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  A Fox Behind Bars part 1

  1.

It amazes me how the last two months could feel like such a blur. Especially in a monotonous place like jail.

Two months in this ten by ten room, for twenty-two hours a day (not counting my occasional trips to the the adjacent courthouse). I guess spending enough time here can warp your perspective on the passage of time.

I looked into the square of polished metal, bolted to the wall, that served as my mirror. It took a moment to recognize that poor son of a bitch looking back. It was a gray-fox, but was it still Elliot Regal? My blue eyes were bloodshot. I don't think I've slept more than a couple hours at a stretch since the put me in here. And my fur, always a nice blend of salt, pepper and cinnamon, has started looking faded. Is that even possible? And I've started shedding! It's still the middle of winter. This stress is killing me.

Still staring deeply and vacantly into the eyes of that stranger, I started to feel myself drift back. That's been happening a lot, but given my circumstances, I welcome a little mental escapism.

***

There I am. Just hanging out with some "friends" on an overpass. Just watching the endless stream of New Abilon's employed masses making their way back from the nine to five purgatory. I pitied them. I'm a free spirit, an artist. Those sad furs were drones... zombies. I felt so sorry for them.

Well, that's what I thought that I thought. The State made a rather convincing case that I felt malice and envy towards them. They really made a good argument. Hell, now I'm not so sure. I just might hate those yuppie bastards.

Anyway, we were just hanging around...ok, maybe some of us were spitting off the bridge, but that's not really important is it? Like I was saying, it was Sydney, this asshole red-fox that was one of my roommates (or "fellow squatters" as the prosecution would put it). He was the one who brought the bottle of drain cleaner and roll of aluminum foil. But do you think the jury cared about that? Nooo. All they cared about was the grainy CCTV footage of me mixing the stuff in a water bottle and tossing it onto the never ending metal millipede.

When the media gets a hold of a term like "drano-bomb" they don't let go. It was glorified noise maker, not a bomb. But because of the victim, I was fucked, regardless.

That part I remember, vividly. The screeching tires, the sound of breaking concrete and smashing glass, the smoke. That, I can never forget. It's everything since then that's become a decayed grindhouse film, with scenes missing.

The wolfess that died was a widow. Her dearly departed mate was a cop.

What eldritch abomination of an elder god did I piss off for that kind of luck?

Before they even hauled me in, I swear I could smell a bloodlust in the air. Way more live coverage than was warranted.

Because of the high profile nature of the case, I got this nice private cell in Protective Custody. I guess being kept out of general population is a blessing. My previous experiences with the justice system usually involved sleeping off a hangover in the crowded drunk tank. Hygiene is not a big priority with those furs.

*Clang*

I looked at the gunmetal iron door.

I ran my fingers through my hair. It was getting long. Normally I would wear it spiked but for some asinine reason they didn't let us have product behind bars. Hard not to look guilty when you come off looking like an extra in a zombie movie.

I straightened my orange jumpsuit as the door started opening. It hung a lot looser than when I first got it. Who can eat jail food?

"It's time, Regal," said the swarthy ferret.

I let him put the cuffs on me. The click of them locking put me on autopilot.

The last time I was in the courtroom the jury read out the verdict. I knew what it would be from the start. The trial was all about today, for me. The sentencing.

When this all started they wanted to give me a plea deal. Five years if I admitted to a slew of charges I didn't understand at the time. My public defender told me to take the deal. Fuck that noise! That was five years of my life they wanted. Five years.

I insisted on going to trial. I had to show them I wasn't a monster. It wasn't the way everyone said it was. It was an accident...

A hand slapped down on my shoulder, snapping me out of it. It was that guard, Wallace, or Walter, or something. I tried not to let this place become too real. If I didn't remain separate from it, I think I would have cracked.

"Take a last look," he waved to the window.

I was surprised we'd walked all the way to the skywalk that connected the city jail with the courthouse.

"You won't be seeing civilization for a loooong time, once they lock you up."

I got a narrow view of the New Abilon skyline. A forest of glass and steel spires. The tips were starting to catch the sun's rays in a way that lit the tallest buildings like a dozen light towers. That picturesque vista belied the true city. The city I lived in. I snorted derisively at the notion of there being "civilization" out there.

The ferret's palm connected with my shoulder blade. I stumbled forward a few steps, the cuffs jingled.

"Laugh it up, Regal. They're gonna looove you in the slammer."

What a douchebag.

***

I was brought in through the side door. The gallery was packed. All of them there to see me, Elliot Regal, reluctant rockstar. Thankfully cameras weren't allowed in the courtroom. Those would be waiting for me outside.

I made a quick scan of the back. In the beginning a few of my "friends" would be in attendance. Whether to give me moral support, or just watch the tragedy unfold, I'm not sure. I wasn't allowed to talk to them. They stopped coming after the first few days.

I promised myself, if I ever get out of this, I would track those sellouts down, especially Sydney, who disappeared the day of the crash, and make them regret abandoning me like this.

My lawyer was shuffling a stack of papers. I'm ninety percent sure they had nothing to do with my case. But that's ok, I knew public defenders were overworked, underpaid and inexperienced. I was placing my faith in my ability to reach the judge and convince her to be lenient.

My lawyer looked up when he heard the sound of my cuffs being taken off. He gave me a somber smile and motioned for me to sit.

"Whatever happens, we can appeal," he said to me.

That's my floppy eared mutt of a lawyer, Douglas Sharpe, always optimistic. I wanted to throw up.

Last time I was in here and the jury foreman read off the list of charges, proclaiming to the whole world what I was guilty of, I didn't blink. But today I was going to see just how well I and my half-assed legal counsel argued the mitigating circumstances. I could barely keep from shaking.

The intimidating bailiffs, standing closer than they could have, didn't help my nerves any. Like they thought I'd rush the judge or something. One look at my size and you'd see how absurd that was. I think, in a fair fight, the judge could kick my ass. Strength has never been one of my... strong suits.

I studied the grain of the table, trying to shut out the rest of the world. I had to clear my mind and think about what I would say.

Douglas put his hand on my arm to get my attention. I looked up. Everyone was standing. Shit. Guess I zoned out again.

I quickly stood. The judge, a middle aged red panda, was approaching the bench. The black robes made me think of a priestess, about to conduct a black mass. My legs seemed to have lost their bones.

We all sat and she began giving her opening remarks. Really playing it up for the press, who diligently typed, tapped and wrote every word and every perceived reaction from the main players.

I kept my head low. My ears followed my example. If I did have to appeal, I couldn't chance leaving any negative impressions.

Sharpe whispered in my ear. "I strongly advise against this."

I glanced at him. "I don't care." Someone had to stand up for me. And if my public defender wouldn't...

I scanned the gallery once more. This time looking in the front.

Damn. She wasn't here. Though that might have been a blessing. I mean, I really did want to apologize to the young wolfess, for causing her mother's death, but what could I say? Any words would just ring hollow and might have made the act look selfserving. 

The judge read off the list of charges I'd been found guilty of, ending with the only one that really mattered, "-and having been found guilty of murder in the third degree, by a jury of your peers, we are here to pass sentence. Does the defense have any thing they would like to add before the sentence is handed down?"

Sharpe gave me a hard look and stood. "Uh, yes, your honor. My client wishes to make a statement."

She nodded to me. And like the witch cast a spell on me, I immediately rose.

"Thank you y-your honor," I hated the quaver in my voice. Maybe I should have written something down. I figured that speaking without notes might make it look more authentic.

"Saying what I did was a stupid prank that went horribly bad, would diminish just how stupid and tragic my actions were. For that, I am so sorry. I can never hope to gain the forgiveness of those that I hurt, or even to gain my own forgiveness. This is a burden I will always carry with me. If I'm locked away in prison, I will carry my guilty and burden with me, just as I always will. But in prison I won't be able to work off my debt to society in a meaningful way. I'm planning to dedicate my life to charitable pursuits, maybe to, one day, begin to undo even a fraction on the hurt that I've cause.

"Please, take that into consideration when you- the court, decide my fate." I sat back down, still feeling sick. I wish I could have cried, that would have been a nice touch.

The judge leaned forward, she seemed to talk directly to me, "Mister Elliot Regal, the court has taken all that into consideration. We've also taken into account the lack of remorse you've shown throughout the trial, the attempts to shift the blame, and your long record of vandalism and destruction of property."

Goddammit. I swallowed hard, in fear and anger. Only one news outlet called me a street-artist. And they said "alleged one time street-artist," like it was some unsubstantiated rumor. The others just called me a vandal. Damn them.

The judge began to read through the charges, starting with the petty crap the State tacked on just to make it look good. None of that mattered. Sharpe explained to me that all the sentences would be served concurrently, so the only one I was interested in was the murder wrap. Probation might have been a one in a million shot, but with a little luck, and a miracle, I could hope for parole after one year, with time served.

"-and for the crime of murder in the third degree, the court sentences you to no more than twenty years, with the possibility of parole in six." The gavel slammed repeatedly, attempting to silence the outburst of cheers I was only dimly aware of.

I looked over at Sharpe. He was already standing, speaking animatedly to the judge. I couldn't make out any of the words until he leaned in close.

"I'll file the appeal. Just stay calm and don't make any waves," he spoke like he was underwater. Or maybe like I was underwater.

The guards were already dragging me to my feet. I doubted what had just happened. It had to be a mistake.

Sharpe looked at his piles of paper. "I'll try to get out to see you next week..." he looked at the papers again, "maybe... thursday."

Today was wednesday. That was eight days from now.

Before I was hauled out the courtroom, Sharpe said one more thing to me. "Don't take any favors, and stick to your own kind."

His face looked serious. Hard to pull that off with floppy ears. Where the fuck was this fur during the trial?

***

I remember going through a tunnel of light. No more would I be in the New Abilon City Jail.

Unfortunately the light was the cameras, not death. And getting out of jail just meant the new hell of prison.

Six years? I couldn't believe it. In fact, I didn't believe it. That would have driven me mad.

Instead I tried a more incremental approach. Just last the eight days until Sharpe comes. He would get me out, or at least tell me there was an alternative to being in prison. Like joining the army, or some kind of work release. Anything!

Maybe I did go a little mad. Counting on that mutt for anything proves it. But I held on to that belief so tight, it became part of the fiber of my being.

Eight days. I could do that.

I took a deep breath and looked around the prison bus as we pulled out onto the road. There weren't many other inmates. About half a dozen. The guards sat in rear facing seats,behind a chain link fence welded across the front section.

I checked, and it seemed we were all spread too far apart to make smalltalk. Not that I was really in the mood to talk. I just wanted something to busy my mind.

I kept coming back to Wally, or Williams, or whoever the fuck that ferret was, and what he said about taking a last look. I refused to follow his instructions. There's no way I would be locked up there for six to twenty years. That was unacceptable. So I spent most of the trip avoiding looking out the windows. It was pretty crappy once we got past the city limits anyways. Just vast fields, patched with unmelted snow, and an occasional gas station.

I think I zoned out somewhere along the way, because the bus hit a bump and when I looked up I could see this dark mass on the horizon. Not to be overly dramatic, but I kept thinking of a cancerous lump. In the red light of the setting sun, the dark concrete looked like the purplish gray of dead meat. Mounds of the stuff, surrounded by a double row of tower studded razor-wire electrified fence.

I held my breath as we rode through the receiving gate. I only noticed I was holding it when my lungs began to ache. I still held it for as long as I could, because once I breathed the air on this side of the fence, I knew it would infect me like the disease this place was.

I know, that sounds stupid. And when I did take a breath nothing happened. But I still wanted to remain as unconnected to this place as I did back at the jail.

We were lined up outside the bus. Two guards were comparing papers on their clipboards. I was cold, but they took their time, chitchatting as we new arrivals risked frost bite.

Finally one set of guards got back on the bus and left us. I looked longingly after the bus that moments before I barely acknowledged existed.

It was cold and the sun was going down. I wasn't stupid enough to ask if we could hurry things up, but I sure wished someone was.

An eternity later, this coal-black wolf swaggered out to us, warm in his uniform's coat.

"Let's get them processed," I heard him say to the guards watching us slowly freeze to death.

We walked through the gates of hell and I was just glad for the heat.

We were in the kind of waiting room that only a faceless bureaucracy could spawn. Almost a perfect copy of the one at the DMV. For a second I wondered if I might actually be in hell. But hell probably doesn't have mid-century propaganda style posters spelling out all the rules of conduct.

We stood in a dwindling line as my silent travel companions were ushered off to the next available Intake Officer. When it was my turn, I sat in a plastic chair looking at a raptor. It wasn't until it started speaking that I was sure of the gender, hidden under that impersonal dress code the State imposed on it's minions. She had a such a sweet lilting voice, I had to ask her to repeat herself when she asked the first of a series of probing, and in any normal circumstance, rude, questions.

"I asked if you are currently on any illicit drugs... are you high right now?"

"What? No. No, I'm not,"

"Do you feel suicidal?"

"No."

"Are you currently or previously affiliated with a gang?"

"No," I was in an art collective once, but I guess she wouldn't want me to explain my philosophy on the difference between public street art and vandalism.

The questions went on. Did I have any enemies in here? Do I have any species based bigotries that would affect who I could be housed with? Any religious considerations? No, no, and no. The questions kept coming.

Finally I was pointed to a new line, where I rejoined my faceless bus companions as we got our pictures taken and fingerprints recorded.

The guards took us to an empty room with one wall taken up by a one way mirror.

The black wolf addressed us. "I am Correctional Officer Blake. Follow the rules and we'll get along fine during your stay at Calidonia State Penitentiary. Now face the wall and strip."

What a stirring speech. I hesitantly complied, focusing on the bumpy texture of the white wall, imagining I was still home in bed having a cliche nightmare.

I chanced a look over my shoulder. The guards were making their way down the line.

"Face the wall!" Blake shouted at me. "What did I just say about following the rules?"

His voice got closer. Fuck.

There was a shuffle of papers on a clipboard. Blake muttered under his breath, "shit... Is this right?" He called over another guard and they spoke in hushed tones.

"That's him?" one of the guards asked.

I bit my lip. Hoping I was just being paranoid.

"You're that asshole that killed that widow," Blake stated that more as a fact than a question.

Damn it. "It was an accident," I tried to explain before getting cut off.

"When speaking to the staff, you use sir or ma'am," he shouted loud enough for everyone to hear.

I heard the snapping sound of a latex glove going on. I knew what was coming, but that didn't make it any easier.

I was pushed forward. I braced myself against the cold wall as my tail was pulled up. A finger pressed to my hole and Blake's muzzle was at my ear.

"You're tight, for a fox."

My words caught in my throat. I wanted to tell him to stop, to say this had to be illegal, but I couldn't.

"We'll see how long that lasts." The guards laughed.

"What the fuck are you looking at?" he yelled to some other fur. I didn't know who was stupid enough to draw attention to themselves like I did, but if I ever find out, I'll be sure to thank them profusely.

Blake and his men left me to harass the other furs. Back then I was naive enough to think I'd dodge that bullet.

***

When we got out of Processing we all had our new light blue inmate uniforms. Pants and shirt were emblazoned with a big yellow CSP.

Of course they didn't have anymore shirts in my size. I had a moment of panic when I realized if I didn't tuck it in, I was perilously close to wearing a dress. That's just what I needed.

To say I was annoyed at the ill-fitting clothes, and almost getting finger fucked, would be an injustice to the general sense of indignity I felt at even being here. My crime was an accident.

We were taken into a hall with fading yellow lines painted onto the floor. I followed the fur in front of me, keeping my eyes on the yellow line. I resolved not to draw attention to myself again. That was a vow I quickly learned was not within my ability to keep.

We came to a stop at a checkpoint, which was a desk inside box of metal and bulletproof glass. From the desk a guard controlled the doors branching out to the various wings.

Blake talked to the raccoon and slid some papers through the box's slot.

"Opening C," an intercom announced.

There was a buzzing and mechanical click as the big iron doors opened. I was hit with a blast of noise louder than some concerts I've been to.

Strangely enough, this bothered me less than anything else so far. I think it was because that was a problem I could deal with. I was already thinking up ways to improvise earplugs when a hand grasped my collar.

"Not you," Blake said.

My heart sped up. My knowledge of incarceration, beyond jail, was limited to a few exploitation flicks, like Illsa: Wolfess of the SS. This not being an Almanian prison camp during the Second Great War, that knowledge was next to useless. Though it did give my idle mind ample visions of the kinds of tortures that could (but not likely to) befall me, as my fellow new inmates filed past. I felt another pang of loss just like when the bus left. I felt like a pup, desperately trying to imprint on anything remotely familiar in such a strange and hostile place.

The door buzzed and clicked with a finality exacerbated by the jarring silence when the background noise was cut off. There I was. Alone with Blake and an utterly disinterested raccoon. I shot a glance at the ceiling, scanning it for security cameras. Just one.

"Open cellblock H," he called to the raccoon.

I expected the buzz and noise, but instead the raccoon's muffled voice filtered out through his impenetrable box of safety. "Cellblock H? Are you sure?"

"Yeah. Elliot Regal. Just jot that down. I'll have it in the system by morning."

I looked to the raccoon, fighting back the urge to ask what was wrong with cellblock H. But that would have went against my fruitless quest to maintain a low profile.

The raccoon shrugged and I jumped at the sound of the buzz. With my senses heightened by adrenalin, I immediately noticed it was quieter. Not ominously quiet, like the checkpoint was with the doors closed, but still, quieter than cellblock C.

Blake motioned me forward with a dismissive hand wave. For a second, I wasn't sure if he was following me. No such luck.

"I watch the news. Your trial was on a lot," he said behind me.

Did he want me to say something? Maybe give him an autograph?

"I didn't know today was the big day. Sentencing," he sounded enthused.

I stepped over the threshold, not bothering to hold my breath, and got my first look at cellblock H. To my left were two tiers of nine cells, connected by a flight of stairs. The rest of the big, mostly empty, room was a common area. Four immovable tables in a row, and a TV screen set into the wall. An antiseptic void that begged for some art.

"Up the stairs," Blake ordered.

I trudged slowly upwards as news of a new arrival spread from cell to cell, adding to a spontaneous chorus of threats and insults. Blake pretended not to hear, or just didn't care, and continued talking to me.

"I skimmed your paper work once I recognized you. Possible parole in six years? In what universe is that fair?"

I bit my tongue. He wanted to get a rise out of me. Though I did agree it was unfair, but for a completely different reason.

"As an agent of the justice system, and an all around decent fur, it's my duty to make sure your time as a guest of the great state of Calidonia is as rehabilitating as possible."

I reached the top of the stairs dreading what that meant, and dreading even more that I already had a general idea. I looked into the nearest cell. A hare with tattooed ears had a hand down his pants, lewdly playing with himself while his other hand was flipping me the bird.

I looked at Blake, but he just pointed. "All the way to end."

I pressed on with my head down, not wanting to match images with the sounds I was hearing from the cells. Reaching the end of the second level walk, Blake slapped a hand on my shoulder.

"Welcome to your new home," he enthused.

I turned, not really wanting to, and got my first look at my little slice of hell. Good lord, it was smaller than that shithole cell they locked me in at the jail. Six by eight, if I had to guess. The far end held a stainless-steel cylindrical toilet, with a wash basin built into the top. Can't imagine how that could be hygienic. Out of one wall jutted a concrete slab that passed for a desk. A plastic stool was tucked under it. Above the sort-of-table ran a no-frills shelf, empty, save for a folded towel and small portable television, angled at the opposite wall, at the two bunks.

This brings us to my main issue...

"Elliot Regal, meet your cellmate, Nikola Dimitri."

I saw the huge tiger sitting on the lower bunk, with his bare feet propped up on the table opposite, long corded earbuds tethered him to the small television.

Blake cleared his throat, "Dimitri! Come meet your new cellmate."

The tiger gave us our first look. He pulled out his earbuds, obviously he didn't hear Blake, but looking at me, he seemed to understand.

"Fuck no, Blake." He had a throaty, gravely kind of voice that matched his looks perfectly.

"You two are going to get along great," Blake said.

Dimitri stood, easily towering over both me and the guard. "You know I won't live with someone."

Blake laughed and said to me, "Dimitri is cranky. He just got out of a six month stretch in solitary."

"You're not putting him in here with me," Dimitri rattled the bars. I looked to Blake, mostly concerned with if the doors were strong enough to contain the beast.

"For some reason, his cellmates always end up hurt, or dead. And if he didn't come in with so many multiple life sentences, I'm sure he would have them by now. The fact is," Blake squeezed my shoulder in a paternal manner, "with cases like Dimitri, it just doesn't pay to send it through the courts every time he adds another felony. The best we can do is bury him away in solitary for half a year at a time."

Dimitri gripped the bars tighter, causing his ample muscles to bulge under his orange and black-striped fur. It hit me that Blake was serious about putting me in there with that lunatic. I looked at the wolf, my eyes pleading with him to just shut up and not piss the tiger off further.

"Blake," Dimitri roared, "I swear if you put him in here, I'll kill him. And when you and your faggot CO's come to drag me back to solitary, I'll rip your throat out before I get there!"

Blake laughed. I did not.

Breaking my vow to keep as low a profile as possible, I backed away, until I was press against the safety railing and protested. "Blake- Sir, y-you can't!"

Blake spun on me, "I can! In here, I am god."

My knees started to buckle. This couldn't be real, could it? "B-but he said he'd kill me!" Blake seemed unmoved. "Please! Whatever I did, I don't deserve this!"

My mind raced to keep up with my heart in overdrive. The advice from my half-ass lawyer came back to me. Should I tell Blake I made a horrible mistake back at processing, and that I really did have speciesist leanings that meant I had to be housed with my own kind?

A look at Blake's barely concealed smirk gave me my answer.

"I just said I was going to kill him," Dimitri shouted. He to was desperately looking for a way out of this. Though I'll admit, he was doing it with more dignity.

"It's your life. If you want to spend it alone in a dark, cold box..." Blake let his words hang there. "Now back away from the door."

In stunned horror, I hoped the tiger would stand his ground. If he wouldn't let me in, Blake would have to put me somewhere else, right?

Blake reached for the radio clipped to his belt. "Want to do this the hard way?"

Dimitri backed away, never turning his back. as Blake raise his radio. "Open eighteen."

A bust of inaudible static responded, followed by the doors hydraulics opening it

"Waitwaitwaitwait-" I tried to stall. Unsuccessfully.

With less effort than I'd like to admit, Blake grabbed my arm and flung me in.

"Close eighteen."

Dimitri charged forward, which given his stature, and the size of the cell, meant my death was two steps away. My eyes shut in anticipation of the deathblow.

I hit the wall with enough force to knock the wind out of me. My eyes opened. I'd just been brushed aside. I watched the tiger's fists slam into the bars the same moment an echoing clank sealed the cell and my fate.

"Blake, you bastard!"

The wolf stood just outside Dimitri's long reach. He smiled. "You two have fun," he laughed, starting to leave.

"You're next, you hear me?" Dimitri shouted.

Blake was almost to the stairs. "Go fuck yourself, Dimitri. Or fuck each other. I don't care."

"Bastard!" Dimitri growled.

I watched him watching (as much as he could) Blake. That horrible buzzing signaled the wolf's final exit.

Dimitri faced me. Survival instincts kicked in. Millions of years of evolution, countless generations of the fittest, all leading up to this point, to get me out of this alive.

I averted my gaze. My tail bristled and curved up between my shaking legs. My head tilted to the side, bearing neck in a sign of total submission.

The last coherent thought that ran through my mind, once Dimitri's giant fist connected with my soft unmuscled belly, was how utterly and cosmically lucky my damn useless ancestors must have been to stumble this far up the stream of time.

***

If I'd eaten lunch that day, I'm sure I would have been laying in its regurgitated puddle. My insides felt like they'd been squeezed into a tiny ball, then skewered with needles.

