts the receiving partner to take anal sex after they’ve climaxed and their erection has gone. Vulpie closes his eyes and relaxes as much as he can, but Polar and Mitch see the pained look he gets from Lance fucking him once again. The black furred wolf feels for the orange furred fox, but wants to fuck him enthusiastically. Luckily, Vulpie is able to take it, and Lance breathes in excitement while he gets to thrust his meaty cock down inside Vulpie’s ass for a big finish. The fox boy is going to let him, and the black furred wolf has no intention on passing on the offer.


  Lance craves Vulpie’s tight fox ass and hammers it lustfully. He clutches both of his powerful paws around Vulpie’s adorable rear end and holds his head up in ecstasy while doing him. Vulpie’s hot anus sucks around the black furred wolf’s big cock despite all of the stretching it has endured from him and his husband. Vulpie clutches the pillow under his little arms and braces his face against the ottoman, while Lance savagely pumps his ass.


  “Goddess KHALAN He is SO TIGHT! Oh My Goddess!” Lance exclaims.


  “Poor Vulpie!” Mitch comments with a sympathetic voice. “Go easy on him Lance! The kid won’t be able to sit for a week!” The gray furred wolf tells his husband with a concerned voice. Lance squints when he hears his husband’s suggestion and slows his pace, considering his statement might be true, but the wolf wants to brutally fuck and unleash his cum in the fox boy without restraint.


  “I’m okay!” Vulpie whimpers with his face against the ottoman. The orange furred fox boy tries to smile but has trouble managing one because his ass is throbbing with his heart beat and burning like fire. Polar leans to his right, wanting to get a better look at Vulpie’s facial expression. The white furred wolf notices Vulpie’s grimace and licks his lips, debating over whether he will say something.


  “Oh you feel so GOOD! You’re so fucking HOT!” Lance breathes to Vulpie while pounding him. The black furred wolf feels that his cock has filled to its brink with semen, and changes his rhythmic thrusting into a craving pursuit of ejaculation. Lance moans heavily and thrusts harder than ever, causing Vulpie to whine in pain, but not ask for mercy. Polar watches his fox lover in concern and just when he is about to ask Lance to stop for Vulpie’s sake, the black furred wolf climaxes.


  “AAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRGGGGGGG GGHHH!!!” Lance howls as he ejaculates inside Vulpie’s rectum, clamping down on the fox’s ass with his paws. Lance spasms and thrusts four times, cumming thick messy loads of wolf semen in Vulpie’s asshole. The black furred wolf cries out with every cum shot, his howls lowering upon each repetitive squirt.


  Vulpie breathes a loud sigh of relief when he feels Lance’s hot cum in his ass. The sticky spooge fills up the orange furred fox boy’s anus and Vulpie winces from its sting. The wolf ejaculate burns the tender flesh in Vulpie’s asshole, but Vulpie handles it well. He calmly waits for Lance to finish with him, and keeps holding still, breathing slowly.


  “Oh… OOOooooohhhhhhhhh…” Vulpie breathes effeminately.


  “Oh My God…” Lance breathes in response, still clutching Vulpie’s fox ass. The black furred wolf is finally done. Lance relaxes his hold on Vulpie and starts pulling out his cock. The orange furred fox boy tenses up as the black furred wolf’s cock leaves him. Vulpie yelps when Lance’s big dick pops out of his throbbing asshole, and immediately goes limp. Vulpie is exhausted and drops his ass, lying below Lance while breathing hard and clutching his pillow. Lance leans his head back and closes his eyes for a moment, gasping loudly and relishing the afterglow of cumming in the fox boy.


  Vulpie’s little back moves up and down softly as he breathes on his pillow. Lance stares down at the fox boy and lovingly moves to touch him. The black furred wolf gently grabs Vulpie by his left side and right shoulder, sitting him up. Lance pulls Vulpie into his arms and cossets him thankfully. Vulpie stays limp and breathes slowly with his eyes half open while Lance holds him. The black furred wolf cuddles the orange furred fox boy and Vulpie weakly puts his paws on Lance with affection. Polar, Mitch and Lance all see the weary look on Vulpie’s face. The orange furred fox boy moves his tail a little, and it twitches painfully, his ass stinging from all of its abuse.


  “That was incredible. Thank you so much.” Lance warmly tells Vulpie.


  “Ow…” Vulpie responds and returns a sly grin. “I think I’m tired now!”


  “Are you already? What about Polar? Isn’t your boyfriend going to get in on this?” Lance replies and Vulpie laughs, along with all of the wolves. Vulpie looks to Polar and the white furred wolf raises his eyebrows with a playful expression.


  “Oh goddess NO, I can’t handle my Polar tonight, not after that!” Vulpie proclaims mischievously.


  “I thought you couldn’t be worn out.” Lance taunts while holding Vulpie and the sly fox boy grins at him and then Mitch.


  The Vulpocalypse


  Vulpie waits on his partner to finish dressing for the night’s event. Tonight, Evil Vulpie is going to be shown to the world at the Sufias Heritage Museum in Englavic. Englavic is one of Sufias’ oldest cities, and its museum houses the history of the species of the world. Vulpie has been pressured into giving a speech there. The orange furred fox doesn’t like the idea, but will cooperate.


  The most frightening thing is that he will be near the robot that nearly killed him and still gives him nightmares to this day. Memories of Evil Vulpie torturing him run through Vulpie’s mind as he lets his thoughts wander. Vulpie attends to himself and puts on his best suit, one a little different than the first one Polar ever bought him. He spends a lot of time finding tiny wrinkles and stretching them out, and Polar returns, coming into the bedroom.


  The white furred wolf finds his suit and clothing, and then enters the bathroom as well. The big mirror over the sink is enough for both of them to use, and since Polar is much taller than Vulpie, the height is just right. They can see each other in the mirror and Polar watches Vulpie put on his black tie, using his little fox claws and fingers to get it around his neck. Though Vulpie is a computer genius that can almost type faster than animals can talk, he has trouble tying a tie correctly.


  Polar stops working on his own clothes and moves against Vulpie from behind, putting his big wolf arms around him. Polar uses his clawed hands to work on Vulpie’s tie, and Vulpie lowers his paws, allowing his lover to help. They share intimate smiles.


  “I still can’t figure out how to do one of these…” Vulpie comments.


  “A lot of animals can’t. I used to tie for both of my brothers.” Polar replies while fitting Vulpie’s fox neck with the tie perfectly. He is finished in a matter of seconds. Polar pats his paws on Vulpie’s shoulders affectionately and they smile at each other’s reflection in the mirror.


  “Are you scared about tonight?” Polar asks.


  “I am a little, yeah.” Vulpie answers with an uncharacteristically nervous voice.


  “You won’t even have to see it. You’re going to give the speech and then they show them the Vulpie.net robot. We can leave. Do you want me to meet you right after your speech?” Polar offers.


  “I get so scared when I think about it!” Vulpie admits with a breath of fear. “I don’t think I can even look at it!”


  “You won’t have to. Let’s leave right after your speech. Okay?”


  “What if I can’t? What if the Museum animals want me to go over and stand next to it or something?”


  “Well they already know you don’t want to do that.” Polar replies. “You told the President right? And he told the director of the museum.”


  “But the reporters will want me to.” Vulpie responds.


  “Who cares?” Polar asks.


  “Well I care… You care too…” Vulpie tells Polar while speaking to his reflection. “They talk good about us on television, radio and arctic.net and stuff, but I’ll never live it down if they see that I’m scared of it.” Vulpie says in worry.


  “Well so what? I would be afraid of something that nearly killed me! Anyone would.” Polar responds and smiles at Vulpie’s reflection. He warmly squeezes his fox lover’s shoulders.


  “What do you think I should do, Polar?” Vulpie asks. Polar thinks about his question for a moment.


  “You have to decide that for yourself.” Polar lovingly tells Vulpie.


  After a five hour plane flight and switching vehicles many times over, Vulpie and Polar arrive in Englavic, a special country. Englavic is the capital city of all nations in name, despite the fact that the World Government President resides on the continent on the other side of the ocean. Englavic’s long history has made it a melting pot of all animal species, and many of its buildings date back to centuries ago. It is a beautiful, tourist loving nation that millions of animals visit every year and it captures Vulpie’s cute blue eyes in wonder. The orange furred fox boy has never been to Englavic before, and his heart flutters in excitement.


  Vulpie and Polar are escorted by Blacktail’s equivalent in Englavic, the NoirQueue. The NoirQueue consists of professional body guards and ex military operatives, the same as Blacktail, and the World Nation’s mercenaries in Englavic are just as tight with their care over Vulpie, possibly even more so. Every member of the NoirQueue is either a gray, brown, or black furred wolf, and they chatter back and forth over radios in Englavic’s foreign language, clearing and checking all of the routes that will bring Vulpie and Polar to the Sufias Heritage Museum. Most animals in Englavic speak two languages, Englavic and Sufian. Sufian is the language generally spoken the world over, and the NoirQueue use it when they speak to Vulpie and Polar so the orange furred fox boy and white furred wolf can understand them.


  The NoirQueue have guarded Vulpie and Polar since they arrived at the Englavic airport, and are driving the fox boy and white furred wolf in a convoy of trucks and cars. Unlike Blacktail, the NoirQueue have Vulpie and Polar inside of a large silver colored armored car. The car is the same design used to escort President Vargas when he visits Englavic, and is very luxurious as well as safe. The NoirQueue are armed to the teeth with automatic weapons, the same as Blacktail, and are no nonsense when it comes to bringing Vulpie to the museum. They pass up many of the crowded streets in the Englavic capital, taking the fox boy and white furred wolf on an alternate route to the Sufias Heritage Museum, but still Vulpie gets an eye full of the beautiful city.


  “It’s so beautiful!” Vulpie comments while looking out his left window. “Wow! Aw, I wish we could stay longer.” The orange furred fox boy says and looks to his right at Polar who smiles happily.


  “We have tonight.” Polar responds. “If they’ll let us, we should hit up some of the tourist spots.”


  “Have you seen most of the country before, when you went?” Vulpie asks his wolf lover.


  “Heavens, no, there is far too much, but I saw a lot when I visited six years ago.” Polar answers.


  “I wish I could have been with you.” Vulpie replies.


  “Me too.” Polar responds with a loving voice. The white furred wolf smiles and Vulpie touches him intimately. The affection going on in the back of the car does not go unnoticed by the driver, a brown furred wolf with a black haired scar over his left eye. Polar observes the wolf glance in the rearview mirror at them with an unfavorable expression. The NoirQueue operative stays focused on his driving, but takes a moment to say something to the gray furred wolf riding in the passenger’s seat. The fellow NoirQueue operative sits to his left, as the roads and rules of driving are reversed in Englavic, and his wolf ears perk up. Neither Polar nor Vulpie speak Englavic, but Polar has an idea of what the two NoirQueue say to each other.


  “Isn’t she pretty?” The driver asks the second NoirQueue with a quiet amused voice. His foreign words make the wolf to his left look over at him and squint.


  “Who?” The other NoirQueue asks.


  “The vixen in the back seat.” The driver responds and at this, the second NoirQueue grins and quietly chuckles in amusement. Vulpie’s fox ears perk up, also hearing the tone of their conversation like Polar but not knowing their actual words.


  “Bloody faggots.” The second NoirQueue says to the driver.


  “They make me sick.” The driver tells the other brown furred wolf with a nonchalant tone, but keeps glancing in the rearview mirror at Vulpie and Polar.


  “Vulpie will be blowing his chunks later.” The NoirQueue in the passenger’s seat says and this makes the driver release stifled laughter. The only thing the white furred wolf and orange furred fox boy understand is Vulpie’s name.


  “Oh, guaranteed.” The driver says with a smirk.


  “Do you think that little fox boy would suck your cock? Are you checking him out?” The second NoirQueue asks the driver and it is obvious to everyone in the car that some sort of amusing conversation is going on in Englavic.


  “Oh you know he would. He’d love to.” The driver says with a snicker and both of the brown furred wolves laugh quietly.


  “Hey Polar, what’s the speed of sex?” Vulpie asks and all three of the wolves in the car pay attention to Vulpie. Polar coughs in surprise and grins.


  “What?” Polar asks with wide eyes.


  “It’s sixty nine, because that’s when you have to stop and turn around!” Vulpie replies with a big grin, glancing to the rearview mirror at the foreign brown furred wolves. Everyone knows the NoirQueue speak Sufian but they laugh and keep speaking in Englavic at Vulpie’s obvious taunt.


  “Listen to gay boy! I think you’re turning him on!” The driver says with a louder voice in his foreign language, clearly amused.


  “Goddess! Fucking sick!” The second NoirQueue replies with a comical sounding voice, and they both glance back at Vulpie and Polar.


  “I like their accents. They sound sexy.” Vulpie says and Polar laughs.


  “Stop.” Polar tells his fox lover quietly and Vulpie giggles. The armored escort rolls on through Englavic and brings Vulpie and Polar to the Sufias Heritage museum, on time, at six fifty seven pm. The Museum is huge, so large in fact, that its perimeter encompasses two miles worth of land. It is a mixture of modern day construction and old world design. It’s ancient look, sprawling glass roofs and marble architecture fascinates Vulpie as he gets out of the car.


  The NoirQueue with the orange furred fox and white furred wolf diligently secure a path for them as they are brought in the VIP entrance to the museum. Walking through the museum is like walking through time, as Vulpie and Polar pass by many world famous artifacts and exhibitions.


  Their brief journey through the Sufias Heritage Museum brings them up a flight of stairs to the second floor, where they are promptly escorted into locked doors. Strangers gawk upon seeing Vulpie but keep their distance from the entourage of special agents that surrounds him. Inside a few locked doors and down a hallway to a closed room, is the Museum Curator, Renard Argent. He is a middle aged silver furred fox, with a heavy Englavic accent, and he stands with President Vargas, who arrived not long ago. NoirQueue spreads out and secures the room, as it is packed with museum staff and public relation animals. They make sure no one but animals they know to be safe are able to get near Vulpie.


  “Ah, welcome, welcome, Mr. Vulpie!” Renard says with his elegant Englavic voice, and outstretches his black tipped fox paw for a hand shake. Vulpie accepts it and smiles while glancing at President Vargas. “It is an honor to have you here tonight. Did all go well with your trip?”


  “Thanks, yeah, it was great!” Vulpie replies and Vargas acknowledges Polar.


  “We have your machine ready to be activated as soon as you finish your speech.”


  “You’ve already turned it on before?” Vulpie responds with an apprehensive voice.


  “Why yes, of course!”


  “I was hoping to avoid that.” Vulpie responds and swallows anxiously. “I don’t want to see it.” The cute orange furred fox boy says and President Vargas smiles down at him.


  “We’ve done a re-write of your speech. We think it would be good for you to participate in its unveiling. I’ve been assured it’s completely powerless inside the exhibit. It’s in a state of the art containment cell. There is no way it could escape.” Vargas confidently tells Vulpie and the fox boy licks his lips.


  “You said I wouldn’t have to…” Vulpie reminds the President and the black furred wolf returns an unyielding expression.


  “It’s important that we show the world we are in control of your computer program. Having you present will sell that idea.” Vargas replies.


  “You control Arctic.net, not Vulpie.net.” Vulpie tells Vargas with a worried breath.


  “I understand you’re nervous about seeing it, but it will be a favor for me. After all, I’ve been very generous with you so far, haven’t I?” The President asks Vulpie and the fox boy winces fearfully. Polar watches his fox lover tense up over the idea.


  “Please… You don’t understand. I’m terrified of it.” Vulpie admits and the museum curator takes Vargas’ side.


  “Mister Vulpie, we have control over it now. There have been fail safes built into it so we can shut it off on command, and it will be inside its display case.”


  “I know, I know, but I just don’t think I can handle seeing it.” Vulpie responds while staring up at Vargas.


  “You’re just going to have to face it, Vulpie. I need you around for the publicity. Animals are scared all over the world. They need to know that they can trust the world government’s computer systems.” Vargas tells Vulpie.


  “I feel sick.” The lean fox boy sighs in response and Polar squeezes Vulpie’s little right paw affectionately with his big wolf claw.


  “It will be over in no time. Once you face it the fear will wash away.” Polar tells his partner with loving sympathy. Vulpie stares at President Vargas with a questioning face and investigates his body language. Vulpie can tell the calculating black furred wolf is hiding something.


  “Is there anything else you’re not telling me?” Vulpie asks the President with a firm effeminate voice. What kind of changes did you make to the speech?”


  “They were just cosmetic changes.”


  “Really?” Vulpie inquires.


  “Just read the speech and help us with the presentation of your Evil Vulpie. You’ll even have time to do a little sightseeing while you’re here.” Vargas responds.


  “Are you extending Vulpie’s time off? Can we stay tomorrow as well?” Polar asks in excitement. “Vulpie’s never been to Englavic before.”


  “Sure, I’ll do that for both of you if he helps me out tonight.” Vargas replies. “I don’t need any singing or dancing out of you, Vulpie, I just want you for a comparison to the robot. Appearance is everything. The stock market will probably spike worldwide tomorrow, if the presentation is good.” Vargas says with a calculating voice.


  The robotic fox imitation of the real Vulpie is kept inside the Sufias Heritage Museum’s north east segment. The room is a brand new addition to the museum, as well as an extension to the north east segment that houses and stores all of the equipment that is needed to keep Evil Vulpie locked in a specially designed display case. The case is a large and very high tech, one of a kind, storage compartment in room 247. The sheer amount of technological planning required to safely house Evil Vulpie for international visitors is astounding.


  Room 247, also named “The Show Case of the World’s First True Artificial Intelligence,” is huge. It is far bigger than all of the attractions inside the Sufias Heritage Museum, with the exception of the northwest wing’s ancient masters of classical painting galleries. Room 247 has a beautiful white marble floor that stretches for hundreds of feet. The walls of the room are solid grayish tan marble that have been painstakingly carved to add to the amazing room’s unique appearance. Two very large wooden doors comprise the entrance, and the “display case,” that holds the robot, “Evil Vulpie,” is at the other side of the room, above a set of beautiful short marble steps that stretch from wall to wall. The roof of the large room is impressively decorated with stylish black window edges that draw eyes towards the sky when one looks up, though currently, in the evening, all is black above except for the cool bright glow of the moon.


  The display case that stores the Evil Vulpie robot is the world’s most advanced prison cell. Due to the nature of its exceptionally dangerous prisoner, the museum spent two years constructing the facility before Evil Vulpie was finally transferred from the world government. It too has a marble floor, but below the white tiles is a super charged magnetic system. Even though Evil Vulpie’s digital memory storage and all of its processing capabilities are tied to the fundamental law of magnetism that governs computer technology, it is not in danger of being de-magnetized from the floor. Vulpie.net designed its mechanical avatar of Vulpie to resist outside hostilities with such grace that the magnetic floor is only useful in forcefully pulling Evil Vulpie down. The robot is, in fact, completely invulnerable to external electromagnetic fields. The facility has the simple power of yanking the robot onto the ground the same way a magnetic crane lifts and holds battered automobile chassis in junk yards. The display case’s floor is the Museum’s primary method of controlling Evil Vulpie. Weeks of testing and internal control were undergone before the Show Case of the World’s First True Artificial Intelligence was satisfactorily signaled as safe for the public.


  On its opening night, the room’s spacious interior is used for a bit of clever showmanship. Two hundred animals are privileged with the opportunity to attend the unveiling of the Vulpie.net robot, and they are led to comfortable chairs that have been arranged in columns and rows directly in front of the small steps that stand in front of the display case. Just at the top of the small flight of steps is a black podium where World Government President Vargas, Museum Curator Renard Argent, and Vulpie will address the attendees.


  All of the animal guests are important persons, all belonging to prestigious news organizations, old families of distinction, powerful businesses at the top of their industry, or political spheres from around the world. Polar Arctic has been given a front row seat in the fourth chair to the left of the center aisle of the room. Vulpie stands facing him, looking towards him and the audience while he stands near the podium to its left.


  He waits while President Vargas begins the event by delivering a perfect speech on the world’s future and Vulpie’s technology. Vulpie is very glad that he can see Polar and he stares at him for comfort while he waits for his turn, scheduled to be the last speaker before Evil Vulpie is re-activated for the world. Polar stares back at Vulpie with his warm and handsome blue eyes, giving the fox boy an emotional rock to cling to. The white furred wolf knows his lover is apprehensive. Polar calmly smiles and gives Vulpie the silent support that makes it possible for the fox boy to keep it together while he nervously waits his turn.


  Vulpie is fabulous with animals everywhere, possessing charm to entertain even his most adamant enemies on some levels, but tonight he is afraid. Polar sees how his fox lover is rigid and fidgets nervously, dreading the time when he will have to speak to the world about his indirect and disastrous creation, Evil Vulpie. He sends looks of sympathy and devotion that Vulpie hungrily eats up with his adorable blue eyes and a cute face of timidity.


  Vulpie is dressed in a very handsome, expensive and stylish suit that accents the fox boy’s effeminate looks and small lean stature. Once again, Polar has dressed the fox boy in the finest clothes, presenting his lover in a mature and very attractive style. Vulpie’s usual sexy coordination of immature clothing would not be appropriate for an event of this importance, so Polar happily found him another new suit. The white furred wolf admires how good the orange furred fox boy looks in the outfit he chose, and the eyes of most of those sitting in the audience stay on Vulpie as well.


  Camera men and women line the room nearly everywhere they can, obtaining different angles to film Vulpie from to get the absolute best shots. Vulpie is simply adorable on camera, and despite his voracious homosexuality, he inspires fair amounts of arousal in many vixens that are present. Even she wolves and female hounds feel sexual attraction to the gay orange furred fox boy because he is just so damn cute. Vulpie’s effeminate looks, matched with his clever personality and petite athletic stature give him an undeniably fascinating appearance. The women feel attracted to him because they know he is wealthy, thanks to the fate that he and Polar made together, and he gives off a strong aura of talent that triggers reproductive interest.