I was wrapped around that ball of pain, in a fetal position. I tried to uncurl.

"If you don't shut up..." Dimitri said.

I must have been groaning. I opened my eyes. He was back on the lower bunk, watching that small television.

I closed my mouth. The pain was making it hard to breath. My eyes stung. The reality of my new life was starting to sink in now that the pain made it harder to pretend this was all a bad dream. This might have been the lowest point of my life up to that point. I started crying.

It wasn't just the pain, though if you imagine a handful if red hot coals shoved into your stomach, you might see why it might have contributed. No, I think I was mourning the loss of my life. Not that it was much, but I did enjoy things that made existence tolerable, even fun, before all this. And the 'this' culminated in my crumpled body being wracked with pain, sentenced to at least six years caged with a lunatic that was probably going to finish me off at the next commercial break.

I bit down on my hand, trying to stifle an impending sob. There was a mixed blessing in that emotional breakdown. For one, the pain in my stomach started to dull, but I was now fully aware of just how fucked I was.

Over the course of the evening I managed to push myself, inch by inch, into the corner, hugging my knees to my chest. If I made myself as small as possible he might not notice me.

That turned out to be a shit plan.

Dimitri tired of the television. He got up and stood towering over me.

"Don't," I whimpered.

"I told him I don't have cellmates."

"Please, just give me 'til morning," I pleaded with my arms up, not that I could have blocked anything. "I- I'll just spend the night right here," I patted the wall of my little corner. "Tomorrow I'll tell them I have to be moved."

"Blake won't move you." I'd only just met the sadistic wolf, but I knew the crazy tiger was probably right.

"Please, please, please, just think this over. If you kill me, Blake said you'd have to spend six months in solitary." I was grasping at straws, but hoped solitary confinement was as miserable as I imagined it to be. "M-my lawyer is coming next thursday. If you just give me 'til then, I promise you I won't get in your way. I'll just stay right here and won't say a word."

Dimitri folded his arms like he might be considering it.

"I can give you the money in my commissary account too," I tried to sweeten the deal. "Anything you want."

"Anything I want," he repeated.

I nodded furiously.

"Know how to suck a dick?" he asked.

I know, I know, I'm playing into the stereotype, but yes I did experiment with some of the foxes I knew. Alcohol was usually involved.

"Yes," I said.

He leaned over me, pressing his hands to the wall. I understood what he wanted and shifted to my knees. I looked up, he was huge in a solid slab of muscle sort of way. Are steroids easy to get in prison?

My hands shook as I pulled on the elastic waistbands of his pants and underwear. The friction of the lowering fabric was enough to start his arousal. My heightened senses could already pick up the fresh release of pheromones under the thick build up of natural musk. I shuddered at the smell of raw alpha-male power.

The sharp black stripes wrapping around those thick, taut thighs, in their fields of orange, fading to an almost pure white, were almost as visually stimulating as the sight of that huge cock, firming between them. I couldn't help but appreciate the aesthetics.

I stroked my fingers along its length. How big would it get, and where was I supposed to put it?

A hand rested on my head, slowly curling into a fist with my hair caught between the fingers. Remembering that my life literally depended on giving a good blow job, I took a firm hold of Dimitri and angled his rod upward. I leaned in, dragging the hand gripping my hair along. The pain didn't register. My mouth opened, wider than it needed to, but I was stretching my jaw while I had the chance. I ran my tongue along the vein on the underside of his shaft.

Dimitri's hold on my hair tightened, letting me know I was doing a good job. I licked along it a few more times and began to slid it in my mouth.

Thanks to many beer-bongs and drinking games, I was fairly good at relaxing my throat muscles, because if I would have thrown up on him... well, I'm sure my life would have ended that second.

Maybe if I'd been laying down, or at least better positioned, I might have been able to take all of him. But as close I could get, without his cock stabbing out the back of my head, only put most of him in my mouth. To make up for my muzzle's shortcomings I started jerking whatever wasn't in my mouth with one hand, and fondling his sack with my other. Matters of life and death deserve both hands.

Gradually, Dimitri took control, pulling my head to the rhythm he wanted. His sack started to tighten, and I could feel throbbing against my tongue. Breathing became an issue when he started thrusting in addition to manually pumping my head. The jerks came faster and more erratic. Timing when I could get a gasp of air was impossible. Spots were starting to fleck my vision and his cock was pulsing in time with the sound of my own rushing blood.

Dimitri started to moan. He made a final thrust and held me tight, the head of his cock buried deep in my throat. I felt his cum start firing in thick bursts. Soon some of it was backing into my mouth, giving me the full salty, bitter flavor. I sucked as hard as I could, hoping that I would leave him mostly clean when pulled out of my mouth.

The orgasmic spasms stopped and he softened just enough for me to get air in. Not enough air apparently, as when he did finally release me, I was gasping like a fish out of water.

Dimitri caught his breath before me. He grabbed my shirt collar and looked into my eyes.

"Blake might think he's a god out there," he pointed out the cell. "But in here, I'm your god. Get me?"

What could I say to that? "Yes, sir."

*****
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Dimitri'slibidomatched his size. I lost count of how many time he used my mouth those first three days, but by saturday it became so regular I began to fall into aroutine.

A klaxon would sound, waking the inmate population. As usual, I was awake before it went off. I'm not sure if that has to do with how uncomfortable it is to try and sleep on a bare concrete floor, while the unslept in top bunk, with it's blanked tucked snugly under a soft mattress looks down on you mockingly... or if I'm just an early riser.

Dimitri threw off his covers. That was my cue.

I scrambled over to the side of his bunk, fishing out the pair of tattered canvas shoes from under it, and kneeling. He swung his legs over, placing his broad feet in my lap.

Dimitri was not a morning person. The first day, I put his shoes on the wrong feet... I think I still have shoe shaped bruises from that faux pas.

"Good morning, sir," I say it almost as a prayer, because I'd hate to know what the tiger was like on a bad morning.

Dimitri grunted and I slipped his shoes on, scooting back on my knees. I tried to keep out of his way as much as possible. Funny how hard that is to accomplish in a closet sized cage.

While he took care of his morning ablutions, I mentally scratched off another day. Four more days until my lawyer shows up.

Eventually a guard makes one of the four daily headcounts. Let me tell you something about the guards: they suck. More than once, one of those bastards have seen Dimitri face-fucking me, but as long as they saw two bodies, they were satisfied everything was copacetic.

Another buzzing blare and the cell opens. Anyone going to breakfast lines up outside the cell and the guards march them to the cafeteria, which I hear is nice. See, because inmates can potentially buy all their food from the commissary, it's not mandatory to go to the cafeteria.

I've not left the cell since I got here... Correction, I've not been allowed to leave the cell since I got here.

I just sit in my corner, like I got a fucking time-out, until the door closes and I'm left to my own devices. Dimitri said I had to stay until the money transferred from my account to his. Just incase someone shiv's me before the transaction completes. He's all heart, that Dimitri.

***

Much to my delight and concern, my ability to zone out has been getting stronger. At the moment, these brief mental jaunts are probably what's keeping me sane. In the long run, I'm scared that one of these times I might just not come back to reality.

The cell doors opened as the breakfast crowd returned. I also returned from my mental oasis.

Dimitri walked in. I looked up at him expectantly. He pulled an apple from his pocket and tossed it to me. Before he was on his bunk, I had the apple fully devoured, core and all. In addition to controlling if I lived or died, and when I'd be allowed out of the cell, he was also my only source of food.

"I got this from Blake."

I stopped licking the apple juice from my fingers and looked to see him holding a white envelope.

Could it be that the money was transferred? Was I finally going to get to leave the cell? I felt an elation I didn't think I'd get to feel before being released from prison.

"That bastard wolf said he was disappointed you were still alive." He slid a nail along the top of the envelope, slicing it open. "That alone might be worth letting you live this long."

I would have rolled my eyes, but I was too caught up in what the letter was... That and I knew better than to mock a fur that could snuff me out like a candle.

Dimitri looked at the paper. At first I thought he was studying the fine print. The minutes ticked by and I started to wonder if he was trying to drag out the suspense to further fray my nerves. Over the tense minutes I even questioned if he might not be fully literate. If he didn't hurry up I might start really letting my imagination run wild.

"How much did you transfer?" His furrowed brow worried me.

"A-all I have."

He looked at me. "How much is 'all you have'?"

"Two hundred and thirty eight-" the crumpling of the paper cut me off. He threw the ball at me. Scared as I was, it was still impressive when he managed to hit me between the eyes without seeming to try.

I uncrumpled the note and read it. "What's the matter? It says it all transferred."

Dimitri leaned back on his bunk. "I thought you said you had 'money.'"

"I did... and now you have that 'money,'" I think the tiger and I were on the wrong page.

"Come here."

I looked behind me, at the open cell door and the common area below. I could have run. But there were no guards that I could see, and the big locked door of the cellblock. It wouldn't be worth it.

With the help of the bars I pulled myself to my feet. Spending most of my day sitting or kneeling left my legs tingly. I staggered to the bunk and climbed in between the tiger's legs. It was becoming so normal, I could imagine a day when I might have the luxury of spacing out while giving head. God, that would be nice.

I felt Dimitri's hand grip my hair, but instead of guiding me down, it forced me to look at him. "Two hundred really ain't worth my time."

My face was frozen in horror. That moment, I assume he was telling me that I was about to be killed. I started stammering, looking for any words that might change the course we were headed on.

He clamped my jaw shut with his other hand. "Quiet, while I'm speaking."

I nodded as much as I could in his iron grip. He took his hands off me, leaving me between his legs with my arms on his hips to support me. Might look romantic under different circumstances.

"You've been a good boy, so far. And I'm impressed. Most furs wouldn't have put up with this shit like you. So I'm going to give you a choice." He propped himself up on his elbows, bringing his face close to mine.

It's worth noting that I was one hundred percent present for this. My mind stayed focused like a laser.

"You've got two options. Be out of here by thursday," like a psychic he answered my nebulous doubts about that option's feasibility. "Don't worry about Blake. There are ways to get you out of this cell..."

As a sign of good faith, I chose to assume those ways would leave me alive.

"Or, you could stay with me. But I stand by what I said. I can't have a cellmate. You'd be more of a..." There's no good way to end that sentence, in my opinion. "Pet." There, see?

"Maybe having some companionship would do me good. I've spent too much time locked in solitary... might be nice for me." His voice got distant. I think he was speaking more to himself than me.

I had so many questions. "D-did you want my answer now?"

"No. That wouldn't be fair. I'll show you around and you can give me your answer thursday."

Dimitri talking about what was fair. That was hilarious. But a nice gesture. For him, anyways.

I already knew my answer. It had been a terrifying, humiliating, and thoroughly unpleasant time spent with him, but at least it would be short. I was still going to wait for thursday to tell him. Why risk insulting him?

He was staring at me. "Thank you, sir?" half questioning if that was the response he was waiting for.

He laid back and put his arms behind his head. That left me in the awkward position of kneeling over him on this cramped bunk. But now I could see the light at the end of the tunnel, not just imagine it. Four days and I'd be free from Dimitri, and on the road to being free from this hellhole.

Something sharp stung my ear. I yelped and shook my head. Dimitri had just flicked me.

"Get sucking or you won't live to make your decision," he said with only a fraction of his usual malice.

I apologized and started tugging his pants down.

I won't be seeing you much longer, I thought at Dimitri's cock. I'd had enough of him to last several lifetimes.

I woke the snake with some gentle licking, not using my hands. Dimitri's grunts gave me a good indication of how I was doing. Soon my lips were sliding over the head, putting a little pressure with my lips and poking the sensitive slit with my pointy tongue. That really got him hot.

Maybe a little too hot. If I teased him too much I knew he'd snatch a handful of my hair and take over, manually pumping my head. Rather than risk that spoiling my good mood, I went down. In only a few bobs I had my throat loose enough to take him in a satisfactory manner.

I started humming a little victory tune, knowing this was soon going to be a funny repressed memory that I'd only have to face in therapy, or when the write my autobiography, once I become a world renowned avant-garde artist.

"Fuck!," Dimitri moaned. "What is that?" His hips bucked in pleasure.

I smiled to myself. Experimenting, I hummed a tuneless note, first in a higher pitch, then a lower. Finding the right notes sent the tiger into ecstasy. For whatever reason, I felt some pride in that. Even after he exploded in my mouth, I could see myself as one of those old pagan myths, like a succubus, or something, and not just like the cum-hole that Dimitriand most other furswould see me as.

I could barely finish swallowing and licking my lips before we were back at it again. And again after that. And once more before he pushed me away so he could get in a nap before lunch. By then, I wasn't so happy in my improved blow job skills. I guess that was the asshole universe balancing out my good mood. Fucking universe.

***

We lined up in front of our cell for the before lunch headcount. I was hopping from foot to foot with all the pent up energy I had. I was out! Of the cell, that is. And that was a start. I could feel it, things were going to get better.

My eyes were wide and my senses were overloaded. I'd gotten used to the stale air and close smells of the cell.

Dimitri smacked my arm and growled at me, "calm the hell down. They'll think you've got drugs."

I wasn't sure what the COs might do if the thought I was high, but I'm pretty sure it would entail a deep cavity search. As much as I was able too, I tried to tone down the giddiness.

A guard blew a whistle and the inmates started to file out. In a more or less orderly walk down a wide hall, I tried to take in glances of my surroundings. Dimitri warned me not to make eye contact with any of the other furs or scalies until I knew who might go psycho. If my limited reference pool of Dimitri and the guard, Blake, were any indication, most of my eye contact would need to be made in a mirror.

I passed through a set of big double doors into the cavernous cafeteria. Later I found out the lunch times were staggered by where you were housed, but there had to be at least a thousand furs eating, getting food, or just relaxing at tables. It concerned me that I could only spot a handful of guards.

It was loud. Like an indoor concert waiting to begin. I made sure not to lose sight of that swaying tiger tail as Dimitri cleared a path to the food line. The line moved surprisingly quick. Probably because the pleasantries and chatter you'd find in a restaurant were absent.

I had to hurry to keep up with Dimitri, but I said yes to any food that was offered. I'd look to see what it was once I sat down. It might surprise you, but after living off of table scraps and cum for the past few days, I've worked up a healthy appetite.

I turned around and got a flashback of high school. Before I could take that stroll down memory lane, Dimitri was motioning me to follow him between the long tables. The place was packed but I saw a couple of open seats. I pointed them out. Dimitri shook his head. We ended up sitting near the door we came in.

"Look around you," the tiger said. I was sitting right next to him, but he still had to raise his voice for me to hear it over the din.

He pointed towards the back. "If you weren't with me, you'd sit there. It's where the canines sit."

"Why?" I asked, stupidly.

"It's just how things are. Now pay attention. By the doors here, are the felines. Over against the wall are the rodents. Opposite wall, anything with scales or feathers. The others and smaller groups get what's left."

Without ceremony, Dimitri began eating. I followed his example and dug into my first real meal since I arrived. Hunger can make anything delicious.

While I ate, I contemplated what Dimitri pointed out. Even my lawyer hinted that things were a little... tribal in here. I had no idea how segregated it really was. As a rather liberal fox, this arrangement was abhorrent.

A thought occurred to me. "How come I can sit here?"

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "They know me. They assume you're my property."

That made a sick sort of sense. And it explained the covetous looks I've noticed from the group of lions, further down the table.

I was about to ask if Dimitri was going to finish his mystery meat, to change the subject, when a black furred hand came to rest on my shoulder.

"Still alive, I see."

I knew the wolf's voice. Even though I hadn't seen him since my first night, I don't think I could ever forget it.

"Yes, sir," I spoke quietly and edged closer to Dimitri. As if onetormentormight protect me from the other.

The wolf laughed. "Are you getting soft, Dimitri?"

"Why don't you bend over and find out, Blake?"

 "Ha. Ha," Blake said mirthlessly. "I might start a betting pool. See who can guess how long your little roomie lasts."

Dimitri stood, with speed you wouldn't expect from a fur his size. Blake must have jumped back a step, because his hand was now on the baton clipped to his belt. He looked tense. It all went too fast for me to react, and diffused too quick for anyone else who might have witnessed it to contribute any instigation.

"We're going to the yard. You finished with us, Blake?"

Blake subtly moved his hand away from his weapon, acting as if nothing happened. "For now."

Dimitri wasn't waiting, so I had to scramble to catch up to him as he added his tray to the stack. I took one look back. Blake was still watching us as Dimitri led us out an exit.

We shrugged on two coats handed to us from an inmate locked behind a safety screen.

My eyes were blinded by the sunlight. I shut them and breathed deep. I'm not sure if it was the illusion of pure air after being locked away, or if the air actually was cleaner this far from New Abilon. It was so nice, if I concentrated, I could almost get the same sensation I had when I'd go walking around downtown looking for canvases (blank walls).

"The set up is the same out here," Dimitri said.

I blinked, letting my eyes adjust.

"When you're not with me, keep to your own kind. Or, keep to yourself. That would be safer," he looked at me. "Don't make any enemies. Half these miserable fucks would mess with you just because you're a fox. Don't give them any more reasons."

The yard was pretty big, but ringed by those squat, lifeless buildings with the tiny windows. That took away some of the sense of openness I first felt.

While I stood there taking things in, I noticed Dimitri started walking. I followed him along the gravel path.

He turned around. "Go hang out with the other canines. See if you can see yourself living with any of them."

"Where will you be?" I hated the separation anxiety I was already starting to feel. I should be rejoicing at the thought of getting away from him.

"With my kind. I'll meet you by the door when we head back in."

I had more question, like how long were we staying out, and what if I need to use the restroom. But he was walking away before I could utter a sound.

I felt a little lost then. I shrugged deeper into my coat and tried to get orientated. Down the gravel path Dimitri was on, was a paved area with a handful of benches, free weights, and pull up bars. The only furs I could see that way were felines.

What if I wanted to work out? They'd have to let me use the equipment, right? I pushed the thought from my mind. One of my lawyer's other nuggets of advice was to not rock the boat.

Fine.

I turned around and walked in the opposite direction. In the distance, almost on the other side of the yard, I saw a collection of picnic tables. I had to focus to keep my tail from wagging at the sight of pointy ears, and prominent muzzles shared by my genetic relatives who were gathered at the tables or in small groups in the general area.

***

When got close enough to be noticed I offered a sheepish sort of half-wave. The group of wolves seated at the tables promptly ignored me. Except for a couple that flipped me off. To be honest, I've made worse first impressions.

Not knowing what else to do, I kept walking closer, albeit at a slower pace. A coyote and two wolves rose from the grass and stepped onto the gravel path, blocking my way.

"The fuck you want?" asked a wolf with a sizable portion of his ear missing.

"I, uh, saw that the canines were all over here, so..." I trailed off. There was no way for me not to come off as a speciesist if I kept speaking.

One-Ear rolled his eyes.

The coyote looked to the wolf and only spoke to me after getting a nod.

"What are you in for?" he asked.

It was refreshing not to be recognized, but I also really didn't want to go into it. "Well, it was really just an accident, and I'm appealing-"

"It's not a sex-crime, is it?" the coyote asked.

"No! Third degree murder," I said hastily. Can't let thoughts like that take root.

"Bullshit!" called the other wolf, a big guy with light brown fur.

"No, really," I insisted. "It was on TV."

The three exchanged glances.

"Just ask officer Blake," I blurted out before thinking.

"Are you a narc?" the coyote asked.

You won't believe how badly I wanted to back away, especially when Chunky gripped something in his pocket that had to be a weapon of one kind or another. But I knew if I ran then, it would make me a marked fox. "N-no. He just recognized me and," my voice cracked.

"Relax," One-Ear laughed. "We're just fuckin' with you."

I tried to laugh but I'm sure the sound that came out was something else.

"You're new here, so I'll tell you how things work," he led me onto the grass, "your species makes you part of the Pack, whether you like it or not. Don't get me wrong..." he looked at me after finding a patch of grass that looked marginally less frosted than the surrounding turf. "What was your name, again?"

"Elliot."

"Don't get me wrong, Elli, there's no reason you wouldn't want in with the Pack."

He sat down, motioning for me to do likewise, while Chunky and the coyote stood behind me. I kept my peace about his calling me "Elli." 

"I'm sure you noticed how hostile this place is."

I nodded in full agreement.

"The Pack watches out for its own. Just like it was in the old days, eh?" he said with a wide smile.

I had the urge to correct him, that my fox ancestors were not normally of the pack-mentality, but if he was offering to protect me from the likes of Dimitri, I'd be perfectly content to not show off my year and a half of college education. I nodded.

He went on at some length, telling me how the Pack would make my stay in this hellhole more bearable. How they could offer perks that the other inmates, not fortunate enough to have been born canine, lacked. How a short short stretch of time, like my sentence, would feel more like a third-rate vacation.

Part of me knew right away that his pitch was full of crap, but I wanted more than anything to believe him. "Can you get me a new cellmate?" I asked.

One-Ear laughed. "Of course. Who're you with now?"

I told them. They found it quite amusing. 

"Yeah, we can fix that," he pointed towards the picnic tables, "our Alphas are seriously connected." He saw the look of relief I must have had plastered on my face. "I suppose I should bring up what's expected of you.

"There's really only three rules the Pack has. Any issues between Pack members stays within the Pack. No involving the guards. Not even your pal, Blake, I don't care if that asshole thinks he's a wolf, we don't get them involved."

"He's not-" I tried to interject.

"If shit ever goes down, like a riot or something, there's no sitting on the sidelines. Say those featherhead-lizards over on the hill start throwing punches, you," he let that word hang for awhile, like I might have forgotten he was speaking to me, "better be in there trying to kill those scaly bitches."

Now was not the time to bring up my pacifist beliefs... The drano-bomb was a political statement, meant to incite a change in thought, not hurt anyone. So, don't think I'm being hypocritical... or a pussy who doesn't want his ass kicked.

"And, all Pack members need to contribute the the greater good."

"Oh, you mean like charity? I'm into that. Maybe I could teach an art class," I offered. That sort of stuff would look really good when I appeal my case, or failing that, when I'm up for parole. Unfortunately One-Ear's look of perplexed bemusement pretty much killed that hope.

"Uhm, we we're thinking more along the lines of contributing..." he snapped his fingers.

"Fiscally," the coyote chimed in.

"Right, that's the word," the wolf smiled.

Of course. "Oh... I don't really have any," I let that trail off, my head slumped down. I felt like I was getting emotional whiplash. 

"That's ok," One-Ear tried reassuring me. "Money is just the preferred path. I'm sure you could provide some, ah, service to the Pack."

I looked up to see him staring at me. My body shuddered involuntarily.

"A wispy thing like you could pull in a lot of business. There's a rhino who pays extra for new meat."

That was all I could take. Fuck this. I stood up to walk away, only to find Chunky an arm's length away. Where the hell was a prison guard? I've been in libraries with better security!

"Look, guys," I said. "I appreciate the offer, but there's no way I can-"

One-Ear and the coyote exchanged looks, prompting the coyote to get up.

"Back off," he said to Chunky. The big wolf took a step back. "C'mon, Elliot, let's go talk," he held out his hand.

The coyote was only the same size as me, I doubt there was anything he could do to protect me from either of the wolves, but I grabbed hold like he was offering me a lifeline out of shark infested waters, and let him save me.

He pulled me along a good distance, putting the grouping of picnic tables between me and his two companions. "Are you alright," he asked. "I can feel your heart beating."

I realized I was still clutching his hand. We sat together on the cold grass. He let me sit in silence while I got my nerves back together. "Thank you," I said.

He shrugged it off. "I know this how bad this place can get, I'm sure you know too." 

"Yeah."

"You're not an idiot either. Idiots aren't into art."

Finally, an inmate that gets me.

He went on, "I'm not going to lie, Vince planned this out. He and Greg scare the shit out out of you, then I come in and play good cop." He spit in disgust. "Unfortunately, they weren't just making all that up. They're not that smart.