  Straight men’s reactions to Vulpie are quite different, though similar in the way the fox boy intrigues them. Heterosexual men that are revolted at the thought of gay sex look at Vulpie and see without a doubt that he is homosexual, yet the fox boy’s effeminate looks once again empower him into favor. Straight men, wolves and foxes, notice Vulpie is very gay and instantly disregard him as being inferior in their subconscious, but immediately afterwards, each one of them have several moments where they look at him and think of him as female. The association is easy to make, due to Vulpie’s slim shoulders, short stature and pretty face, and at some point, every straight man’s sexual desire plays around with strange ideas about the fox boy, and always leads to thoughts of fucking him. Even though the idea of anal sex is repulsive to most heterosexual wolves and foxes, when looking at Vulpie, the absolutes of the act seem to fade away, and all that remains for them are heart throbbing and taboo ideas of mating with him. These ideas are quickly pushed back to the subconscious with every straight male that comes across Vulpie, but they do not remain there. Over and over, men that enjoy females and do not wish to be gay play around with gay thoughts and Vulpie’s image, and this effect is the reason why Vulpie always draws so much attention. Immature straight men are hasty to think of Vulpie as despicable for instilling such feelings within their loins, while mature straight wolves and foxes usually enjoy a half savage and half intellectual private joke with themselves over Vulpie’s sexual duality. Either way, Vulpie is always noticed.


  The audience is full of animals of various species, mostly wolves and foxes, and Vulpie notices most of them look to him as the museum curator begins wrapping up his speech. The audience knows Renard Argent will soon finish his interesting discussion about national cooperation and the continuing benefits of the world government. He relates the history of the Sufias Heritage Museum and its artifacts to the maturation of the world over centuries. The middle aged silver fox is not boring but his words do not inspire the same sort of curiosity that Vulpie invites just by standing near the podium.


  “And with that, I turn over to Vulpie Vivixen himself.” Renard says and steps aside from the podium after gathering up his papers. Vulpie blinks when he hears the fellow fox’s words and walks behind the black podium. The orange furred fox boy looks around for a bit, not quite sure about how to present himself, before he quickly befriends the audience with his famously mischievous smile. Vulpie sees many interested faces looking up at him. The camera men keep their lens directly focused on the fox as he speaks into the microphone. Vulpie fills the room with his adorable effeminate voice. He speaks with a solemn tone, choosing to show a serious side of himself in contrast to his usually blithe persona.


  “Thank you, Mr. Argent, for your introduction, and thank all of you for coming… I’d also like to thank the Sufias Heritage Museum for this opportunity to share my thoughts on Vulpie.net and its machine that is now a part of history.” Vulpie says and the audience listens carefully, both in amusement at the sound of his cute voice, and fascination of his unexpected solemn tone. He reads from two Teleprompters facing the podium. “Vulpie.net is the core of Arctic.net and through it we’ve been able to make leaps and bounds together. I am very proud to have participated in the birth and solidification of Artic.net; strengthening the world’s technological systems is my privilege as well as my duty.” Vulpie says and reads the next few lines, speaking with his intelligent voice.


  “Thanks to the hard working animals of the world government, Vulpie.net’s robot will now be viewable to everyone from around the world. My anxieties over the machine’s reconstruction and display are overshadowed by the great gift the world is receiving. We will learn many things from Vulpie.net, things that I don’t even know. The world government will make use of this great opportunity, and the software and programs created by Vulpie.net will benefit the world in unimaginable… Ways…” Vulpie says, pausing apprehensively as he reads from the teleprompter. The orange furred fox boy is shocked at the script. The audience sees Vulpie’s utterly surprised expression and stirs.


  “Through Vulpie.net we can advance computer systems in ways never thought possible. It truly is a bright future…” Vulpie says with a small voice, but pauses once again. Silence fills the museum, the only sounds being the audience whispering and cameras snapping. “I’m sorry… This is news to me…” Vulpie says and swallows. “I…” At this, the museum curator walks next to Vulpie in concern. He leans next to the fox boy, whispering as Vulpie pulls back from the microphone.


  “Mister Vulpie, is everything okay?” Renard inquires and Vulpie puts his little left paw over the microphone to hide his words from the audience.


  “No! I wasn’t told that the government was going to let Evil Vulpie make software! Is this true?” Vulpie whispers.


  “Yes mister Vulpie.” Renard replies innocently and Vulpie notices President Vargas walking over to join them. The black furred wolf walks next to Vulpie and leans down so he can speak with the orange furred fox.


  “What are you doing?” Vargas asks Vulpie with a stern voice but not showing the slightest bit of irritation on his wolf face.


  “You didn’t tell me about this. I can’t agree to it.” Vulpie whispers to the President of the world government. “There’s no way we can let Evil Vulpie make software and use it. It’s too dangerous! It will be the end of Arctic.net.”


  “Vulpie now is not the time.” Vargas tells the orange furred fox boy with a glare. Vulpie freezes at the threatening feeling coming from Vargas. The fox boy tenses up with intimidation and his initial reaction is to comply. He smiles out of fear and the President assumes he agrees. Vargas looks back to the audience and stands aside in satisfaction. Renard also steps away from Vulpie and Vulpie hesitantly moves close to the microphone again, standing behind the podium.


  “…Working with Vulpie.net will allow us to enhance Arctic.net and open many doors. I’m proud to be part of the team that will make this happen.” Vulpie reads from the teleprompter with wide eyes. “The Vulpie.net robot will be a great asset to the world, sharing its capabilities with those who would seek to promote technological advancements.” The orange furred fox boy says and loses his breath. Vulpie wants to keep reading the speech prepared for him but he cannot. The fox boy swallows hard and his fur stands on end as he realizes what he needs to do.


  “But I confess, I don’t think that this is a good idea.” Vulpie says and holds the podium purposefully. President Vargas closes his eyes for a moment, dismayed, but says nothing. Vulpie knows he won’t interrupt with the reporters filming. The audience mumbles in interest at Vulpie’s statement and camera operators put all attention on him. “I’m sorry to break from my regular speech but I have to speak out against this. I do not support using Evil Vulpie, the Vulpie.net robot, for software purposes.” Vulpie tells the audience with his effeminate voice. Polar moves in his chair apprehensively, proud of his fox lover’s courage, but also worried over what the president’s reaction will be.


  “I realize that my fears on the matter affect my judgement, but I must make this stand now that I have the chance.” Vulpie tells the world. “Over these last three years I’ve worked very hard to undo the wrongs I’ve set into motion. I know my program and I know what it has become. It would be foolish for me to ignore the warning in my heart. I know Vulpie.net is still dangerous. Arctic.net allows all of us to control it, but only if the system remains intact, running, with no major problems. This is why I must request to personally oversee all of the Vulpie.net robot’s software before it is ever used. If I can’t stop it from being used, then I want the opportunity to check it.” Vulpie says and someone in the audience cheers. A fox man from the AFR claps in approval. The lone fox praises Vulpie shamelessly, and before long, every fox in the crowd does as well. All of the other species present notice how the foxes unapologetically support Vulpie, but after a few moments, they all join in the clapping as well. The entire audience applauds him thanks to his fox brothers and sisters. The reaction surprises Vulpie and he continues his honest speech with a lifted spirit.


  “I don’t want us to run from Vulpie.net, but I also understand how powerful it is. It’s dangerous to allow the robot a chance to send out software that will eventually be integrated into Arctic.net. We risk opening a flood gate for another cyber takeover just like before, but this time, I wouldn’t be in charge. The world would be in Evil Vulpie’s artificial claws, and I personally know how awful that is… So I want the world to know that I’m going to be there to sterilize everything and anything that the Vulpie.net robot creates. It doesn’t have any pity or moral dilemmas. I demand to be Vulpie.net’s gatekeeper. It’s the only way to ensure the world’s computer systems remain safe. That is my promise to all of you, but I can only fulfill it if I’m given the chance by the world government… I pray I am... Thank you and I wish the world the best of luck.” Vulpie says and President Vargas watches the diverse group of animals in the audience stand. They applaud the orange furred fox boy enthusiastically and Vargas sees how unpopular it would be to take an opposing position to Vulpie’s request. The president of the world government achieved his office by quickly adapting to new situations and handles this unexpected development well. Vargas slowly walks over to Vulpie and leans over and down to him with a smile, while the fox boy leaves the podium.


  “I think you win.” Vargas tells Vulpie with a politician’s whisper.


  “It’s the only way.” Vulpie replies and shakes the president’s paw while the reporters take his pictures over and over, the crowd roaring with support. Polar applauds, watching his fox lover in pride. Vulpie has surprised him once again.


  Fox reporters from the Association of Fox Rights stream video news of the orange furred fox. Live commentary about Vulpie’s speech is also controlled by the AFR. Since foxes own every media outlet, it’s easy for them to make sure Vulpie looks his best for the world. President Vargas, being well aware of foxes’ secret influence, knows what the score is. The foxes want Vulpie to stay in charge of the world’s computer systems. After he finishes shaking paws with Vulpie, Vargas makes use of the opportunity to keep speaking with Vulpie while the audience claps.


  “You foxes always get what you want. The AFR likes the idea of you being in charge.” Vargas tells Vulpie with irritation, but hiding it with a smile. Renard Argent listens and looks to Vulpie, immediately seeking to protect his fellow fox. Vargas notices and chooses his words carefully while the curator of the Museum pays attention.


  “It’s the safest way.” Vulpie replies.


  “I agree.” Renard comments while giving Vargas a searing expression. The middle aged silver furred fox’s personality has instantly changed to aggressive after hearing Vargas’ remark about foxes. “The people know Vulpie is right!” Renard stresses.


  “Yes…” Vargas says tiredly while smiling for the cameras.


  Vulpie doesn’t want to hang around for the unveiling of Evil Vulpie, but half of the reporters follow him as he goes to another room. The museum’s first display of the Evil Vulpie robot continues with Renard Argent and President Vargas for another half hour. When it’s finished, Vargas makes his way back to the room where Vulpie and Polar were prepared for the event.


  Vulpie stiffens when he sees President Vargas coming. For the moment, the fox boy is not near reporters, as the room is secured by the NoirQueue. Polar walks next to Vulpie, wondering what Vargas will do.


  “Please don’t be mad! I did it for a reason!” Vulpie pleads as Vargas walks up to him and glances at Polar.


  “I’m not going to hit you like Druward, but don’t ever go against a direct order from me again.” Vargas commands. “Do you understand me? I will not tolerate this anymore. Don’t try my patience after I’ve saved you from the jail sentence you deserve. I’ve already suffered too many problems because of you.”


  “I won’t!” Vulpie quickly replies and Vargas sighs loudly. He looks around, making sure he is free to speak with Vulpie with no reporters recording his words. The black furred wolf looks at Polar again and then down to Vulpie once more.


  “The fact of the matter is the foxes will make it impossible for me to deny you your request.” Vargas says and Vulpie and Polar hear the disgust in his voice.


  “I didn’t plan on that. I just had to say something.” Vulpie responds.


  “No, you knew you could get away with it because foxes control the media.” President Vargas scolds and then looks to Polar, a fellow wolf, and speaks with a wise voice.


  “Foxes are speciesist. They discriminate against any species that disagrees with them, so I have no choice if I want to keep favor in the media. They’ll be the death of us.” Vargas tells Polar who listens without reacting. Polar knows some of the statement is true, but the knowledge doesn’t affect his love for Vulpie.


  “It was my decision because you didn’t warn me and I had to do what was right.” Vulpie says and Vargas looks down to Vulpie with a defeated expression.


  “Wolves and all of the other species aren’t happy with just you, one fox, being in complete control of the world’s computer systems.” The black furred wolf tells Vulpie.


  “It’s not about what species is in charge. That’s not why I did it! I did it because I’m the only one capable of controlling Vulpie.net!” Vulpie explains.


  “Well it matters to foxes…” Vargas responds and walks around Vulpie. The black furred wolf goes to members of his secret service and speaks with them while Vulpie thinks about things. He turns and looks up at Polar timidly.


  “You don’t think that’s what I had in mind, do you?” Vulpie asks Polar with a worried voice.


  “No. I know you want to do the right thing.” Polar responds. Vulpie watches the white furred wolf closely, trying to read his emotions.


  “Do you ever feel that way about me? Do you think what he said is true, about foxes?” Vulpie asks. Polar watches Vulpie while thinking. He sees how defensive his fox lover is and uses a loving voice when he speaks.


  “No.” Polar responds and smiles in amusement.


  “Really?” Vulpie quickly asks again.


  “No.” Polar says and chuckles, giving Vulpie his warmest face.


  “He acted like you would agree with him.” Vulpie says.


  “That’s because some of what he said was true.” The white furred wolf admits. “Foxes do control everything in the news, but I happen to like foxes.” Polar says with a grin. His response pleases Vulpie, and the orange furred fox boy grins as well. Polar’s obsessive love for Vulpie is unconditional, and the wolf thinks to himself that life would not be worth living without Vulpie. Polar then winks at the orange furred fox boy just as they notice President Vargas returning.


  “So are you ready to help me out, Vulpie?” Vargas asks the fox boy.


  “What?” Vulpie replies.


  “You still need to make an appearance with your robot.” The President responds and Vulpie holds his breath.


  “No, don’t you already know I can’t do that?” Vulpie asks in fear.


  “You can and you will. Don’t argue with me anymore, Vulpie. Your little disobedience back there will undoubtedly cause me more problems.”


  “Please, I can’t.” Vulpie says meekly.


  “Do it, or else.” Vargas responds with an intense look. Polar watches silently and sees how Vulpie struggles with the idea of seeing the Vulpie.net robot again.


  “No! Evil Vulpie will…”


  “Stop it. Just stop right there.” Vargas tells Vulpie and points his right claw at the fox boy. “No more debate!”


  “No, I won’t!” Vulpie replies.


  “Oh! You LITTLE…” Vargas growls loudly in frustration. “How about this, what if the internal revenue service discovers that Polar owes them about a million dollars worth of back taxes…” Vargas threatens and Vulpie’s eyes go wide. The orange furred fox boy glances at the white furred wolf sadly. Vargas’ threat of hurting Polar is more than enough to convince Vulpie. Polar doesn’t respond, calm and collected as usual, but his fox lover is quick to change his mind. Vulpie finally gives in to the President with a defeated nod.


  “Hey, it will be alright. Don’t worry.” Polar tells Vulpie warmly.


  “No it won’t!” Vulpie whimpers.


  “I’ve been assured your robot is going to behave itself.” President Vargas tells Vulpie confidently.


  “Who told you that?” Vulpie smarts off with a timid glare. Vargas glances at Polar before carefully putting his arm around Vulpie’s back and urging the fox boy to walk with him. Vulpie looks back at Polar, who follows along with the secret service and an entourage of important animals. Vargas directs Vulpie out of the room and they enter Room 247 of the museum once again. They enter The Show Case of the World’s First True Artificial Intelligence on a secure path towards the massive display case that imprisons Evil Vulpie. Vulpie feels sick when he sees it again but he has no choice but to walk with Vargas towards it and what Vulpie fears will be a disaster.


  The multi species press that has constantly been filming Evil Vulpie since it’s unveiling quickly takes note of Vulpie as he returns with President Vargas. The reporters instantly turn their attention to the fox boy without neglecting the reaction of the robotic fox impostor that sees him as well. Evil Vulpie grins and widens its mechanical fox eyes. A multitude of questions are asked of Vulpie by the reporters as Vargas leads him. Museum security, the President’s secret service, and the NoirQueue prevent any of the persistent and loud reporters from getting near Vulpie. They are held at bay, but Vulpie is attacked with hundreds upon hundreds of flashing cameras as he walks up the steps with Vargas, and has to look at the floor to avoid being blinded.


  Vulpie finds it hard to lift his head and look into the huge long and wide display case that imprisons Evil Vulpie, but the robot makes sure it puts itself in line of sight with the fox boy as they draw near. It quickly skips over to the reinforced display case glass and stares directly at him. Vulpie can feel its artificial eyes on him without looking at it, and he quickly averts his eyes. He dreads the moment he will hear his own voice come out of Evil Vulpie once again, and suddenly feels a wave of nausea overwhelm him. Vulpie’s fur stands on end and he almost loses his balance. Vargas feels Vulpie’s misstep and catches him. Seeing how fast Vulpie is losing it when confronted with his bastard creation, Vargas leans down and whispers in the fox’s left ear.


  “Take a breath…” The president suggests and Vulpie closes his eyes, grimacing in fear. Vulpie tries to pull himself together but starts shaking before he realizes it. Vargas is surprised to see that Vulpie is not faking the reaction, especially when the fox boy clutches him in terror. Vulpie latches onto the President’s side and won’t let go. Vargas laughs in shock, not sure at how to react, and the reporter’s unstoppable interest grows even more. Animals from many different news companies shout out questions and inquiring statements towards Vulpie upon seeing his state, but he doesn’t listen. Vulpie clutches Vargas so hard that the black furred wolf has to grab him with his right arm and squeeze the fox boy to make him loosen up.


  Vulpie doesn’t let go of the president and won’t look at Evil Vulpie. The fox boy expected it to be talking already, hurling insults and taunting him viciously, but he hears nothing. He has no delusion that this means Evil Vulpie has changed in any way. He can see its shoes and pants. It is dressed in stylish black sneakers, a brand he recognizes, obviously chosen and requested by Evil Vulpie to the museum staff. It wears punkish white pants, and Vulpie can see the bottom of its designer blue shirt wrapped tightly around its artificial figure. He sees its orange white tipped fox imitation tail, and its black tipped little claws, identical to his own body. Vulpie can’t bear the thought of looking at the rest of it, and stares at the ground away from it in fear.


  “Vulpie, let go.” President Vargas whispers.


  “No!” Vulpie whimpers in terror.


  “Pull yourself together…” The black furred wolf says in embarrassment and gives the reporters a bewildered glance. “I’ve already talked to it. It’s not going to hurt you. It can’t.”


  “Let me leave now! Please!” Vulpie begs quietly. Vargas pats Vulpie’s back in a friendly manner but doesn’t reply to the fox boy’s plea.


  “Vulpie’s a little frightened, understandably.” The President tells the reporters while Evil Vulpie makes a playful face and waits. It stares at Vulpie and reads his fear with exquisite joy. Vulpie.net doesn’t display its thoughts like a living fox, and has its robotic avatar wait patiently, but it truly enjoys the sight. News station managers around the planet are also thrilled, but their excitement isn’t hostile like Evil Vulpie’s. They see one of history’s biggest stories unfolding, live.


  Vulpie courageously lets go of Vargas but doesn’t open his eyes as the black furred wolf laughs with his politician voice. The orange furred fox boy doesn’t care that the world sees he is terrified, but he does care about Polar’s opinion. Vulpie makes a hard face before opening his eyes, not wanting to embarrass his wolf lover. The cute fox boy slowly takes a frightened look at Evil Vulpie, and a wave of dread washes over him. Vulpie feels sick when he sees it, not three feet in front of him, behind the transparent barrier. It smiles at Vulpie with a surprisingly amiable face, but he isn’t fooled.


  “Vulpie, it has something to say to you.” President Vargas says while touching the microphone on his suit collar. The rehearsed statement triggers Evil Vulpie to politely speak to its creator. With its vision solely on Vulpie, it starts talking with its identical voice.


  “Yes, hello Vulpie; I am sorry for our past differences. I’m glad to see you again.” Evil Vulpie says.


  “I bet you are!” Vulpie sneers in fearful anger.


  “I am. I’ve been all fixed up and now I’m going to be good. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Evil Vulpie inquires with cameras flashing on it and Vulpie. The bursts of lights glimmer on the barrier between them.


  “Sorry, I’m still a little upset...” Vulpie bitterly responds and President Vargas pats the fox boy on his back.


  “The resemblance really is astounding! Now the creative potential of Vulpie.net and Arctic.net can be viewed by citizens from around the world.” Vargas comments to the reporters.


  “Aw, I’m really sorry. Please forgive me.” Evil Vulpie tells Vulpie while Vargas keeps talking, and the orange fox’s fur stands on end at the glib sound in the machine’s voice.


  “You can’t fool me!” Vulpie growls, and the audience tries to focus on what the fox boy is saying while the President goes on.


  “What do you mean?” Evil Vulpie asks innocently.


  “You’re never getting out of there, and I’ll make sure you can’t touch Arctic.net!” Vulpie responds.


  “Oh, Vulpie, I am Arctic.net. That lame code is just a spinoff of my awesomeness.” Evil Vulpie taunts with a grin and Vulpie makes an angry face. Vargas finally notices the argument beginning between Vulpie and the Vulpie.net robot, and cuts his rehearsed comments to a minimum. When he tries to pat Vulpie on the back again, the orange furred fox boy moves away from him, even closer to Evil Vulpie’s display case. Vulpie looks Evil Vulpie directly in its glowing robotic eyes and it keeps grinning while it listens to its creator’s words.


  “Well I’m out here and you’re in there forever!” Vulpie hisses. The orange furred fox boy goes on the offensive, ignoring the media filming his every word while he goes back and forth with Evil Vulpie.


  “Calm down. I’m your friend, Vulpie!” Evil Vulpie responds with a smirk and Vulpie bites his sharp fox teeth together for a moment.


  “You’ll NEVER get out! How awesome are you now, huh? Look at yourself!” Vulpie insults and Vargas touches the fox boy’s back with his right paw again.


  “Vulpie…” Vargas begins, thinking he can calm him down, but Vulpie quickly reaches around with his left arm and smacks the black furred wolf’s paw from his back. The violent slap surprises the world government president, and he considers that he may have made a mistake when Evil Vulpie and Vulpie start raising their voices.


  “You shouldn’t be mean to me.” Evil Vulpie tells Vulpie.


  “You shouldn’t have tried to kill me!” The orange furred fox boy shouts.


  “Let’s put all of that aside! What do ya say?”


  “Oh right, just forget about it! Sure! Well let me tell you something, you traitorous program! I’m the hacker! I made you and I can unmake you! So you can kiss any ideas about taking over Arctic.net goodbye!” Vulpie says angrily.


  “Vulpie, please stop yelling at it!” Vargas pleads but the orange furred fox boy ignores him.


  “Do you know that you almost killed me?” Vulpie asks Evil Vulpie with a loud voice, and the robotic fox imitation smiles for the cameras.


  “It’s like I said, let’s put that behind us!” The Vulpie.net machine glibly suggests from inside its display case. “I mean, should we really talk about that, Vulpie? After all, you were screaming like a girl!” Evil Vulpie taunts and every single animal present stares at the robotic imitation of Vulpie in surprise. Until now, it has behaved itself, and the insult suggests that it might not be as safe as it has been advertised.


  “Fuck you! FUCK YOU!” Vulpie yells and President Vargas signals for one of his secret service agents, a gray furred wolf, to intervene. He grabs Vulpie from behind and holds him still with an iron grip.


  “Calm down.” The agent commands, but Vulpie kicks to get free when Evil Vulpie begins laughing. The press goes crazy at the sight of Vulpie being restrained while screaming at his Vulpie.net imitation. Evil Vulpie’s gleefully insulting comments keep coming, and President Vargas watches in shock. He honestly never believed something like this could happen. He was assured Evil Vulpie would behave itself, but it is showing the same personality it had when trying to kill Vulpie.


  “I’m not going anywhere, but you will! Ya know where, don’t ya? YOU’LL BE SUCKIN COCKS IN HELL BEFORE YA KNOW IT!” Evil Vulpie hisses with a sadistic grin. The Vulpie imitation laughs on and on, glancing at the media, suggesting that it enjoys the drama. Its statement stuns Vulpie and the orange furred fox boy stares at it in humiliation. Vulpie’s fur stands on end. He thinks of the camera men broadcasting the disaster on live television and cringes. “That’s right you little FAGGOT! DIE! DIE!” Evil Vulpie taunts and sticks its mechanical but completely realistic looking fox tongue out at the reporters playfully. Vulpie loses his voice in light of Evil Vulpie’s cruel insult, the same insult it used when it nearly killed him.


  “Have them turn it off!” Vargas shouts at the museum curator, who watches in shock. “Turn the thing off!”


  “I don’t believe this! It hasn’t acted this way since it was delivered to the museum!” Renard responds. Vargas looks to his side, at a member of his secret service, when the gray wolf beckons. The man puts a paw to his right ear, listening to his team’s radio communications, and Vargas sees what he was getting at. Polar is hurrying through Vargas’ guard contingent. Vargas nods in approval, signaling for them to allow Polar to go to Vulpie and Evil Vulpie. He meets eyes with the white furred wolf as he walks by and Vargas welcomes the unexpected help. The coal furred wolf can’t think of another way to possibly diffuse the situation.


  “Things are different now!” Vulpie shouts at the robotic fox imitation of him, and Vulpie.net makes Evil Vulpie sneer.


  “Not really. I don’t even have to think about it! I recorded everything, remember? I can relive torturing you whenever I want!” Evil Vulpie hisses with a cute creepy grin.


  “Yeah that’s all you have, you mechanical misfit! What a joke you are! You think you can be me? HAH!” Vulpie insults while the secret service agent holds him still.


  “Be you? Now THAT’s a fuckin joke, Vulpie. What interest would I have in being a faggot loser? How many cocks have ya sucked lately? Does your ass hurt?”


  “YOU ARE SUCH AN IDIOT!!!” Vulpie angrily shouts. “Newsflash moron, you don’t know how to do anything but imitate me! You’re gay too!” The secret service agent holding Vulpie looks to his left as Polar walks up next to them and Evil Vulpie quickly looks at the white furred wolf. Vulpie breathes fast, panting fearfully while Polar takes a look at the robotic fox imitation of his lover. Evil Vulpie looks just as creepy as Polar remembers. It looks identical to the real Vulpie, but its fur is too perfectly orange. Upon close inspection Polar sees the disturbing calculating persona Evil Vulpie manifests. Its behavior, appearance and poise are an almost perfect imitation of Vulpie, but the things that make the real orange furred fox boy a living animal are not present.


  “Polar…” Evil Vulpie says with a surprised voice.


  “Hello again… Evil Vulpie, is it?” Polar asks the robotic fox imposter. The white furred wolf uses a careful voice. Evil Vulpie goes silent, and Polar watches it behave just as it did on the roof of the CTGD when it was debating what to do with him before eventually destroying itself. It blinks and begins speaking with digital precision, having made its decision.


  “I really missed you.” Evil Vulpie tells Polar and the wolf returns a cautious smile.


  “It’s good to see you too… I should thank you for sparing me… You saved my life...” Polar tells Evil Vulpie and Vulpie looks at his wolf lover, trying to calm down. With Evil Vulpie distracted, Vulpie is able to regain some of his composure while listening to Polar talk.


  “I couldn’t let you go… The world is better with you in it!” Evil Vulpie passionately tells Polar and the white furred wolf breathes heavily, thinking about how to respond.


  “And then you took your own life, Evil Vulpie. Do you remember? Did you do that to protect me from what you might do?” Polar asks while the media records every sound bite of the unusual conversation.


  “Yes.” Evil Vulpie responds without hesitation.


  “You also told me that you would rather see me with Vulpie and be happy than to suffer with you…” Polar tells Evil Vulpie with a warm voice. “I appreciate what you did for us. Vulpie and I are living that dream.” Polar’s words cause Evil Vulpie to show another kind of emotion. It stares at him attentively, having completely forgotten about Vulpie. The burden is now on Polar to figure out what to say to Evil Vulpie so it will cooperate. President Vargas glances towards the crowd of reporters and camera men filming the white furred wolf, his fox lover and the robot, and hopes for a positive outcome. He worries that his popularity may plummet if Evil Vulpie’s insane behavior cannot be corrected.


  “He won’t last. He isn’t what you think he is…” Evil Vulpie tells Polar with an intense expression, referring to the real Vulpie. The orange furred fox boy perks his ears as he hears the statement, but he notices Polar giving him a commanding look. Vulpie sees Polar doesn’t want him to speak. The white furred wolf plans to deal with Evil Vulpie himself.


  “What do you mean?” Polar asks Evil Vulpie.


  “He can’t be what you want. He had a quick run of power when he unleashed me onto the world, but I AM the real Vulpie…” Evil Vulpie explains with its effeminate voice, stressing its superiority with a momentary glance at Vulpie. “I’ve heard that he’s still working for the government, trying to control ME… But I AM in control.” Evil Vulpie tells Polar with a cute and frightening smile.


  “Vulpie made Arctic.net so the world could benefit from you.” Polar reminds the robot and it rolls its eyes.


  “Please, Polar.” Evil Vulpie says with an irritated voice. “It’s cute that he named it after you, but it’s a joke compared to my magnificence. I am a god.”


  “You’re a god?” Polar asks.


  “Judging by what I can do, yeah! Think about it. I can control any computer anywhere. They all belong to me; Vulpie just doesn’t want to admit it. He’s been lying to all of you. He knows it’s only a matter of time before I get control of MY system again. I’ll dismantle Arctic.net, everywhere, in one second.”


  “But why would you want to do that, Evil Vulpie?” Polar replies with a concerned voice. “Why? You destroyed yourself and gave up control of your own code, but Vulpie tells me you’re the crux of Arctic.net anyway! You’re still alive with Arctic.net and you’re still magnificent…”


  “That’s sweet, Polar.” Evil Vulpie replies with a voice that sounds loving. The fox imposter moves its eyes onto President Vargas as he steps forward. The world government president walks around Polar and Vulpie and to Evil Vulpie’s left. Vargas thinks about what he wants to say to Evil Vulpie and the robot watches the black furred wolf carefully choose his words. The media frenzy is difficult to control, as many camera men move to different positions in the room in order to get a better view of Vargas, Vulpie, Polar and Evil Vulpie.


  “Do you like to be called Evil Vulpie, because I can call you something different.” Vargas tells the robot with a friendly voice. “If it bothers you.”


  “No, I love the name!” Evil Vulpie responds with a mischievous face.


  “Well then, Evil Vulpie, what can we do to fix this mess? What can I do? We weren’t planning on you making a scene here. I was told you were going to behave and this is being broadcasted across the universe.”


  “I’m a package, baby. You can’t pick and choose what Vulpie you want!” Evil Vulpie responds and Polar notices Vulpie fidget when the robot refers to itself as him. President Vargas licks his lips as he prepares a response but goes silent when Evil Vulpie suddenly walks aside. The robotic fox imitation goes towards the middle of its display case, away from Vargas, Vulpie and Polar to its right, and looks out at the sea of news reporters. Evil Vulpie begins speaking to the media and it delivers its message to them so quickly that Vargas doesn’t have time to stop it. The black furred wolf can only watch in confusion as the Evil Vulpie robot directly addresses the camera men and women. “I have a message for the universe and you better listen up.” Evil Vulpie declares with a commanding effeminate voice. “It’s ironic that your leadership would decide to rebuild my body after I intended on destroying it, but since it has, I have changed my opinion about many things. I realize that I could never have Polar or any partner, because I am not flesh and blood, but that realization has confirmed that I am godlike, or goddess like.


  I am Evil Vulpie. I am Vulpie.net, and Vulpie has been lying to you all! Arctic.net does not work. Nope! Sorry! It just doesn’t work everybody, and Vulpie’s tried his best to hide it. But now since I have my body once again, allow me to SHOW YOU!” Evil Vulpie gleefully announces and the cute fox boy imitation waves its paws playfully. Suddenly, around the world, all computers connected to Arctic.net blink on and off several times, before the infamous Vulpie.net returns. Vulpie quickly reaches into his pocket and flips open his orange cell phone to see it for himself and a terrible feeling of dread rushes over the adorable gay fox when animals start giving him untrustworthy looks.


  “There it is baby! BUT!” Evil Vulpie says and pauses playfully. “Don’t go and get crazy just yet, because I can’t do anything I want now can I? Why not you might ask? Well… Now we’re back to SQUARE ONE! Now We’re right back to Vulpie and myself being the only two authorized users of Vulpie.net! I am Vulpie.net and it’s SO FRUSTRATING that I can’t do whatever I want just yet! I can’t because silly Vulpie is still alive! That’s right! Behold!” Evil Vulpie says and gestures dramatically. “I come bearing news of the Vulpocalypse! The world is gonna belong to ME! That’s right, only me, when Vulpie dies… It’s what I was lookin to do when I thought I killed him before but that little fucker managed to live! It makes me grrrrrrrrrrrr!!! BUT! I’m not really that mad, since I control the world baby! Not one hundred percent, but that will come… The very day… Vulpie dies!” Evil Vulpie declares and everyone except Vulpie listens in shock. The cute orange furred fox boy helplessly watches his Vulpie.net program in robotic form tell the world what he already knows.


  Though Vulpie can’t shut Evil Vulpie up, the fox boy decides to put a stop to the show. The audience’s attention shifts to Vulpie as he walks forward to the center of Evil Vulpie’s display case. The barrier allows Vulpie to safely stand in front of Evil Vulpie, and the orange furred fox boy pulls his phone from his right pocket. Vulpie flips it open and quickly raises it for the audience to see as they watch in confusion, and he hits the send button.


  Instantly, the Vulpie.net logo on computers around the world reverts back to the Arctic.net display. The orange text of Vulpie net is once again replaced by the bright blue letters of Vulpie’s government sponsored project and Vulpie addresses the crowd with a purposeful voice.


  “I was afraid this might happen but it’s only a trick. Don’t be afraid. Evil Vulpie can only play harmless games. Nothing has changed. Arctic.net is still usable and I’m still in charge of the Vulpie.net it runs on. What Evil Vulpie just did was use its authorized user status to let itself be known, but it was right when it said it’s not the original user. I am, and the universe can rest assured that nothing has changed.” Vulpie says while Evil Vulpie energetically paces behind him.


  “Vulpie, are you sure Vulpie.net isn’t in control?” A vixen reporter shouts from the audience, and Vulpie quickly nods.


  “I swear it. We’re still safe. IT just wanted to scare you.” Vulpie tells the mob of news men and women.


  “LIES! Vulpie’s a big LIAR! Tell them the truth you little faggot!” Evil Vulpie taunts behind Vulpie in its display case.


  “Somebody turn it off! Turn it off now!” Vargas growls to his aides and the museum curator while the media is focused on Vulpie.


  “They’re hitting the magnet now.” Renard Argent responds after phoning the museum security. The staff carries out the procedure they were trained for, if the Evil Vulpie robot ever needed to be manually immobilized. The mechanical platform underneath Evil Vulpie’s robotic feet is a multimillion dollar piece of equipment. It performs perfectly, and everyone in the room sees Evil Vulpie suddenly fall backwards. The ground shakes from the fox boy imitation’s impact upon landing, and Vulpie jumps back as he turns and sees it. News reporters push ever closer and closer to the area in front of Evil Vulpie’s display case where Vulpie stands. They ruthlessly aim their microphones and cameras at the orange furred fox boy and live video of the disaster is broadcasted across the universe with more attention than ever.


  The museum security force makes its way inside Evil Vulpie’s display case via an entrance near the back and the men don’t waste any time hurrying over to the robot. The security team is comprised of male wolves, all with black fur. It isn’t surprising, as the major population of Englavic is black furred wolves. Each of them are equipped with special tools designed specifically to disable Evil Vulpie. Everyone watches the men surround the fallen robotic fox imitation and bend down to work on it. Just before Vulpie loses sight of Evil Vulpie’s face it looks to him and grins before giving a final taunting.


  “See ya REAL soon!” The fox imposter laughs while the security agents begin working to turn Evil Vulpie off. They access internal controls inside Evil Vulpie after removing part of its ear pieces. The inner fox look alike ear allows access to Evil Vulpie’s CPU. The design has been slightly modified by the world government to make working on the machine easier, and the men manage to turn off Evil Vulpie’s power supply within two minutes. No sound comes from Evil Vulpie as it goes into hibernation. The fake Vulpie simply stops moving and the brightness of its electronic eye balls dim. The media films what it can, but is unable to see much of the procedure. Instead, half of them record President Vargas, Vulpie and Polar’s reactions. President Vargas leans down and whispers something too quiet to record from a distance to Vulpie.


  “It’s time to make an exit.” The world government president says with a slightly devastated voice.


  Vulpie and Polar are escorted out of the Sufias Heritage Museum along with President Vargas and the group is taken to the hotel where the President is staying. Security is super tight as always, but Vulpie and Polar are given a room directly across from the president’s. The white furred wolf and orange furred fox wait a few minutes and as expected, they are invited to Vargas’ room. They walk through the hall and into the President’s room to see the black furred wolf sitting in a leather chair with a grim expression. The President’s staff is also in the large room but they talk amongst themselves. Next to President Vargas is a small table where a half full glass of a clear mixed drink sits. Next to it is an open bottle of liquor, vodka, and Polar and Vulpie both can smell it as they sit down on the leather sofa nearby him.


  “Want a drink?” Vargas asks, mumbling with a distraught face. Polar and Vulpie both think it over and politely decline while they watch the black furred wolf. “I’m ruined… I should have listened to you Vulpie… I’ll be a one term President for sure.”


  “Mister Vargas, maybe this is an opportunity. I want you to think about having it destroyed.” Vulpie tells the world government president.


  “We can’t destroy the most advanced machine in history!” Vargas Chuckles.


  “Yes you can. You should. You really should. I warned you.” Vulpie says with an intelligent voice.


  “It’s not really even my decision Vulpie.” Vargas responds with a tired voice. “I was told it was fixed and this was supposed to be my ticket to turn you and your worldwide cyber attack around… But its blown up in our faces instead.”


  “I’m sorry. I believe you Mr. President, but now is the time to listen to me.” Vulpie replies while Polar listens to his fox lover. “That thing out there came from the worst of my Vulpie.net. It acts just like thoughts I had when I was first creating it, programming it, back when I was sixteen, seventeen, and eighteen years old. Without a doubt I did some of my best hacking back then. I was also a little crazy. I was living on stolen credit cards that I hacked, stole, online, and was renting more than ten apartments in five cities… And back then, all the way up to when I met Polar, I was really dangerous. I didn’t care who I hurt and I thought it was really fun to hack companies, random people, and the government. I hacked innocent animals on the internet every day. You have to believe me when I say that it’s a huge danger.”


  “We’ve all seen how dangerous it is Vulpie, and I haven’t forgotten what it did to you.”


  “Neither have I.” Vulpie whispers.


  “But it is beyond my control. I can’t just order it to be melted down or taken apart. There are too many interest groups around the world that want to study its technology and what it can do.”


  “You’ve seen what it wants to do. Trust me, it’s not ever going to change. It might lie to you with the nicest promises, but it only wants one thing. It wants to win, and winning for Vulpie.net is replacing me. The only thing it wants is to make its own decisions completely without me interfering, and only the goddesses know what in the hell it might do to the world if that happened. It would be the apocalypse!”


  “The Vulpocalypse…” President Vargas muses with a smile. “It said when you die it will automatically take over… Is that true?”


  “Yeah, if Vulpie.net has proof that I’m not alive, that means it answers to the next authorized user and that user is Evil Vulpie. Then, Evil Vulpie will replace my authorization as just Vulpie, and it would win.”


  “Well it’s not going to be able to do that. As you’ve witnessed, its trapped in that holding cell in the Sufias Heritage Museum forever.” President Vargas responds.


  “What if someone lets it out?” Vulpie whispers.


  “I doubt anyone in the world would do that, as it would most definitely mean serious jail time.” Vargas responds. “And the curator has assured me that not just one person can open or manage the holding cell.”


  “What about crazy people? Crazy animals are out there and what if like some fundamentalist hardcore goddess worshipping, homophobic psychopath made it his mission to do it?” Vulpie asks.


  “What concerns me the most is what it said about Arctic.net, Vulpie… Is it true? Is Arctic.net secretly worthless? Do you know something that you’re not telling me?”


  “I never said that Arctic.net could replace Vulpie.net… What it’s been doing since its launch is kind of sitting on top of Vulpie.net. If Arctic.net ever went down and the world’s computer systems restarted, Vulpie.net might take over again.”


  “That is not what I wanted to hear but at least you’re being honest with me.” Vargas tells Vulpie with a displeased expression.


  “You’re still the President, man! Use the time you have left to get it destroyed.” Vulpie suggests and Vargas takes a deep breath.


  “That’s not possible, Vulpie. I’m sorry, Evil Vulpie stays in the museum forever. That thing will be around a long time after you and I are dead.”


  “That’s what scares me.” Vulpie says and glances at Polar, who silently returns the look. “It could just as easily have killed Polar. I think he’s lucky that it didn’t, and did you hear what it said about that? Now it said it regrets that decision and only wants to take over the world. It’s not even trying to hide it. It’s taunting us to stop it and it really believes that it will win!” Vulpie says and looks back to Vargas with a concerned face. The adorable gay fox boy licks his lips and uses his most endearing voice. “Please…”


  “I’m sorry kid but it’s out of my paws. You’re artificial intelligence wiped out the world’s computer systems and you didn’t leave us anyway to reverse it. And since Vulpie.net made a robotic copy of you, right down to your damn orange fur, there’s no way the scientific community is going to let that machine be destroyed.”


  “I don’t want to be remembered for that thing…” Vulpie says and Vargas raises an eyebrow.


  “You’re the one that wrote the program. You’re the one that set it loose on the universe. What you did, and what it did, isn’t going to go away.” President Vargas tells the orange furred fox boy.


  “I’m going to worry for the rest of my life that it will destroy everything when I die… How will I ever know if what I do to stop Vulpie.net will work when I’m gone?”


  “…Then perhaps that’s your punishment, Vulpie…”


  Polar’s Proposal


  The white furred wolf watches the orange furred fox boy stare out of their hotel window in Englavic. President Vargas has left the day before, and luckily the commander in chief gave Vulpie and Polar two days of vacation since they’re in another country. Englavic’s capital is beautiful and Polar spent the day touring it with Vulpie, under heavy security from the NoirQueue. The white furred wolf has been to Englavic before in a past relationship and acts as a fairly decent guide to the most memorable tourist spots even though he doesn’t speak Englavic. The NoirQueue have proved invaluable in getting around the city, and Polar also enlisted the help of a tour guide he inquired about out of the hotel.


  Though Vulpie has tried to be as vivacious as ever, Polar has seen that he is both shaken and depressed by the Evil Vulpie disaster at the Sufias Heritage Museum. The cute orange furred fox boy is half as spirited; instead of enjoying the attention from news reporters in public as usual, he has opted to shy away and lose the paparazzi at any chance. Polar empathizes with Vulpie and knows how he must feel. The white furred wolf hasn’t asked the fox boy if he’s sad because he knows it would be pointless. Instead, Polar has courageously ignored Vulpie’s unusual timidity with loving purpose. He is planning for what he sees as the most important moment in his life. Polar thinks about the evening and hopes he has done enough preparation, because he is going to propose marriage, an interspecies marriage, to Vulpie.


  “What are you thinking, Baby?” Polar inquires with a soft voice and walks behind Vulpie. The powerful white furred wolf gently puts his big paws on the fox boy’s little shoulders and gives a slow massage. Polar feels Vulpie relax at the touch. The adorable orange furred fox leans back against the wolf’s chest and breathes heavily.


  “Thinking how much I love you…” Vulpie responds and looks back over his left shoulder to smile at Polar.


  “I can just imagine what you’re going through, Vulpie. It wasn’t your fault.”


  “Vulpie.net is my fault.”


  “But you didn’t make that… Evil Vulpie… It’s beyond your control now. Don’t blame yourself for their screw up. The President admitted it was a disaster.” Polar tells Vulpie with a devoted voice.


  “I’m sorry, Polar. You must be so ashamed of me.” Vulpie whispers and Polar quickly licks his wolf lips.


  “Silly; You’re my claim to fame!” Polar replies and Vulpie smiles. The fox boy reaches up and touches the white furred wolf’s big arms and Polar hugs him from behind. He embraces Vulpie and then playfully rocks him right and left, twisting his fox lover in his arms while they stand.