"If you don't want your ass kicked every day, you do have to pay protection to the Pack. Or let them use you as a drug-mule, or whore you out." 

The coyote looked away from me. I couldn't tell if it was from guilt or shame, but it felt genuine.

"Vince want's me to make a deal with you. He'll cover your weekly tithe if you work for him. As much as I hate to say it, his offer is good. You still have to turn tricks, but he'll make sure no one gets too rough with you."

"Why can't I just stay in my cell, and everyone just leave me alone?"

He didn't need to say anything. We both knew how naive that sounded. The world doesn't work that way. "What if I talked to the Alphas? Maybe they could-"

The coyote shook his head. "They might act noble, but they're just in it for the money."

"Couldn't I tell them about what they're trying to do to me? Isn't that an affront to their power?"

He shook his head again. "They don't care as long as they get their cut. And the 'Pack' is more of a 'Packs.' Dozens of wannabe alphas, extorting us and each other."

I put my head in my hands. The coyote let me process the information for as long as I needed. I'm not sure how long we sat there but I eventually asked him the most important question. "Can they really get me different cellmate? Officer Blake doesn't seem to like me, and he put me in with that lunatic, deliberately. He wouldn't just let me move."

"Yeah. It's true, some of the Alphas are well connected. Vince can get that done... if you work for him," the coyote shrugged almost apologetically.

Things were looking grim. 





 
  A Fox Behind Bars part 3

  

3.


With a grating buzz the cell doors reopened. Itsignaledthe post lunch headcount, taken to show no one escaped. Escape was not yet a subject I gave much thought to. First I needed to ensureI would live through the next week. By then, with any luck, my lawyer will have me on the road to freedom. 

Dimitri was engrossed in his television. I really wanted to mingle in the common area, but fear kept me standing in my corner, afraid to interrupt him by asking if I could leave, and afraid what he might do if I just left. I knew how ridiculous that sounded. I also knew a little about a few of his previous cellmates. My coyote friend told me the stories, or, at least, the rumors that trickled down to him. Two spent the better part of a year in the infirmary, one committed "suicide," and one was beaten to death in what was somehow considered an act of self defense on the part of Dimitri. The coyote said there were others, but he only knew of the four most recent. How could Blake have put me in here with that monster? This state doesn't have a death penalty for any crime, much less for what Iaccidentallydid. Who the hell did that wolf think he was? 

Icranedmy neck, trying to see as much of what was going on, while keeping both my hands firmly wrapped around the metal bars next to the open door. Most of the common area was hiddenby the railing of the second tier walkway, but I could see the tops of a few heads, more if they were standing, grouped around the area of the four tables. The flatscreen on the blank wall was showing a gameshow. The volume was too low for me to hear, but just seeing something as familiar and mundane as that made me smile.

I turned to Dimitri again. He was still watching his private TV. This could go on for hours. My mind barked at me to get a backbone. Just get his attention and ask if I could go play... Easier said than done. And for ten minutes I watched what I could of his screen, which was very little, seeing as I was reluctant to leave my corner, and his face, looking for clues as to when there might be a commercial break or a time when his attention wavered. Finally when he did glance at me, I was leaning leaning forward with such an urgent look on my face I couldn't be ignored.

"What," he sounded annoyed.

"I was wondering if I could," I cleared my throat, "maybe, go walk around? Out there?"

He sighed, probably weighing if dealing with my pleading looks all night was a bigger inconvenience than having to walk the few steps to the railing outside the cell and call me if he wants a blow job. I waited with bated breath.

"Fine. Don't get into any trouble, 'cause I'm not going to rescue you," he said with a dismissive wave. 

My tail wagged inspite of myself. "Thank you, sir." I actually gave a quick bow. The thought of Dimitri eliciting such a reaction from me sucked away much of my happiness as I made a for the stairs at a quick walk. No time to mope, I didn't want to risk him changing his mind. Not that I could ever really get that far away from him.
At the top of the stairs I took a moment to survey the room. Much to my disappointment the vibe was the same as it was in the cafeteria and the yard. What I wouldn't give for my spray paint, and thirty minutes alone with those big blank walls. The message practically writes itself. I sighed loudly and headed toward the designated canine table. Hopefully I would have a better time than my last attempt at socializing.

I stuck to the wall, not wanting to cut too near any of the other three tables. Who knows how territorial these idiots might be. When the Pack noticed me, which was almost immediately, I gave an encore of that little half-wave that failed to go over with the Alphas outside. One of the wolves whistled and waved me over to them.

The table was the kind you'd find outside a fast food restaurant. Immovable, the chairs attached at the base. My mind wanted to run with that thought, to lose myself in a memory of eating bad food, when the most pressing concern I had was fighting my hipster sense of ennui. God, slipping away was tempting. But I forced myself to stay in the moment. I looked over who was at the table. Three wolfs, a jackal, and a husky that was almost as buff as Dimitri.

I stood in silence, letting them make the first move. 

"Dimitri let you out, I see," said one wolf. 

How the hell do they know that? "Yyyeah, heh. It's not like that." I'm not sure who I thought I was fooling.

"Why don't you have a seat?" offered the husky. His fur pattern left him with a permanent look of menace, and his eyes were such a radiant-blue he looked almost supernatural. For a second, I wondered if they would glow in the dark.

"Thanks," I said. The round table only had four seats, all occupied. One wolf must have brought a stool, like the one in my cell. There was no way I was going back to press my luck interrupting Dimitri to borrow a stool. "Um... I'll just stand," I told the husky.

"Nonsense," he said jovially. "Max, let him have your seat." A tattooed brown wolf scowled but rose.

"No, please, I can just stand." I didn't need help pissing furs off.

The husky laughed. "Nonsense," he said again, "have a seat so we can get to know you." He spoke with an air of finality that made further argument pointless. Maybe I could apologize to the wolf later.

I walked around to where Max had been sitting. The wolf with the tattoos snarled and walked off toward the cells. The husky motioned to the now empty spot next to him. I began to thank him for the invitation when I was stunned into silence. Surely I must have been mistaken, but instead of a stool I saw red furred fox, on all fours, his eyes locked on the floor. The husky's gang's laughter at my gobsmacked expression made it clear I wasn't hallucinating. 

"Don't insult my hospitality," the husky said, biting back laughter. 


My eyes searched for a guard. There's no way they could allow this?

"Seriously," growled the husky. "Sit down. That's just Jake."

Just Jake? That was a living, breathing fur! Like myself, like any of them. How could I let him be so degraded?

"Kole, if he's not seated in the next five seconds, kick him in the balls."

The jackal rose with a smile at the husky's command. He was tall and lean. I got the impression that his kick could reach me from across the table if he didn't have the target he had. Needless to say, I sat down, gingerly, onto Jake's back, acutely aware of what he must be feeling. I tried not to put a lot of weight on him, but even under my scrawny frame his back bowed. Sorrysorrysorry, my mind shouted to him. Of all things, I suddenly wondered if he thought I had a boney ass... Would that make it less comfortable, or more? And, again, why didn't a guard stop this? I stared at the llama in his CO uniform, standing against the wall, as he watches the small flatscreen showing a gameshow, willing him to turn his shaggy head and give a simple command like "knock that off." 

"You seem tense, Regal," said the husky. 

"How do you know my name," my attention temporarily diverted.

"I'm the Pack's Alpha in cellblock H. I make it a point to know all my furs."

"Oh..."

"My name's Piter by the way," he stuck his hand out.

I shook it weakly, wondering what else he knew about me, and what opinions he'd already formulated. We talked for a while, in what seemed to be an informal meet and greet. I felt guilty about using Jake as a chair, but at least the fox wasn't complaining. And it was warmer and softer than anything else I've had to sleep or sit on, which made me feel even more guilty for noticing that. 

"You said someone briefed you on the Pack?"

"Yeah, a coyote, I didn't get his name," I was slightly embarrassed at being so self absorbed that I didn't think to ask the name of the only fur who'd been nice to me since I got here. "I think he was working," I wasn't sure if that was the right word to use, "for a wolf named Vince..."

Piter grew quiet. "That son of a bitch. Did he try to recruit you?"

"No," I lied. When the husky's mood matched the demonic fur patterns of his face, it was terrifying.

"He will. When he does, tell him to fuck off."

"Got it." I had a feeling that no matter how hard I try, everyone was determined to suck me into their own agendas.

"So, have you made your first donation to the Pack yet?" Piter asked with a fresh smile.

"Uh, um, sorta," I stalled, hoping my overactive imagination would come up with a halfway plausible way of deferring this topic.

"'Sorta?'" Piter questioned, still keeping that smile.

"Yeah, I guess..." Fuck. I had nothing. "No, not yet."

"That's too bad, 'cause tribute is due on saturdays, in my cellblock." His smile wavered for just a second.

"Oh, I- I-,"

"I know," Piter said with an overacted hint of paternality. "My sources told me you transferred all your money to that cat," he spat the last word. "They say you were more than willing to give it up, but when it comes to your own Pack?" The smile was gone.

"No! I- He forced me to give him my money! He was going to kill me!"

"And what do you think the Pack will do. Especially to a traitor?" Piter's companions were staring at me, hunger in their eyes.

I tried edging back from the table, forgetting I was sitting on a fellow fox. Poor Jake lost his balance and we both ended sprawled on the floor. Before I could untangle myself I was pinned under that jackal, Kole's, foot. I tried twisting it off my chest but had no leverage. "Guard!" I called out. Kole lifted his foot up giving me the chance to roll out from under him and get up. The room had gone quite. I looked at the llama, the one paid to protect me from things like this. He flicked hair from his eyes, looking the situation over. 

"He fell," Piter said.

The llama shrugged and went back to watching a game show. My jaw dropped.

"Bad move," Piter whispered. Before I could think, the husky drove a hard fist into my gut. I didn't have the air to scream as the two wolfs each took an arm and started dragging me towards the cells. I was dropped in one, finally able to cradle my stomach. I could just about groan while Piter began lecturing me.

"You don't involve the guards. That's something you should have known even if no one told you. And to think how nice I was being. Giving you priceless advice, letting you use my chair... and I was willing to work something out so you could afford the Pack payment.”

I managed to get into a sitting position. My eyes focused. The wolf with the tattoos poking out from under his shirt, was on the top bunk, looking at me with that smug look of someone who thinks they'd just witnessed instant karma. A sheet had been strung across the bars, giving a limited degree of privacy, the analytic part of my brain thought that was probably not allowed, but was a clever way of making a cell more room-like. "I'm really sorry," I choked out.

"I know,” he reached down and ran a hand over my head. I shuddered at his creepy touch. "The question is, how are you planning to pay up now?"

"I don't have anything..." my mind searched for a way out of this. "You can have my desserts!"

Piter looked down at me while speaking to his men. "Hold him." I was wrenched to my feet as more hands ripped at my clothes. It was a blur, but I managed to yell for help up until a fist knocked my head back. The next thing I knew I was tossed onto the lower bunk, naked.

"God, don't do this," I said to Piter. He was pulling his pants down, and I suddenly became aware of how claustrophobic the cell was with so many furs crowded in. The air was so close, and I was smelling growing arousal. I wanted to yell again, but who was going to help me? "Please, Piter, don't," my voice started to break.

Piter reached around my head, clamping down on the nap of my neck, and pulled my closer. "Be a good little fox and don't fight it. I know your kind enjoys this." The world started spinning even before Piter flung me face down on the bunk's thin mattress, my legs hanging off the edge. Piter kicked my legs apart. The last time I'd felt this exposed was when I was naked and searched during my arrival. I would trade anything to go through that again rather than what was coming.

A crack, that would have echoed had there been less of an audience, cut the air when Piter smacked my ass. I yelped and jerked up, only to be shoved back down. My tormentors laughed. Piter yanked my tail up, I yelped again, too scared to make any other sounds. I felt him feel me up, pressing his thumb onto my rosette.

"Fuck, you are so tight. You a virgin?" 

I found my voice. "Let me go," I whispered. 

"Go get Jake," Piter ordered one of his men.

"Let me go," I said just a little louder. If Piter heard me he gave no indication. I heard the rustle of the sheet and footsteps, indistinct voices speaking at once. Eventually I could pick out Piter's voice again.

"Loosen him up," the husky growled. A body collided with mine, cramming my head into the cell wall. I didn't have to look to know that red fox that was just being used as a chair was being given a new use. I hoped he would remember how reluctant I was to use him, and return the favor.

Soft hands rested on my hips. Something wet pressed into my crack, I screamed in protest and pulled on the mattress, trying to rip myself away. Before I could realize the futility of that, a wolf pulled my arm behind my back turning my screams of protest to a howl of pain.

Piter was on my other side, "keep struggling and I'll have him break it." The wolf shifted my arm to emphasize Piter's threat.

I nodded, gasping in pain. The wolf let go. I pulled my sore arm under me like it was strapped to a stretched rubber band. The warm wet pressure was back. I clenched tight my eyes, hole and mouth, waiting for Jake to stab into me with a flesh-dagger. Then it hit me, he wasn't using his cock, he was using his tongue. It made a sick kind of sense. Why would a status freak like Piter allow his lowly fox the honor of raping me first? It sickened me, what Jake was doing, the sensation of his rough tongue pressing firmer with every drooling lick. 

His tongue pushed through my tight ring of muscle. I whimpered, loudly, for me and for Jake. I don't know why, I mean the red fox might been a serial killer for all I knew, but I just felt, believed, he was in the same situation I was. When Jake pulled back and stroked my side while tenderly wiggling a finger into me, I became convinced he was a kindred spirit. He was so gentle, working a second digit in and scissoring me looser, that I could have imagined myself willing letting him fuck me, like when I'd experimented with my friends back on the outside. I'd never gone this far, nor wanted to, but under such captivity I think, if I imagined hard enough, I could imagine something consensual happening with Jake in time.

Of course, those thoughts were moot, and probably just synaptic misfires from a mind hanging on the edges of shock. 

Jake's warm body was gone in an instant, coinciding with a thud and stifled cry. Then Piter's voice, "That's enough. Get the fuck out and make sure we get some privacy." A new, rougher set of hands seized me. I knew what was coming, but Piter's cock was so much bigger than Jake's tongue and fingers, and even if Jake's gentleness was an illusion, even the illusion was gone. He slid in me slowly the first time, but I think he was just adjusting me so he didn't break his dick on my pelvis. It was like getting skewered with a rod of red hot iron. It burned, and I could feel him sinking deeper. It got to the point where the searing pain became unbearable. I screamed, not even bothering trying to muffle it in the mattress.

I expected someone to hit me, or cover my mouth, but Piter wasn't planning to stop once he got started. The burning pain worsened with every thrust. My screaming turned to wailing, and finally to sobs. He shot his load and pulled out, spilling his hot seed down the inside of my legs.

"Max," Piter panted, "I think this fucker owes you for taking your seat. Care to collect?"

I heard the tattooed wolf's cackle. He was on me like a feral wolf on a moosecarcass. It wasn't fucking, or even what Piter just did to me, this was something more primal, like he was rutting. My vision waswhitingout with hurt. I cursed my body for not giving out. Where was my release from consciousness, or even life? Why was I still enduring this living hell? Maybe I didlose my mind during the rape, if only sporadically, because time, as a concept, just disappeared. I was fucked for eons that went by too fast to remember. A strange paradox, I know.

One of the other wolves, or maybe it was thejackal, complained about how disgusting my hole had gotten. The next thing I knew I was pulled off the bunk, someone holding me by my sorearm, stopping me from sinking lower than my knees. I yelled out from the fresh points of pain, I have no idea where I found the energy to make a sound. That sound was soon corked with a cock. I'd stopped caring who was taking their turn at violating me by that point. I couldn't even bring myself to bite down. I just wanted it to end. They didn't seem to care if I swallowed, so I knelt there like alobotomizedvegetable, letting cum dribble out my mouth almost as fast as it was pumped in. 

When they'd had their fill, I was left naked and sticky, collapsed on the floor. Finally, after the damage had been done, my mind retreated in on itself, leaving me feeling like an acid dipped zombie.

***

Someone was shaking me by the shoulder. I kept my eyes shut, five more minutes, that's all I needed.

"Time to go home," said a distant voice. I knew that voice. It was all coming back to me. I opened my eyes to see Piter's squatting form. "C'mon Regal. If you're not back in your cell for lockdown, they'll write you up." He held up my shirt and shook it out. Damn it, I was still naked.

The world tilted to it's proper position. I looked at my arm and saw a brown furred hand with the spider webbing tattoos of Max. No matter how sore and tired I felt, I couldn't stand his touch. I shrugged him off and reached for my shirt.

"Good boy," Piter said.

I rushed to pull on my pants, not wanting to see the mess I'd been laying in. With the help of the bunk, I clawed my way upright before they could lay another hand on me. I wasn't going to take the time to put my shoes on, I just carried them with me. I'd say I ran out of there, but it was mostly momentum from tilting towards the door and letting my legs try to keep up.

Piter laughed and called after me. "Welcome to the Pack, Regal!"

It must have been getting late. I was one of the last furs to reach their cell. Just as the klaxon sounded, and the doors started sliding shut, the last of my strength gave out. I let myself melt down the wall, becoming a puddle of broken fox in my corner.

Dimitri looked over at me and furrowed his brow. "Jeezus. The fuck happened to you?" He took his earbuds out, so I assumed he wanted a response. But I couldn't give one. I tried, but my voice just devolved into a whine and I started crying again.

"Dumbass," Dimitri admonished me.

I jumped at a second voice coming from behind me, outside the cell. "Shit. Is he alright?" I turned to see the scruffy haired llama.

"Fuck off, asshole," Dimitri answered. It was somewhat comforting to know he was a jerk to everyone, not just me.

I heard the llama snort, then he clicked his radio. "Everyone accounted for."

The llama left without a second thought. 

"Wash off," Dimitri said. "And use the bowl, not the sink. I don't want wolf jizz where I wash my hands."

I should have mentally said some snarky remark about that, but the truth was I don't think I could have stood long enough to use the sink anyways. I knelt in front of toilet. Nice of him to at least have flushed. Scooping up handfuls of water to get as much of the cooling goo off my face was the saddest experience of my life. The wet fur masked my tears, at least. 





 
  A Fox Behind Bars part 4

  

4.


Sunday morning. I'm still alive. I can't say I'm ecstatic over that, but I'm also not desperate enough to look for an alternative. Taking stock of my body was depressing. I think something in my shoulder was strained, or maybe torn, but at least nothing seemed broken. My stomach to my knees was a mass of stinging pain, but I'd stopped bleeding. I rolled on my back with a sigh. Looks like I'll pull through. I watched the ceiling for a few minutes waiting for the buzzing that started the day. When it came I smiled at how accurate my internal clock has become. 

I managed to get Dimitri's shoes on him without using my left arm. I crawled back to my corner praying he wouldn't use me yet. I just wanted time to repress what I went through yesterday. 

"Get ready. Line up for breakfast."

I looked at Dimitri as he pulled his fly up, finished with his morning routine. "I'm not going."

His face switched from indifferent to annoyed. "You're telling me this?"

Shit. I'd forgotten protocol. My ears flattened. "Sorry, sir," I said quickly, getting into a kneeling position. I felt sharp pain. Fuck, I might have tore open something again, but I pushed those thoughts out of my head. "Please, sir, let me stay here. I really don't want to go out there."

I felt his eyes boring into me even as I kept my focus on the floor.

"I'm not bringing you any food. If you don't go, you don't eat."

I nodded. "I understand, sir." Starvation was great compared to what was on theother sideof those bars.

Dimitri walked by me. He muttered "dumbassˆ" just loud enough for me to hear. Even after the doors clanged shut, and the crowd of inmates making for the cafeteria were out of earshot, I stayed on my knees, staring at the floor. Slowly I drifted into a waking dream.

***

"Are you religious?" That was the first thing Dimitri had said since coming back from breakfast. It took me by surprise.

"Wh- um, no, sir... why?"

Dimitri stood and shut off his TV. "It's sunday. The State has to give us access to services. Most of the majors are covered. You don't have to go, but be ready for lunch in an hour."

"Can I stay here again? I'm really not hungry." 

"No."

"But, pleeease, sir," I whined.

Dimitri stalked over to me, towering over my small form sitting crosslegged, back to the wall.

"Do I need to remind you whose cell this is? What did I tell you when you were first tossed in here?"

I was trembling at that point. Why couldn't I have just shut up. "Y-y-y-you-," I bit down on my tongue. Trying to speak was pointless. Dimitri bent down and took hold of my jaw, forcing me to look him in the eyes.

"I said I was a god in this cell. That makes you nothing. You exist because I'm letting you."

My eyes must have been wide as saucers, but even as they started to tear up I couldn't shut them. Strange, how the prospect of impending death can suddenly make even the most miserable of lives seem like the most precious thing ever. "I'm so sorry! Please don't hurt me!"

Dimitri gave me a disgusted look and let go of my chin. "Thank you, sir. I shouldn't have disagreed with you." I hoped to appease him, and when he pulled down his fly I had a sense of relief. This was something I could do, something that wouldn't kill me. I enthusiastically shifted to my knees and hungrily opened my mouth, sliding my hands up the tiger's legs.

A hard slap to the side of my head got me by surprise. I looked up at Dimitri, feeling hurt. What did I do this time?

"Did I tell you to suck me off?"

"No." My heart sank. Was he going to take me from behind? I clenched at the thought of what damage he could do, and couldn't hold back a pleading whimper.

"Stay still."

As if if I could move.

I watched in mixed horror and appreciation as Dimitrti pulled out his massive cock. Before my mind could process what what happening, Dimitri let flow a hot stream of piss. It splashed on my shirt before soaking in. I threw my arms up to block it but Dimitri just adjusted his aim higher. My thoughts ran along the lines of, oh fuck! what is he doing? This is insane.

"Stop!" I shouted, but that was a bad move. With my mouth open, the acrid liquid hit my mouth, instantly triggering my well suppressed gag reflex. I doubled over, retching and feeling the tiger spray into my hair. I stayed there, kneeling in a tight ball, waiting for him to finish my punishment. Realizing I wasn't even putting up a token fight was one of the most disheartening moments of my life. 

The dank, ammonia rich odor stung my nostrils, but I kept my mouth shut from the unreasonable fear that Dimitri could violate the laws of physics and somehow piss down my throat even as my nose hovered inches off the ground. The hot pressure stopped and I could feel the wetness spreading as it was sucked into my hair and fur. Dimitri's canvas shoe slid into my line of sight. He lifted my head with his toe until I was looking at him. I whimpered, wondering what else he would put me through.

Dimitri ran a finger along the bottom of his shaft, bring a twitch as he reached his slit. "Open," he demanded.

My jaw sprung open. Whatever he would do to me would be worse if Iresisted. He stuck his wet finger between my lips. "Suck."

I did. In more ways than one.

The taste was sickening, but it was what I was doing that turned my stomach the most. I held back the rising tide of bile until he yanked his finger from my mouth. He bent down, examining my face, which was an open book of shame, disgust and fear.

"Didn't like that, did you?" his voice dripped with sarcasm.

"No, sir."

"The next timeyou're a bad fox, I stick my dickin your mouth and make you drink it all. Understand?"

"Y-yes, sir," I trembled.

He straightened. "Good boy. Now, I'm going to church, be ready for lunch when I get back." I watched him leave the cell and turn back towards me, I cringed. "You can rinse your mouth out. Leave the rest in. This is shower-day,after all."

"Thank you, sir," I said. 

I was still shaking long after the cell doors were closed and the religious furs we gone to their various chapels. Even as I cupped my hand under the running faucet my hands trembled, spilling more water than I could scoop into my mouth. His words came back to me then, "I'm going to church." The absurd hypocrisy of Dimitri hit me like a sledgehammer. I laughed, spitting my mouthful of water. I kept on laughing until I started to cry. Sob's mingled with hysterical cackling. Even the hell I was living through hadn't killed my sense of righteous indignation yet. I was still me, but it all hurt so much, and I was scared to death at the knowledge that I couldn't hold out forever.

Why was this happening to me?

***

I poked at noodles the prison dared to call spaghetti. My mind wasn't on my food. I was thankful that Dimitri didn't make me sit with the canines, and I was doubly appreciative of the near mystical bubble of space Dimitri's dangerous aura allowed us. Though part of me wondered if I couldn't have kept my personal space intact on my own, seeing as I currently reeked of tiger urine. 

Funny how I was now looking forward to the showers. It still scarred the hell out of me to think what the experience could entail, but fuck it, getting pissed on put things in perspective for me.

"Hey."

I looked up at Dimitri. His gruff voice pulling me out of my thoughts.

"Have you given any thought to my offer?" he asked, while poking at his noodles with as much enthusiasm as I was.

I blinked. I knew he had big balls, from first hand experience, but to think now was the time to ask me if I wanted to live my life in prison as his pet? After what he'd done to me not more than a couple hours earlier! 

I took a deep breath and swallowed my anger. "I'm still thinking." I pushed my noodles around and looked up to see him still looking at me. "You, uh, you'll still give me 'til thursday to make up my mind, right?" 

He let the question hang for a moment longer than I would have liked. "Yeah," he said, and returned to the alleged spaghetti.

I was still thinking I could get away from Dimitri, and find some living arrangement that would at least let me do my time with my sanity intact, however long that would be, but after what the members of the Pack in cellblock H did to me, I wasn't as certain as I had once been. 

I had to talk to the coyote. I wish I knew his name. He would know what to do. He had to, he was my only hope.

***

The wind bit into me like an angry badger. My hair was still a little damp, and the oversized prison issued jacket did little to keep in whatmeagerheat I had. It was colder than yesterdayand the Yard was more like a tundra than a field. I turned my back to the wind in time to see Dimitri walking away. An irrational panic hit me. What if I ran into Piter? What if the coyote wasn't outside today? What if Vince... What if?

"Wait!" I shouted. Fuck my need for the coyote's help, fuck my urgent need to get out of cellblock H. "Dimitri- sir!" I ran after him.

"What?" he asked without slowing his pace.

"Let me come with you. Please," I managed to refrain from losing all dignity by nottugging on his sleeve. 

"No. Go play with the other dogs," he said without breaking his stride.

I knew giving into my fear was ridiculous, and putting this off for another day wouldn't mean anything in the long run, but I just couldn't get past feeling the truth of that old saying, better the devil you know than the one you don't. "Please. I'll just stand off to the side. You won't even know I'm there."

"You're right. 'Cause you won't be."

"But-"

Dimitri came to a sudden stop, spinning to face me. "Are you arguing with?" he asked with a hint of disbelief. 

My gaze dropped to his crotch. I remember his threat from earlier. "No. Sorry." I gave a sort of half bow and back away, not wanting to do anything that might provoke him. 

I pulled my coat tight, taking wide steps in the opposite direction. I guess my course was set, whether I liked it or not. I ran a hand through my hair, ruffling it in hopes the cold wind would blow away as much of the tiger's sent as it could. If I stay downwind, I might even manage to avoid the embarrassment ofexplaining what had happened.

As the cluster of picnic tables got closer I started scanning the faces. I don't know how, but Vince spotted me first. You'd think his missing ear would make him stand out in a crowd. He locked eyes with me as I walk towards him. He had a smug little smirk, like he'd known I'd be back. I really wished I'd had other options.

The stiff grass crunch beneath the soles of my thin shoes. Damn, it was cold. The heat drained from me at both ends now. What would happen during the heart of winter? Were the inmates forced into the blizzard like dissidents locked in a gulag, I wondered idly. 

I watched Vince start to break from the crowd. Thank god, the coyote was there too. Unfortunately the bigger wolf, Greg, was also with them. I stopped a few yards short and let them walk to me. I wish I could say that was me trying my hand at playing head games, but really, I just didn't want an audience of eavesdroppers. 

"You look like shit," Vince greeted me.

I shrugged. "I kinda wanted to talk to," I nodded toward to coyote. My ears flattened as the wolf looked at me, searching for some hidden agenda I didn't have.

The coyote looked at Vince. Only after Vince seemed satisfied did he give a small sign of acquiescence to the coyote. "But stay around here, where I can keep an eye on him," Vince said.

I hoped he would take me by the hand again. I wanted physical contact with someone who wouldn't hurt me. That realization hit me by surprise, and I pushed down a sudden burning sensation deep in my chest. My eyes stung, but I blamed the cold in the air.

He lead me just out of earshot. I heard him take a sniff, even though he tried not to make it obvious. I looked away in shame.

"It's ok," he said in his soft, liquid velvet voice. He move closer and put his hand on my elbow. "Don't cry, Elliot. Please. At least not in front of them." 

I wiped at my eyes with my other hand. Fuck. I was crying. "God!" I moaned and rubbed my eyes with my sleeve. The coyote let me compose myself. It took a few minutes, but I pressed hard on my eyes, willing myself to ignore the cascade of emotion threatening to burst its dam.

I heard the coyote's voice in my ear. "It's ok to let it out, but just wait until you're alone. A lot of these assholes will feed on your pain."

I nodded and blew my nose in my jacket's sleeve. I wondered how often these jackets got washed... fuck it, not my problem. "Thanks..." I looked at him, "I don't know your name." I hoped he wouldn't think I was self absorbed. "I'm really sorry."

He chuckled. "I guess I never did introduce myself. My name's Ronald Carpenter, but, um," he ran his hand through his hair. He looked a little embarrassed. "Everyone calls me Hash." He blushed, almost imperceptibly.

"Oh," I said. Immediately I assumed he was in here on a drug charge. He must have saw the look I get when my imagination kicks into overdrive, because he hastily corrected what must have been a common conclusion.

"I wasn't a dealer. It's 'Hash' as inhash-tag, the same as the number symbol, and in here, apparently, being able to do simple math makes you some kind of a fucking genius, so, yeah...Kind of a stupid way to pick up a dorky nickname, but it's better than the alternatives I was offered." He made a lewd fucking-gesture with his hands and shrugged.

I couldn't help but laugh.

He smiled. "Heh. Feel a little better?"

My head was a little clearer and I nodded. "Thanks, Hash." I managed to tell him what happened to me last night. Not directly, of course, but he understood what I was saying. I couldn't look him in the eye, but I even told him what Dimitri did when I didn't want to do what he told me to.

He swore in his calm way. "Don't tell Vince."

I looked at him, confused.

"He'll take that as a personal slight, and do something, I don't know what, he's unpredictable. But, cause and effect don't factor into many of his plans. No matter what he does, it'll just get you in trouble. If he beats up one of Piter's guys, they'll just give you worse for being one of his. If he tells Dimitri to lay off you, and doesn't get killed in the process, how do you think Dimitri would react to you going behind his back?"

I shuddered at the implications. I sighed in frustration. "I can't tell the guards. My cellmate could kill me at any moment. A husky almost ripped me open... And my best chance is to let that idiot, whore me out?" I glance over my shoulder at Vince. 

"Shh! Not so loud," Hash calmed me. "I know, it looks hopeless." It was hopeless! "If I made it, you can make it. Give it time. You'll find a way to live through this. It won't be pleasant, but I promise. You. Will. Survive."

I believed him. I had no reason to, but he'd been honest to me so far. I had nothing else. 

***

I stood in the queue, behind Dimitri, waiting for my turn at an open shower stall. Dimitri didn't ask me what I did out on the Yard. He didn't ask me anything, really. I just followed him mutely, because my own questions wouldn't have been answered, he wouldn't allay my fears, and he wasn't one for smalltalk. There was nothing to say.

I felt like an animal in a mechanized slaughterhouse. Things were run surprisingly efficient (if slowly), but we were all just pieces of meat to the system. The inmates stand in a slow moving line until it's their turn. Then they throw their clothes in a bin, take a towel, shower, and dry off. On the way out we're supposed to be given a fresh uniform for the week. At least, that's what I could gather from peeking around Dimitri at what lay ahead.

A guard would occasionally wake past, telling the inmates to shut up, but other than that, I had nothing to stimulate my mind, and my thoughts replayed the days events. Talking to Hash didn't solve my problems, but it made me feel good. Even after I asked him to decide what I should do for me, he said he didn't want to take away one of the few choices I still had. He's such a cool coyote... I might have developed a platonic bro-crush.

And his nickname, Hash, I loved the way it rolls off my tongue-

My body launched forward. "Line's moving, moron!"

I snapped my head toward the source of the blow. The dark uniform of a CO. I dropped any thoughts of retaliation. "Sorry, sir," I said meekly and rushed to close the gap between me and Dimitri.

The line moved faster than I thought. Must have mentally checked out...

"Next four," called out another guard.

I shadowed Dimitri into the small alcove before the shower room, expecting at any moment to be set upon by a ravenous pack semi-feral rapists. Imagine my delight when the set up more resembled the showers at a gym, than the basement-abattoir from The Texica Chainsaw Massacre. I kept my eyes on the tiger, practically mimicking his every move. Until he pull off his shirt.

I was struck by how beautiful the vivid orange fur gave his stripes an almost three dimensional appearance. Fuck, I didn't want to drift into a stupor again. I shook my head and stripped. I must have been getting used to that, I wasn't preoccupied with who was looking at me, I just kept my eyes to myself (except the occasional glance to Dimitri) and hurried to get through my latest ordeal.

The smell of cheap soap, and generous amounts of disinfectant filtered in through the open doorway to the foggy, tiled shower room. The patter of water, and the occasional obscene comment, or laugh, provided the soundtrack that would have been better served by a waterproof radio. Something any institution not designed solely to torture us, would have provided. I sighed and left my shoes and towel on the bench next to Dimitri's towel. I noticed he, and all the other furs I could see, wore flip-flops. I made a quick mental note to find out how they got them.

I followed Dimitri into the mist. I immediately questioned how sanitary this all was. The floor was slick with what I could only hope was a carpet of assorted fungi and molds. Each step I took was a battle of wills not to freeze in disgust at the germs I could imagine chewing through the bottoms of my feet. If the showerheads were half as dirty as the floor and walls, I wonder if it might not be more hygienic to leave my fur coated in the piss and cum I was planning to wash off. I don't know, but it was probably less of risk as far as contracting a flesh eating virus or something.

Dimitri walked into a stall, though stall might be a generous term. It was a slot, partitioned by waist high walls. Privacy was enforced by prison etiquette only. That means eyeing a fur's like Dimitri's package would get you killed, but with furs that couldn't kick your ass, like myself, it was open season. Someone whistled whiled another called out, in explicit details, what they wanted to do to me. I don't know who, I kept my eyes firmly fixed on the semi-organic floor.

I stopped when the running water hit me, signaling I'd arrived in my empty stall. I lifted my head, scared of making any eye contact. The water was warm, not as hot as I like it, but seeing as there were no means to adjust the temperature, I should have felt grateful it wasn't fridged. 

A claw dug into my arm. I yelped, looking for it's owner. A grinning raptor, his feathers plastered over his head like a drowned exotic bird. Water ran down his muzzle, dripping from fang-like teeth. I pulled away, nearly slipping.

"Let me wash you," he hissed, running an unsettlingly long tongue over those knives he called teeth.

"Fox!" I jumped at the new voice from right behind me. It was Dimitri. My eyes widened despite the sting from the water. Did I do something wrong?

My heart was in my throat as he jerked his head for me to move to his stall. I tried to preemptively apologize, which is hard when you don't know what you did, but stopped me with a firm "shut up," and went back to lathering his glorious fur as I stood right behind him. He tired of my awkward milling and grabbed me by the shoulder, pulling me past him into the shower's spray, and shoved a bar of soap into my chest.

I could have stood there all day, so dumbstruck I was. Dimitri was saving me from the harassment, and whatever would have come next. I rushed to wash as much of my fur as I could, who could tell when this momentary act of kindness might flip? By the time I got to feeling cleaner than any time since I got here, my heart was no longer pounding. It was weird, sharing a shower with a fur like Dimitri, especially Dimitri, but this was so much better than what that raptor had in mind. I looked over to where I'd been. A red panda was shampooing his long hair, and next to him, where the raptor had been, was a bull, waxing his dulled horns. I couldn't help but smile while I rinsed the last of the soap from my tail.

I turned to see Dimitri was finished, just standing there, watching me. It didn't take a psychic to see what was on his mind. I did kind of owe him... With furtive glances to check that we had what would pass for privacy, I slowly reached for his cock. I looked up at him, getting a reminder of just how much bigger than me he was. The warm water was hitting my back in a soothing rhythm. I storked him to full attention before sinking to my knees. I winced at the thought of how much bacteria would be hitching a ride on my knees, but that was something to be dealt with later.

Dimitri stood like a rock as I sheathed him with my mouth. His clean taste mixed with the water running down from where it hit his rock hard abs, carrying the faintest hint of soap from his fur. I moaned deep enough to add some vibration to my sucking. His hand possessively cupped the back of my head. 

I probably read too much into it, but he could have just took a handful of my hair and face fucked me, but this time he let me do most of the pace setting. Maybe it was because I was doing this to thank him, or maybe he thought I was being a "good boy" by not bitching about everything I didn't want to do? Before I could over analyse the subtleties of this nearly-public blow job, I could feel his pulse through his cock start to quicken, and he started to throb. The hand on the back of my head became a little more forceful, pushing me to take him deeper. I started to choke but didn't panic. I let Dimitri shoot his wad, swallowing and greedily sucking for more. When he pulled out, I gasped in a few breaths, thinking how much better his salty cum tasted than his piss. 

I took advantage of the running shower, and rinsed Dimitri's cum down with warm water. What could have verged on a touching moment between me and the lunatic was rudely interrupted by a guard shouting that any of us inmates still in the showers better be out in the next thirty seconds, or get written up for noncompliance.

Fascists. 



 
  A Fox Behind Bars part 5

  5.


I was sitting in my corner, as usual, watching Dimitri brush his teeth when the sound of footsteps caught the tiger's attention. I was starting to pick up on the subtleties he was already cued into. The steps had a sharper clap to them. That sound couldn't come from the cheap, thin shoes of an inmate. I turned my head to watch the approaching guard. Thankfully, it wasn't Blake. Dimitri was standing at the bars, watching the approach like a feral would watch someone trespassing in their territory. The guard, a stout razorback, kept coming.
"Which one of you's is a," he drew out the ah sound as he looked at a white slip of paper he clutched, "Elliot Reggie?" he squinted, Regal?"
I was learning. I let Dimitri do the talking. "What's this about?"
The guard sighed and grunted, "C'mon. I'm just doing my fucking job. Regal's got this package." He held a cardboard box, the size of a legal pad as thick as a TV-diner. "Fuck it, here." He slipped the box between the bars, it barely fit. The guard walked off, bitching loudly about how he wasn't paid enough for this shit.
Dimitri held the box, examining it. "What is it?" he asked me.
I stood, not sure what it was myself. A quick glance at the label seemed pretty self explanatory. "It says it's legal documents. Sent by my lawyer. Sir."
He appeared unconvinced, still shaking the box. Without asking, he ripped one end open, tipping the copy of my case files into his hand. He flipped through them. Something caught my eye. It was a glossy booklet with the Calidonia State Penitentiary logo printed on it. Dimitri looked at me. "I'll let you keep this here 'til thursday." He thrust the box into my arms hard enough knock me back.
"Thank you, sir!" With any luck by thursday I'd either be out of prison or at least out of this cell, so I can put up with his unreasonable control for the next few days.
The doors cranked open and the PA system gave the call to breakfast.
***
The cafeteria smelled of hash browns. Normally I would have been repulsed at the stench of burnt cooking oil, and backed up smoke from behind the fogged sneeze guard, but since coming to this place I've gain a new appreciation for how bad things could be. Now, I took pleasure where I could. After a brief inquiry as to whether the scrambled eggs came from free-range poultry, and getting told where I could cram said eggs, I was forced to hurry after Dimitri. Would it kill him to wait for me?
Finishing with the food line, I was just about to sprint when piece of toast hit my arm. I was safe in assuming it was aimed at my head when I saw Piter and his pack laughing. My head sunk and I kept walking. My stomach knotted despite my best efforts to keep the memories of what he did to me at bay.
"Regal," he called out.
I kept walking, pretending I didn't hear him. When he stood and repeated himself with more menace I couldn't very well move on. I mean, physically. I really did want to keep moving, but the image of that demonic husky turned my legs to brittle stone. I stood in the isle, silently screaming for Dimitri to turn around.
"Where do you think you're going? The Pack sit's here, Regal."
I nodded a hello, not trusting my voice. I looked at him and his crew, Jake wasn't there. I hoped he was ok, but experience told me he probably wasn't.
"I asked where you were going," Piter said.
"I-I have to go with him," I motioned toward Dimitri with my tray, spilling a few of my hash browns from the mountain I was able to get. I might have been lying, Dimitri never ordered me to sit with him, and he outright said I couldn't hang out with him on the Yard, but given the situation, I figured the tiger was the lesser of two evils. I started to walk on my protesting legs.
"Regal," this time the threat was palpable. I turned, hoping inspiration would strike when I opened my mouth. Fortune smiled on me, in her twisted, sadistic way, when a black furred hand clapped on my shoulder, spilling more of my hash browns.
"You loitering?" asked Blake. At the guard's appearance, Piter was seated faking a conversation with his tattooed companion.
"No, sir," I said quietly. That hand held me firm as I tried to walk away.
"I felt sure you be dead by the end of the weekend."
And, there went what was left of my appetite. What were my options? Apologizing? Provoking him? I looked up and at the back of the cafeteria I saw Dimitri staring right at us. I turned to see Blake had noticed too, and was staring just as intently back. I would have chewed off my own arm to get Blake's paw off me.
"Why don't we see what your roomie's up to?" the wolf asked, not waiting for my response. His hand gave a small push and left me. I marched forward, looking for any way to get out of the line of fire.
"How's my kitten doing," Blake asked.
Dimitri remained silent, jaws barely able to contain his rage, like his shirt could barely contain his tensing muscles. 
Fear can do strange things to a fur. In an act of self preservation, I asked Blake, "H-how was your weekend? I took a shower without getting raped." 
The wolf and tiger both looked at me, neither sure they heard me right. I wanted to diffuse some of the tension, but I might have just shifted the anger towards me. "I think I might have overestimated how dangerous that part of prison life would... be." Blake cocked an eyebrow, Dimitri's lip curled. "It's just-"
"Shut up," they said in near unison.
"I see why you've taken a liking to this fucker," Blake laughed. "It took you, how many months, years, in solitary to crack your mind? This fox seems flipped already. Kindred spirits, you two!" Blake laughed theatrically loud, drawing eyes. He then leaned on the table, tempting fate by being in range of Dimitri's powerful hands. In a harsh whisper, all signs of humour gone, "kill this bitch. It's in your nature."
He straightened, and patted my back. "I'll see you ladies later," and left. Once again I felt Blake was a complete asshole, and if anyone deserved to be locked behind bars, it was him. Dimitri was still a mass of coiled steel springs, ready to explode in a dangerous display of kinetic energy. The rest of breakfast was uncomfortably silent.
***
I made my way back to the cell before Dimitri. I didn't want to risk another run in with Piter so I was crouching in the cell when Dimitri got there. He snorted derisively at my cowardice. Can't blame him.
I could see he was still simmering from our meeting with Blake. This was not a good thing.
"Get up," he growled.
I foolishly did. His fist slammed into my stomach hard enough to make me think he'd leave a hole in me. My world exploded in pain. Why? I wanted to scream, but my body wasn't cooperating. The only sounds I could manage were a pathetic wheezing.
"Get up!" Dimitri yelled.
That was simply not going to happen. I watched in horror as he pulled back his leg. I raised a hand, trying to convey I couldn't take anymore. The gesture was lost on the tiger as his kick connected with my midsection. Breakfast decided to jump ship, splattering the floor. 
"Fucking Blake!" roared like it was the wolf that made him do this. 
That, more than the assault, pissed me off. I tried with all my strength to push myself off the floor and scream at him to take some goddamn responsibility for his actions. No wonder this bastard was locked up. Of course, had I been able to do that, I'd be dead. I just laid there, mourning the loss of my hash browns, and crying.
***
For hours I laid there not moving, afraid of making the pain worse. I added a clock to the long list of things I wished for. 
When Dimitri turned off his television, my body tensed sending waves of dull pain radiating from my stomach. I watched every move of his as he came nearer. His brows knitted as he looked over his work. He started to bend towards me, and I squeezed my eyes shut, curling up.
When nothing happened I opened one eye. He was squatting next to me. He put his hand out again, and again I recoiled, making a pitiful groan from the pain.
Dimitri pulled his hand back and sighed. "You didn't deserve that."
Damn fucking right!
"I'm... I have a temper," he shrugged as if that could explain it all away. "You didn't do anything wrong. Just keep being a good boy, and I'll try to keep myself in check."
"Thanks," I spat out with a hint too much venom from the look on Dimitri's face. I quickly added, "sir," more submissively. 
"Get up." He said it softer, but had know how I would have reacted to those words. "It's ok," he put his hand on my trembling form. "I'm not gonna hit you." Ignoring my obvious reluctance to take him at his word, he started pulling me up by my arm until I got my legs under me.
"Try to straighten up."
"It hurts too much," I moaned. I tried to sink back down, but his iron grip held firm.
"I know, but if you stretch the muscles they'll stop cramping," he said.
That made sense, but I think I'd still rather lie motionless. He gripped my other arm and slowly pinned my shoulders to the wall. "Let go! Gahh-" My screams were cut short by something wet invading my mouth. I snapped open my eyes to see Dimitri's face pressed to mine. I just couldn't believe the obvious. He was kissing me. His broad tongue filled my smaller mouth, this new sensation distracted me as much as anything could, my pain drifted out of awareness. I wanted this distraction, needed it. When he started pulling away, I did everything but bite down to keep his tongue in me, making a mewling protest when he did break contact.
"There," he said. "Feel a little better?"
My brain was still scrambled from Dimitri's latest non sequitur act. "Uhnn..." 
"Good. Forgive me?"
I nodded. Not fully understanding what was going on. Between the beating and the kiss, I was getting mixed signals from the tiger.
The klaxon sounded.
"Let's get some lunch."
***
It was strange, walking back to the cafeteria. I felt like I'd just left, but apparently time was missing between the kick and the kiss, no other way to explain it.
I walked next to Dimitri instead of behind him for the first time. Or rather, he walked next to me. I was still hunched over but every time he looked at me I straightened. He lead me to our usual seat and told me to stay while he went and got our food. I was touched. There were times when he didn't seem to know I existed, and times he thought I was a fucking pet, and here he is getting my food for me. If you forget about how he just beat the hell out of me, it might even seem like he was being friendly.
Getting food for other inmates was against the rules, according to one of the propaganda posters plastered on the cafeteria's walls, but somehow I doubted rules applied to Dimitri the same way they would to me. So I sat there with a dopey smile and drummed my fingers on the table, taking a look around. Behind me I could see the canine territory on the other side of the room. I looked toward the scalies tables. No one seemed to be having much fun. I know this is prison and all, but there's no reason for this undercurrent of suspicion and animosity. Things were bad enough.
I took a look further up my own table. A few assorted big cats were eyeing me. I'm sure they'd seen me here with Dimitri before so I gave them a friendly wave. It was not returned. Friendly bunch of assholes.
Dimitri came back with two trays of egg rolls, steamed vegetables and rice. "Thank you, sir," I said, starting to wonder if this might all be some kind of pain induced hallucination. If it was a hallucination, it tasted delicious. I was scooping up my last spoonful of rubbery carrots when snow leopard walked up next to Dimitri.
"Dimitri, how's it going?" he asked.
Dimitri grunted noncommittally. I promised myself I wouldn't speak unless Dimitri told me too. Sure he was being nice now, but I remember that look he gave me when I tried to alleviate some of the tension between him and Blake.
"Yeah, well, some of the guys and I were talking," he motioned to the hard looking set of lions. "Well," his voice got lower, "you know how it is."
"How what is?" Living in such close quarters where my life depended on being able to read the tiger's mood told me he was starting to get annoyed. If that snow leopard knew what was good for him, he'd walk away now.
"When you leave your bitch here every day, it looks weird. I know he's your cellie and all, but, we all kinda think y-" he never finished that thought. He broke into an ear piercing howl that reminded me of a coyote, which made me think of Hash, strange time I know. The punch was so fast, I had time for my random synaptic fires before I knew what was happening. Dimitri didn't believe in fighting fairly. And as hard as he could hit, and the accuracy of the lighting fast nut shot, I was worried the snow leopard might now have to be transferred to a female prison.
Dimitri stood over the writhing snow leopard. "Any of you fuckers want to tell me what I can and can't do?" he yelled at the lions. They took one look at their comrade with the pulverised genitaila and thought th better of it. That should have been the end of it, but a shrill whistle sounded and everyone got quiet as the handful of guards swarmed to our general location. Dimitri calmly sat down as things were shouted into radios and the guards flicked out batons, desperate to stop anything that might spiral into a riot.
I saw Blake and two more guards burst through the cafeteria doors. He took one look at the leopard and one look at Dimitri, putting it all together. "The fuck you do, Dimitri?"
Dimitri shrugged. "Nothing. The guy must've fell.' I choked back a laugh. Blake found things less amusing.
He pointed accusingly at the lions, demanding they tell him what Dimitri did, or be held equally responsible for the fight when someone does come forward as a witness. To their credit, each of them either said they saw nothing, or saw their friend slip. I can't be sure if it was the honor of the convict code, or that none wanted to make an enemy out of a psycho like Dimitri. The victim himself was no use to Blake, all he did was shriek incoherently.
When the pitch black wolf leveled his eyes at me I felt my blood run cold. He walked around to my side of the table as two white clad nurses wheeled in a stretcher. I cringed at his approach. For a moment I thought I might lose my lunch. Blake clamped his hand on the nape of my neck, jerking my head back so I was looking up into his eyes.
"Tell me you saw Dimitri hit that fucker. Just say the word, and I get to send him away for another six months of isolation." He leaned close, and I feared I might get another inexplicable kiss, but thankfully Blake was more interested in messing with Dimitri's sanity today. "Look at him. I know he can't take another half a year. His mind will turn to mush. You'll be free of him. You'd like that, wouldn't you?" He loosened his grip.
"I know you and I got off on the wrong foot," he said," but if you give me your cooperation on this, I'll let you live, get you a new cellie,and if Dimitri survives, I'll move him to another cellblock. You'll never have to see him again."
I'd be a liar if I didn't say Blake's words were tempting me. It'd be nice to imagine making a fresh start in here, but that's just not how things work. I'd have gotten my revenge on Dimitri, but I'd also be branded a snitch. My prospects were grim enough already.
Blake pressed on. "Have you made any canine friends in your cellblock? I could move you to one of their cells."
Like me, the wolf should learn when to stop talking. I said, loud enough for Dimitri, and as many people around us as possible to hear, "I saw the snow leopard slip, and fall, sir. Must have been a spot of grease on the floor."
Blake's grip tightened. Maybe if there were less witnesses he might have kept squeezing until my neck snapped, but as things were, he gave me a cool look and stalked away under a cloud of anger.
Dimitri smiled faintly.
***
This new side to Dimitri I was seeing was alternatingly worrisome and comforting. When we got out to the Yard, he didn't immediately start walking off toward the workout area. He looked at me and said, "lift up your shirt."
I looked around, embarrassed by where this could lead, but I knew better than to argue. I winced as his hand came at me, slowly. What would the casual passerby think? Then I reminded myself where we were, and what their opinions would be worth. His fingers brushed along the soft fur of my stomach. I gasped when they touched a sore spot.
"You'll have some nice bruising, but I don't think anythings broke," Dimitri declared. "You can put your shirt down." He looked around, sheepishly. "I Guess I'll see you when we go in. If you get into any trouble," he scratched the back of his head, "you know where to find me." And with that awkward one sided exchange, off he went. Leaving me standing there, confused. Did Dimitri have some slightly less evil twin that I wasn't aware of?
As I walked off towards Hash's hangout, I had the luxury of recalling my extensive knowledge of exploitation films, laughing to myself that out of the veritable subgenre of movies where a normal fur is either possessed or replaced by a look a like, I don't remember any where it was played as an improvement for the furs around the victim. 
It was warmer than yesterday, but that could have just been the inner embers of a rekindled optimism. Maybe things would turn out ok... or at least, not as bad as I could imagine.
I waved at Hash, but Vince assumed I was waving to him, and motioned me over. He had a crooked sort of smile that made me automatically distrust him, but that could have just been because his whole head looked a little off balance from the missing ear.
"Hey, Regal. Come to make it official?" he asked.
"I'm still thinking about it."
He cocked his head to the side and folded his arms. "You're running out of time, and I'm running out of patience."
I spread my arms apologetically, and looked from him to Hash.
"No," Vince said. "If you two fags want to braid each others hair, or whatever, you do it here."
What an asshole, I thought. But there we all stood in a loose circle, I didn't really have anywhere else to go. I saw Hash subtly get permission from Vince before he started talking. It made me dislike that one eared wolf even more. It also had me wondering why I'd want to trade one master for another. Hash tried get me and Vince engaged in a mutual conversation. I appreciated what he was trying to do, but there was just no common ground between me and the wolf. 
"Have you been to the library yet?" Hash asked me.
"No. I didn't know they had one here."
"Didn't you read your orientation packet?" he asked.
"I think I just got it this morning. There was a box with some papers in it. I'll ask Dimitri for it this evening, if he's in a good mood."
Vince snorted. "Why put up with that shit? Just say the word and I'll have you out in a few days."
I shrugged and wished I knew what the right choice was. "Who'd be my new cellmate?"
"Why would it matter? Anything would be a step up for you. It's not like you know anyone here... wait," he laughed. "Were you thinking about Hash?"
I blushed and gave a noncommittal kind of shrug. I'd been afraid to ask that.
He laughed and smacked Greg's arm, getting him to start laughing too. Vince threw an arm around Hash's neck and pulled him close. "This hot piece of ass is my cellie," he squeezed the coyote possessively. "You have good taste, though. Maybe Greg wants a new cellmate. He's quite the catch, himself."
I knew it would have been too good to be true. The one inmate I knew I could get along with was no better off than me. Fuck it. I would put all my hope on mylawyergiving me some good newsthursday. I'd never survive six years. I'm not sure I could survive another six weeks.