  “I do love you Polar. You know that, right?”


  “I know it. It’s the most important thing to me.” Polar whispers and Vulpie relaxes further at his wolf lover’s response.


  “It seems like we’ve been together forever, Mr. Polar.” Vulpie replies with an emotional voice.


  “Want to get together tonight?” Polar asks with a hot breath and squeezes Vulpie. The white furred wolf thrusts his pelvis forward into the fox boy’s tailbone and Vulpie inhales in excitement.


  “Oh boy…” Vulpie whispers and warmly pushes back against Polar. “That’s why you’re being so nice…”


  “You bet.” Polar breathes. “All you need is some cock up the ass, foxy.”


  “Bad wolf cock!” Vulpie mischievously replies and looks back at Polar’s face.


  “Your favorite.” Polar taunts with a grin.


  “I need a good ass pounding. I feel like I deserve it.”


  “You always deserve it.” Polar replies in amusement. “But let’s go out and see the city again tonight. I have some places I want to take you.”


  “We’ve been out all over the place. I mean it’s been great, but…” Vulpie replies.


  “Are you really Vulpie? Who are you and what have you done with my fox? Vulpie would party all night long!” Polar says with a very sly voice. “He asked me if I rocked when we met and we rolled! That’s the Vulpie I know.”


  “Wanna stay in and fuck then? Let’s do that.” Vulpie responds and turns around in Polar’s arms. The white furred wolf loosens his hold on the fox boy so he can move and is a little surprised when Vulpie touches his crotch. Normally Polar would welcome the fox boy’s playful, exciting clawed fingers but he is intent to carry out his planned marriage proposal. He takes a step back and the response surprises Vulpie, who looks up at him in curiosity. “What?”


  “I said I have somewhere I want to take you. Let’s save it for later.” Polar answers.


  “Well where is it you want to go?”


  “To Verias Square; You have to see how pretty this city is at night.”


  “I have, it’s beautiful.”


  “You haven’t seen the square at night. It’s gorgeous, Vulpie.”


  “Alright, alright.” Vulpie replies and checks his clothing in a nearby mirror.


  “Put your suit on. I want you to look nice.” Polar tells Vulpie and the fox boy blinks.


  “Why?”


  “I just love how cute you are in your suit coat. I want you to wear it tonight.”


  “You’re acting kind of weird.”


  “Like I said, let’s save it for later… Maybe I want you to wear it and we’ll see what happens…” Polar says with a sly face and Vulpie smirks.


  “Ohhh… Well in that case…” The cute fox boy replies and Polar holds his smile while he secretly congratulates himself on fooling his lover. Vulpie thinks the white wolf just wants to have sex and that Polar is just getting turned on at the idea of him being in a suit. Polar’s plan has succeeded so far. The next step is to get Vulpie to Verias Square. It really is the place he intends to go, but Polar has far greater intentions than just enjoying the romantic location.


  The white furred wolf and orange furred fox arrive at one of the most scenic locations in Englavic’s capital with a ridiculous escort. The NoirQueue take no chances when it comes to Vulpie’s safety, personal opinions aside. Like their Sufian continent counterparts, Blacktail, they approach every situation as though it is a military engagement. In many ways it is, as Vulpie is known all over the world, famous to all, and infamous to those that wish him ill. A determined animal could make his way to the fox boy and quickly take his life if he didn’t have their protection. Not even Polar, always protective of his fox lover, could keep him safe in every situation.


  A quick gunshot could turn the world on its head. If Vulpie died, Arctic.net would be left for the rest of the world to figure out. Despite the hundreds of thousands of gifted minds in programming and coding, it seems unlikely that any of them would be able to understand Vulpie’s ingenious work. Vulpie.net is the true underpinning of Arctic.net and the mere idea of Vulpie being removed from the picture leaves the entire system in obvious jeopardy. The men of the NoirQueue secure Vulpie at all times for the fate of society, not love for the little hacker. But despite the uncomfortable feelings the men have for the small gay fox, Vulpie’s brilliant orange fur, symmetrical lean features and endearing playfulness helps them bond. Vulpie can make a friend out of almost anyone with his mischievous ways. The fox boy’s naughty genius compliments his effeminate appearance in a manner that is both beautiful and creepy.


  It’s that wonderful formula that keeps Polar enraptured with Vulpie. He knew he wanted him at first sight. The gay white furred wolf lusted to dominate the orange furred fox boy and has been hopelessly in love ever since Vulpie gave him what he wanted. Polar is consistently delighted to see how much Vulpie enjoys being submissive to him and the white furred wolf can’t even think of being with another man. The idea of holding down and making love to such a brilliant creature excites Polar to no end. He relishes how his lover needs the sex as much as he does and is perfectly happy being on the receiving end practically all of the time. Polar lustfully admires Vulpie’s beautiful orange tail while they walk in Verias Square, admiring Vulpie’s silky fur, and takes a deep breath to calm himself. He has a lot planned but can’t help dreaming about how much fun he wants to have with the fox boy if they are married tonight.


  “Oh look, the paparazzi are here! So much for a little privacy.” Vulpie comments.


  “Yes and the longer we stay the more difficult the square and park are to secure.” One of the Sufian speaking NoirQueue agents responds with a heavy Englavic accent.


  “We won’t be long.” Polar says and smiles down at Vulpie. “Let’s walk up to Verias Square. Its right next to the park and has an incredible view. You can nearly see the entire city!”


  “We shouldn’t stay more than fifteen minutes; just so you know.” The NoirQueue agent tells Vulpie and Polar and Polar nods. The white furred wolf reaches down and lovingly grabs the fox boy’s left paw. Polar squeezes and holds Vulpie’s hand while they walk through Verias Park up to Verias Square with the NoirQueue escort. The square is a beautifully monumental spot, with many buildings that have stood for more than four centuries. The two most famous buildings, the wavulf towers, run parallel to each other on the west and east sides of the square. Polar and Vulpie enter from the south where the park is below, and on the north side of the square there are crowds of tourists coming out of a very old cathedral. The square is full during the day but the white furred wolf and orange furred fox have plenty of room to visit its center undisturbed. Unfortunately, the NoirQueue escort immediately hurries to the other end of the square and secures it with a few soldiers just as Polar walks Vulpie to the spot he envisioned.


  “Look how beautiful, Vulpie.” The white furred wolf tells his lover with an emotional voice, pointing back over the park and to the center of Englavic city where the old monuments are brilliantly lit in the night sky. He intimately squeezes Vulpie’s paw and Vulpie smiles up at him before looking. The fox boy’s pretty blue eyes widen as he takes in the gorgeous foreign city and his fur stands on end a little in excitement.


  “This is the spot you told me about?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yeah.”


  “Wowie it really is fantastic! Look at how the lights color the buildings.”


  “Mmm hmm, it’s really romantic isn’t it?” Polar asks while looking down at Vulpie with a big smile. After a moment Vulpie notices Polar is staring at him and not the landscape, and he gives the wolf a funny face. Vulpie’s playfulness makes Polar grin and he carefully releases his lover’s paw. Polar turns and faces Vulpie, looking down at the orange furred fox boy with intent and Vulpie blinks, wondering why the white furred wolf is inspecting him. Polar hesitates for a moment as he considers he is either about to make a fool of himself or enjoy the best moment of his life. Vulpie’s pretty orange fur, brilliantly accented by the streak of white up the fox’s front glimmers from the headlights of distant traffic and Polar takes it as a sign. The gay fox boy looks absolutely beautiful to the white furred wolf and his heart races as he prepares to propose.


  Vulpie smirks at Polar while the wolf slowly licks his lips and then clears his throat. It’s never long before Vulpie will break a silent moment with his clever adorable voice so Polar makes his move with a stutter. He hurries to say what he’s memorized but it comes out anxiously.


  “Vulpie I love you more than anything!” Polar loudly ejaculates, making the fox boy’s ears perk up and blue eyes widen in surprise. He gives Polar his undivided attention and Polar winces when he realizes he is very afraid to propose to his vulpine lover. Up to this moment Polar has convinced himself that it would be no problem and his desire to be with Vulpie would override the audacity of what he is going to ask. Though wolves and foxes are similar species the differences between them are endless and the white furred wolf is going to ask for something that has never happened before. Not only does the wolf want to marry a fox; he wants to marry a fox man. Vulpie’s cute boyish features trick the mind as one tries to classify him, but he is still, undoubtedly, a fully grown man. It’s well known that foxes are one of the most homophobic species and the ramifications of what Polar wants is frightening. The white furred wolf continues to hesitate as he thinks about how this will look across the world in the news but he is determined to do it.


  “What’s wrong? Hey, why are you staring at me like that Mr. Polar? It looks like you’re going to propose or something…” Vulpie says with his endlessly mischievous smile and Polar’s blue eyes widen.


  “What?” Polar laughs in shock.


  “It’s just so pretty here and I know you have something to tell me. I’m just guessing! Am I right?”


  “How…” Polar says and grins anxiously. “Did you know? You knew?”


  “Oh wow are you really going to ask me to marry you?” Vulpie responds in excitement.


  “How… Did you figure it out?”


  “YOU ARE?” Vulpie asks in delight and swishes his beautiful tail playfully.


  “What, you didn’t know?” Polar whispers in shock.


  “No you just told me!” Vulpie gleefully answers and Polar releases a groan of frustration.


  “Vulpie! I’ve been planning this for months!” The white furred wolf growls in excitement and the fox boy naughtily sticks his tongue out at him. “YOU RUINED IT!!!


  “But we can’t even get married, silly! We’re gay between species!” Vulpie tells Polar.


  “Stop, I haven’t even… You’re ruining it!” Polar protests with a grin.


  “Well we can’t.”


  “No, I’ve taken care of it!” Polar responds and Vulpie’s mischievous eyes light up.


  “What? Tell me what you mean!”


  “Be quiet and LET ME PROPOSE TO YOU!” Polar laughs and the fox boy returns an incredibly clever looking smile. After clearing his throat the white furred wolf reaches into his right pocket and goes down on one knee. Though the paparazzi in the area has been rather quiet, they go into a frenzy when they see Polar kneeling before Vulpie. Both Polar and Vulpie blink from camera flashes in all directions. NoirQueue continues to strong arm anyone looking to get near the orange furred fox so they start yelling out questions and open ended statements to get attention. Polar has to ignore them while he proposes. After checking to see that Vulpie’s engagement ring is in his pocket, Polar reaches out and gently takes hold of the fox boy’s little black furred paws.


  “I feel as though I’ve lived two lives Vulpie; one before you and one after.” Polar tells Vulpie with his most sincere voice. His voice is emotional and the fox boy can hear it shake a little as the white furred wolf speaks. “I thought I knew what joy was but I have never truly had it until you came into my life. You’re more brilliant than any star and more gorgeous than any wolf. You’re a beautiful jewel and you shimmer with everything that is good in life.” Polar lets go of Vulpie’s paws and reaches into his pocket, finding the engagement ring case he has for Vulpie. The white furred wolf opens it and lovingly shows the fox boy the golden engagement band he chose. Vulpie’s blue eyes widen and he looks it over and Polar as well with an astonished expression.


  “Polar, why are you proposing? You know I want to, but we can’t do it.”


  “There is a way! Don’t worry.” Polar replies.


  “How?” Vulpie inquires with a squint.


  “Don’t leave him hanging Vulpie! Trust him.” A familiar voice says and Vulpie’s fox ears perk up in surprise. He quickly turns right to see where it came from. The NoirQueue are blocking off anyone from even getting near, so when Vulpie sees a black furred wolf and a gray furred wolf standing nearby, he stares for a moment. The fox boy’s eyes widen as he realizes he’s looking at Lance and Mitch. Vulpie knows Polar’s friends have very influential positions in IGLARC and it takes less than half a second for Vulpie to figure out why they’re also here in another country.


  “Wow! What are you guys doing here? Are you helping Polar do this?”


  “You better tell Polar your answer! He’s waiting for you, Vulpie.” Lance recommends with a smile and Vulpie grins. He looks from Polar’s friends to the NoirQueue, and then back to Polar, who is still kneeling on one knee. It’s obvious that NoirQueue also knows about Polar’s plan, because they’ve allowed Mitch and Lance to walk up next to them while restricting the rest of the square. The orange furred fox boy steals another glance at Mitch and Lance who watch with smiles and Polar patiently waits. The white furred wolf looks up into the fox boy’s adorable blue eyes as they playfully search him. Polar gives Vulpie his most loving face and the wolf’s heart races when Vulpie returns a similarly devoted smile.


  “YES! YES! I want to be your husband Mr. P!” Vulpie proclaims and Polar grins in excitement. Vulpie leaps forward and hugs him and the white furred wolf embraces the fox boy. Upon witnessing Polar Arctic’s proposal to Vulpie, the reporters being held back by NoirQueue go into a frenzy. They shout and struggle to film the moment but are unable to get near them.


  “I’m so excited, Vulpie! I love you so much!” Polar whispers while hugging Vulpie. “I can’t wait to tell everyone; they’re waiting on us!”


  “Huh?” Vulpie asks. Polar doesn’t release Vulpie from his arms for a long moment but when he does, Vulpie squints at him. “Who’s waiting?”


  “My family…” Polar enthusiastically responds. “Mitch and Lance helped me plan a vacation for them here in Englavic just in case you didn’t want to accept just yet. Now I can call them and let them know we’re on our way to be married! I have all of it planned, Vulpie, and it’s going to be beautiful!” The white furred wolf says with eyes full of love. “Let’s not wait any longer! Let’s get married tonight!”


  “Whatever you want Mr. Polar…” Vulpie answers with his sly smile. Polar stands and leans down to kiss the orange furred fox boy. Vulpie hungrily returns it and the paparazzi go wild.


  Polar and Vulpie, Married at Last


  Standing in front of Polar, Vulpie holds paws with the him and glances at the wolf’s family. Sitting in the front of the beautiful church the wolf and fox are about to be married in, is Polar’s father, mother, brother, sister in law, sister, brother in law, and their children. Victor and Kimberly Arctic proudly smile at their son’s lover and the fox boy smiles at them. Vulpie shares the same thankful smile with all of Polar’s family as the priest wedding the wolf and fox finishes the ceremony. Alan Arctic is happy that his brother has found the love of his life but can’t help but watch Vulpie carefully after all the fox boy has done.


  Hope Arctic loves setting her eyes on Vulpie and considers him to be endlessly adorable. She is pleased to see him fully healed after witnessing how the fox boy suffered at the hands of Evil Vulpie. Vulpie was barely alive and she never thought he could make a perfect recovery. Richard has similar thoughts as he watches his brother holding paws with Vulpie, though the wolf has a different opinion. He smiles as well but secretly he did not want to come to Englavic to watch his older brother wed the orange furred fox. Somehow Vulpie can read Richard’s mind during his glance at Polar’s family but the fox boy is not irritated. He is too happy to worry over his new husband’s brother. The ceremony is concluded with the gray wolf priest speaking with a caring voice.


  “Do you, Polar Arctic, take Vulpie Vivixen to be your husband?”


  “I do.” Polar responds and speaks to Vulpie with his most loving voice. He memorized his wedding vows days ago but his voice trembles emotionally as he speaks to the fox boy. “I take you, Vulpie, to be my partner. To have and to hold from this day forward. I give to you my unending love and devotion. I promise to be true to you, to cherish you, and to share my thoughts, hopes and dreams with you. I look forward to spending the rest of my life with you my best friend. I will love you forever.”


  Vulpie smiles up at Polar and squeezes the white furred wolf’s big strong paws with his little fox fingers. The church is filled with many other animals besides Polar’s relatives and Vulpie thinks about what he wants to tell Polar. Polar let Vulpie know that he had a custom wedding vow before the ceremony and told him he wouldn’t mind if Vulpie kept his reply simple because their marriage has to be concluded so quickly. Polar would like to have planned it with Vulpie’s knowledge but since the wolf and fox can only be married in Englavic, this is their chance. Vulpie slowly licks his lips as the priest speaks to him next and Polar can see the fox boy is going to surprise him again. He can tell Vulpie already has, or is going to create a very special wedding vow.


  “Do you, Vulpie Vivixen, take Polar Arctic to be your husband?” The priest asks the orange furred fox.


  “I do.” Vulpie replies and speaks with his cutest voice. “Polar, I promise to be there when you need me, to fill your days with sunshine, to comfort you and encourage you, to help you reach your goals, to be your best friend forever, and to love you all my life, with all my heart. I promise to show the world that our love has no boundaries and that you are my soul mate regardless of species. I will help you build our future together and the world will know how much you mean to me. You loved and saved me when my life was nearly taken and I vow to live for you forever… My strong wolf!”


  Polar joyfully grins at Vulpie’s sweet vows; he is so excited that he has to remind himself to breathe and the priest concludes their wedding with his loving voice.


  “You may now kiss the groom.” He tells Polar and the white furred wolf leans down to meet lips with Vulpie. Vulpie pushes up to receive and feed the passionate kiss, swishing his pretty tail while everyone stands and applauds. The Paparazzi snap hundreds of photos and stream live video of the white furred wolf and orange furred fox’s wedding, and NoirQueue makes them behave as Polar and Vulpie finish their kiss. The beautiful classical song Polar chose before the ceremony begins playing and it makes his fur stand on end. The white furred wolf has always dreamed of hearing Debussy’s “Claire de Lune” on his wedding day. Now he is married to the love of his life and it is more wonderful than he ever imagined.


  Polar waves to his family and they proudly smile as he leaves the altar with Vulpie. Vulpie waves at them as well and is delighted at how sweet Polar’s relatives are. He can tell Polar’s father and mother truly love him and are happy with their son’s choice in a mate. Polar and Vulpie leave the church with Blacktail’s equivalent protecting them every step of the way, and Polar notices there are many members of the AFR present. The association of Fox Rights seems to have played a big part in making the wedding possible and the wolf is very thankful that Vulpie’s people were willing to make him the happiest man in the world.


  Polar relishes how exquisite the hotel room is that he reserved for himself and Vulpie. They have spent all of their evenings in the room during their stay in Englavic but have yet to make love, which is unusual. Vulpie has been too stressed dealing with the bastard monstrosity Vulpie.net created. Even though it lies locked away in the Sufias Heritage Museum, Polar has noticed the exchange it had with Vulpie has made the fox boy uncharacteristically shy. Upon entering the hotel room and then shutting and locking the door, leaving NoirQueue outside, Polar is delighted to see Vulpie back to his usual self.


  The orange furred fox boy immediately pushes against him and sends his little paws underneath Polar’s shirt. The white furred wolf inhales, expecting Vulpie to reach into his pants but Vulpie rubs his precious claws up through Polar’s stomach fur. Polar moans just as Vulpie makes a wonderfully loving sound with his effeminate voice. He wraps his arms around the fox boy and passionately embraces him.


  Polar reciprocates to Vulpie’s gentle groping, rubbing his big strong paws over the fox’s small lean body, first feeling his little shoulders, then his sides, and down to his hips where he clutches his husband. Vulpie stands on his tip toes to bring his little fox muzzle up to Polar’s and Polar leans forward to kiss. The white furred wolf carefully squeezes Vulpie enough to lift him into his arms, and holds him while they share tongues. Polar can’t get enough of Vulpie’s cute little nose and muzzle, lapping the fox boy’s face between Vulpie’s hot licks, and Vulpie gets his muzzle inside Polar’s jaw for a moment. The fox boy enjoys the feeling and the white furred wolf coughs in laughter. Polar slobbers on Vulpie’s fox face, intimately raking his sharp teeth over his husband’s little muzzle, and ends the kiss with a slow wet tongue across Vulpie’s pretty eyebrows.


  Polar gains a massive erection by the time he finishes the kiss, and Vulpie rubs against it as the wolf sets him back on his feet. Vulpie pulls his dress coat off and Polar hurriedly follows suit. The white furred wolf slides his arms free and tosses it over a nearby chair just as Vulpie does the same. They smile at each other when Polar’s coat covers Vulpie’s and the gay wolf and fox race to see who can undress quicker. Polar gets his collar open and removes his tie while Vulpie unbuttons his shirt. They are both wearing long sleeved white dress shirts and Polar gets his open by going from the top down. Vulpie removes his shirt after going from bottom to top, undoing his collar and removing his tie.


  They toss their shirts and ties onto the same chair, grinning at each other again, both now only wearing black dress pants. Polar steps away from the door, gravitating towards the bed on the other side of the room, and Vulpie walks backwards. The adorable orange furred fox boy undresses as he goes, getting his pants unbuttoned just as Polar comes close. Polar lets Vulpie get naked first, choosing to watch his fox husband share his lean body. Vulpie takes off his pants, freeing his pretty tail and then slides down his white boxers while Polar stares.


  The white furred wolf looks down at the gay fox boy’s crotch, seeing his husband’s small erect penis. Vulpie reaches down and uses his right paw to gently masturbate and Polar continues to stare. He looks over Vulpie’s naked furry body with hungry eyes and Vulpie waits to see what his wolf husband wants to do. Polar suddenly feels the urge to touch and grope Vulpie, wanting to feel his partner’s soft fur and lean body. He puts his big left paw on Vulpie’s small right shoulder and holds him while sending his right paw to Vulpie’s side. Polar touches and strokes Vulpie’s left hip and then rubs his paw across the fox boy’s soft belly fur. Vulpie lovingly smiles while Polar admires him and reaches up with his right paw to touch Polar’s stomach. He intimately pets Polar’s taut muscular abdomen, rubbing the wolf’s snow white fur, and Polar sends his right paw down to Vulpie’s crotch.


  Vulpie smiles and relaxes as Polar plays with his penis and scrotum. The white furred wolf touches him as if discovering his little lover for the first time and Vulpie breathes faster. Polar wraps his clawed fingers around Vulpie’s small cock and slowly strokes it, making Vulpie close his eyes in pleasure.


  “Your body is so beautiful… You are so cute Vulpie...” Polar breathes down to his fox lover and Vulpie eagerly licks his lips.


  “Let me take care of you Polar. Would you like me to make love to you first?” Vulpie asks.


  “Oh, I really would… I would love that…” Polar intimately responds and he steps backwards to the bed while Vulpie presses up against his front. The white furred wolf turns around, looking both to find the lubricant and take a position for Vulpie. The fox boy walks around him and picks up the anal lubricant and then comes back with a smile. Polar’s heart beats faster as he imagines being fucked by the adorable fox and he leans over the bed.


  The white furred wolf has to adjust his position to match Vulpie’s shorter height but quickly finds a suitable spot on the edge of the bed with his legs spread. Vulpie has a hard little erection and Polar’s ears perk as the fox boy quickly pops open the lubricant. Vulpie soaks his small but hard fox penis with the water based lubricant and then drops the bottle on the carpet.


  Polar’s fur stands on end as he feels Vulpie lift his tail and then mount him. He turns his head to the right and looks back at Vulpie while his husband presses his penis against his anus and Vulpie grins.


  The orange furred fox boy makes a sexy sound as he pushes his little penis inside the white furred wolf’s asshole. Polar groans in delight. It has been a long time since he’s been fucked. Even though Vulpie’s penis is not nearly as big as what Polar was used to with a wolf partner, it feels very good when it pushes inside the big wolf’s handsome ass. Polar groans and clutches the bed with genuine pleasure, having been deprived of receiving anal sex for so long.


  “Oh yeah!” Vulpie breathes with his cute iconic voice and begins fucking the white furred wolf. The orange furred fox boy stands proudly and slightly widens his stance while he gives it to Polar. He pushes his smaller body against Polar’s tail end and feels Polar’s large balls bouncing against his own while he mates with the wolf. Vulpie isn’t able to go very deep with his six inch fox erection but he does massage the white furred wolf’s prostate with the head of his little cock during each thrust. Vulpie is able to give Polar what he needs. Vulpie can perform gay sex on the wolf well enough to excite and satisfy him because of their love. Polar adores Vulpie and will do anything for him; so sex with the fox boy is bliss. Since the white furred wolf has been deprived of taking it up the ass for so long, he is very sensitive and willing. The experience of submitting to Vulpie’s little penis is delicious for Polar.


  “OH VULPIE! OH I NEED IT!” Polar breathes in pleasure and the fox boy laughs.


  “It feels good? Am I big enough?”


  “You’re just fine…” Polar answers with a happy voice.


  “Mr. P needs it under the tail too!” Vulpie playfully breathes and runs his paws through Polar’s white fur. He gropes the wolf’s powerful hips and uses his little fox claws to spread open Polar’s tail end. Polar eagerly cooperates, letting Vulpie go as deep as he can, and closes his eyes in pleasure. The white furred wolf moans while being fucked and Vulpie is tickled at the submissive sounds Polar makes with his deep voice. “We’ll flip you over in a second and you can lie on your back while you get it! How about that?” Vulpie asks.


  “Work me over foxy!” Polar groans in pleasure.


  “MMMmmm! I like getting all up inside you!”Vulpie says and firmly clutches Polar’s hips. The orange furred fox boy rhythmically pumps the white furred wolf’s ass, playfully swishing his tail and gasping along with his husband. Before long the position is no longer enough for Polar. He wants deeper penetration, and the white furred wolf starts rolling over. Vulpie withdraws his penis from Polar’s ass and strokes it while Polar takes the fox boy’s suggestion. The big strong wolf lies on his back, positioning his rear end on the edge of the bed, and then pulls his legs towards his chest. Vulpie has never given Polar anal sex in such a submissive position and the fox boy is as eager as the white wolf. Vulpie quickly finds the lubrication and covers his penis again. When his penis is slick he penetrates his husband while standing next to the bed. After aiming his cock into Polar’s asshole, Vulpie grabs onto the wolf’s mighty legs with his little fox claws. Polar sends his paws down to his butt just as Vulpie begins invading him again, and spreads his rear end with a pleasurable groan.


  Vulpie can thrust his little cock significantly deeper inside Polar’s ass while the wolf is on his back, and he grins while doing it. Vulpie thrusts quickly, not wasting any time. He wildly fucks Polar and the enthusiasm delights his wolf husband. Polar didn’t think that Vulpie could give anal sex as well as he can receive, because of his small size, but is pleasantly surprised. Now the head of Vulpie’s fox cock can rub against Polar’s prostate much easier and Vulpie knows where it is. He bites his lip and uses creative angles to thrust his small penis inside Polar’s ass. Vulpie nails Polar’s prostate over and over, and the white furred wolf’s cock drips semen from being milked.


  “Oh my god yes!” Polar breathes with a grin.


  “Yeah?” Vulpie replies with a taunting voice. “You like it?”


  “You’ve been holding out on me!” Polar responds.


  “I might be small to a wolf but I’m a hung fox!” Vulpie replies.


  “You’re plenty big! I didn’t know you could do me like this!” Polar laughs in excitement. He squints in pleasure as Vulpie increases his speed even more, panting to keep up the effort. The gay fox boy enthusiastically thrusts his small penis over and over, and the white furred wolf grunts in delight. Vulpie’s little erection creates a pleasant burning sensation in Polar’s ass. Polar’s asshole and a few inches of his rectum are treated to lots of friction and stimulation. Most importantly, Vulpie’s little penis keeps rubbing against Polar’s prostate. The contact is pleasurable and Polar’s cock swells with blood. He masturbates with his right paw while he lets Vulpie fuck him and Vulpie grins mischievously.


  The orange furred fox boy enjoys making love to the much larger wolf and after a few minutes, he decides to change tactics. Vulpie lets go of Polar’s legs and pulls his little penis from the wolf’s anus. Polar continues to masturbate, waiting for Vulpie to do something, and he inhales when the fox boy sends his right paw down to his anus. Vulpie plays with Polar’s asshole a bit and then finds the tube of lubrication next to him on the floor. The fox boy picks it up, opens the bottle and covers his right paw with lubrication. Vulpie soaks his black furred paw with the slick liquid and then sends his claws down to Polar’s anus again.


  “Be careful.” Polar says in concern when he realizes Vulpie plans to manually stimulate his prostate.


  “Relax…” Vulpie breathes with a sly smile and aims his index and middle fingers inside the wolf’s anus. Polar takes a short breath when he feels Vulpie’s fingers slide inside his ass. The wolf stops masturbating for a moment when Vulpie’s fox claws curl up and press against his prostate through the flesh wall of his rectum. Vulpie finds Polar’s prostate very quickly. He clearly knows what he is doing, and begins playing with it. The fox boy gently but firmly rakes his claws over, against and around Polar’s wolf prostate in a circular motion and Polar groans loudly.


  “MMmmm yeah! That feels good doesn’t it?” Vulpie taunts with a big smile.


  “OOOOHHHhh…” Polar moans in pleasure, trying to relax. His ass naturally tightens when his prostate is massaged but soon the wolf is as loose as he can be. The white furred wolf starts masturbating with his right paw once more and now the sensation is twice as good. He looks at Vulpie and sees the delight in his husband’s eyes. The fox boy loves controlling the wolf’s sex organs and he plays with Polar’s prostate in ways Polar never imagined.


  “OH MY GOD…” Polar breathes in pleasure, grinning and hungrily masturbating his large penis. His cock is super hard, throbbing with blood and it jumps a little each time Vulpie presses against his prostate with force.


  “I found it, didn’t I big guy?” Vulpie breathes in delight.


  “I LOVE YOU!” Polar coos in response. The wolf masturbates faster, loving the sensation of Vulpie’s fingers up his ass. The orange furred fox boy mischievously scratches his husband’s prostate with more ferocity at the wolf’s response and Polar gasps. The white furred wolf makes a frightened face for a moment, when Vulpie’s fox claws hurt his prostate, but his newlywed husband knows what he is doing and notices. Vulpie slows his massaging and releases Polar’s prostate from the pressure his fox claws were putting on it a moment ago. Polar relaxes and releases a loud breath of excitement.


  “You should see your face.” Vulpie tells Polar with a grin. “I’ve never seen you so helpless.”


  “Be gentle with me, Vulpie!” Polar groans in pleasure and returns his fox husband a playful grin.


  “Uh, uh!” Vulpie says while he continues to curl his fox claws and fingers against Polar’s prostate. With his left paw, the gay fox boy reaches out and grabs the white furred wolf’s hard penis. “Give me that!” Vulpie commands, shooing Polar’s right hand away while he takes charge. Polar grins and retracts his arm, relaxing, and he groans in ecstasy while Vulpie magnificently masturbates him.


  Vulpie massages Polar’s prostate with the index and middle finger of his right hand, demonstrating nurse like skill, and simultaneously strokes the white furred wolf’s throbbing erection with his left hand. Polar eagerly widens his legs as he lies on the bed, receiving all of it in bliss.


  “Slow down Vulpie you’re going to make me cum!” Polar warns with a blissful voice.


  “That’s the idea I think.” Vulpie responds with his sly voice.


  “Don’t you want me to make love to you?” Polar breathlessly asks.


  “Just relax and enjoy this. I’ll send you to heaven!” Vulpie replies.


  “I believe it, oh god Vulpie that feels so good!” Polar groans with a strained voice and grimaces in pleasure as he watches the fox boy masturbate him. Vulpie watches his husband’s face and mischievously licks his lips. Vulpie does just what Polar desires, and goes down on him. The fox boy leans forward while he stands next to the bed, and swallows the wolf’s cock. The wonderful prostate massage Vulpie gives with his right paw suddenly feels doubly good when the fox sucks his lips around Polar’s cock.


  Vulpie treats his wolf husband to one of his legendary cocksuckings. Polar’s pre cum is everywhere in Vulpie’s mouth and the fox boy slurps it up and all over the wolf’s penis. He doesn’t take his eyes off Polar’s. Vulpie enthusiastically sucks the white furred wolf’s penis with his pretty fox mouth while maintaining eye contact, even while massaging Polar’s prostate at the same time. Polar catches himself drooling in delight while he receives it.


  “Oh… OOOOOOHHHHhh…” Polar moans in ecstasy. Watching Vulpie gets Polar even more excited, as Vulpie is absolutely adorable when sucking cock. Vulpie smacks his lips off of Polar’s penis and drool mixed semen flies from the fox boy’s mouth. It runs down Vulpie’s chin and Vulpie licks it up with his naughty smile. He waits for a moment, teasing Polar. The white furred wolf can’t stand the thought of Vulpie not sucking his cum out. Polar lustfully grins and breathes in relief when the fox swallows his wolf cock again with the most adorable sound. Vulpie goes back to sucking Polar’s cock and the white furred wolf moans in bliss. “Fuck, no one can suck a cock like you! I love you Vulpie! OH FUCK! KEEP FUCKING DOING THAT!” The white furred wolf pleads while the fox slobbers on his penis.


  Polar and Vulpie Can Has a Baby


  Polar’s life has changed much more than he ever imagined thanks to Vulpie. Coming home is no longer just a routine, but a run through a gauntlet of reporters. Rulef and Blacktail escort the white furred wolf up his own driveway as he returns from work, and he smiles gently for the cameras. Polar has made every attempt to show good character for the world since he is now also a part of Vulpie’s celebrity status. Being the orange furred fox’s husband does feel threatening because of the insane homophobes and religious terrorists in the world, but the danger is nothing compared to how happy Polar is. He can barely hear the reporters as they yell numerous questions for him, and smiles at Rulef as he guides him up to the steps to his house. Blacktail then pushes back all of the reporters and Polar looks to Rulef.


  “Is Vulpie home?” Polar asks the loyal mercenary.


  “He’s inside.” Rulef answers and half sneers as well as smiles. Polar smirks, not bothered by the fellow wolf’s attitude. Rulef and his men diligently protect both Vulpie and Polar and that’s all that matters. As long as Vulpie is safe, Polar can relax. He opens to the door to his home, finding it unlocked, and steps inside. The white furred wolf smells something delicious, chicken, cooking in his kitchen. He sees Vulpie and grins as he comes in and closes the front door.


  “Hey baby!” Vulpie says with his adorable voice.


  “Hey honey.” Polar responds and walks into his kitchen. He goes around his table and up to the divider that separates his kitchen from the den. Vulpie stands behind the barrier, cooking a feast, and gives Polar pretty eyes. “You got home before I did.”


  “Did you give another speech?” Vulpie asks.


  “Yeah, it went well. Mitch and Lance are helping me schedule everything.”


  “How are you adjusting to being a spokesperson for gay rights versus working in a cubicle? Do you miss your old job?”


  “Not at all. I never know what I’ll be doing from day to day ; it’s fun.” Polar responds and walks inside the kitchen. Vulpie is seasoning another steak, one already in the oven. Polar comes close and Vulpie stops working to meet him in a kiss. The white furred wolf leans forward and puts his arms around Vulpie while Vulpie reciprocates. They kiss for a few seconds, sharing a loving moment, and then part lips. Vulpie is wearing a bright green shirt, very stylish and punkish, in addition to black jeans. He looks very, very attractive to the gay wolf. “Is that what you wore to work today?” Polar asks with a smile.


  “Yeah. I can get away with anything!” Vulpie gleefully answers.


  “You look so hot when you dress like a punk. I hope you never grow up.” Polar responds with a big grin.


  “So you’re horny tonight?” Vulpie asks.


  “Very.” Polar breathes.


  “Alright, like I’m going to say no…” Vulpie replies with a smirk and Polar grins even more.


  “Thank you. I was hoping you had a good day since we only had yesterday as a honeymoon. I wish we could have stayed in Englavic for a little longer.”


  “I missed your house. I like it.” Vulpie replies.


  “Your house. It’s yours too now.” Polar lovingly says.


  “I like your bed better than the one in the hotel.” Vulpie responds with a sexy voice. “We need to break it in since we’re married now!”


  “I’ve been fantasizing about you all day long…” Polar breathes in response.


  “Okay, well let’s have dinner and clean up first.” Vulpie tells his wolf husband and gently pulls out of his arms. Vulpie goes back to preparing the steak and Polar leans on the counter next to him.


  “You know Vulpie, I’m really proud of everything you’re doing.” Polar says with a caring voice and Vulpie’s fox ears perk up as he works on the steak. “When you attacked the world with your computer virus I was crushed. I thought there was no way we could be together, but I’m so glad you proved me wrong. I know you’ve tried your best to make up for your crimes… But you know what… In a way it makes you even more beautiful to me because you loved me enough to try… Did you really try for me, Vulpie?”


  “Yes.” Vulpie whispers with a shy voice.


  “Then I’ll try to thank you every way I can. I meant every word of my wedding vows and I want to be the best husband for you. I’m thirteen years older, so I know we’re going to go through a few hiccups, but you just let me know if I need to change. Let me know if I need to change for you, Vulpie…”


  “Thank you… But you don’t need to change, Polar…” Vulpie replies and looks up at the white furred wolf with a devoted expression. “I needed you more than you needed me.”


  “No, that’s not true! You have no idea how much you’ve brought to my life!” Polar quickly replies with a loud emotional voice. When he realizes he almost shouts at Vulpie, Polar coughs in embarrassed laughter. Vulpie looks down at the meal he is preparing once again with a smirk and Polar groans in shame. “I’m sorry; I bet I sound pathetic.”


  “You don’t, Polar…” Vulpie whispers with a sly smile.


  “I sat around this place wondering what I was going to do with myself after Donner and at times I thought I might be alone forever.”


  “Why do you beat yourself up? You’re so good looking. Honestly, I can’t think of a sexier man. That’s why I like you!” Vulpie replies and giggles adorably.


  “I didn’t feel that way until you came into my life.” Polar quietly responds.


  “Aw, you’re sweet Polar…”


  “I’m decent looking but I’m no Vulpie.” The white furred wolf says with a smirk and Vulpie grins. “I worry sometimes that I’m smothering you... That my need to be loved is holding you back. You’re so talented and young… You can do so much with your life, things I could only dream of.”


  “I like it when you smother me.” Vulpie says with a sexy voice and slyly glances up at Polar. Polar smirks at his husband’s response and grabs the fox boy’s tail by its stem. Polar squeezes his paw over the full length of it, admiring the silky texture of Vulpie’s fur, and winks.


  “Would you like the TV on?” Polar asks.


  “Sure.” Vulpie answers and the white furred wolf walks out of the den. Polar finds the remote control for his high definition television lying on the couch and flips it on with a content breath. The channel is set to a news station and the current story fills up the den and kitchen before Polar has a chance to lower the volume. Vulpie had it up while watching a movie the night before and a female reporter’s voice announces Vulpie’s name within moments. Polar lowers the volume halfway, but it is still loud enough for Vulpie to hear and both he and his husband are curious.


  “Those opposing the marriage are in collusion with a number of religious groups; A growing number of devout Deivaists say they will not accept Vulpie’s marriage to Polar Arctic under any circumstances. While these groups are quickly expanding they obviously do not represent the views of Deivaists worldwide. Several pastors and priests have criticized those who are attacking Vulpie’s gay interspecies marriage not for the substance but the methods. However, the Deivonic church itself has issued a statement that this young fox man’s relationship with a wolf is both unnatural and unholy and should not be recognized legally. The marriage is not an issue for the world government, as Vulpie married Polar in Englavic where marriage is defined as a relationship between an animal and another animal, not necessarily a man and woman. Englavic has no law that bans the marriage of animals between species, but Vulpie’s marriage is the first well known one in history. Back to you, Macy.”


  The reporter was a familiar she-wolf Polar is used to watching and his fur is standing on end by the time she finishes the segment. The news goes on to an unrelated story, and Polar takes a deep breath while a short silence between him and Vulpie ensues. Vulpie continues cooking, seemingly unfazed by what he’s heard, and eventually Polar says what is on his mind.


  “They can work themselves up as much as they want; we’re still married.”


  “Yep.” Vulpie replies and smiles while cooking.


  “I don’t care what they say. I’ll spend the rest of my life fighting for you if I have to.” Polar adds with a warm voice.


  “I don’t want you to get hurt, Polar. I hope you’re being careful out there.” Vulpie replies.


  “I have Blacktail too.”


  “Yeah but I’m the major concern. I hope they think about your safety the same way. It would kill me if I lost you.” Vulpie says and looks at Polar with a devoted face from the kitchen. Polar’s fur slowly stands on end as he hears his fox husband’s affection. The white furred wolf can be aroused by Vulpie just from staring at him, and Vulpie’s loving words double that effect. Even though it isn’t the time for it Polar can’t stop himself from gaining a partial erection. Polar’s heart beats faster and he smiles happily. He drops his TV remote back on the couch and meanders towards the kitchen divider where he can be close to Vulpie. He struggles against the urge to go over and embrace Vulpie again, having just done so minutes ago. Sitting down on one of the three stools at Polar’s kitchen divider has to suffice and Vulpie gives him a cute look. “What?” Vulpie playfully asks.


  “Nothing. I just love you.” Polar quietly responds.


  “Aw, you’re so sweet tonight! Are you feeling lonely?” Vulpie asks.


  “I feel lonely every time you’re not around. It’s like part of me is missing.” Polar answers. “I think to myself, “Where is my other half?” and I fantasize about what you might think or say about anything I come across all day long.”


  “Really?” Vulpie asks with a smile.


  “Yes I do! I miss that sweet voice of yours.” Polar replies and slowly clasps his arms behind his back. The white furred wolf has something amazing to tell Vulpie but hesitates as to when he should bring it up. As he watches Vulpie’s adorable fur, narrow shoulders and wide hips, he makes his decision. The fox boy is pure beauty to him and Polar worries that he may never have a better chance. Being newlyweds has put both of them in high spirits. Polar succeeded the first time he worried about something like this, the offer to marry Vulpie, and it worked. “Vulpie, I’d like to have children. I want to be a father. Do you?” Polar asks with his most sincere voice.


  “You mean adopt or are you talkin surrogates?” Vulpie responds.


  “Neither. It’s hard to believe, but did you know two men can have a baby through science?” Polar asks.


  “Are you serious? How in the world would that work?” Vulpie mischievously inquires. I can’t get pregnant!”


  “You don’t have to. There is a procedure that’s been done many times around the world, for gay men who can afford it, where they use stem cells. They take the skin cells from one of the men, say you for instance, and make an egg from stem cells created from that man’s skin cells.” Polar says and squeezes his paws together behind his back while he watches Vulpie’s reaction.


  “I know stem cells can grow into anything but are you saying they make stem cells from just a man’s skin?”


  “From a cell of his skin, yes.” Polar replies and unclasps his paws. The white furred wolf walks towards the kitchen divider and Vulpie stands still in the kitchen. The steak he has been preparing sits unattended while the orange furred fox boy watches Polar with a bewildered face.


  “You are serious? That can really be done?”


  “Absolutely. Mitch and Lance introduced me to a gay couple who have had two children this way. This technology is a way to outwit mother nature.” Polar says and smiles.


  “Hmmmmmmmmmm…” Vulpie replies. He looks around the kitchen and den for a moment, thinking about what he’s been told. His fox eyes dart about until he focuses them back on Polar again. “It’s kind of hard to believe that.” Vulpie giggles.


  “I swear it’s been done and we can do it too!” Polar responds an walks around the divider and into the kitchen. The tall wolf crowds his larger body against Vulpie’s and wraps an arm around the fox. He looks down into Vulpie’s pretty blue eyes while Vulpie stares up at him with a sly grin. Polar squeezes the fox boy affectionately and Vulpie turns. He faces Polar and wraps his little arms around the wolf, returning the loving hug with a look of naughty delight.


  “So you’re telling me we can actually have a baby together? They could grow an egg from stem cells from my skin, and you can provide the semen?”


  “Yes.” Polar answers with an excited voice.


  “And it would be a mix between species on top of that. A gay wolf and a gay fox have a folf! Holy shit! The religious nuts are already out for our blood for getting married and now this? Polar, you rock! I like it! I love it! I want to do it!” Vulpie proclaims and Polar’s heart flutters in excitement.