 
  A Fox Behind Bars part 6

  6.

Thursday morning I felt like a pup on Christmas. That same electricity in the air, the not knowing if you'll get what you asked for, or if you'll get a lump of coal. I leaned on the bars, not sure what I should be waiting for. I doubted they would just page me when my lawyer arrived, so I just looked for any sign of deviation from the routine. It was driving me crazy. Thankfully, I did have other thoughts to distract myself with.

I listened to Dimitri's grunts as he continued with the sets of push-ups he'd been doing on and off since we got back from breakfast. That tiger had been keeping me on edge with his change in behavior. I wouldn't say he was being nice to me, but he was being noticeably less sadistic. Frankly, I was nervous about that. I could imagine several explanations. Pessimistically speaking, he might have heard he wasn't the only one that said he could get me into a different cell, so maybe he'd just want me to ask to stay because I've gotten so good at giving blow jobs on demand. But why would he even give me a choice to begin with?

My favorite theory was that he was massively bipolar, and this was the start of his more goodnatured manic phase. That would be nice while it lasts, but I could imagine one morning a guard doing a headcount asks, where's Regal? I would be the bloody paste, oozing through the bars. What happened, they'd ask, and Dimitri would mutter in that gravelly voice, I have anger issues. Yeah, with my luck, that's how it'd all end. 

Maybe I was overthinking it. I tend to do that. I mean, maybe he really just appreciates that I go out of my way not make him mad. I fucking sleep on the floor, and haven't complained once! He might just know a good thing when he sees it.... And I might grow wings and fly out of here.

"Regal," Dimitri was out of breath from exertion.

I turned and prepared to go down on him if he asked.

"Did your lawyer say what time he'd show up?"

"No sir." I thought about that many times. All I remembered was that he said he would come out to see me thursday.

Dimitri rolled his eyes, and got up. His fur was damp with sweat and his muscles would ripple as he flexed a kink out of his arm. There was no denying he was a pleasure to look at, but like his feral ancestors, it would have been safer if I were on the other side of the bars when I did it. I looked at my shoes, I didn't want him to think I was getting off on him. I heard scraping and looked up enough to see him kick my box of papers out from under his bunk and slid it to me.

"Thank you sir," I said and bent to pick up the legal documents.

"Not yet."

I looked up to see him pulling his pants down. I expected as much. I walked over to him with as much enthusiasm as I would have going to the dentist. He put a finger under my chin and made me look him in the eye. "Who's a good boy?" he cooed.

God, I hated how humiliating this all was. "I am sir!" I think I kept the sarcasm out of my voice.

Dimitri smiled and pushed me to my knees. I looked up to make sure he wasn't looking right at me, and flashed a petulant snarl to his package. Couldn't he have let me suck him off before his workout? I took a quick sniff and wrinkled my nose. I wonder if he knew how sensitive a fox's senses were. I licked the head. He probably did, and this was just another powertrip. I wrapped my hands around the shaft and twisted gently, coaxing it to full stiffness. At least this powertrip was less painful than when he used to hit me just because he could.

I opened wide to stretch my jaw. Dimitri had one hand bracing himself on the upper bunk. I ran my tongue along the length of his shaft, getting it slippery enough to go down my throat with as little pain as possible. He took hold of my ear before I could fully coat his sweaty cock in spit. That would have to do, I guessed. I managed to deep-throat him on my second try. My nose pressed into his courser pubic fur, making me take a full breath of his powerful musk. Those fucking pheromones, I felt lightheaded and a little turned on. 

Dimitri took his hand off my head and held on to the shelf, opposite the bunk. He bucked his hips, nearly knocking be back. I grabbed hold of his legs, feeling the rock hard muscles, the soft fur, the contours where his ass met his thighs. My dick twitched at the tactile sensations. Before I could analyze what that said about me, Dimitri pushed against me again. I held tight, letting enertia bounce me against him. The tempo of his movement sped up, but I could still catch gasps of air through my mouth each time he pulled back.

The tiger's big paws let go of the bunk and shelf, slamming into the sides of my head. I yelled, more from the shock than anything, but he held me tight. My head was in a vice as he pumped without stopping and roared in climax. I started choking on his seed, my spasming throat just getting him off all the more. Right before I would started to panic, he push me off his cock, his last spurt hitting across the bridge of my muzzle. I fell back, catching myself on my elbows.

"Fuck!" he panted. "That was great."

I struggled to get my breath, swallowing back cum that didn't want to stay down. Needless to say, our definition of "great" varied considerably. I ran a finger down the top of my maw, finding it covered in hot, sticky Dimitri. I looked over at the tiger as he reclined on his bunk. He was looking back at me. I repressed a sigh and stuck my finger in my mouth, sucking the salty glob off my fur. I would have just wiped it on my pants, but why risk insulting him?

***

The weather had been warming up. Some of the more naturally insulated furs stopped taking coats out. Not me. I still thought it was cold as hell out on the Yard. My time spent there consisted mostly of Vince and Greg making fun of me, and standing around, complaining. Vince was always on the look out for new "employees," as he called them, so to break up the monotony I'd get to watch him leer at the new arrivals, occasionally.

Today was different, though. And different was rarely good. I shuffled up next to Hash. He was watching Vince from a safe distanceas he shoved his fat companion.

"What's that about?" I asked.

Hash kept watching. "Greg took a bet that didn't go well. The payout is is gonna really cost them."

"Sucks," I said.

The coyote looked over at me with a slight smile. "He had me up half the night, doing and redoing the math. I think he was hoping the laws of mathematics weren't so concrete." He shrugged. "Be careful. Vince can get pretty mean when he's in a bad mood." He shook his head and changed the subject. "Did you see your lawyer yet?"

"No."

"It's still early. And you know how the system is."

I did. "What if he doesn't show up? What if he just leaves me here?" Saying what had been gnawing at the back of my head suddenly made me feel even more nervous.

Hash talked me out of panicking. He told me how the payphones in the common areas work so I could call my lawyer if hedidn'tmake it today. You'd have to call collect, and the message would saythe call was from an inmate, but at least I wouldn't have to worry about paying for it. Hash made me promise not to freak out until after I'd gotten to speak to my lawyer. Public defenders were always over worked, and he's probably just going to be running late. Either by a few hours or a few days.

He had the right attitude. I just didn't think I was strong enough to share his outlook.

We watched the two wolves arguing animatedly. Eventually Vince seemed to calm down a bit. He looked over at me and Hash. We both swore under our breath as the wolf approached.

"Shit happens," Vince declared with his arms spread wide, and a hint of hysterics in his louder than necessary voice. "Nothing we can do about it." His manic grin morphed to a snarl as he zeroed in on me. "Regal, no more freebies. If you want to keep hanging out with us, you need to work for me. Otherwise, take your chances with the Alphas. They've got lots of fun ways for you to earn your keep."

"Please, Vince, can you just wait a few more days? Even tomorrow would be good. My lawyer's supposed to see me, and I'm having a really stressful day." 

Vince howled with sarcastic laughter. "You're having a stressful day? I'm fucking in debt up to my ear to goddamn rabbit, I just figure out my pack," he glanced at Greg and Hash, "is about as useful as a third nipple," he walked up to me, jamming a finger into my still bruised stomach, "and I'm going up before the parole board next week, with zero fucking chance!" He took a deep breath and for a second I thought he was going to hit me. "The world doesn't revolve around some asshole fox having a bad day. We're all having a pretty fucked up time in here. But I really need an answer from you, Elli," he put a hand on my shoulder, giving it a strange imitation of a friendly squeeze.

I winced at being called "Elli." It's Elliot, or preferably Regal, but he was waiting for my answer, so now was not the time to get into semantics. "I..."

"I need an answer, or you need to get the fuck out of my sight."

He took his hand off my shoulder, like he was getting ready to banish me. I couldn't let him do that. Hash said Vince was easy to work for, compared to others in the Pack. He said he wouldn't let me get beat up. And I don't think I could take not getting to talk with Hash. Vince's scowl told me his patience was at and end. "Ok! Ok, just wait, I have two questions."

Vince narrowed his eyes.

"Please," I prayed he'd hear me out. "You said if I work for you, you'd keep the rest of the Pack off me. Can I still stay in the cell I'm in now. For awhile at least? I don't know many furs here. I really don't want to move yet." I could hardly believe I said that. A week ago I was willing to take any other cellmate over Dimitri, but now I was struck by this paralyzing fear that things actually could get worse than what I had going for me now. I'm such a pussy.

Vince ran his fingers through his hair, trying to think, a task he wasn't good at from what I hear. "What cellblock are you in?"

"Cellblock H," Hash answered before I could. I could hear in his voice the same pleading tone I used. It warmed my heart to think he wanted to be around me as well.

Vince was quiet for a time. "Yeah..." he said slowly. "That could work." He thrust his hand out. I jumped back before I saw he was looking for a handshake to seal the deal. I looked at Hash, seeing his cautious smile made me sure I was making the right choice.

"Good call," Vince said, shaking my arm like a used car dealer. "Now, come with me."

Vince put his arm around me, and guided us in a slow walk through the midst of the Pack's territory. He said I needed to be seen with him, that it would let the others know who owned my ass. I didn't appreciate his phrasing, no matter how accurate it might be. He droned on about how he'd arrange "dates," and what I'd have to do. Nothing I wasn't doing for Dimitri already, I guess.

I wasn't paying a lot of attention to him, I kept trying to spot Piter in the crowd. I wanted him to know I was off limits now. But as Vince greeted some friends and gave some nods to the Alphas, it became apparent that Piter and his gang weren't out here. 

I was so distracted I almost didn't notice when we left the crowd and came to the garden shed built against the featureless wall of one of the wings. Vince leaned against it, looking for something in the distance. Greg and Hash were right behind us. No one said anything, and Hash was getting fidgety, snapping and unsnapping his coat buttons.

"What are we doing here," I asked.

Vince smiled as he saw what he'd been looking for, and flash a thumbs up to someone. "I always sample my product." 

I should have expected this. 

A guard was walking toward us. I watched him, another wolf, with gray fur and a quick, nervous stride. Vince greeted him with a smile and a high five. I knew then that the guard wasn't here to stop this. I turned away from the scene in disappointment. Hash gave me a reassuring smile. I hoped he wouldn't have to watch. I didn't want him to see me in what ever position Vince would put me. No pun intended.

My attention was jerked back to Vince and the guard. I heard Blake's name mentioned. My ears pricked up and swiveled in their direction. They were talking in low, almost angry whispers. I couldn't make out much, but I got enough to get my imagination going. I knew Blake was corrupt, I mean, he admitted he wanted to see me get killed, but was he helping the Pack run drugs and prostitution rings? How fucked up could this place get? 

Vince motioned to me. "Give me about fifteen minutes," he said to the guard. 

"Yeah, just hurry up. And don't steal anything," said the guard. He unlocked the door to the shed and walked off, never even looking at me. 

Vince grabbed my arm, pulling me into the dark shed. "Watch the door," he called to Greg and Hash. The door slammed shut and we were alone in the dark. 

The sound of Vince's hand feeling the wall drowned out the sounds of my breathing. A click, and a single bulb lit up the small room. I thought glumly that this shed was roomier than my cell. It was empty, save for a few sacks of grass seed and fertilizer, and a couple plastic rakes propped against the wall.
"Turn around, Elli," Vince breathed. I did. Vince ran his tongue over his lips. "Take your shirt off."

"C'mon!" I protested. "It's freezing!"

Vince just laughed. "Do want Greg to help you?"

"No," I whined. I took off my jacket and looked for a hook. Then I remembered it was prison property, and dropped it on the concrete floor. I exhaled looking for my breath in the dim light. If I end up with a cold, I'll be pissed.

"What the fuck is that?" he asked me as I had my shirt over my head. I tossed my shirt as he looked at the bruising on my stomach. "Who did this?"

I considered my answer carefully. Hash told me that involving Vince with Dimitri would not end well for me. "I fell," I said, going with what seemed to be the go-to explanation for any injuries in prison.

"Who'd you fall against?"

I stayed silent.

"Fine. Don't tell me. But this shit stops now." He rub his hand through my chest fur. "I take care of my furs. If someone's giving you trouble, I want you tell me. Got it?"

I nodded while he continued to feel me up. There wasn't much sexual about it. I felt like he was inspecting livestock, which I guess he was, in a way. 

"Take off your pants."

It's cold, I wanted to say, but I alsowanted to get this over with as soon as possible. I stripped and watched Vince brush past me. He sat down on a stack of grass seed sacks. There I was, naked, freezing and about to get fucked. This isn't where I imagined my life to be at this point. I shivered. 

"Move your hands."

I blushed and turned my head away, then gave him a full view.

"Not bad," he said. "Now get hard."

"What?" 

"Show how big you can get," Vince said with a smirk.

"Vince, please. It's really cold. Can't I-" I hated myself for asking this, "can't I just give you a blow job? You've seen me, assume I'm average. Please let's just get this over with."

Vince lost his smirk. "Maybe you want me call Hash in here? I bet if I told him to get you hard, he'd get the job done. Hell, I'll even make him watch me fuck you. You'd both love that, right?"

"No!" I panicked. "I'll do it, just leave him out of this." He leered at me, expectantly. Bastard! 

I took a deep breath. I hadn't jerked off since I got here. There's nothing like the ever present threat of pain and death to kill your sex drive. My eyes closed and I tried to think of happier times. Old girlfriends, porn I used to watch when I was free, even what Hash might look like naked. It was a testament to my imagination that I started to get aroused. I kept my eyes closed, if I looked at Vince, I'm sure I'd have lost my erection. I pumped my fist, pretending I was alone. Soon I was getting into it.

"Ok. Stop."

I groaned in frustration. 

"Here," he pointed between his legs. "Suck my dick." He unfastened his pants, letting his own hard cock out. My shoulders slumped. Just this this over with, I kept telling myself. 

He was smaller than Dimitri. My jaws weren't stretch until they hurt when I took him in. This might not be too bad, I thought. The extra room let me do more with tongue that actually got Vince to moan. A small victory, but I took what I could get.

Vince's hand grabbed my hair, it threw me off when I realized he was pulling me off him. "Wiatwaitwait, wait" he huffed. 

I looked up at him, my mouth full of spit and precum.

"Turn around. I want to finish in you." He pushed me back. I shivered again, not from the cold this time. Thoughts of what happened in Piter's cell came flooding back, and I froze, unable to move on my own aside from the shaking.

Vince glared at me, with a strange look on his face. His hand brushed my face. "Are you crying?" I didn't know if I was until my vision started to blur. "Jeez. Settle down. It's not gonna hurt that bad." Ididn'tput up any resistance when he turned me over, positioning me like a lump of clay, my head pressed to the ground and my ass in the air. "Just relax and I'll show you how fun this can be."

I could feel my nails dig into my palms, my face flat against the gritty floor, and the cold. Everything else was a distant numbness.

"You have to unclench, ok?"

I tried, and was rewarded with the unnerving sensation of Vince's finger, wiggling around like a worm, inside me. I whimpered at the memories. I would have started sobbing if not for the sudden jolt of pleasure, so strong it arched my spine.What was that?

Vince laughed. "I think I found your G-spot." He stroked that neglected bundle of nerves again. I was getting hard, it was like getting jerked off from the inside.

"Fuck," I moaned dreamily into the floor. I still felt the burning as he stretched me, but now its edge was dulled with intermittent bursts of pleasure.

"You like?" Vince asked.

I was afraid to say yes, because he might stop just to be mean, but I'm sure he could tell from my moaning. I reached for my dick, wanting to finish before Vince got the opportunity to take theopportunityaway from me. But he knew what I was doing.

"Hands off, Elli." He kneeled behind me and leaned forward and pulled my arm away. I let out a guttural growl of vexation. I was leaking like a sieve, I wanted release. He grunted in my ear, "Wait. I'll tell you when." In my lustful haze I noticed he'd stopped fingeringme. I felt his slick prick push in me, I rocked back, trying to make him hit that magic pleasure spot again. When he did I moaned loud enough to wonder if the whole Yard could hear me.

His thrusts were slow at first, while he tried to get my inexperienced movements into some kind of a rhythm. Once he picked up the pace it didn't take long for both of us to reach the breaking point. He lean on me, almost knocking me flat. His hand came around and started tugging my swollen member. I couldn't wait, and told him so.

Vince drove into me again and said, "now." I didn't need any more encouragement, splashing the cold floor with load while Vince emptied into me.

Vince wasn't one for postcoital affection. He patted my back, told me I did good, pull up his pants and opened the door. He looked back over his shoulder, "We still have the shed for a few more minutes. You can rest for a bit, but get dressed incase a guard comes by." 

I was still laying in my jizz, breathing heavy as he let the door close. My intense afterglow quickly faded to a fog of self hatred and disgust. What did I just do, I asked myself. I got up and wrapped myself in my coat, looking for warmth that didn't want to be found. 

***

When the knocking started, I was still naked under the crappy prison jacket. The door cracked open.

"Hello?" Hash called softly.

I sat up straight on my seat of grass seed bags. I know it was stupid, but I didn't want the coyote to see me so weak. I wiped my eyes and cleared my throat. 