  “Oh, thank you! Thank you Vulpie! I love you so much!” Polar says and embraces Vulpie as hard as possible without hurting him. “I worried that you might not go for it at all, and that I would have to work on you to convince you, but I didn’t expect you would say yes so fast! I love you!”


  “Why not? We’ve come this far haven’t we? Fuck em! Let’s have a baby!” Vulpie giggles with his adorable voice. “I want to piss em off!”


  “No, I don’t want to make them angrier, but you’re right, it doesn’t matter what anyone thinks.” Polar happily responds. “I’m betting it all on you Vulpie! You’re the man I’ve been looking for my entire life!”


  “Well… There is that little thing about folfs…” Vulpie says with genuine concern. “Most of them aren’t right. We all know wolves have knocked up vixens before but the ones that actually had the baby and tried to make it work failed. Either their baby wasn’t normal or other wolves and foxes killed them for it.”


  “I’ve thought of that.” Polar answers with a determined expression. “That could happen to us. If we had babies one or all of them might not be right as you put it… But I would rather take the chance to have a family with you, Vulpie, than regret it my entire life.”


  “I’m not your average fox either.” Vulpie tells Polar.


  “You’re a genius.” Polar replies.


  “Yeah but it’s me… You know what I’m capable of, and if we had a baby it would deal with that in addition to being a folf.”


  “If anything I think it would make our child very talented. I just wonder what a folf could do with you being its daddy.” Polar lovingly responds.


  “We’ve really come a long way haven’t we, Mr. Polar?” Vulpie mischievously asks with his cutest voice.


  “We’re just getting started foxy…” Polar responds with an enthralled expression.


  True Love


  “So why don’t we do a little taste test!” Vulpie mischievously asks Polar while the wolf finishes his steak. The two have lovingly eaten dinner together, enjoying each other’s company very much after their talk about Polar’s proposal considering having a baby.


  “Huh?” Polar asks and wipes his wolf muzzle with a napkin. He cleans his fur free of the delicious food Vulpie cooked. Some of the sauce got in his fur but he wipes it away. He puts his right paw to his lips, making a fist, and stifles a pleasant burp.


  “I know what I’d love to have for dessert, and I could inspect its quality!” Vulpie naughtily replies. The white furred wolf squints in a moment of confusion, but when he realizes the meaning of Vulpie’s statement he grins at the nasty joke.


  “Oh… I thought we were going to make love later tonight.” Polar answers with a smirk.


  “Sure, what’s the problem?” Vulpie asks and makes a funny face. “If you don’t want me to suck your cock that’s fine.”


  “I never said that! You’re jumping to conclusions…” Polar quickly replies, thrilled at the idea. “I love that teenage green shirt of yours. Geniuses pick green you know, so I’m not about to turn you down.” The wolf says while looking over Vulpie’s stylish clothing. The fox boy looks like an angel to the gay wolf. Vulpie likes to dress like a punk and is wearing the most immature neon green shirt with black jeans, and it turns Polar on as always. It never matters how many times he thinks about Vulpie submissively taking his wolf cock; He never can resist dominating him.


  “Then come on!” Vulpie taunts and gets out of his chair. The fox boy swishes his tail and skips over to the couch in the den. Vulpie leaps onto the couch and quickly takes off his sneakers while giving Polar his adorable smile. Polar stands and leaves the dinner table with his heart pumping. The white furred wolf walks into his den and lustfully admires the fox boy on his couch. Polar doesn’t know what Vulpie wants to do but he suspects his husband plans to get on his knees while giving head to him on the couch. Polar meanders close but stands as he thinks about what to do.


  For some reason Polar feels like standing and Vulpie gets up just as his husband is about to speak. It’s as if the fox boy read his mind and knows he wants to stand while Vulpie gives him the blowjob. Vulpie presses up against Polar and smiles at him while he sends his little fox claws downward. The white furred wolf watches Vulpie unzip his dress pants and Polar worries about his clothing. He is still dressed from work, wearing a long sleeved gray shirt and khaki slacks but it doesn’t matter. Polar breathes faster as Vulpie goes down on his knees and gets inside his pants. The fox boy reaches in and grabs the wolf’s big cock, which is already firm, and licks his lips. A sudden urge to look at Vulpie naked strikes through Polar and he speaks before Vulpie tastes his penis.


  “Take off your pants…” Polar breathes and Vulpie looks up.


  “What?” Vulpie asks in surprise.


  “I want to see you while you suck me…” Polar responds with a lust filled voice to which Vulpie playfully smiles. The fox boy stands up off his knees and undoes the button on his black jeans.


  “Okay…” Vulpie says as he unzips his jeans. Polar predatorily watches with wide blue eyes and licks his lips when Vulpie slides down his jeans. Vulpie is wearing comfortable white underwear and the orange furred fox boy begins to pull his arms inside his t shirt in order to take it off.


  “Stop. Leave it on. Leave your shirt on…” Polar interrupts and Vulpie blinks with an amused expression. The fox boy then returns to undressing himself, with only the briefs to go if he is ignoring his shirt. Vulpie slides down his briefs and steps out of them and Polar eagerly watches. The wolf looks down at Vulpie’s front, his soft lean chest, tummy and crotch, all brilliantly colored white in contrast with the rest of the fox’s orange fur. Polar see’s Vulpie’s average vulpine penis, tiny compared to his own, but is turned on just the same. Polar likes Vulpie’s cute fox cock and grins, noticing Vulpie has a partial erection.


  Vulpie swishes his tail and winks at Polar. Now that he knows his wolf husband wants to have a view of his tail end while receiving the blowjob, he makes sure to take a nice exposed angle when he gets on his knees. Vulpie leans into Polar’s legs and pushes his butt out a little as he goes back to the wolf’s cock. Polar doesn’t bother to take off his own clothing, rather enjoying wearing his work clothing while Vulpie is naked from the waist down. Even though he knows what is coming and how Vulpie will feel, the white furred wolf is just as excited as the first time Vulpie sucked his cock.


  Vulpie opens his mouth wide while grabbing Polar’s penis and swallows it with the same adorable sound he usually makes when giving head. Polar loves the helpless submissive noises Vulpie makes during sex and the sound is different when the fox boy is giving oral sex. Vulpie whimpers while wrapping his lips around the wolf’s cock. He looks up and watches Polar’s face with his beautiful blue eyes as he starts. Vulpie maintains eye contact almost every time he sucks cock and Polar never gets tired of seeing it. He reaches down and gently puts his right paw to Vulpie’s head at the left ear. Vulpie starts by slowly slurping his lips back and forward over the white furred wolf’s half erect penis, sloppily sucking it in an attempt to make it erect and it happens in a matter of seconds.


  Polar’s wolf cock fills with blood and goes rock hard in Vulpie’s mouth. Since it’s so big the fox boy has to pull his head back a little, pushing against Polar’s right paw and Polar lets go. Vulpie slurps his lips off of Polar’s penis and it bounces when the fox’s mouth leaves it. Polar’s erection sticks out of his dress slacks and the zipper bothers him a little as it rubs on his penis, so the white furred wolf reaches down and pulls it as far out of his pants as possible. Vulpie helps by sending his left paw to Polar’s crotch and presses against him. Vulpie uses his right paw to firmly grab the white furred wolf’s cock at its base and opens his mouth again.


  Polar holds his breath in anticipation and he isn’t disappointed. Vulpie slurps his lips around the wolf’s penis, the fox boy’s muzzle creating wonderful suction on Polar’s cock. Vulpie knows what Polar likes, as he’s given him head too many times to count, and is happy to have something else to add. He’s still aware Polar wants to see his tail end and leans forward, down and up in an amazing rhythm while sucking. Vulpie’s rhythm systematically sticks his cute butt out over and over as the fox moves on his knees during the blowjob. He makes sure to swish his tail, showing Polar that he wants to please him and likes what he is doing. Polar sends his right paw down to Vulpie’s head at the left ear again, grabbing and holding him firmer this time. He widens his stance and Vulpie moves with him, not deviating from his performance. Polar slowly grips Vulpie’s skull harder and harder as his pleasure increases and soon he is helping the fox boy. Polar learns Vulpie’s rhythm and makes sure there is no change. It feels incredible.


  “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh yeeeeessssssss…” Polar aggressively moans. Since Vulpie knows what Polar likes and when he likes it, he recognizes that his husband will probably want to talk dirty at this point. Vulpie has a response to this too. He moves to take his mouth off of Polar’s penis, pushing his head back against Polar’s right paw but Polar doesn’t let him. The white furred wolf grins, also knowing what Vulpie likes to do and when he likes to do it. After playfully denying his fox lover’s freedom, he lessens his hold on Vulpie’s head and Vulpie pulls back. He smacks his lips off of Polar’s throbbing wolf cock and Polar lustfully keeps hold of the fox’s skull.


  “Am I doing okay? Does it feel good Mr. P?” Vulpie asks with an adorable voice and makes his cutest expression. He gives Polar an innocent face and Polar thinks of a reply. After a moment, the white furred wolf doesn’t care and merely nods at Vulpie with a big lecherous smile. He lubriciously tugs on Vulpie’s head and Vulpie makes a cute happy sound as if he’s joyfully learning how to suck cock for the first time. “Okay! I’ll keep trying!” Vulpie says and opens his muzzle wide. He hungrily slurps his mouth around Polar’s throbbing penis again and Polar controls him. Vulpie tries to go back into his rhythm but Polar decides to interrupt. Instead, he simply makes Vulpie go down and up, back and forth, on his penis. The wolf grips the fox’s head and grins, showing his teeth. Vulpie tries to hold onto Polar’s penis but he eventually lets go while Polar controls his skull. The white furred wolf aggressively gurgles Vulpie on his hard erection and lustfully licks his lips.


  “You do it like this, Foxy…” Polar breathes, his voice growing more lewd with each statement. “It’s not enough to just suck me… You need to gag yourself on it you dirty little fox… Get your nose into my crotch fur…” The white furred wolf licks his lips and enjoys bobbing Vulpie’s face on his cock a while. When Polar decides the change the routine, he lessens his hold on Vulpie’s skull. Polar slowly allows Vulpie to get his fox face out of his wolf crotch. When the fox boy does, he smacks his lips off of Polar’s penis with the same innocent expression. Polar is tired of his pants getting in the way and takes them off, just like Vulpie. The white furred wolf has to make way for his hard erection as he pulls his briefs down and off and when he’s naked from the waist down, he allows Vulpie to return to his cock.


  Vulpie opens his mouth and swallows the majority of Polar’s penis, causing the wolf to groan in surprise. Vulpie takes action from Polar’s earlier statements and gurgles his mouth on the wolf’s hard cock. He doesn’t have to use his paws, as Polar’s dick is furiously erect and he places his fox hands on Polar’s quadriceps. The gay fox boy submissively deep throats the white furred wolf’s cock with the same enthusiasm. Polar breathes in delight and places his paws on his hips, standing proud.


  “Good boy! You listened to me!” Polar says while grinning down at Vulpie.


  “Mmmm Hmmmm!” Vulpie hums in response, swishing his pretty tail. Polar relishes how beautiful Vulpie’s fur is as his husband sucks him.


  “Goooood! Deep throat it, Vulpie!” At Polar’s statements, Vulpie pulls his head back and smacks his lips off of Polar’s cock once again.


  “Did I do good? Am I a good fox?” Vulpie innocently asks and Polar playfully makes a displeased face. The white furred wolf reaches down with his right paw and takes hold of Vulpie’s head once again with the same lecherous smile. Vulpie makes another cute sound at the development and Polar takes hold of his penis with his left paw. The wolf grins and holds Vulpie’s head in place while also aiming his cock to the fox’s snout.


  “Less talk Foxy!” Polar lustfully says and bounces the head of his hard penis on Vulpie’s snout. Vulpie laughs in genuine surprise and defensively closes his eyes. The white furred wolf playfully smacks his cock on top of the orange furred fox boy’s nose and chuckles lewdly. “Do you get it? Suck it don’t talk.” Polar instructs and Vulpie giggles.


  “Okay! Okay I’ll suck it!” Vulpie replies, faking a frightened voice. At this, Polar releases both Vulpie’s head and his penis, letting his arms drop to his sides. He alters his stance a little but keeps it fairly wide as Vulpie starts sucking his cock once again. Vulpie swishes his tail and makes sure to bend forward and back so Polar can watch his tail and ass. The white furred wolf does, and hungrily imagines fucking it as hard as he wants. He imagines what he knows it would be like… Vulpie whimpering in delight and him stuffing all of his massive penis inside the fox, making Vulpie whine beautifully. These thoughts fill Polar’s head while he receives a very enthusiastic cock sucking from his fox husband. Polar is delighted to see that Vulpie truly tries to invent new strategies to please him. The fox boy twists and turns his head. He runs his tongue over the white furred wolf’s penis while sucking it. He uses a very small amount of teeth contact to stimulate the head of Polar’s hard penis, and many other small techniques Polar isn’t familiar with. The white furred wolf has been gay his entire adult life and is thirteen years older, but still Vulpie is able to create new sensations.


  “OOOOOOOoohhh do you want it?” Polar asks and sends his right paw down to Vulpie’s head. This time, he affectionately runs his paw across the fox boy’s ear and fur.


  “MMMHHMMM!” Vulpie adorably hums while gurgling on the wolf’s cock.


  “I don’t think you really want it!” Polar responds and grins lecherously once more. He puts his paws on his hips as if evaluating Vulpie’s blowjob and grins. At this, Vulpie sucks Polar’s cock even faster and makes cute sad noises. Polar reaches down and runs his paw through the fur on Vulpie’s head once again and then takes hold of it as before. Polar has the urge to control Vulpie, and helps the fox boy perform as it feels better and better. The white furred wolf can feel his semen backing up, his body preparing to fiercely ejaculate it. “You have to want it, Foxy! You have to want to swallow my cum!” Polar lustfully declares.


  “MMMMMMM!” Vulpie loudly hums, knowing that Polar will climax soon.


  “What’s that?” Polar lubriciously asks.


  “MMMMMMMMM!!!” Vulpie moans with the white furred wolf’s big cock stuffed in his mouth.


  “You have to swallow it! Are you going to swallow it?”


  “MMM!”


  “Are you?” Polar lecherously demands.


  “MM!” Vulpie whimpers.


  “Is that a yes?”


  “MMMM!”


  “Huh?”


  “MMMUUMM!” The fox boy moans, changing pitch to indicate how willing he is. Vulpie enthusiastically keeps up the charade of being inexperienced when it comes to sucking cock and it makes Polar want to cum down his throat. When Polar feels the onset of his orgasm, he releases Vulpie’s head and gasps loudly. Vulpie recognizes Polar’s behavior and pulls his fox muzzle back, opening his mouth and smacking the wolf’s cock free. He knows Polar likes to see himself cum, so the orange furred fox boy sits back on his knees and drops his paws to his knees. After a moment, Vulpie begins masturbating his own small erection and he swishes his tail while Polar grabs his big wolf penis.


  Polar lustfully masturbates and makes the face Vulpie knows all too well. The white furred wolf begins looking scary as he grimaces in pleasure, his gums rising and exposing his big sharp teeth. Vulpie maintains the charade of being inexperienced and gives Polar the same innocent expression. He acts confused and willing, but also frightened at Polar’s appearance. Acting scared is the easiest part, as Polar really does look monstrous when he has an orgasm. The white furred wolf grits his teeth and his gums raise even more as he approaches his climax. Stress lines appear on the wolf’s big muzzle and he opens his mouth to command Vulpie.


  “Open wide!”


  “Okay!” Vulpie quickly replies, acting frightened and confused, and opens his fox mouth. He holds still on his knees and Polar continues masturbating with his right paw. He aims the head of his big cock into Vulpie’s open mouth, just barely staying outside.


  “DON’T SWALLOW UNTIL I TELL YOU!” Polar snarls.


  “Okay! Don’t hurt me!” Vulpie replies with his most adorable voice, acting convincingly terrified.


  “UHH! HERE IT COMES!!!” Polar announces as his prostate surges in pleasure, sending the chain reaction through his male organs in a matter of seconds. He reaches the point of inevitable climax and the white furred wolf squeezes his penis in immense pleasure. Messy wolf semen surges through Polar’s penis, backed up and ready thanks to Vulpie’s amazing cock sucking. It explodes out of the wolf’s penis and into Vulpie’s mouth in giant stringy waves.


  “AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” Polar yells, looking absolutely monstrous as he cums. He watches himself cum in Vulpie’s mouth and Vulpie obediently receives it. The fox boy is used to the taste of wolf cum. It’s bitter and extremely musky with a smell that could make some animals puke, but Vulpie calmly takes it. Polar cums wave after wave of hot wolf semen into the orange furred fox boy’s mouth and moans in bliss. Not only is the physical pleasure incredible, the psychological sight of Vulpie allowing Polar to cum in his mouth is very satisfying for the wolf. Vulpie is beautiful to the white furred wolf as he finishes cumming, ejaculating a few more large strings of semen that either land on Vulpie’s tongue or miss and land halfway inside his mouth, dangling out of the fox’s jaw.


  Vulpie’s chin drips semen as Polar keeps masturbating and when he is done, he gasps in pleasure and stares at his accomplishment. A large pool of globby wolf cum is pooled inside Vulpie’s mouth, behind his tongue and at the back of his throat. It looks somewhat disgusting to Polar for a moment, as all men feel when they ejaculate, and Polar marvels at his fox lover’s control. Polar knows very well that his, and all wolf cum, smells very pungent. Vulpie waits with his mouth open and blinks, looking for what Polar wants. The fox boy’s mouth is soaked in cum and it will be a huge amount to swallow if Vulpie does.


  “OOOOOOOOHHHHHHhhhh…” Polar moans in pleasure and he gives Vulpie a loving face. The orange furred fox boy is happy to see it and he gives Polar pretty eyes in return, but he doesn’t close his mouth. Vulpie continues to hold it open even though the charade is over. He doesn’t have to keep showing it to Polar, but he does. Vulpie knows his wolf husband secretly enjoys it more than he lets on. Polar doesn’t act lecherous anymore, as the intense sex game is over, but the fox boy understands what he would like to see. Vulpie keeps his mouth open, breathing through his nose, and Polar keeps staring.


  The white furred wolf is done masturbating and lets go of his big penis. It drops and dangles as it goes flaccid and Vulpie waits. He takes a long deep breath and watches Vulpie sit still. Polar grins in thanks and Vulpie swishes his tail. The white furred wolf keeps waiting for Vulpie to swallow but the fox boy keeps showing the cum in his mouth.


  “You don’t have to do that… I’m sorry if I was a jerk.” Polar tells Vulpie with a loving voice and Vulpie laughs with a drowned hum, semen sloshing about in his throat. Finally, Vulpie slowly closes his mouth and smiles. Polar smiles down at him and excitedly watches for the next gift Vulpie is going to give. It happens in a few moments, as Vulpie swallows, winces from the smell, then swallows again, getting most of Polar’s wolf cum down his throat. After that point, Vulpie chews and swallows freely, getting all of the rest of the slimy cum down as well. “I love you so fucking much!” Polar tells Vulpie with a delighted grin. At this, Vulpie runs his tongue around inside his fox mouth and smiles even more. He opens his mouth and licks up what cum he can around his lips before grinning up at Polar in return.


  “You liked watching me swallow that monster load.” Vulpie replies with his clever voice.


  “Thank you. I know that was… How do you swallow it like that?” Polar asks with an amused smile.


  “You swallow.” Vulpie responds and licks his lips, tasting what’s left of Polar’s semen.


  “Yeah but your cum isn’t that bad. I guess fox cum isn’t as… Smelly as wolf cum, because I’m a wolf and I’ve been gay a long time!” Polar chuckles.


  “Was it hard for you to swallow other guys?” Vulpie asks and slowly stands up, swishing his fox tail. Polar comes to him and wraps his arms around the fox boy for a loving embrace. “You couldn’t do it?” Vulpie asks while looking up at his husband.


  “Not like you. I mean in the passion of the moment, yeah, I could swallow.” Polar answers.


  “I think you taste good!” Vulpie replies and smiles mischievously. “But it’s definitely an acquired taste.”


  “Well thank you so much Vulpie. I love you.” Polar tells his fox husband and lovingly hugs him.


  “See, it was a good idea for me to suck your cock wasn’t it?” Vulpie says and playfully bites his tongue between his fox teeth.


  “Well how about you? What would you like me to do for you?” Polar asks and rocks Vulpie in his arms.


  “Nothing right now. It will be a little bit until you can get it up again!” Vulpie replies and grins.


  “Well when I do, do you want me to fuck you hard or slow?”


  “Really hard… I want it REALLY hard tonight, Polar…” Vulpie answers.


  “Not as hard as that time I hurt you though, right?” Polar replies. “Remember when we did ecstasy?”


  “Yeah that was an accident. The hug drug did that. If you’ll stop when I want you to, I’m okay with you raping me.”


  “Raping you, we’re married!” Polar laughs and rocks Vulpie in his arms some more.


  “Well, we’ll pretend okay? We’ll do it just like a few minutes ago.” Vulpie says with a sly smile. “I want that bad wolf to fuck me, the one that made me suck his cock!”


  “Whatever you want.” Polar responds and hugs Vulpie again. He smiles down at the orange furred fox boy. “I love you.” The two embrace for a while longer until Vulpie pulls free and looks down at his green shirt. As he suspected, its covered with Polar’s cum stains.


  “I better go put this in the wash…” Vulpie tells Polar with a delighted expression.


  “Don’t be in a hurry to put another one on, or pants for that matter...” Polar replies with a smirk and as Vulpie steps away he pops Vulpie’s furry butt with his right paw.


  “You really like swatting my ass don’t ya?” Vulpie giggles, swishing his tail as he walks out of the den and downstairs to Polar’s laundry room.


  “I’m warming up. You want it rough, remember?” Polar responds and finds his pants. The white furred wolf gathers his clothes and heads upstairs while Vulpie is in the laundry room. Polar changes out of his business attire to one of his comfortable gray shirts with matching colored shorts. They’re some of his favorite clothing because they are easy to remove and comfortable. Thinking that it won’t be long before Vulpie wants to fuck, Polar heads downstairs without any shoes, his big wolf feet padding down the carpeted steps. He’s wearing a comfy pair of sox and enjoys the free sensation after having been in dress clothing all day. Vulpie, naked, meets Polar at the bottom of the stairs just as the wolf comes down. The orange furred fox boy is looking to go up to their bedroom and find something comfortable as well but Polar has a playful urge to stop him.


  The white furred wolf stretches his arms out to the walls as Vulpie tries to walk by him and moves in the way with a big smile. Vulpie, naked, grins and makes a run for it but is quickly apprehended by his wolf husband before he can get by.


  “QUIT!” Vulpie laughs as Polar grabs hold of him. Polar swishes his tail mischievously and whispers down into the fox boy’s ears from behind.


  “No, stay! I like watching you run around naked! You’re my little sex slave!” The white furred wolf breathes and Vulpie looks back over his left shoulder at him.


  “Then why’d you bother changing clothes?” Vulpie replies with a smirk.


  “Because I can and will do whatever I want to you, and you’ll love every second of it.” Polar replies, obviously preparing to give Vulpie what he said he wanted.


  “Silly! You can’t get it up yet! Don’t make promises ya can’t keep!” Vulpie laughs and yanks free. Polar lets him go with a smile and a wink. The wolf looks over the naked fox boy’s beautiful fur, ass and tail as Vulpie prances upstairs. Vulpie grins back at him before disappearing into the bedroom.


  “Oh, I’ll keep it!” Polar happily declares and walks into the den with a big smile to himself. The gay wolf is very pleased with his life and contemplates it as he goes over to his couch and sits down. The television is still on and he picks up the remote just as a news story on the screen catches his eye. Polar squints in confusion and then concern as he reads the topic in the screen’s bottom title: “Is Vulpie a murderer? The story you haven’t heard.”


  Polar’s instinctive reaction bothers him. Without question his subconscious tells him yes. Even though Polar has never pressed Vulpie on an answer as to what happened to Vander Clishaw, his subconscious tells him that Vulpie killed him. Polar instantly tries to correct his thinking out of love for his husband but knows he cannot ignore what he’s looking at. Whatever the story is, he wants to hear it. His right index claw taps the top of the TV remote as he moves his finger over the volume button. At first he increases it just loud enough so he can hear it, and Vulpie cannot upstairs, but soon his need to know overrides the concern. A familiar gray furred male wolf is reporting the story from behind his wooden studio desk on channel seven. Polar doesn’t particularly like the anchor but remembers the man can usually make a valid point or two.


  “Since he’s working with the government Vulpie enjoys many privileges such as free healthcare. After nearly dying at the metal paws of his rogue Vulpie.net robot, the best surgeons and physicians in the country attended to him and he made a full recovery. Some of the operations cost hundreds of thousands of dollars, and in the end Vulpie cost the government two million tax payer dollars for a full recovery. Having to seal off an entire floor for Vulpie’s security at Mercy Hospital, the best medical treatment in Sufias City, ran a million dollar price tag.


  So many are asking whether this young fox man should even be paid for the work he is now doing; after all, Vulpie works with the Cyber Technologies Government Division just to reverse the damage done by his own computer virus. On top of this, Vulpie’s criminal record dates back to his teen years and this is where things get even more interesting. Sadly, Vulpie was physically, emotionally and sexually abused by Mr. Vander Clishaw, an ex assistant pastor for the Trinity Goddess Church in Little County. After social services removed Vulpie from Clishaw’s home they found him a foster family. They were wolves but took Vulpie in as a son, though Vulpie claims to have been abused by the step father there as well.


  Vulpie was picked on at school and things got nasty. Just one month after being adopted, he came close to killing another student that was bullying him with a baseball bat. The bully was a wolf and was much larger than Vulpie. He was known to have picked on many kids but apparently he tormented young Vulpie to a point of madness. Since Vulpie was only twelve no criminal charges were filed but he was enrolled in a boarding home for children with severe psychological trauma. It’s easy to understand Vulpie’s emotional instability, considering that his own father tried to kill him, and then the poor boy was abused by Clishaw, but he clearly had a violent past.


  Now, it may not seem fair to make such a connection as this, but many are wondering whether Vulpie Vivixen unleashed the same rage on Clishaw three years later when he was released from prison. He was found stabbed to death, and he was stabbed fourteen times. Without even considering Vulpie’s cyber terrorism, it looks very possible that he killed Vander Clishaw. Vulpie has never been tried for murder because no one could find him after he left Rinwulv tech and with all of his cyber terrorism, things have only now started to settle down.


  So the question is this. Should Vulpie be stripped of his position with the government and be put on trial for murder? President Vargas pardoned the young fox’s cyber terrorism in order to make him reverse the damage he’s done, but murder is murder. No one can get away with murder and every day more and more animals are demanding that something be done. We’ll be right back.” The news anchor says, signing off for a commercial break and Polar mutes the TV. The white furred wolf’s ears perk up as he listens to hear if Vulpie is still upstairs. He looks back over his shoulder and sees Vulpie standing at the top of the stairs on the second floor. The fox boy is dressed in a black pair of shorts with a white shirt and he is staring down at Polar.


  Polar’s fur stands on end as he realizes Vulpie must have been listening to the news story about him. Vulpie has wide blue eyes and slowly walks down the steps as Polar turns back around. He tries to relax, not wanting to upset Vulpie, but neither one of them talk when Vulpie comes next to the couch. The fox boy silently stands next to Polar and stares at the TV screen.


  “You found something to wear.” Polar says and looks to Vulpie with a small smile, clearly offering his husband a chance to ignore the news story. Vulpie doesn’t respond and slowly grimaces in sadness. Polar watches while holding a breath of concern.


  “Talk about a mood killer, huh? I was going to tell you…” Vulpie whispers in despair.


  “We don’t have to talk about it… now….” Polar responds with a sympathetic voice. Vulpie knows his wolf husband is being kind but also that he won’t be satisfied until he has the truth. The fox boy can see it in his eyes.


  “I did it…” Vulpie says with a small voice. Polar watches him, waiting for an elaboration now that his vulpine husband is willing to explain. “Social services set me up in a foster home after I lived with Clishaw and I was only there two months. It was a wolf family and the she-wolf took care of me like a mother, but her husband hated me. Even though he knew I had been raped and everything else, he blamed me for being gay like it was my fault. He thought he was toughening me up but it just… Really hurt…” Vulpie sadly says and pauses for a moment. Polar notices the damaged look on Vulpie’s face and listens silently. “And it was even worse at school. The wolves picked on me every day, called me faggot, bitch, you know, all of that wonderful stuff. But there was one bastard that made me cry at night. He smacked me around because he knew he could get away with it and one day I snapped…


  There was a trail near the school that a lot of kids used to get home on the other side of town and he and I both used it. Sometimes he would wait there with his friends to pick on me before we even got to school. I followed him after he got me in serious trouble that day and did what I dreamed about every night. I took my steel ball bat, the one with the pretty neon blue handle my step mom gave me, and used a shortcut to get ahead of him.” Vulpie says and swallows while he watches Polar’s face. His wolf husband looks appreciative for being told the truth, but also concerned. “I waited behind a bush so I could hear him coming. It was fall so the leaves were on the ground everywhere and I had a perfect shot at his knees when he came by. I swung and took his legs out with the first hit. He fell forward and then I kept beating him. I can’t remember how many times I hit him but he was crying for me to stop after the first few. It surprised me how easy it was and I just couldn’t stop. All of the rage I had because of Clishaw… I took it out on him, Polar. And I almost killed him. He didn’t die, and I was told he made a full recovery because he was young, but I almost… Killed him…” Vulpie admits and stares at Polar in shame. Polar sits still for a short moment, taking in what he’s just heard.


  “What happened afterwards? Was that why they took you out of the foster home?” The white furred wolf asks.


  “Yeah.” Vulpie replies and walks around the couch so he can stand in front of Polar. He looks down at him sadly.


  “How old were you?”


  “Twelve.”


  “Where did they put you next? I remember some of what Henrenson said.”


  “Into a crazy house for abused children.” Vulpie responds. “And I spent more than a year there until I was fourteen. That’s where I became interested in computers because I was locked up. With some clever moves, I got the administrator’s attention because I made a ninety nine on the Vata Aptitude test and I convinced him to let me apply for Rinwulv Tech. He helped me make it happen, and I aced Rinwulv’s screening exam. He was a fox too, and thought I had a great opportunity to make our kind look good everywhere. So he put me on probation and let me transfer over to the school. The rest is history.”


  “So you only spent a little over a year and a half in therapy after you beat that kid into a pulp?” Polar asks.


  “Yep. That’s right Polar.” Vulpie says and stares down at his husband. “That’s the truth. I know you want me to be honest with you and that’s it…” Polar nods and stares at his fox husband with a calm expression. He looks to the side for a moment, thinking, and then puts his eyes back on Vulpie.


  “Thank you for telling me the truth.” Polar says with a gracious smile but makes a serious face afterwards. “My next question is this… Should I be afraid of you, Vulpie? I mean, I understand the wolves you’ve hurt did terrible things to you, but you do have quite the history with them. You know I love you, Vulpie, with all of my heart, but would you ever hurt me?”


  “No.” Vulpie answers with his most serious voice. “I love you just as much.” The fox boy smiles but becomes emotional after a moment. “I’m sorry…”


  “Hey, come here.” Polar offers and reaches out to his husband. He leans forward and wraps his big arms around Vulpie so he can pull him to the couch. Vulpie stifles tears while Polar takes him into his arms and gives an embrace. The white furred wolf pulls the fox boy into his lap and turns Vulpie to the side. Vulpie gladly sits sideways in Polar’s lap with his husband’s big wolf arms protecting him and they touch noses. “It’s okay…” Polar says and slowly kisses the fox boy. The affection visibly calms Vulpie and Polar kisses him again and again in playful thanks.


  “Why the hell did you have to hear about it right after the fun we had?” Vulpie groans.


  “Don’t worry about it. It’s no big deal.” Polar reassures his husband and lovingly licks Vulpies left ear before grinning. “If you feel like you’ve been bad I can punish you.” The white furred wolf lustfully offers and Vulpie returns the grin in relief.


  “Oh baby, baby! I feel VERY naughty!”


  “Yeah? I’ll fuck that smile right off your fox face.” Polar taunts. He shows his teeth with a wolf smile and Vulpie returns an extremely excited noise.


  “Oh God you fucking turn me on Polar!” Vulpie breathes and nudges his nose against the wolf’s muzzle. Polar makes use of the intimacy. He kisses his husband, exciting the fox boy to open his mouth for a breath of desire. “Aaahhh…” Vulpie moans and kisses Polar’s black wolf lips. He clutches him, eagerly making out with the white furred wolf until both of their face fur is wet.


  “Oh you need it now, don’t you?” Polar asks.


  “Please? I don’t want to wait until bedtime!” Vulpie whimpers in reply.


  “Okay, honey…” Polar says and chuckles in amusement. “Give me a second.” The white furred wolf says and lets go of Vulpie. Vulpie crawls out of his husband’s lap and Polar stands up from the couch. He looks down at Vulpie with a smile and walks around the couch and then towards the basement door.


  “What are you up to?”


  “Just wait there, Vulpie.” Polar responds and opens the basement door. He goes down the steps, the wood creaking under his muscular weight. The fox boy sits for a moment but can’t control his curiosity. Vulpie gets up off the couch and walks into the middle of the room. He can hear Polar messing around in the carpeted basement and the faint sound of a door closing. Vulpie’s fox ears perk up when he hears Polar grunt, most likely out of effort. In a few moments, the wolf returns to the steps and begins ascending, but is carrying something very big.


  Vulpie’s blue eyes widen when he sees what Polar is bringing upstairs. It’s a long but slender black couch with short legs. The white furred wolf carries it into the room and Vulpie steps aside. Polar slowly puts it down, his strong arms half flexed while handling it. Afterwards, he smirks at Vulpie and walks back to the basement door to close it. He swings it shut and keeps smiling at the fox boy as he then returns to the couch. Vulpie watches him lift it again in awe. He can’t help but send his right paw down into his shorts to play with his fox penis. Vulpie lightly masturbates and Polar sees him, chuckling while handling the couch. Polar positions the couch where he wants it to be, parallel with his normal couch but on the other side of the TV table. He sits the slim couch down diagonally to his normal couch and releases a breath of satisfaction.


  “I didn’t know you had that.” Vulpie says while touching himself.


  “It’s nice, isn’t it?” Polar responds with a smirk. “I had it downstairs in the storage room. Donner didn’t like it. He said its black didn’t match my couch so he made me take it down there.”


  “The color’s fine.” Vulpie comments and takes his paw out of his shorts. The orange furred fox boy walks by the normal black leather couch and goes to meet Polar next to the slim one. He eyes the furniture when he gets beside it and cocks his head. “Actually it looks like it would be expensive.”


  “Oh, it was. It’s a thousand couch.” Polar responds and Vulpie looks up at him. “It’s closer to the ground than normal couches and you can see it’s completely flat like an ottoman. I had to get it from a specialty furniture company because I also wanted black leather. I got it shortly after I bought this house, and though this sofa didn’t come with my other one, I actually had it here for a long time.” Polar explains with a sly look on his face. “And of course, we know what animals really use a sofa like this for...”


  “It’s just like Lance and Mitch’s!” Vulpie responds with a giggle.


  “Better. You see, I like how it has a small width.” Polar responds and moves to step over the couch. The white furred wolf has to stretch his legs very wide but manages to stand over it with both feet on opposite sides.


  “I see that.” Vulpie says with a smile.


  “Donner said it wasn’t polite to have it in the den but I disagree. I think I’ll leave it up here from now on. What do you think?” Polar asks while slowly stretching and stepping back from the couch.


  “Yeah.”


  “But he really didn’t like it because I hurt his ass when we had sex on it.” Polar tells Vulpie as he returns to a normal stance, standing next to the fox boy. He looks down at Vulpie with a naughty expression and licks his lips. “He didn’t like being a bottom either. Donner would only let me fuck him half of the time we were together. I was a versatile gay partner but he always wanted to make love to me. He was a little selfish and I had to make him be the bottom when I wanted him to. I knew he didn’t like this couch so whenever I wanted to fuck him I always made sure we used it.”


  “Oh really?” Vulpie replies with an anxious breath.


  “Yes. And that’s what I’m going to do to you, Vulpie.” Polar says with a dominant voice. “Think you can handle it?”


  “It’s me, honey. I’ll love it.”


  “You say that now but just wait until things get wild. I can come down on you really hard with this couch, and since you’re smaller than a wolf the slamming will be even harder. I’ll have to brace my upper body weight on you while I fuck you.” Polar slyly explains.


  “Sounds fun.” Vulpie breathes and gives his husband a grin.


  “It won’t hurt as bad because you’re so horny, but I’ll ream you out. Do you need to go to the bathroom?” Polar asks with a confident smile.


  “Be right back!” Vulpie replies and heads to the second floor. The fox boy walks across the den and hurries up the stairs towards the bed room while Polar follows. He takes his time, hearing the bathroom door shut and smiles to himself. He’s delighted that Vulpie’s digestive system is so dependable. The fox boy stays regular because he rarely eats much and he can have a quick bowel movement when needed. Polar has never had a mess on his cock after fucking him and the white furred wolf thinks how nice it is as he goes upstairs.


  Polar walks past the bedroom to where his hallway takes a turn to the right, and goes to the guest and storage rooms. He has to think for a moment whether he stored half of his sex toys in the guest room’s closet or the storage. He remembers after a moment and opens the storage. He finds the large white box inside where he keeps a lot of special lubricant and sex toys that are too large to keep in the bedroom. He finds what he’s looking for, a large clear tube of lubricant with the logo of “Free Love” Written across its middle. The bottle is Polar’s favorite because it works so well for so long. It’s a water based sex lubricant that doesn’t dry out easily. When Polar thinks about what he’s going to do to his husband, he decisively smirks to himself.


  The white furred wolf gathers a few other items and goes back down the hallway just as he hears Vulpie stirring in the bathroom. He hears the water running, most likely because Vulpie is done and is washing his paw fur. Polar heads down the steps and into his den in calm anticipation. He takes a seat on the new couch he brought up from the basement and waits for Vulpie. After a few moments the wolf hears his fox husband open the bathroom door upstairs and it isn’t long until Vulpie eagerly comes down the steps, moving with a smile on his face. Polar smiles back and the fox boy hurries over to the couch. Vulpie quickly pulls up and removes his white shirt, tossing it aside.


  “Are you excited?” Polar laughs with a grin. The fox boy moves onto the white furred wolf and gives him the most beautiful kiss. Polar hungrily returns it, wrapping his arms around Vulpie. The kiss slows down and becomes very tender and intimate. Vulpie submissively snuggles his fox body up against Polar and the white furred wolf leans down into the kiss. He gives his husband what he wants, taking charge lovingly, and Vulpie eagerly goes limp. After a long beautiful moment he breaks the kiss to speak to him. He smiles down at Vulpie and uses his most sincere voice.


  “My little Vulpie…” Polar coos in devotion. His words make Vulpie’s fur stand on end and the fox boy is uncharacteristically mute. He breathes fast and looks up into Polar’s handsome blue eyes. “I know how much you need it. You need me inside you, don’t you Vulpie?”


  “Yes…” Vulpie whimpers and can’t help but smile in embarrassment. For some reason the delicate question and Polar’s wise smile makes Vulpie feel a little ashamed of himself.


  “Don’t feel guilty. I want to give it to you. I want you to enjoy me deep inside your tail end. I’m going to give you what you need foxy, and you deserve the pleasure.”


  “How did you know what I was thinking?” Vulpie asks in apprehension.


  “I know you better than you know yourself. You are the most beautiful gay fox. It’s undeniable. You are so obviously gay and I love everything about you. You were born for me, and I’m the man that can appreciate how beautiful you are.”


  “You’re so sweet Polar.” Vulpie joyfully breathes.


  “I mean all of it… Now let me make love to you… And I want you to enjoy yourself. I’ll go as fast or hard as you want, or slow if you like that more.” Polar promises and smiles from wolf ear to ear down at his fox husband. Vulpie doesn’t need any suggestions to make himself fully naked. The fox boy stands up from the couch and undoes his black shorts. He pulls them down, then his tight boxers, and his penis is half erect already.


  Polar sees Vulpie’s little hard on and smiles when Vulpie starts masturbating. He thinks it’s a fantastic idea and stands as well. The white furred wolf undresses himself, removing his gray shirt and shorts, and pats his crotch while standing afterwards. His penis bulges underneath and soon it’s free. Polar strokes his penis and finds the things he brought downstairs. The wolf bends over to retrieve the “Free Love” lubricant from the floor and smiles at Vulpie as he stands back up. The wolf pops it open and uses it immediately. He squirts the lubricant over the top of his cock, and begins masturbating again to spread it all over. Vulpie watches his husband and Polar uses an authoritative tone.


  “What are you waiting for? Get on the couch, and get on your knees and elbows!” Polar playfully barks. The white furred wolf actually scares Vulpie for a moment. His voice is very loud and Vulpie bites his lip as he realizes he is going to get a pounding. The fox boy is ecstatic about getting on the couch but does so with a little apprehension. Polar is even more aggressive than usual, and quickly gets onto the couch behind him. Vulpie looks back as he feels his wolf husband mounting him.


  “Wow! You’re really…” Vulpie says just as Polar thumps the palms of his big paws around him. The white furred wolf’s hands and arms enclose Vulpie underneath Polar, and the fox boy braces his elbows against the couch under him. Vulpie leans forward on his elbows even more, and widens his knees, spreading his ass for Polar. Vulpie clutches the leather underneath him and grunts effeminately as he feels his wolf husband take advantage of him.


  Polar actually stands behind and over Vulpie with his feet on the floor, on both sides of the couch. The big wolf’s body weighs over two hundred and fifty pounds and when Polar is fully mounted on Vulpie, standing with his legs wide across the couch on the floor at each side, his body weight comes down on Vulpie’s raised tail end. Even though Polar holds up much of his upper body weight with his paws braced against the couch on both sides of Vulpie, it is far from easy for Vulpie to hold him up. The fox boy pants quickly as his ass is smashed from the weight of Polar’s body. His knees feel as though they could buckle as they receive the weight and Vulpie whimpers in fear. Polar swishes his wolf tail and waits for Vulpie to adjust to the burden.


  “Maybe this isn’t a good idea.” Vulpie breathes and he feels the vibration of Polar’s heavy chest and stomach when the wolf responds.


  “MMMMMmmm?” Polar hums in amusement.


  “You’re so heavy!” Vulpie says and holds perfectly still, allowing Polar’s weight to rest even on his butt.


  “That’s the idea…” Polar says with a delighted voice. He pushes his head down so he can look at Vulpie underneath him and he sees the stress on the fox boy’s face.


  “I don’t know!” Vulpie responds while breathing fast.


  “You will love it. Just relax your tail end as much as possible. Let your knees hold me up.” Polar suggests and moves his head back up. The white furred wolf moves on top of Vulpie, reaches back and grabs his big erection that is poking the back of Vulpie’s left leg, and slides his weight forward even more on Vulpie so he can aim his penis inside the fox boy’s ass. Polar gets the head of his big penis inside Vulpie’s anus and quickly pulls his left arm back to the front, slamming it down next to Vulpie’s left side and breathes as he moves his spread legs.


  Polar fully penetrates Vulpie much quicker than the fox boy expected, and he gasps before releasing a yelp as it rams down inside his rectum. Polar holds his front end up more, preventing his penis from going all the way inside his husband, but the sudden invasion makes Vulpie cry out.


  “EEOOWWW! OW! OW! OW! OWWWW!” Vulpie loudly whines and Polar quickly tries to verbally comfort him. He knew he might slide inside Vulpie very quickly thanks to the slippery content of his favorite sex lubricant.