Hash slowly eased inside. I pulled my coat tighter and closed my legs, protecting what shreds of modesty I still had. He walked to me like someone approaching a feral deer that might bolt at any moment. I hated the look of guilt he had. None of this was his fault. I talked, just to show I was ok. 

"I think my interview went well," I said with a forced a smile.

Knowing I wasn't catatonic or dead, Hash allowed a forced a laugh. He picked up my pants and shirt. "I had to check on you. You, uh, were kind of quiet. I thought you might," he trailed off.

I couldn't tell him I'd been just sitting here trying to get Vince's juice to drain from me, and wallowing in my own pity. "I'm good. Just enjoying the change of surroundings."

Hash smiled. "Yeah, I could use something new to look at, too." He handed me my clothes and turned around to give me some privacy.

"But, you really are ok? I mean, all things considered," he asked as I dressed.

"It didn't hurt as much as I thought it would."

"Vince is a bastard, but he's not as bad as a lot of furs in here," Hash shrugged.


"I'm starting to see that."


"I knew you'd be ok," Hash said inrelief.


I finished pulling on my shirt. "You can turn around now."


He did, smiling a real smile at my resilience. He embraced me, tightly once I responded in kind. "You and me, Regal, we're gonna get through this hellhole. I'll watch your back, you watch mine. And when we're both out, we'll buy some bullhorns, drive back here, and tell everyone to go fuck themselves."

His optimism was contagious. I believed him. 






 
  A Fox Behind Bars part 7

  


7. 

I tried not let on what happened in the Yard as me and Dimitri walked back to our cell. I thought I did a good job of it. Not that Dimitri would care, but I just didn't want him to ask me any questions.
The bars were shut while the guards took an afternoon headcount. It was while I was trapped within arms reach of Dimitri, that he decided now was the time for me to make up my mind on the ultimatum he gave me last week.
"I wanted to wait 'til you figure out if you're lawyer can get you out of here, but it looks like he's not gonna show, and you're still in my cell. So," he folded his arms and sat on the edge of small table that stuck out of the wall. "Do you want me to get you into a different cell or...?"
I was still high on Hash's infectious optimism, otherwise I don't think I would have risked more than a few words. "Or you let me stay here, but I have to be your pet? I'd still have to sleep on the floor, still suck you off when you snap your fingers, still expect to be used as a urinal if I ever piss you off?"
I didn't know how he would take my little bout of assertiveness, he might kill me, but fuck it. I was feeling good about myself for the first time in months. This was a feeling that demanded to be expressed.
Dimitri looked like he was trying to decide how to react. My heart hammered with the injection of adrenalin, but I still stood there, surprising even myself. And when I saw that almost imperceptible curl pull at the side of his lip, I knew a fit of rage was unlikely. 
"Basically," was his reply.
I think I impressed him. I mean, he responded with words! I wasn't beaten to a pulp, or pissed on. This was serious progress. I had to press on, against all common sense, I just had to. "I can live with that, but," it took all my will to keep my voice from cracking, "I want a pillow."
Dimitri stroked his chin, shifting his gaze from me to the unused pillow on the top bunk, and back to me. Back and forth. The last time I was this anxious was during my sentencing.
"Fine."
This was what elation felt like. "I- I want a blanket, too."
Dimitri cocked his head, bewildered anger tensing his facial muscles. Fuck, too far. "Nevermind! A pillow's fine! A pillow is great, sir," I said backpedaling. The cell doors opened, diffusing any tension. Dimitri shrugged, thankfully letting that drop for now. 
Dimitri stood and stretched. He was a creature of habit, as much as a mentally unbalanced tiger can be, so I knew if I wanted to ask him anything, I'd have to do it now, before he turns on his television. Ideally, I would have put this off, but this was a time sensitive matter. I swallowed hard, summoning the remainder of my courage. "Sir?"
Dimitri raised an eyebrow, as if to say this better be good.
"Um, I know you've been really generous today, letting me stay with you and all, but I kinda have a tiny little request to make." He didn't tell me to shut up, so I went on. "I wanted to use the phone, down in the common area, my friend told me how it works, and I'll be really quick so you wouldn't miss anything on TV, and-"
"What does this have to do with me," he rumbled.
My rambling was annoying him, time to cut to the chase. "Could you walk me down there and wait with me? I promise I'll be real quick. Five minutes. Maybe less." I gave my best puppydog eyes. "Please, sir?" I dropped to my knees, done with my show of pride. Dimitri had to come with me, there was no way I'd walk by Piter alone.
"Who do you need to call?" He answered that himself, before I could. "Your lawyer. Right." He walked to the doorway, looking down at the common. "I should make you go yourself. It's your own damn fault, making an enemy after I told you to keep out of trouble."
I bit my tongue to stop from sarcastically apologizing for not expecting a gang rape. That was totally my fault, jackass.
"But I suppose if I don't take my little pet for a walk, he'll just sit there crying all night, trying to make me feel bad."
I was not above doing that.
Dimitri sighed and turned towards me. My tail was already wagging in anticipation. "Let's go," he said without enthusiasm.
I had enough enthusiasm for both of us. In a bold act of improvisation, I bent forward and showered his foot with kisses before jumping to my feet, grinning.
"Yeah, yeah. Just move your ass. There's a show on if a few, and I'm not going to miss it."
I practically skipped after him as he took off down the walkway. Things got more somber as we reached the stairs. Piter was was down there, with his pack, playing cards at the designated canine table. Dimitri walked down the stairs like it was no big deal, I had to fight my urge to run back to the cell and curl into a ball in the corner at every step. I kept my eyes glued to Dimitri's back, only looking around to spot the guard, not that he would be of any help. I swore under my breath. It was that shaggy haired llama that was on duty. It was turning into to some sort of a sick, fucked up reunion.
The phones were mounted at the far end of the room. There would have been no way to escape Piter's notice as we walked past his table. I knew exactly when I was spotted by the change in noise. The loud guffaws and profane language became hushed whispers fading away until Piter decided to speak up.
"Regal. Come play cards with us," he said with false sincerity.
I looked for any cues from Dimitri, but he just kept walking. Unfortunately we'd have to walk right past them.
"Come on , I'll even let you bet with blow jobs." This earned some laughter from his friends. "Dimitri, how'd you like to bet your little fox? I'll wager Jake."
I looked up and saw the red fox. He was rubbing one of the wolf's shoulders, apparently unphased Piter was willing to gamble him away like a pack of ramen noodles bought from the commissary. I felt sorry for my fellow fox, but what could I do? I could barely keep myself alive. I was in no position to help.
My heart jumped into my throat when I saw Dimitri slow to a stop. He couldn't seriously be considering it, could he? The wolves nearest the tiger stood up, taking a few steps back but looking ready for a fight.
"What's the bet?"
Piter was caught of guard. "Uh, we win, we get Regal anytime we're not locked down. If you win, you can have the same arrangement with Jake."
"What game?" Dimitri asked. I couldn't believe this was happening. 
"Five card draw."
Dimitri leaned on the table, looking down at the cards, snacks and pile of I.O.U. slips. He barked a sharp laugh. "Like I'd gamble with you fuckin' card cheats." He pushed off the table, walking to the phones before Piter could recover. I sprinted after him.
Piter mumbled an incoherent insult at our backs.
At the phones I had to ask, "you, you weren't really gonna bet me, were you? Sir?"
Dimitri rested casually against the wall, delighting in my insecurities. "Go make your call."
Jerk, I thought as I turned to the phones.
They were like payphones, without the slot for money. I remembered using similar phones when I was a pup, before mobiles became so ubiquitous. It made me kind of nostalgic to think how most of the payphones in the city had been removed. Now was not the time for a trip down memory lane I reminded myself and leaned in to read the plastic plaque mounted above the phones. It said that all calls would be monitored. Why not violate my civil liberties? Every other part of of me has been already.
The receiver's heft felt oddly comforting in my hand while I punched digits to navigate an automated menu so convoluted, only a government bureaucrat could have come up with it. Finally I had my information entered and was ready to call. I glanced over my shoulder. Dimitri was starting to look bored. I punched in the memorized numbers as fast as my fingers would work, "C'mon, c'mon, c'mon," I urged the other end of the line to pick up.
"Hello?" I frantically started speaking over a receptionist trying to tell me who I just called. "I need to speak to Douglas Sharpe. My lawyer. It's urgent."
I waited for the receptionist to clack whatever keys she need to. I looked back at Dimitri again. Fuck. Now he was starting to look annoyed. The receptionist's voice startled me.
"I'm sorry, Mr. Regal, it seems Mr. Sharpe is currently out of the office. Would you lik-"
"Can I leave a message?" Hurry up, I wanted to scream.
"One moment. I'll transfer you to his voice mail," said the receptionist.
I turned again. Dimitri was looking at me. I covered the receiver with my palm. "One minute, I swear I'm going as fast as I can." Dimitri looked less than convinced.
Shape's voice mail message kicked in. I tapped the wall waiting for my lawyer's recording to finish telling who the fuck I was trying to leave the message for. I looked behind me. Dimitri was starting to walk. "Wait!" He ignored me.
The beep. "It's Regal. For God's sake get me outta here!" I slammed the handset, praying I was able to get my point across, and sprinted after Dimitri. I caught up just as he was nearest Piter's pack.
The huskie started laughing at me. I can't really blame him. If the roles were reversed, I'd probably not think much of him. Then again, if roles were reversed, I'm sure I wouldn't have raped him.
"See, I was quick, right sir?" I asked at Dimitris arm.
Dimitri shrugged, "yeah. You were a good boy," he reached out a ruffled my hair. As degrading as this all was, I still wagged my tail.
***
Dimitri made it back to the cell in time for thursday's primetime lineup to start. I sat in my corner looking through the prison's orientation booklet that'd been slipped in with my other papers. It was the start of another long evening. I flipped through to the part about the commissary. It was kind of depressing, reading and rereading the menu of goods I could not afford, but even if Dimitri hadn't taken all my money, I'd like to think I'd have the principles to not feed the beast that is the prison-industrial complex. I mean, six dollars for a bottle of soda? Whose pocket does that markup line?
None of my principles could stop me from dreaming about it. Flip flops for the shower, a seven dollar snack sized bag of chips, a portable FM radio, now that would be living. But if I had any money, my first purchase would be a gift for Hash. I sighed wistfully at the thought of my coyote comrade. I'd have never been able to afford one of those personal TV sets like Dimitri had, and I wouldn't want to give him something that Vince would just take. He said he liked spicy food. I scanned down the list. They had chips labeled Volcanic Ultra Hots. That would be perfect.
I looked at the prices again. Seven dollars. Suddenly I felt much worse about not having any money. Worse than I felt when imagining all the overpriced crap I couldn't buy for myself. I closed the booklet and leaned my head against the cool stone wall. I was technically working now, I thought. Surely Vince would have to give me a cut, right? 
Of course not. But I could ask about it. And maybe I'd get tips. I wasn't sure how, but I resolved at that moment to find some way to buy my friend a bag of chips. 
I put the booklet down and tried reading through the incomprehensible legal papers again. That did nothing to alleviate my boredom and I was soon back to looking at the glossy pictures of the orientation booklet. All this sitting around was driving me crazy. I was an artist, my mind need stimulation. I flipped to the table of contents and looked for the page on the library. If I had to be trapped in here with nothing to do, at least I could read a book.
With that goal in mind, I waited patiently for the inevitable, and when Dimitri finally did get up and unhook his ear buds to take a piss, I made my move.
"Sir?"
The tiger ignored me.
"Sir?" I said a little louder.
"Are you thirsty," he said threateningly while still pissing.
"No sir. I was wondering if I could go to the library tomorrow." 
Dimitri shrugged, "I don't care. The guards won't let you in, though."
"What? Why?"
"Probationary period for new inmates. Six months for anyone not minimum security." He zipped up and started washing his hands. "You're in here for killing someone, which I still can't believe, so I can say you're not considered a minimum security risk yet."
"I," damn it, "it was an accident. I-"
"Come here."
I whimpered, but stood on numb legs and wasted no time in walking over to him. I flinched as he reached for me, and relaxed just as fast when I figured out he was just drying his hands on me. "Maybe, you could swing by the library and rent a book for me, sir?" I asked hopefully.
"I don''t think so." He grabbed my muzzle, twisting to get the last of the moisture off his palm. 
My ears drooped in disappointment. This wasn't over, but it was for now. Why risk ending the best day I've spent in prison with a savage beating? So I sat against the wall and bars, resting my head where I could watch the walkway. I used to zone out when under stress like this. That hadn't happened for the last few days. I couldn't decide if that was good news or bad news. Maybe it showed I was adjusting.
Later, when the PA system announced lights out in ten minutes, I was hit in the head with something soft. It was the pillow I'd negotiated. My heart sored. "Thank you sir!" I squeaked, but he'd already rolled over in his bunk with his back to me. He grunted something. I liked to imagine it was a you're welcome.
*** 
I was in my bed, in the huge house me and my friends shared, warm and happy. I was going to stay in bed all morning and then grab my backpack full of spray paints and swing by a fastfood place for a cheap burger and enough soda to bathe in. But what is that buzzing? No one I know ever uses an alarm clock.
I squeezed my eyes shut, but the noise was so loud. My eyes flickered. It wasn't my room. It was the dead gray of my cell. No, damn it! I squeezed my pillow tight, if I held firm, this would all just be a nightmare. I'd open my eyes later and be where I was supposed to be. A half-sleep washed over me.
"Bitch."
That voice. Realization hit me. My eyes snapped open, and my body was moving before I was fully awake. I scrambled toward the source of the voice, my eyes blurred with sleep. My head connected with the side of Dimitri's bunk. "Fuck,"I yelped, rubbing my head with one hand, still diving for the tiger's shoes that he insisted on tossing further back against the wall every night, just to make me work harder. 
I stretched, getting a finger hooked into both the old canvas shoes. I must have been half way under the bunk when I started crawling backwards, dragging Dimitri's shoes, when something pinned me. I pushed up, or tried to at least. "Sir?" He was still sitting on his bunk, effortlessly holding me down with one foot.
"You over slept," Dimitri said. I could hear the sleep still in his voice.
"I'm sorry. It won't happen again," I promised with no way of seeing that through.
I heard him yawn. Then the pressure started increasing. I could make out the shape of his foot as it pressed into the middle of my back. It became too much. "Fuck! Please, Dimitri, sir!" I barked out. 
The pressure eased. "Get out here, pet"
I was out and on my knees as soon as he took his foot off me. I held his shoes up like a shield. 
"If this happens again, I'm taking back the pillow."
My eyes widened. The thought that he might take away the one victory I'd scored since getting locked in with this lunatic scared me more than when he threatened to make me drink his piss. Maybe that's what it was. He didn't want me getting too proud. It was an epiphany, this tiger that could snap me in half without breaking a sweat, was alarmed at not having complete and utter control over me. Was that what triggered his wrath this time? Pain every time I stuck up for myself?
To test my theory, I'd give him what he wanted. If a show of total submission would ensure the safety of my body and my pillow, that's a sacrifice I was willing to make. I took a deep breath and swallowed my pride. "I-I'm so sorry, sir. I'm weak. I never wanted to disappoint you," I crawled toward him, sinking lower. "Tell me what I can do to make this right." I pressed tip of my mouth to the top of his foot.
"I'd say that's a good start," Dimitri said. He flexed his toes.
I bit back a deep sigh. Fine, I thought angrily. I opened my mouth and ran my tongue over his foot, from toes to ankle. How's that feel, you son of a bitch? Another lick. Insecure jerk! I stabbed my tongue between his toes. The smell was worse than the taste, but considering what I've put in my mouth since coming here, that wasn't saying much.
I could forgive Dimitri for confusing my angry licks of veiled defiance, for fervent licks of fear and adoration. I'm pretty sure it's a rare occurrence when a fur is roughly licking a foot just so he can mentally spit out another curse for every stroke of the tongue. 
I jumped at the touch of Dimitri running his hand over my head. "It's ok. You can stop."
I'm not sure how long I'd been going at the lick-then-insult rhythm, but I didn't want to stop yet. I was finding it oddly therapeutic. I lapped at his damp feet one last time, internally shouting that if his dick was as pathetic as his fragile ego, he'd have a vagina.
I relaxed my face, hiding any signs of the scowl I'd had, and leaned back on my heels. "Thank you, sir."
He reached forward, petting me like I was some kind of feral. "You're still a good boy. We all make mistakes."
If he knew what I was thinking, I shudder to think what would have become of me. I just wagged my fluffy fox tail. Not for him, but for me, finding out that no matter what I was forced to do, I could still hang on to my rebellious spirit. 
Starting the day like that was a mixed blessing. As I put his shoes on and sucked him off, I began to fully wake up and come to my senses. My silent rage faded and I remembered I was still a prisoner. And my lawyer was M.I.A. 
***
Waiting for the guard to come around and take the morning headcount was an odd experience. Dimitri had me kneel next to his bunk while he scratched behind my ears. Yeah, it felt good, but I think my dignity had suffered enough for one lifetime. I'm not a pet, despite all evidence to the contrary.
I was running through those events while shoveling in mouthfuls of rubbery scrambled eggs to get the taste of feet and cum out of my mouth when a fur poked me in the back. I spun to see who.
A skunk stood there, furtive eyes shooting glances at the felines I'd grown used to eating around. If the skunk wasn't so big, I'd say he had victim written all over him.
"You Elli?" he asked in a low voice, avoiding my eyes.
"Elliot," I corrected him. Then looked at Dimitri. The tiger raised an eyebrow. I shrugged, not know anymore than he did.
"Yeah," the skunk rubbed the back of his neck, "but, uh, you are working for Vince, right?"
If I'd had any egg in my mouth, this is where I would have spit them in surprise. I looked at Dimitri. Now both his eyebrows were up. Goddamnit, I really hoped I could keep my two hells separate. "Y-yeah. Sort of. I-" I sputtered, spinning between Dimitri and the John fast enough to get whiplash. I put my hands up to Dimitri to forestall any questions, saying to him, "only when you say it's alright. I was forced! It was this or-" Dimitri shut me up with one harsh look. My ears flattened and I looked down at the table, expecting the worst. 
His deep voice rumbled in my ears, "do what you need to. But we are going to talk about this when you get back."
I felt like a puppy who'd been swatted with a newspaper. I hated that I let myself feel guilty. I mean, he wasn't the one who was forced to become a living sextoy to survive in here. But still, his paternal phrasing got to me. I turned back to the skunk, his shoulders were hunched in embarrassment. I could have scared him off by saying boo, but then I thought what Vince might do to me if I blew off my first job. Figuratively, not literally.
"What exactly did Vince set up?" I asked. If it wasn't for his black fur, I think the skunk would have been blushing like tomato.
He coughed, somehow hunching over lower, thinking he could hide in plain sight. "You know... He said you'd," he motioned at me with both hands.
Jeez, I thought, what the fuck did this guy do to end up in here, jaywalk? Here we were, surrounded by killers, and he couldn't tell me he paid me to do. I felt bad for him. "Do you have some place we can do this?" I asked, hoping that would have been arranged by Vince.
"Yeah," he perked up, knowing he wouldn't have to stutter through this conversation in front of the entire cafeteria. "Follow me," took off.
I looked to Dimitri for his dismissal. I wish I hadn't. His surprise had worn off. "Go," he growled.
I followed the skunk through the cafeteria to a side door that led behind the counter. He knocked a few times until it opened. I followed him through the kitchen. The place was a lot bigger than I'd imagined, staffed with inmates and not a guard in sight. I figured my skunk must work in the kitchen because no one paid him any mind. Eventually we came to storage room, packed with unopened boxes of disposable aprons, cleaning supplies and other crap. 
I stood to the side as the skunk arranged a few boxes to sit on. He looked at me expectantly. Figures, I'd have to make the first move. Maybe I should have been more concerned at crossing that line from bitch to prostitute, but I was still too worried about what Dimitri was going to do to me when I was finished.
I got on my knees and opened the skunks pants. He was breathing hard and fast, more nervous than I was. I began kissing his cock, licking it to life like I'd learned how to do. Once he was hard I put my mouth over it only to hear him gasp and get pushed away.
"I didn't pay for head," he said quickly.
"What?" 
"I didn't have enough for that. I just paid Vince for a hand job."
"Wait," I tried to wrap my head around this. "Not enough? How much did you spend? No, don't tell me. Better I don't know." I had enough on my mind with the angry tiger waiting for me, I didn't need to worry about performance anxiety brought on by whatever crazy price Vince talked this sap into paying. "All you want is a hand job?"
He avoided looking at me as I rested my hands on his knees, staring at him. "Well, like I said, I couldn't afford what your pim- uh, Vince was asking for anything more. So..."
"Maybe I could give you an upgrade, off the books obviously. How much do you have on you?" I knew I was playing a dangerous game, trying to make a little extra behind Vince's back, but until I could talk to him and figure out how this worked, this could be the only way I'd ever see the fruits of my labor.
The skunk looked hopeful, and fished around in his pockets. He pulled out a candy bar. Fuck, I thought, I forgot no one would have loose cash in here. Everything worked through money transfers or the barter system. I had the commissary menu darn near memorized by now and knew the candy bar went for a buck fifty. I could hide that in the bottom of my box of papers. "Deal." I snatched the candy and started sucking.
The skunk was moaning in no time. He started pulling my hair, making it harder for me to bob my head, but as pent up as the skunk was I had him throbbing from just the feel of my mouth and the hot suction.
He started shooting. I swallowed everything, not letting up until he began to soften. He was still moaning quietly while I wiped my lips with mysleeve. "Do not mention this to Vince," I warned him.
"Of course not," he sounded like he was just as afraid of what the wolf might do as I was.
I left him recovering, and dashed out of there. My mind raced with all the horrible things Dimitri could do to me. No matter what I did, I just seemed to be digging myself a deeper grave.
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8. 