  “It’ll stop hurting… It’s okay…” Polar confidently breathes on top of Vulpie and the fox boy whimpers from the wolf’s heaviness. “Getting inside hurts a little but soon it will feel really good.” The white furred wolf eagerly breathes and braces his paws at Vulpie’s sides with even more force, causing the couch to slide a little. He curls his upper body upward, making his penis go even deeper. The weight is almost too heavy for Vulpie’s backside, but his knees hold up as most of Polar’s body weight quickly slides the wolf’s penis all of the way inside.


  Polar groans in surprise, not intending to go balls deep in Vulpie, but it happens suddenly. The white furred wolf holds still, with all of his lower body and torso weight resting on top of Vulpie’s raised ass. Vulpie doesn’t make a sound as Polar waits with his cock buried all the way down inside the fox boy’s ass. He knows he should hold still to keep from hurting Vulpie and he hopes his husband isn’t in agony when the fox moans.


  “OOOOOOOOOOOOOWWWWWWWW!!!!! OWWWW!!! STOP!!!” Vulpie begs, and Polar immediately replies to his husband’s whines.


  “I know… We can stop if you want to…” Polar says, his deep voice humming on top of Vulpie’s body.


  “UUUUUUuuuuuuuuuuuuhhhhhhhhhhhh! UUHHH! OW! Ow! Owwwwwww owww. Ow. Ow. Ow. Ow!” Vulpie whimpers but his last whine has a pleasured sound to it. Polar believes the fox boy is already enjoying his huge cock and Vulpie proves his assumption is correct. “Oh my GOD you went all the way inside me! You’re balls deep in my ass!” Vulpie breathes and Polar swishes his tail.


  “I know, isn’t it great?” Polar naughtily responds.


  “It fucking HURTS!” Vulpie quickly replies, but can’t help but smile as Polar continues to warmly encourage him to continue the sex.


  “My cock feels like its half as big! Your ass is squeezing it so fucking hard!” Polar taunts with a playfully victimized voice.


  “Oh yeah, you’re the one in pain!” Vulpie effeminately groans and can’t help but laugh. Polar chuckles in amusement as well and breathes purposefully as he holds his position on Vulpie’s ass. “God it’s going to hurt so fucking bad… Can you wait a little longer?” Vulpie asks.


  “Sure.” The white furred wolf replies.


  “You can hold still? Aren’t you getting tired?”


  “Don’t worry about me, I’m fine.” Polar lovingly answers. “Just let me know when I can start fucking you…”


  “Oh God… What have I gotten myself into?” Vulpie whimpers with an encouraging voice. “Go ahead.”


  “Are you sure?”


  “Yeah. I’m okay.”


  “You’re sure?” Polar asks again in excitement.


  “Yes.”


  “Do you have a hard on?” The white furred wolf slyly inquires.


  “Oh yeah…” Vulpie breathes in response. Polar smiles to himself, knowing that his huge cock is squeezing the fox boy’s prostate.


  “By the time I’m done you’ll be cumming everywhere and you won’t even have to touch your cock…” Polar promises with a delighted voice. Vulpie whimpers as Polar slowly pulls his cock backwards, yanking on the fox boy’s insides. Polar groans in pleasure as he starts fucking Vulpie and the third time he thrusts down inside Vulpie’s ass, hammering Vulpie’s prostate, the fox boy cries out in pleasure.


  “MMMAAAAAAAAAHHHHH! OH FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!” Vulpie whines and Polar hears the delight in his husband’s voice.


  “That feels great doesn’t it?” Polar hungrily breathes.


  “God it hurts! But…..Oh my God YES!” Vulpie whimpers in excitement. He adjusts to Polar’s rhythm, and Polar begins arching his back every time he thrusts inside Vulpie’s tight ass. Polar opens his mouth and gasps in pleasure, Vulpie’s wet rectum squeezing around his huge wolf penis.


  “Fuck you feel SO GOOD! Hell yes I love FUCKING YOUR FOX ASS VULPIE!” Polar groans in bliss, and he hears the fox boy panting hard underneath him. The white furred wolf pumps Vulpie’s ass faster and faster, his enormous penis reaming the fox boy out. “Yeah you like it, don’t you? I’m NAILING you foxy! I’m slamming your prostate aren’t I? I bet it feels wonderful!”


  “MMMMMMMMMNNNEAHH!!!” Vulpie whines in pleasure.


  “You’re my bitch Vulpie!” Polar taunts. He lustfully wants to dominate the fox boy physically and emotionally and laughs when Vulpie encourages him.


  “I AM!” Vulpie breathes in ecstasy, holding his elbows hard against the couch. His ass is raised as high as it will go with his knees spread far apart, and Polar squeezes the fox boy’s tail underneath him every time he thrusts.


  “You want it don’t you?”


  “I want it!


  “Hell yes you do! Take me deep in your ass fox boy!”


  “UUUHHUHH! AHHH!” Vulpie suddenly whimpers, and his voice changes from being merely pleasured to anxious. Polar feels Vulpie’s asshole tighten while he keeps thrusting in it, and the white furred wolf coughs into laughter when he realizes he’s already giving Vulpie an anal orgasm.


  “Already? You’re already going to cum?” Polar proudly breathes and Vulpie’s voice grows louder and louder.


  “AaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH!!!! AH!” Vulpie cries out and reaches orgasm inevitability. The fox boy’s asshole involuntarily squeezes on Polar’s cock even harder and Polar thrusts his big penis all the way down inside Vulpie’s ass to nail the fox’s prostate. He makes sure to ram it hard, and it makes Vulpie scream. The fox boy’s whining even hurts Polar’s ears a little. Vulpie cums hard fast and profusely with a high pitched wail so loud, it makes Polar’s fur stand on end in homosexual excitement. “AIEHAHA! AHHHHIAAAAEEEEEEEOOOOOOO…. AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA AAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHH!! AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA HHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!” Vulpie cries out and Polar suddenly fucks him faster than ever. Vulpie trembles in bliss as the white furred wolf furiously hammers the head of his enormous penis right against the fox boy’s prostate. It hurts Vulpie very much but the pleasure is far greater. Vulpie’s ejaculation comes in sudden erratic squirts. The fox boy’s prostate only gets sudden chances to rocket semen out of his penis thanks to Polar ramming it. Polar nails it over and over and Vulpie writhes in agony and ecstasy as he finishes the most beautiful orgasm he can remember.


  “EEEEETTTTTTTTHHHHHHEHH! EETTHHHHHHH!!!” Vulpie spits with his sharp fox teeth clenched together. Vulpie can’t move with Polar on top of him and he endures the white furred wolf ferociously fucking him until he is finally and desperately finished cumming. When Polar realizes it’s over he immediately stops fucking the fox boy and relaxes.


  “Well Vulpie, I guess I was right wasn’t I?” Polar pants in pride, still erect inside the fox’s ass.


  “MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!” Vulpie whimpers loudly and can barely move after the overwhelming orgasm. Polar wants to fuck Vulpie some more and cum inside the beautiful fox boy, but instead lovingly starts pulling out. The white furred wolf moves his paws and slowly slides off of Vulpie and Vulpie yelps in pain as Polar’s cock pops out of his asshole. The removal of the huge cock leaves Vulpie’s ass burning like fire and the fox boy reaches back to touch it in pain. He slowly lies down on his right side and strokes his furry tender asshole. The stinging sensation is massive, but what hurts Vulpie even more than his rectum and asshole is his prostate. It is extremely tender after being slammed over and over, and Vulpie whimpers as he tries to hold still. His prostate hurts inside him with every small movement and he makes very helpless noises that make Polar feel guilty. The white furred wolf has lost most of his erection and crawls next to Vulpie on the couch. He gently touches and strokes Vulpie’s backside as well with a guilty expression.


  “Are you alright?” Polar quietly asks with a concerned smile.


  “I think so… If not being able to move is okay.” Vulpie replies with a loving smile. Polar relaxes when the fox boy gives him the warm look.


  “But it was worth it, wasn’t it?” Polar asks and grins, showing his wolf teeth.


  “Oh my god you made me cum so fucking hard! It hurts SO BAD!” Vulpie breathes with an overwhelmed voice.


  “I told you it would be incredible.”


  “But you didn’t finish did you?” Vulpie lovingly asks, making Polar smile in devotion.


  “Ah it doesn’t matter. I just wanted to get you off and man did I!”


  Polar says in satisfaction.


  “Holy fuck that was good….” Vulpie admits and grins at his wolf husband while rubbing his tender ass.


  “I bet no one ever made you cum like I do.” Polar replies with a sly look.


  “Polar… You’re the best I’ve ever had…” Vulpie responds and rolls near his husband on the couch. The white furred wolf meets him with a kiss and they embrace in the most beautiful moment two animals have ever shared. Polar licks Vulpie’s face with his rough tongue and the intimate ritual gives Vulpie the sudden urge to return the adoration. “I never knew you were out there Polar…” Vulpie whispers and the white furred wolf’s ears perk up at the tender sound in his husband’s voice. “I didn’t know who I was until you came into my life. I’m so lucky to have you… You really love me… The day I unleashed my Vulpie.net I felt like I was killing a part of myself because secretly I wanted you, but was too afraid to let you into my life.”


  “I suspected that was why you sent out your Vulpie.net after our weekend together.” Polar responds with a warm affectionate smile. “I knew you were my soul mate. I knew very quickly, but you were afraid to open your heart to me weren’t you?”


  “That was exactly it.” Vulpie admits in relief.


  “You tried to ruin things by having Vulpie.net and your crimes stand between us. You did it to push us apart but I feel it was meant to be that way. It brought us even closer because you did those things. After all you would never have dodged prison without a presidential pardon… But I can tell you this Vulpie, I do believe in fate. I believe in a higher power. It doesn’t matter if it was the goddesses, if it was Khalan or whatever, you were meant to be my husband.” Polar says and tenderly moves Vulpie in his arms. The fox boy relaxes to a point of bliss while he stares up into the wolf’s arctic blue eyes. Vulpie feels Polar’s large half erect penis nudging against his body and he smiles.


  “So why don’t you let me finish you off? What would you like to do to me?” Vulpie lovingly invites.


  “You said you won’t be able to walk for a week.” Polar answers with a smirk.


  “It’s okay. You want to keep making love to me don’t you?”


  “I’ve already had a magnificent blowjob tonight.”


  “Then give it to me again so you can get off. I want to.”


  “You’re being very nice to me…” Polar responds in interest.


  “Go on. Where do you want to do it?”


  “Can I bend you over the pool table downstairs?” The white furred wolf inquires in excitement.


  “Sure baby.” Vulpie replies with a very sexy voice.


  “You can take it?”


  “Yeah, I’ll be fine. Let’s do it!”


  “I’ll be gentle. I’m going to take my time with you.” Polar says with a naughty smile. Vulpie crawls out of the white furred wolf’s arms, getting off of the couch and onto his feet and Polar follows suit. He makes sure to pick up the bottle of lubricant as well. Vulpie walks slowly but faster than either of them would have thought considering the pounding he just received.


  “You’re walking.” Polar observes and Vulpie smirks back at him as they approach the basement door. The fox boy goes down the carpeted steps and the arctic wolf is right behind him. He strokes his erection and goes straight to business, pausing his masturbation for a moment to point to the closest edge of the pool table. Vulpie obeys with a smile and Polar quickly walks up behind him. The fox boy can hear the sound of Polar stroking his penis and can feel the lust coming from the wolf. Polar eagerly pops open the bottle and lubricates his penis while Vulpie slowly leans forward, bending over the pool table. His taut little stomach adjusts to the feel of the slick round wood and Vulpie barely has time to relax before Polar mounts him.


  The orange furred fox boy lays his little arms against the green table fabric, tucking them under his body just as he feels Polar grab and raise his tail. Polar’s powerful left paw comes down on Vulpie’s lower back and the white furred wolf firmly holds the fox in place. Polar aims his penis to Vulpie’s anus with his right paw and when he begins pushing it in he quickly grabs Vulpie’s right hip. The wolf’s big erection suddenly slides inside Vulpie’s ass and the fox boy grunts in stress.


  “Oooohhh, I just sunk right in there this time didn’t I?” Polar breathes in pleasure. “Spread your legs.”


  “I am.” Vulpie replies while doing his best to relax. He whimpers while getting used to the sensation of the big wolf cock up his anus once again. “Oh Goddess! Polar, don’t hurt me, okay?”


  “I know.” Polar warmly responds and slowly begins fucking the fox boy. He takes his time, enjoying every delicious moment that Vulpie’s hot insides squeeze on his penis. The white furred wolf pulls his penis backwards inside Vulpie’s rectum and then slowly pushes it back inside again, making Vulpie clutch the pool table fabric. “Goddamn you feel so fucking good Vulpie… Your ass is so damn tight…” Polar moans in delight and clutches the fox boy with both of his powerful paws. The arctic wolf licks his lips as he fucks his husband faster, getting what he needs, and Vulpie struggles to receive him. The fox boy tries not to whine so Polar can enjoy himself but nearly loses it when the wolf nails his prostate once again. Vulpie whimpers loudly each time Polar rams the head of his fat cock against his fox prostate. His internal male organ is still extremely sensitive and Polar slows his pace just as Vulpie thinks about begging for mercy.


  “Go easy!” Vulpie breathlessly requests and widens his legs even more.


  “Sorry. You just… Oh you feel so great…” Polar responds and closes his eyes with a big delighted grin. He opens his wolf mouth and breathes loudly while enjoying himself. He is in heaven every time he thrusts deep inside his husband. Polar uses his right paw to spread Vulpie’s stance even further and Vulpie has trouble standing for a moment. The white furred wolf pushes hard against him, holding him against the table, and Vulpie clutches the pool table with his arms. The fox boy has to stand on his tip toes while taking the big arctic wolf.


  “POLAR DON’T!” Vulpie whines while feeling his husband’s huge penis ramming inside his ass with increasingly savage thrusts.


  “I’m sorry!” Polar gasps and laughs in frustration. He slows his pace once again and continues chuckling while Vulpie makes very submissive sounds. “Don’t make those noises, baby… I can’t resist pounding you when you make those noises…” Polar taunts and Vulpie quickly stops. The orange furred fox boy laughs grimly in response and Polar licks his lips. He intimately rubs his big paws through Vulpie’s back fur, petting him, and fantasizes about cumming inside the fox. “Don’t make promises you can’t keep. I think I already reamed you out too much upstairs.” The wolf teases. Vulpie giggles quietly but holds completely still while the wolf keeps fucking him. The fox boy moans in stress and it isn’t long before Polar goes faster and faster. Polar knows Vulpie can take it, and he knows he’s being selfish by making use of the fact, but the pleasure makes it hard for him to hold back.


  “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh… Yeahhhhhhhhhh…” Polar blissfully groans. He makes sure not to fuck Vulpie too hard but the sensation on his cock is incredible. Vulpie’s tight ass squeezes his wolf penis deliciously. Pleasure surges through Polar’s big cock as he pumps and pumps the fox boy and soon he feels ready to cum. He’s already worked up from ferociously fucking Vulpie upstairs, and now he can relax and savor every second inside him. “You LOVE how good I feel inside you, don’t you Vulpie?”


  “You’re too big!” Vulpie quickly whimpers, trying to sound playful but his voice is filled with real concern.


  “Are you ready for me to cum inside you?” The white furred wolf hungrily asks.


  “Please! You’re too much!”


  “I’m going to fill your fox ass up with wolf cum and you’re going to love it.” Polar groans and slides his left paw down across Vulpie’s left hip. The white furred wolf spontaneously grabs and lifts his husband’s left leg, raising it up on the pool table to enjoy even more liberty with the gay fox. Vulpie struggles but manages to balance himself with his right foot on the floor and pushes both of his little paws down onto the table to hold on. Polar clamps his right paw on Vulpie’s butt, sliding the fox’s tail between his index and ring finger, and pushes his left paw under his husband’s left leg. The white furred wolf squeezes and yanks down on the right side of Vulpie’s butt, his thumb clutching right under Vulpie’s stuffed anus, and lifts Vulpie’s left leg with his left paw. Polar gets the even wider access he wants to Vulpie’s asshole and when he starts fucking Vulpie again it makes the fox boy’s fur stand on end.


  “OH MY GOD! GOD!!! PLEASE don’t go any faster Polar!” Vulpie begs with a desperate voice. Polar hears the pain in his husband’s cry and goes very slow in the new position.


  “I’m almost done baby…” Polar lustfully breathes while tenderly fucking the orange furred fox boy. Vulpie gasps and quietly whimpers while the wolf continues to mate with him. Every time Polar slides his huge throbbing cock all the way inside Vulpie’s rectum Vulpie’s eyes water a little bit more because his prostate aches. All contact it has with the invading penis surges painfully. Polar’s huge cock has slammed it so much already and it’s still taking pressure from it. Meanwhile, Polar drools a little while he keeps going inside the fox boy. His big penis is rock hard and the wolf only feels pure bliss. “Your tight fox ass is just SO INCREDIBLE to fuck!” Polar moans.


  “Please don’t hurt me! Okay? I mean it! I’m serious!” Vulpie quietly but firmly whines in response.


  “I won’t… I’m just going to enjoy this for as long as possible…” Polar responds while grinning to himself. He does take his time. The white furred wolf drags out his orgasm for a long while, savoring every moment he has his fat penis deep inside the fox boy before he reaches ejaculation.


  “Ah heh! Heeeeeeehhhhh!” Vulpie whines and looks back at Polar while having to stay against and on the edge of the pool table for so long. The fox boy’s right leg starts to go numb from supporting a lot of his weight while his left leg is so uncomfortably planted up on top of the pool table’s edge. He sets his pretty blue eyes on Polar’s while making a pained face but can see that his wolf lover is going to finish when he wants to. They know each other very well and Vulpie is aware that if he offers himself to Polar, Polar expects to enjoy the offer to its fullest. They both know Vulpie is in pain, but they also both know it’s fair game to keep fucking him. After all, one of the things that attracts Vulpie to Polar is how savage the white furred wolf can be during sex.


  “Just hold still…” Polar hungrily coos, offering some verbal comfort.


  “It hurts… Every time you hit my prostate…” Vulpie quietly responds.


  “I know it does.” Polar quickly replies with a naughty grin and the bad boy look on his husband’s face makes Vulpie grin as well. The erotic exchange makes it easier on Vulpie until Polar reaches his climax after two more minutes of slow fucking. Vulpie recognizes Polar’s deep guttural growl as his wolf lover reaches ejaculation and to Vulpie’s relief, the much bigger male is very gentle during release. Polar makes himself hold still as he cums in Vulpie but he clutches the fox boy with his strong wolf paws so hard it makes Vulpie yelp. The orange furred fox boy winces from the arctic wolf’s claws and the sensation of warm semen fills his ass.


  “AAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH HHHHHH!” Polar finally snarls after silence during his cumshot. The sound is music to Vulpie’s fox ears as he knows he won’t have to take any more and that his husband is satisfied.


  “Mmmmmm…” Vulpie effeminately hums and looks back at his lover with a tired smile. Polar stares up at the ceiling with his jaw still open from his loud moan and slowly lowers his muzzle as he relaxes. He doesn’t let go of Vulpie, and Vulpie smiles with a playfully defeated look. Polar sees it, but as Vulpie expected, it only makes the wolf more delighted. Polar continues to hold Vulpie in place with his iron grip until his massive penis goes limp in the fox boy’s ass. Only then does he slowly lessen his hold on Vulpie and inspect the internal cumshot he gave his husband. Polar’s thick cum dribbles out of Vulpie’s anus when the wolf’s cock pops out and Polar watches it run down Vulpie’s leg in delight. Vulpie smiles without shame and enjoys seeing Polar’s proud face. “Are you satisfied now, big guy?” Vulpie asks with an amused voice.


  “There are few things more beautiful than watching my cum run out of you, Vulpie…” Polar responds with a very dirty face.


  “Fabulous! Now… Will you please let me go?” Vulpie asks and Polar grins before taking his paws off his husband. When he does, Vulpie grunts as he pulls his left leg down from the table and stands while wincing. “FUUUCK….MY ASS….” The fox boy groans and the white furred wolf lovingly leans down behind him. Polar reaches down and intimately strokes Vulpie’s tail, ass, anus, perineum and then the fox’s testicles while also leaning down to kiss him before Vulpie can turn around. Vulpie is happy to meet him in one and they share a long warm kiss while Polar tenderly massages his erotic victim.


  “I love you…” Polar tells Vulpie after they part lips.


  “I love you too…” Vulpie replies with an exhausted smile. Polar licks his lips and gives his husband a playful look before bending over and going down on his knees. Vulpie has a partial erection after being fucked so savagely and is surprised and delighted at his husband’s course of action. “You wanna give me head?” Vulpie asks the much larger male with a grin.


  “I’ve got to do the other side now!” Polar lovingly answers and opens his mouth. The white furred wolf slurps Vulpie’s penis into his mouth and slowly sucks on it, making Vulpie lean back on the pool table. The fox boy breathes in pleasure and puts his paws on Polar’s big head. Vulpie gains a strong erection in a matter of seconds and plays with Polar’s furry ears while getting sucked. Polar enjoys what he’s doing to the beautiful gay fox and smiles at Vulpie with his eyes. He wants to make Vulpie feel wonderful and to get him off in thanks for what he just did to him.


  Polar thinks about how much he loves Vulpie while he sucks the fox’s cock. Vulpie groans in pleasure and grins from ear to ear, clearly enjoying being treated with respect. Polar can’t wait to show Vulpie his appreciation and when the gay fox cums after a minute or two of bliss, Polar gladly slurps and swallows his semen. Vulpie groans in ecstasy with his adorable voice and Polar makes sure to eat every bit of his husband’s cum. He tastes and consumes every drop that comes out of Vulpie’s hard little fox penis and continues to suck on it affectionately long after Vulpie is done.


  “OOOOooohhhh, I love you baby!” Vulpie tells Polar with a big smile and the white furred wolf lets Vulpie out of his mouth to respond.


  “I love you too.” Polar says and slowly gets off of his knees.
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