I hit the door like a bat out of hell, bursting into the cafeteria. I came to a skidding stop, avoiding a collision with the back of a guard by inches. That was a bullet dodged, I thought. 
I walked as fast as I could without drawing too much attention. My eyes were drawn across the room to Dimitri. By the time I got to our table my palms were slick with sweat, my ears were plastered down, and my tail kept trying to tuck itself between my legs. My body was already trying to raise the white flag.
I sat down, keeping my hands folded in my lap, staring down at them. I listened to the dull roar of the crowded room and waited for Dimitri to berate me. It wasn't a long wait.
"Well, what do you have to say for yourself?" he asked.
"Sorry," I took a guess at what he wanted to here.
"For what?"
I really wasn't in the mood to play twenty-questions. If I didn't resolve this here and now, once we were back in our cell, I was a dead fox. "For everything, sir. I'm sorry I didn't tell you about this. But it wasn't really my choice. You told me to go by the Pack when we're in the Yard, and, and," I sighed and looked up at Dimitri, "they said I had to give them money if I wanted to stay alive."
Dimitri put down his spoon. "So you're saying it's my fault? Because I let you go out in the Yard?"
"No sir!" 
"Then whose fault is it that you're a whore?"
I started to say Vince, but thought better of it. Besides not wanting to be in the middle of a feud, that wasn't what Dimitri wanted. "My fault, sir. It's my fault I'm weak."
Dimitri grunted in agreement. "That's not even why I'm fuckin' pissed."
I twitched involuntarily. 
Dimitri picked up his spoon, waving it at me like he might scoop my heart out at any moment. "You're a slow learner, you know that?"
I nodded meekly, feeling very small in his presence.
"Give me your hand."
I stared in horror, fully believing he was going to impale my hand with a spoon. Dimitri put the spoon on his tray as I slowly reached out with my trembling hand. Dimitri grabbed hold of my wrist and a good portion of my forearm. His massive paw dwarfed mine.
"Let's try this: what are you?"
I tried to pulled away out of instinct. I would have had a better chance of bending one of the cell's bars. "A whore?" I squeaked.
"Wrong answer." His grip tightened. "Before all else. What. Are. You," he growled the words.
I damn sure knew he didn't want me to say artist,and as much as I wanted to, just to see his reaction, I was not suicidal. And at the moment I was too wrapped up in maintaining control of my bladder to be witty. "A fox?"
His hand tightened. I could feel the bones in my wrist start rubbing together. I managed to stifle a scream, but if it wasn't for the noise, my high pitched squeal would have brought the guard's attention.
"Wrong."
"Prisoner!" I gasped.
Dimitri twisted. I couldn't hide the pain any longer, sobbing a bellow of pure agony. "Please! You're gonna break my arm!" 
Dimitri was unmoved by my tears. "Wrong. Answer."
I slammed my free hand down on the table, lifting off my chair and trying to twist my body to keep my arm from getting torn off. I suddenly knew the answer. An island of clarity in an endless sea of pain. "P-pet! Your pet!" I screamed at the top of my lungs.
Dimitri released me. I cradled my arm, flexing my fingers. A tingling sensation came with the the return blood flow in my hand. I let my head rest on the table. "I'm your pet," I repeated, just so he knew I had the right answer. I stared down the table, the felines closest to us were all watching the scene. I didn't care.
"You are my pet. My property," Dimitri spoke. It might have been wishful thinking on my part, but I think some of the anger was gone from his voice. "Who owns your mouth?"
I lifted my head off the table. I didn't want him be able to grab another part of me. "You own it, sir." I blinked away the blurriness in my eyes. The bastard was getting what he wanted.
"And your ass?"
"You own it."
"Then why do think I'm pissed off at you?"
"Because I didn't ask you for permission to let other furs use them."
Dimitri smiled. "And then you didn't tell me. If you would have come to me when this started, you wouldn't be in as much pain as you are now."
"I shouldn't have kept it from you, sir."
"Exactly. It makes me think you're dishonest. How the fuck can I trust you if you're keeping secrets?" He shook his head in disappointment. "When you were worshiping my feet this morning, how the fuck do I know you weren't just acting?"
I let go of my arm. The blood drained from my face. For a moment of terror I wondered if he knew how right he was. Letting him believe I was completely broken, resigned to his total domination of me, was the only way I could see of avoiding his wrath. If he started thinking I was manipulating him, he might decide I make a lousy pet and put me down. Or, worse, put me through some kind of warped obedience program he thinks up, and I really would become his broken lapdog. I can't take that much pain, I'd break under pressure!
"Please, sir, I'm so sorry! I promise I'll never hide anything from you again." I stood up, my legs shaking as I wondered if I should drop to my knees, but then he wouldn't see me over the tabletop. "Believe me, I'm your pet!" I put my good hand up signaling to give me a second. I ran around the end of the cafeteria table so I was on the same side as him. 
I was drawing attention to myself again. It was an expensive trade off, but I'd rather a bunch of felines I'd probably never get to know think I'm pathetic, than live under the threat of the pain I'd endure if Dimitri thought I wasn't his devoted pet. Dimitri turned on the long bench, watching me as I made my way to him. I dropped to my knees. "I'm your pet. What can I do to prove it? Do you want me to eat off the floor? I'll suck your cock, right here, in front of everyone. Or, or do you want me to lick your feet again?" I clasped my hands together like I was in prayer.
Dimitri looked down at me. He either didn't hear all the laughter directed at me, or he didn't care. That look of satisfaction I thought I saw start to show earlier was beginning to make a comeback.
A voice I didn't recognize shouted at me. "Get the fuck back to your seat."
I didn't take my eyes off Dimitri. I needed him to believe I was devoted to him.
That voice again. "I'm not going to tell you again."
I stayed on my knees, silently pleading for his forgiveness. 
A hand grabbed me by the collar. I thrashed my arm at the intruder, earning a hard yank that choked me and nearly ripped my shirt. I turned to confront the fur. "Get the hell-" I stopped cold. It was a guard. "Sorry, sir!"
The cold eyes of a hyena appraised me. "You got yourself a write up."
Fuck, I thought. That was not part of the plan. He walked me around the table, taking my name and number, saying I'd get a copy of the write up sometime this evening. I begged his leniency, but my heart wasn't really in it. He roughly shoved me down on the table's bench. I looked over to Dimitri. That assshole was really smiling now.
He shook his head and laughed, "Slow learner. But you do try. As long as you never lie, or hide something from me again, I think we can let this go."
I forced a smile. Wasn't he generous? Nearly breaking my arm, letting me humiliate myself and get in trouble with a guard. "Thank you sir." I reached for my tray of now cold eggs. Dimitri pulled it away before I could get to it.
"You still need to be punished. I'll let you know when you can eat again."
I pouted and rubbed my sore arm. There was no point arguing with him.
When Dimitri finished the last of his breakfast he looked at me. "What did you do with the skunk?"
He was testing me. Or maybe making a point, that I wasn't allowed to keep things from him, even intimate things like this. "I gave him a blow job," I said quietly.
"Who's bigger, me or the skunk?"
"You are, sir. A lot bigger." 
He chuckled as I stroked his ego. "Damn right."
I flexed my fingers again. Dimitri saw me wince. "I didn't feel anything snap," he assured me. "It might be a strain. I'll let you run some cold water on it, when we get back to the cell."
"Thank you, sir." I kept reminding myself there was a difference between what I had to say and do to stay alive, and what I believed. As long as I could remember that, I'd be ok, I told myself. 
"And, you can keep your pillow."
I looked up at the tiger. Damn him, I really was thankful for that. "Thank you," I said with more conviction, "I sorry I got you mad."
He just gave me a smile. I didn't get my eggs back, though.
***
The swelling went down after letting the cool water from the sink soak my wrist, but I was cold and hungry when we went out to the Yard. Dimitri didn't let me eat lunch. I wasn't sure when he'd stop this stupid punishment. The candy bar I'd gotten from the skunk was tempting, but I swore it would be a last resort. 
"Don't forget what we talked about," Dimitri cautioned me.
It wasn't so much a talk as a lecture. He said I could keep my "job," because if any one was going to get the pleasure of beating the shit out of me, it'd be him. But I had to tell Vince that Dimitri's orders came first. He didn't bother to ask me who it was I was working for, he just said to make it clear to the Pack.
All my worries seemed to fade away when I saw Hash. He was nodding at something Vince was saying, so he didn't notice me until I was next to him. The smile on his face when he saw me made my heart flutter.
Vince interrupted what could have been a moment. "How'd it go?"
I shrugged. "It was fine. But could you, maybe, give me a heads up next time? You got me in trouble with my cellmate."
"The fuck," Vince returned my shrug. "I told you to let me get you out of there."
"I'm starting to adjust." Not a lie, but I wasn't off to a great start putting my Dimitri theories into practice.
"When I can, I'll try to give you a heads up, but you know how things are," Vince said, not fully appreciating how tenuous my position was. "Oh, you've got a date later."
"What?"
"A lion, what was his name?"
Greg knew. "Sanders. He paid a good price, so let him fuck you how ever he wants, and give him a good show. Otherwise, Vince'll let me give you some motivation."
I looked to Vince. "When? Where? What if Dimitri says no?" I frantically asked. I wanted time to run this by Dimitri. Hash side stepped closer, our arms touching. He took my hand, quieting the million questions that wanted to be heard. "I- I-," I let out a deep breath. Our oversized coats concealed his show of affection pretty well.
Vince scratched the stump of his missing ear. "Calm down. It'll be sometime after the evening headcount, when they open the doors. I know your cellie's an asshole, so you'll go over to his cell." He let that sink in. "Fuck, Ellie, you are seriously high strung. Have you thought about getting on some tranks?"
"The last thing I need is to get stoned," I said firmly.
"Whatever," said Vince, and he turned back to the subject of the odds on a football game he was taking bets for. I tried to follow what he and Greg were saying, but my mind glazed over. I've never been interested in sports.
Hash got Vince's attention with some body language.
"Yeah, go play," Vince waved us off, annoyed at the interruption.
"Any news from your lawyer yet?" Hash asked as we walked far enough to get some privacy.
I shook my head.
He frowned. Sympathy was so rare in here, I didn't want him wasting it on feeling bad. "I got Dimitri to give me a pillow."
"Awesome!" He patted my back, then got more serious. "The thing with the skunk, it was really ok? He didn't hurt you or anything?"
"No. It was weird, but I can handle it."
The coyote nodded grimly. "About later," he looked away, "I don't know the lion. Vince is usually pretty good about vetting clients but if..." he forced a fierce, confident smile, "if he gets too rough, don't be afraid to walk away. And tell him I'll personally kick his ass."
I tried to hold in my laugh, but I couldn't. Hash was only like an inch taller than my small self. He put on a look of mock offence but soon we were both laughing.
"I wish I could be more like you," I confessed. "You're always the one being strong. All I do is freak out." The thought of buying him a bag of chips seemed so small compared to the rock of stability he'd been to me.
"Regal," he took hold of my shoulders, making me face him. "Just keep being you. I like you. I like talking with you. You make me feel normal, like what I felt like before coming here." He gave me a fast bro-hug, not wanting to draw notice to us. "It's nice having a friend for once.
"Now, talk to me about your art. I want to hear about it." He sat down on the hard ground, motioning for me to join him. 
If that was what he wanted, it's the least I could do.
***
Back in the cell with Dimitri, as the doors slid shut so the guards could take a headcount, I felt really good. Even my arm stopped throbbing as much. I stood in my corner, leaning against the wall. Dimitri was splashing himself with water from our sink. It was the best he could do until we got our turn at the showers over the weekend. If he didn't want to stink of sweat, he could always cut back on the exercise, I thought. But one look at the bulging muscles on his shirtless form told me if there was one thing he was more addicted to than television, working out was it.
I looked down at the arm Dimitri twisted and made a fist until pain was radiating from my wrist. I needed the reminder of what he was capable of doing if I got too careless. He had to see me as the loyal pet.
"Sir?" I asked when he'd put his shirt back on.
"What?"
"You told me not to keep anything from you. So, sometime after they open the door, they said I was supposed to let Sanders take to his cell for awhile. If it's ok with you, that is," I kept my head bowed, waiting for his response.
"Sanders?" he asked.
"Yes sir."
"You know, he was one of the lions that sent the leopard fuck to tell me who I could let sit with me."
I tried to picture the lions we sat near in the cafeteria. I couldn't say who was who, but aside from not wanting me near them, I don't think any of them actively wanted to kill me. 
Dimitri rubbed his chin. "I'll have to think about it."
"As you wish. If you say no, I'll obey. It's just if I get hurt and sent to the infirmary, you wouldn't have your pet to make you happy," I tried to be seductive, but I think I might have come off sounding like an idiot.
Dimitri chuckled. "You do make a good point. I think you're trying to manipulate me," he smirk at the fear in my eyes as I wait to see which way his temper would swing. "But I think I could ignore that, if you wanted to remind me what I'd be missing if I let the Pack tear you apart."
I let out a breath I didn't remember holding. I could not believe it worked. I made a mental note not to be so damn obvious when I tried to manipulate him next time. He was mentally unbalanced, not stupid.
As I got down on my knees, ready to work my magic, I heard something clang against the cell door.
"What do you want?" Dimitri demanded of the visitor.
"Got somethin' for Regal."
I turned around to see a Badger CO, tapping a clipboard against the bars.
"What is it?" Dimitri asked.
The guard glanced at his clipboard. "A write up. Need him to sign."
It didn't surprise me, but it did annoy me, that the guard could causally go about taking care of paperwork while I was clearly about to give my cellmate head. I read the orientation booklet more times than I want to think about. It says, clearly, that intercourse between inmates was not allowed. But, whatever. My list of complaints about the prison system could fill a book.
The guard tapped the bars again. "Let's get this over with."
I looked up at Dimitri, afraid he'd make me give him the blow job right in front of the guard. I would have done it too. The worst the prison officials could do was nothing compared to what Dimitri could.
"Go." 
I breathed a sigh of relief and got off my knees, dusting my pants off as I reached the cell door.
The badger read from the paper, telling me I refused to obey a guard and I caused a disturbance in the cafeteria. That was all technically accurate, but I was still bitter about this going on my record. 
"This is kinda minor shit for what you did, from what it says here," the guard told me. "So, I guess they're giving you a break. Two weeks suspension of commissary privileges. But, just some advice, next time you'll probably get fifteen days in administrative segregation, so don't have a next time." He looked at the paper one last time. "You understand all this?"
I nodded. "Yes, sir."
"Good. Sign here and here," he slid the clipboard to me.
"Is there any way to dispute this?" I asked.
"Not really. There's a process, but, like I said, it's looks like they didn't think it was serious." He looked at the paper again. "Weird. You should have gotten something more seaver. You blowing the warden too?" he asked with a laugh. "Kidding!" He passed me the clipboard again.
I looked around at the spartan cell. "No pen," I said.
The guard rolled his eyes and patted his pockets. "Here," he passed a pen he'd found.
"Thank you, sir." By now I was pretty sure most of the guards didn't care what they were called, I just used "sir" partly out of habit, and partly just to stay on the safe side. I took the cap off and looked at the write up. "Does it say on here who gave me the write up? I'd kinda like to thank them for not punishing me too harshly."
The badger glanced at his wrist, like he had someplace better to be. "There's an officer ID number, but the one who gives you the write up doesn't decide the punishment. Just sign it."
"Sorry," God forbid that I ask a few fucking questions. I signed with my illegible signature and passed the board back through the bars. I looked back at Dimitri, wondering if he thought my questions were unreasonable. He was sitting on the edge of his bunk, the earbuds in and blue glow of the television playing on his face. He probably didn't hear a word I'd said. 
I realized I was still holding the pen. I looked back to the door. The guard was already halfway to the stairs. I looked down at the pen. A cheap disposable. The commissary sells them for a quarter each. I looked closer at it. There were teeth marks, and the ink was half gone. Would I be able to trade it towards my gift fund? Probably not, so I decided to score some points with Dimitri. 
I stepped just close enough to be in Dimitri's peripheral. It took a few minutes for him to acknowledge me. I can't be sure if he was engrossed in whatever stupid show he was watching, or if this was just another way of reminding me where I stood in terms of importance. He pull out one earbud. "Mood's passed. Don't let Sanders fuck you up to bad, I'll use you later tonight."
At least I didn't have to worry about that part. "Sir?"
He raised an eyebrow, staying the reinsertion of his earbud.
"The guard left this behind," I held out the pen. "Did you want it, or can I keep it?"
He smiled at the hopeful note in my voice. Yeah I wanted it, but I wanted him to know I wanted it but was still not hiding it from him. Having him start going through my two possessions, there would be no concealing my stash.
"I think you're learning your lesson. Why don't you hold onto it. We'll even talk about you getting to eat breakfast tomorrow, if you keep being a good boy."
"Thank you, sir!" I bowed my head as he turned his focus back to the TV. Why'd he have to mention food? My stomach rumbled as I sat in my corner, spinning my pen between my fingers. I was still sitting there when the count was finished and the cell doors opened.
Damn Vince, I thought to myself. I could be waiting hours for Sanders. It made me too nervous to play with my new pen. All I could do was fret about things I had no control over. Dimitri said Sanders was one of the lions that didn't want me at a feline table. What if he was going to get me in his cell and kicks my ass? But I couldn't believe Vince and Dimitri would both let me walk into an ambush. On second thought, they might.
I was doing what I could to prepare for the worst. Which meant rehearsing a few things I might be able to say to get myself out alive. The lion had made it to the open cell door without my notice. When he cleared his throat, I let out out a surprised yelp, loud enough to get Dimitri's attention.
The two large felines locked eyes. Sanders waved to the tiger. Dimitri nodded in return, and went back to his television. I looked up at the lion. He wasn't as big as Dimitri, but I could see, even with his prisoner clothes, that he was solidly built. His lion's mane was well groomed, slicked back into a thick cowl of dark red.Needless to say, I was intimidated. 
It took me by surprise when he held out a hand to help me to my feet. I took it hesitantly, and let him pull me up without much effort.
"Shall we?" Sanders asked.
I immediately suspected he was lulling me into a false sense of security. There was nothing I could do about it, so I nodded, letting him back out the cell and watch me as I followed. It was apparent he was inspecting his purchase.
"It's Ellie, right?"
"I prefer Regal. But, I guess you can call me whatever you want."
He hummed to himself. "Regal's fine."
I followed him down the walkway, still assuming he just wanted me to drop my guard. He started down the stairs, and I froze. It was just for a moment, but Sanders kept looking back at me and noticed.
"You ok?"
"Yeah," I lied. 
He looked doubtful, but kept walking as soon as I started to move again. Tomorrow, I had to make sure Vince told Piter not to mess with me anymore. I couldn't live with this paralyzing fear that the demonic husky would rape me again. My heart was racing by the time I made it down the stairs.
"It's just in here," Sanders motioned to the second cell.
Much to my amazement, I felt a little better once I was over the threshold. The first thing I noticed was how much personality Sanders and whoever his cellmate was had given their room. There were photos taped to the walls, books and magazines on the shelf, and a stack of personal letters next to the improvised dice on the table. The place looked lived in, not at all like Dimitri's impersonal, sterile void that I was kept in.
After Sanders strung a sheet across the bars for privacy, he pulled the small plastic stool out from under the cell's table, and sat down, looking at me. He gestured to the bed.
I sat. The thin mattress felt soft and comfy compared to my floor. Sanders was still watching me. It started making me feel self conscious. I awkwardly rubbed my sore arm. "So," I started, "what do you want me to do?"
"I wanted to know what it is Dimitri sees in you. He kinda made it clearyou'd be sitting at our table."
"Sorry," I said instinctively.
"Not your choice, I'm sure," he waved it away. "Can I see what you look like under those baggy things?"
"Yeah." It helped not to think about it while I stripped.
Sanders hummed appraisingly. "Not bad. Personally I prefer a little definition. Well, to be honest, I prefer a vigina, but beggers can't be choosers, right?"
I laughed.
He reached back and grabbed a bottle of moisturizer. "I got this from some scalies. It's the best I could do for lube."
He sounded apologetic. "It's ok. Most furs aren't even that considerate," I said.
"You've had a lot of experience then?" he asked with a smile.
I blushed a little. "Not really. But it just seems that's how things are."
Sanders poured a gobonto his hand and puffed a few hot breaths to warm it up. He noticed how grateful I looked. "I'll be gentle. I don't want things to get awkward if we're gonna be eating together. Or, even the rare occasions Dimitri feels social."
"He can feel social?" That was a surprising thought.
"Meh. Not that often, but if there's nothing on TV and he's not in the mood to lift, he's been known to play cards or whatever." He looked at the moisturizer pooled in his palm.
I got the message. "Where do you want me?"
"The bunk's probably the most comfortable, unless you know a better position. It seems theses cells weren't designed for having sex."
I really hate it when I misjudge someone. This fur was turning out to be rather nice. "The bunk is fine, sir."
He stood up while I kneeled on the lower bunk.
"You don't have to call me 'sir,'" he said from right behind me. He rubbed a dry hand down my back, wrapping it around my tail and letting the bushy fur slide through his hand. He repeated that a couple of times before holding on to my tail, lifting it up. "This might be a little cold" he warned me before pressing his hand holding the moisturizer to my ass. I shivered as his fingers began working it around my hole. He push a digit in. That moisturizer really helped with the burning, and I moaned in appreciation.
Sanders leaned forward, pressing his hips to me. He let go of my tail, letting it fall against his stomach. It twitched on its own as he added another finger and probed deeper. His other hand gave me a playful slap on my cheek. I yelped at the unexpected sensation.
"I think I can see why Dimitri likes having you around," he said, rubbing where he slapped.
The light sting turned to a warmth. I was starting to get hard. Fuck, I wondered what I was supposed to do. I didn't want to jizz on this fur's bunk. Maybe I could wait to wank tonight, after Dimitri was asleep and I had a little alone time.
He took out his fingers, the slow withdrawal sent a tingle up my spine and I moaned again. I looked over my shoulder to watch Sanders taking off his pants. The same thick, corded muscles rippling under his fur that Dimitri had. Maybe I should start working out, I thought, until my mind shut off at the sight of him dropping his underwear. I wanted it in me. 
"Fuck me," I pleaded softly.
I could feel the head pressing at the loosened ring of muscle. "Say, please," he teased.
"Please!," I moaned, not wanting to lose that electric buzz his fingers started.
My moans turned to a low howl as he went in, stretching me with a delicious blend of pleasure and pain. I rocked back, urging him deeper. His guttural sounds paired well with my softer baying as he drilled me. We were out of sync, due to my inexperience, but it still felt good at every thrust. Try as I might, though, I couldn't get him to hit that magic pleasure spot that Vince was able to hit. 
His touch turned more aggressive as the minutes ticked by, fingers clawing in my fur. He was almost there. 
Sanders's jet of cum brought a new sensation, not unpleasant, but not enough to get me off. We were both out of breath, which made me feel good. It was a welcome exhaustion that would make sleep so much easier.
Sanders dropped down on the bunk next to me. He looked over at me with a satisfied contentment I envied. "Oh," he said and leaned to reach for something next to the bunk. "Where are my manners," he said as he passed me a roll of toilet paper so I could clean myself up.
Once I had my pants back on, I sat down to tie my shoes.
"You can chill here for awhile. I'm not gonna kick you out," Sanders said with a sleepy smile.
"I wish I could," I said honestly, "but I told Dimitri I'd, uh, you know."
"Oh. No problem." I pulled my shirt on and was about to slip under the privacy sheet when the lion said, "hey, don't be afraid to say hi."
"Thank you," I grinned knowing I went into this scared Sanders might be planning to beat me. Now I felt he might be friend in time. "I'll see you around?" 
"Of course," the lion smiled as I left, eager to end on a high note.
I was on my way to the stairs, replaying how well things had gone. I stopped dead at the sight of Piter's tattooed cellmate reclining on the stairs. He was looking right at me, and a sadistic curl began to pull at his lips. 
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The wolf's fur looked like someone had cast a net of black ink over him. He sat on the steps, blocking my way out. His sadistic grin told me this wasn't a chance meeting, but I still had to try.
"Excuse me. Can I get by?" 
"If you keep fucking pussy cats, we're gonna think you have a fetish," he said.
I looked behind me. Piter and the rest of his pack were at their table.
"You think they're gonna help you?" he asked with a faint lilt to his voice.
"Please, can I just go back to my cell?" I wanted more than anything to tell him to fuck off, but the memories of what he'd done to me neutered any rage I wanted to show.
He shook his head. He looked over my shoulder. I spun to see what I feared he'd seen. Piter was now walking towards us, his tall jackal, Cole, to his right. My body tensed with the primal desire to run. The wolf could see what I was planning. "Don't try it." His grin widened and I followed his eyes as they glanced to his hand. He was palming a sharpened shard of metal. 
"Regal," Piter's voice was right behind me.
I stayed silent, wishing myself invisible.
"You're not still upset about last week, are you?" he asked with a laugh. "Payment's due tommorow," his mouth sounded right next to my ear and I felt his hot breath.
"I'll take care of that by tomorrow evening," I whispered.
Piter's maw was at my other ear now. "It's not about money. I think we need to explain what it means to be in the Pack. Cole and Max are going to walk you over to my cell. If you make a scene, Max here is going to give you a few new holes to stuff with cat cock."
The tattooed wolf, Max, let his shiv dangle casually in his hand. His look of bloodlust left no doubt that he'd stab me at the slightest provocation. If I was braver, I might have tried screaming, or running back to Sanders's cell. As it was, I stood there like the cowed wuss that I was, listening to Piter's footsteps fade.
Max sprung off the steps. "Let's go."
I turned around, right into the tall jackal's chest. I guess running would have been impossible. I'm still not sure if I feel any better about being so passive. Max put his arm around my shoulders and Cole backed off, leading the way. I looked over at the pack's table. Piter was back to playing cards. I didn't know what to make of that. It felt like I was getting put on hold.
Max had to push me into Piter's cell when I stopped at the threshold. I wasn't intentionally resisting, but my subconscious sure was. I stumbled to the floor and backpedaled into the corner I would have been in if I was back in Dimitri's cell. Cole kicked me in the thigh, moving me so he could string a privacy sheet to the bars. It was just a sheet, but I felt as trapped in here as if the doors had been locked shut.
"W-what now?" I asked Max. I probably knew what was coming, but the silent suspense made it all so much worse.
"Piter's not happy with you."
"No one ever is," I said mostly to myself.
The longer we waited for Piter, the more I began to foolishly hope Dimitri would come looking for. Sure he'd be angry I wasn't back, but once he saw what was going on, I wouldn't want to be Piter.
The growing hope was stamped out when the sheet parted and Piter walked in. Max got off the bunk, yielding it to the husky. Cole remained at the cell door, to continue making escape impossible.
"Regal," he pointed to the floor in front of him. "Over here."
I crawled over to him, hoping my submissiveness would make a good impression.
Piter looked at Max, "cook up some of that ramen tomorrow. If I win any more of that shit, Blake's gonna think we're stocking up for a riot."
Max nodded.
"Regal," he addressed me again. "You fuck Dimitri. I get that. He doesn't give you a choice, but you're sitting with the cats in the cafeteria, and now you're sucking off that lion motherfucker? How do you think that looks?"
What could I say to that? "I... I gave a blow job to a skunkyesterday." Brilliant, Elliot, brilliant. "I mean, I'm not the one who picks them!"
"Who does?" Piter asked, his terrifying husky fur pattern now frightened me more than Max's shiv.
"Vince," I blurted out before I could think better of it.
"After I told you to tell that one eared bastard to go fuck himself?" His arm shot out, hitting me like a brick.
He stood over me while I cringed and held the end of my nose. I felt the warm flow of blood on my paws. Piter reached down, taking hold of my shirt. He pulled me up so my back was off the floor and slapped my hands away. 
"Stop!" I pleaded, earning me another open hand slap. I stared through tear blurred eyes as Piter drew his fist back. "He made me do it!" I wailed. I know, it wasn't entirely true, but I would have sold out my own parents by the fifth punch he rained on me.
The husky made his point and released my shirt, letting my head bounce of theconcretefloor. Blood ran back from my nose, mixing with tears while I writher on theground. I could see the husky's mouth moving but I wasn't hearing him. He motioned to his thugs and I was pulled to my feet, the static haze faded.
"Clean this bitch up. He's got blood on him," Piter shouted. 
My head sagged and I was floating. Was I blacking out? I really wanted to, but instead I saw the stainless steel bowl of the cell's toilet coming closer. The jolt of cold water shocked be away from the gathering darkness. I suddenly realized I was in danger of drowning. I thrashed with everything I had, getting my muzzle out of the water. I began sucking in a deep breath only to get pushed under before I could finish. The water I inhaled was probably clean aside from my own blood, but the notion that it was from a toilet triggered my gag reflex.
Someone pulled me up again. I was dry heaving, trying to force anything out of my already empty stomach. Again I was shove in, mercifully for a shorter time. This time when they let me up, I jerked my head, wrenching the back of my neck free from mytormentor. My arms locked around the base of the steel fixtures and Iscreamed in incoherent fury at whoever was pulling on me.
"That's enough," Piter said casually. I curled tighter around the metal column. My fur was drenched and blood was still trickling from my nose. I felt and looked like road kill after a thunderstorm.
I struggled to catch my breath. "Can I go now?" I managed to squeak out. Piter knelt over me, prying my arms free with just a touch. There was no resistance left.
"After you pay your weekly protection."
I snorted a laugh, but thankfully it sounded like I was choking again. Protection. He pulled me up and the world started spinning. My mewling protests were ignored as I was bent over the wall mounted table. Max was in front of me, holding my wrists so I wouldn't struggle. I felt the cool air as my pants were yanked down.
"What the fuck?" Piter growled. He kicked the back of my knee and I crumpled off the table as Max let go of me. "That lion fag stretched him out," he announced. "Get on you knees, Regal. I'm not getting cat jizz on my cock."
The husky had no qualms about getting blood on his cock. He didn't care that my swollen nose made breathing damn near impossible when he had his dick down my throat. Piter took a firm grip on my hair, using my mouth to jack him off. Whatever insults and threats he got off on hissing at me didn't register. Pain and fear overloaded my senses. Piter yelled at me to swallow when he finished.
"Next week, I want you in here and clean. Resist that fox scum nature of yours and stop letting anyone with a cock, up your ass," Piter shook me, tearing a few hairs out. I nodded as well as I could with him holding me. 
He let go of me. "Can I go now?" I rasped.
"When Max and Cole are finished with you." He turned to the tattooed wolf, "do what you want, but nothing that'll put him in the infirmary." With that, he left me in his cell, not even interested enough to watch.
***
I staggered out an eternity later. Somehow I made it up the stairs and down the walkway to collapse in my little corner of hell, and hug my pillow. I just wanted to cry myself to sleep and pretend none of this happened until it came up again next week, but Dimitri wasn't as absorbed in his TV as I'd wished. 
I kept my eye shut tightly, but I could feel the tiger getting closer.
"Did Sanders do that to you?"
I shook my head, still keeping my eyes shut.
I heard him sigh. "Take your shirt off."
I opened my eyes and looked at Dimitri.
He put his hand out, slowly, knowing how skittish I could be. "Go wash up. We'll let the shirt dry."
I took his hand, everything thrown out of perspective by another one of his changes in demeanor. He helped me up and walked me towards our sink.
"I'm sorry," I said through the tears. It sounded like the right thing to say.
I felt the tiger shug as he supported me. That was a huge step up from last time Piter got a hold of me. That time Dimitri just called me a dumbass.
I started to kneel, expecting his orders to use the toilet bowl to wash off canine cum still stood. Instead he held me up, running the faucet for me. "Toss your shirt by the window. There's a draft that'll help it dry." He waited until I was steady before leaving. I splashed the clean water over my head, soaking my still wet hair.
Dimitri was out on the walkway. I didn't know what he was going to do, but I knew what I wanted to do. I stuck a finger in my mouth, pressing the back of my throat until I started vomiting. I didn't care if I was starving to death, I didn't want anything of Piter and his pack left on me or in me. When nothing more would come up, I gulped down handfuls of water, soothing my aching throat.
I made my way, shirtless, to my corner. Dimitri heard my approach and walked back into the cell. I couldn't read the look he had on his face. Naturally, I assumed the worse. "W-what are you going to do, sir?"
He walked by me. "I'm not sure yet." He pulled the unused blanket off the top bunk and tossed it to me. "Haven't decided," he said distantly. "Try to sleep." Without another word he turned his television back on and inserted his earbuds.
I wrapped myself in the blanket, pulling it over my head, and let exhaustion send me into a fitful, restless sleep.
***
I woke in a cold sweat, shaking. Whatever the dream was, I was infinitely thankful I couldn't remember it. I took a quick inventory, and, yes, everything hurt. 
It was saturday and I'd still not heard from my lawyer, but that was in the back of my mind. What I was really worried about, was how Dimitri would react when he woke up. I fetched his shoes from under the bunk and waited for the klaxon to sound. What if he decided it was my fault? He'd punish me. More what-ifs were racing around my head when the prison wide buzzing announced the start of a new day. 
 "Good morning, sir," I said as Dimitri got up.
He grunted and yawned. "I decided what I'm going to do," seamlessly continuing his thoughts from last night.
"Is, is it gonna hurt?" I blurted out.
Dimitri laughed. "Not you." Nudged me out of his way, far more gently than I was used to.
I ran through the possibilities. The obvious conclusion was that he was going to kill Piter. Morally, I couldn't condone that, but it was very hard to see a downside. My onetormentorwould be dead, and the other would be locked in solitary for months. Was I willing to gamble on getting a new cellmate like Sanders, orHash? 
I pondered that question as Dimitri tossed my shirt to me. "Thank you, sir."
He grunted again and started washing himself in the sink.
Blake said Dimitri couldn't do another long stint in solitary without it killing the last of his sanity. Damn my bleeding heart, I couldn't live with myself if I let that happen to him. He was an asshole, but I don't think it was all his fault and I was getting better at, if not guiding his moods, at least avoiding his wrath. I rubbed my eyes, starting to question my judgement. I wished I could have talked this over with Hash, but if Dimitri was as impulsive as I thought, he might move to take out Piter as soon as the cells opened.
Fuck. I got down on my hands and knees, right between the bunks and the cell's table. Waiting for Dimitri to finish up and turn around gave me just enough time to remind myself of all the things I could be about to do that would piss him off.
He turned and looked down at me.
"Sir?" I said softly.
"What?"
"I don't want you to get in trouble," I said hesitantly. "I'm starting to like being your pet, and if you get in a lot of trouble, they might...," I let the tiger fill in the blank. I averted my gaze, waiting to see if I said the right thing.
Seconds ticked by at an agonizingly slow pace before Dimitri spoke. "It's not your place to worry about what I do. But," he paused, "I don't want you to worry. I'm not going to kill anyone, and that's all you need to know right now. Just focus on being a good little pet and leave everything else to me."
He patted my head and I think I surprised us both by not cringing in fear at his touch. I even had the presence of mind to wag my tail, just to really sell it.
***
I spent the rest of the morning keeping a close watch on Dimitri. He let me eat, and was so nice, he even gave me one of his pancakes. It was a wonderful feeling, being taken care of, even if it was only temporary. Dimitri kept watching Piter and his pack throughout breakfast, and when we were locked in the cell he mostly ignored me, standing at the cell door, listening. It really began to worry me when he turned down a blow job I begged to give him.
"After lunch, I'm coming back here. You go to the Yard as usual," Dimitri announced.
Piter hasn't been to the Yard since I'd arrived. I struggled with the implications. He was going to do something and there was no way for me to know what, and, if need be, stop him from fucking up the status quo I was trying to find.
He read the worry on my face. "It's ok, pet. I'll still be here when you get back."
Later, in the cafeteria, I couldn't find my appetite. Sanders nodded a greeting to me, but it was like the other felines were reluctant to get too near Dimitri. It was becoming a point of pride with me, that not only had I survived getting locked in with the dangerous tiger, but I was actually looking braver than a lot of the other inmates, just by sitting with the big guy. Too bad I wasn't in the frame of mind to enjoy that right now.
"Sir?" 
Dimitri looked at me.
"I just wanted you to know how much I appreciate you letting me be your pet, and taking care of me," I said, subtly hoping to remind him what the consequences could be if he did anything stupid.
He smiled softly, an expression of his I was beginning to see more of. He reached across the table. I leaned into his open palm, nuzzling the same hand that had almost broken my arm yesterday morning. 
"Your loyalty is touching. But, for the last time, I'm not going to do anything that'll get me locked in the hole for that long." His fingers curled into my hair, but not in anger, this time it was for emphasis. "Would I abandoned such a good boy?" He stroked my lips with his thumb.
"No, sir," I said. With any normal fur, I could have believed those words. Dimitri was a special case, making his actions less predictable. The things he might consider not that big of deal, the prison system might call "attempted murder." or God knows what. 
*** 
The walk out to the Yard was surprisingly lonely without Dimitri to shadow. I wondered if at any moment sirens could start blaring, signalling Dimitri's irrevocable vengeance. I let out a loud, cathartic sigh.
Of course Hash noticed my slightly swollen nose. "I'm alright," I assured him. "It wasn't Sanders." I'd like to think Hash was at least a little relieved he wouldn't have to follow through with his own vow of vengeance that he swore if the lion got too rough.
"Dimitri?"
I shook my head. "Piter."
He started to say something before Vice and Greg walked up. "What the hell?" Vince noticed my nose too.
I looked at Hash, hoping he would prompt me on what to say. He saw my pleading.
"Piter attacked him," the coyote said, with ferocity I'd never thought my normally calm friend was capable of.
"What happened?" Vince asked.
I went through the events, recounting what I could remember of the beating. I'm not sure how much of the threats I'd repeated Vince understood, as my voice became a cracking whine by the end.
Vince looked around the Yard. "That fucking pussy. What kind of a husky's afraid of the cold. How the hell am I gonna..." the wolf trailed off.
Hash's anger was still burning bright. "Talk to the damn Alphas," he nearly shouted. "The cut they get out of your operations has to mean something. Go tell them Piter's turning on fellow Pack members. And he's costing them money," he tugged at the buttons on his coat, thinking fast. "Tell the he's driving business towards the felines. If that doesn't get them pissed, nothing will."
Vince stood motionless for a moment, unaccustomed to his cellmate being so forceful. He nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, that's right. We're the ones following the Pack. That asshole is completely outta line!" I could see the wheels turning in that small brain of his. "C'mon, Ellie, you're gonna tell them what you just told me." He grabbed for me, but I was just quick enough to dodge him. The idea of telling more furs what was done to me was too much.
Hash stepped between me and Vince and spoke fast, "you don't need him. Who's the one running one of the Pack's most profitable franchises? Your word alone should get the Alphas off their asses. Hell, they might even make you an Alpha after seeing you deal with this shit so efficiently."
Vince puffed out his chest with a slow nod, taking Hash's words as truth. He strutted off to the tables where the Alphas sat. Greg stood mutely, eyes flicking between us and Vince, unsure what he should be doing now that it looked like he wasn't going to get to shank someone. He opted to follow after Vince, which was fine by me, the only one I wanted around me was Hash.
Hash didn't turn around before saying, "I'm sorry, Regal. I thought if youdidn'tsay anything the first time, Vince would be able to protect you before it happened again,and youwouldn'tbe in the middle of these idiot's fight.”
"I don't think Piter will hurt me again,” it wrung my heart to hear Hash upset. I wanted to tell him something that would cheer him up.
He turned. "The Alphas are slow, if they're even going to act on this. But maybe we can figure something out.”
"It might not matter. I, uh, Dimitri found out. I think he's going to do something.”
"Oh,” Hash said slowly. "Is he going to kill Piter?”
"I don't know. He said hewasn'tgoing to do anything that'll get him in trouble but,” I made a ya'know gesture.
Hash nodded. "I guess that's to be expected...”
"Do you think I should tell Vince?"
Hash snapped the buttons on his coat, then began unsnapping them. "I wouldn't trust my judgement on this."
"Don't blame yourself," I needed my rock back, so I hugged him close and pressed my muzzle into his neck. "Please, Hash, don't blame yourself for any of this. I just really need your advice right now."
He wrapped his arms around me, heedless of anyone watching. I heard him take a shuddering breath, and when he pulled away, his eyes were moist. "Ok. The boat sailed on keeping Vince and Piter from getting territorial. I think it's time for your cellie to meet us. Get everyone on the same page and we'll only have to deal with one set of problems."
Hash used more ifs and hypotheticals than I would have liked, but my coyote mentor was back. He said we'd need to see how much damage Dimitri did first, but if Vince got the Alphas backing, he could be convinced to put Dimitri on the payroll and at least get the tiger to protect me from any retaliation from Piter. It had a slim chance of working, but it was the best either of us could come up with.
Vince sauntered back to us almost an hour later. By his haughty aura I could guess he had news, good news for himself at least. Hash couldn't wait for it either, speaking up a second time that day and urging the one eared wolf to spill.
"Not exactly what we hoped for. They don't want me have him killed," he and Greg both looked disappointed over that. "But they want him to come to the tables tomorrow and work this out." Vince looked at me, "Fucking you without paying is over for Piter. That part's nonnegotiable, Ellie." He gave me sly smile like that was supposed to make my day. It was better than nothing, so I suppose it did.
"We'll meet you outside your wing's door," Hash assured me, before remembering his own lowly status. "Right, Vince? So you can show Piter who runs this Yard. It's your call," he added obsequiously.
Vince narrowed his eyes. "Thanks, Hash," he said sarcastically. "So glad to have your blessing." I watched Hash shrink under the withering look. "But, he's got a good point, we'll meet you when you come out," Vince said. "I need you to give Piter this," he tossed me a tightly folded piece of paper that I almost missed. "It's that bitch's notice to appear before the judge," he laughed at his dull wit.
I opened my mouth to try and explain how I didn't think I could deliver the note. Hell, I was freezing up just trying to say the words out loud. Vince caught on.
"No worries. Even a moron like Piter would go against the Alphas if he wants to keep living."
I looked helplessly to Hash, who gave me a reassuring nod. I felt the panic attack subsiding.
Vince continued, "just to make sure he reads it before he has a chance to get his hands on you," he held his hand out to Greg, who passed him something. "Here," Vince said, handing it to me.
I looked down. He'd given me a razor blade, the back coated with a melted plastic grip. Did he seriously believe I could use this, or want it? I looked at Hash again. This time the coyote shook his head discouragingly, and as soon as Vince wasn't looking, he let me hand him the weapon. 
The klaxon sounded for us to start heading back to our cells. Vince reminded us we'd all be meeting outside the doors to my wing, and to be ready for a fight to the death if things went south. He wasn't half as motivational as Hash.
***
I squeezed that little folded paper so tight I worried it might become part of my paw, but that paper was my salvation if it was anything like Vince had described. I was tempted to read the note, but thought maybe the way it was folded was part of the message. Probably being paranoid because of all those cheap exploitation films about the mob that I used to watch, with their secret codes and signals. My experience with the Pack's organized crime gave me the impression the movies lied to me, and they were so disorganized, it was a wonder any crimes get committed.
I wasn't sure how I was going to get the note to Piter. My first plan was to get far enough away that I out run any furs back to Dimitri's cell, and throw it at him. In fact, that remained my only plan as I entered Cellblock-H. There was always a guard or two to ensure us inmates were in our cells before the doors slammed so they could do a count. 
I walked straight to Piter's cell. My heart threatened to burst from my chest, and the thudding in my ears was deafening. Didn't matter, I told myself. I wasn't planning on a need to hear anything Piter would have to say. I kept my eyes flitting between the slacking guard, picking his nose while leaning on the blank wall, and Piter's cell door, my portal to hell's inner circle. I forced a deep breath and looked in.
Piter, Max and a couple other wolves were relaxing, eating some sort of ramen based casserole they'd cooked on a hotplate. I guess Dimitri didn't kill the bastard. Piter had just taken a bite when his eyes met mine. Time slowed to a crawl. I could make out the individual noodles hanging sloppily out the corners of his mouth. I spat out my message in one breath, "the Alphas want you to read this; they want to see you tomorrow, out on the Yard; I think you're in trouble," and tossed the cube of paper in his general direction. 
Off I ran, on the verge of cackling hysterically at my improvised part about him being in trouble. The guard worked up the energy to shout a halfhearted "no running" at me. It slowed me down, but I was already at the stairs, well out of harm's way. This had the beginnings of a great evening written all over it. In fact, I was planning on using the pen I'd recently gotten my hands on, as soon as I gave Dimitri an update on my affairs and finished servicing him.
I got to the top of the steps to see Dimitri coming out of a cell right near the stairs. He was rubbing his knuckles. He motioned to me. My first thoughts were, he fucking killed someone, but from the glance in the cell as I hurried to him, I could see a possum, very much alive and holding his shoulder. He didn't look happy, but who in here does?
"Hi, sir," I said nervously.
"You're looking better. The fresh air did you good." I couldn't place the tone he was using. Was he happy? Surprised? I had no idea. We went in his cell, instead of hopping on his bunk and going into a television induced trance, he stayed near the door, making my tiny corner seem even smaller. 
He ordered me to stay standing. I found myself suddenly second guessing my ability to read Dimitri's moods. "Sir, can I tell you what happened while I was on the Yard? Or did you want me to wait?"
He turned me toward the door as it started to slide shut. I started stammering out half truths about what Vince was going to do. Telling the tiger how the wolf noticed my swollen nose and the dried blood on my shirt, and that he forced me to tell him what happened. Dimitri didn't seem happy that I was drawing attention to myself by involving the Pack Alphas in a dispute over such a trivial thing as my getting raped. Fuck him, I thought. If it didn't make him angry enough to hurt me, I considered it fair game. 
"You fuck anyone?" Dimitri asked casually as the guard glanced at us and walked away, making two marks on his pad.
"No, sir."
"Good."
I heard the crackle of the guard's radio signalling for the doors to open. 
"We're gonna hang out on the walkway this evening," he said.
I made a meaningless mental promise to do everything I could to make sure he went to the Yard every day. I think the lack of his daily exercise was screwing with his mind, making him even less predictable. When I brought up giving him a blow job, he told me to save it. He had a special treat for me later.
True to his word, we spent the evening out on the walkway. I was disappointed I wouldn't get to use my pen, but at least it was a change of scenery. Piter and his pack came up the stairs once, but seeing Dimitri standing with me at the far end made them think twice about whatever it was they had to say to me. I'd probably have to deal with it tomorrow when Piter's out on the Yard.
Dimitri showed off an unexpected talent. As we stood at the railing watching the wall mounted TV below us, I said I wished they had speakers set up. Dimitri said it was a rerun, and began reciting the lines of the crappy sitcom, word for word, barely even looking at the screen. Surrounded by the dull repetitiveness of my daily dose of fear and boredom, this little party trick of his impressed the hell out of me. 
Our companionable time spent out there almost made me forget my unease. I sighed when we heard the PA system give us the ten minute warning for the nightly lockdown. I braced myself for Dimitri's treat. What could it be? Whatever it was, I knew I wouldn't like it. We stood at the door, like we did during the last count, until the main lights shut off. 
I wasn't afraid of the dark, but the way the tigers teeth gleamed in the dim light, as he ordered me to the far end on the cell, got me shivering. He switched on his TV, the cell looked like it was lit by a flickering blue fireplace. The tiger stooped, pulling a shapeless mass from under his bunk.
My eyes adjusted to the low light as I got closer. Dimitri pulled of a blanket and unveiled a motionless red fox, tightly tied in shreds of braided fabric.
"Oh my God. What did you do, Dimitri?" 
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Dimitri nudged the lump on the floor.
"Did you kill him?" I asked.
"He's not dead, yet."
My mind spun, trying to make sense of what was going on. There was another fox in the cell. I gasped, realizing he'd been here for some time, hours even. Dimitri had to have snuck him in while I was on the Yard. I began imagining how this all went down, the possum was probably the fox's cellmate. I could imagine a few pillows stuff under a blanket would be convincing enough to fool the halfass security during the headcounts. The guards rarely did more than glance, and never seemed to care what they saw.
It dawned on me, the only other fox in this cellblock was Jake. He wasn't moving. What the fuck would it look like, to be locked in with a dead body, how would the court see this? I was already considered a murderer, this would get me a life sentence. I dropped to the floor, shaking Jake. 
It never really got quiet in here, but I still whispered frantically, afraid every ear would hear me. "Wake up! Oh fuck, don't be dead!" I looked up, Dimitri's face was bathed in the cool blue of the television. "Why?" I asked. I tried to encompass all my questions into that one inadequate word.
"To get back at Piter," he said as if the answer was self evident.
I felt Jake move. Thank God, because I had now idea how to find a pulse. "Jake!" I shook him again.
"Told you he wasn't dead. You met him?" Dimitri asked, still being rather casual about the multiple felonies in progress.
"I," I thought back over our brief interactions. I overheard his name, he stuck his tongue up my ass, and that was the extent of things. "We haven't been formally introduced." I looked down at Jake, his eyes wild with fright. "Dimi- sir, Jake wasn't one of the ones who, who," I couldn't say it.
Dimitri sighed, crouching over Jake to look me in the eyes. "He's part of Piter's gang. They attacked my fox, we're returning the favor." He took hold of Jake's shirt, pulling him so close, they could've kissed. "You know what will happen if you resist," the tiger hissed at him.
Jake mewled and nodded his head, earning wad of tiger spit. I felt sick.
Dimitri started ripping off the bonds, not bothering to untie them, all the while growling a primal backbeat of hate and lust. I really thought I was going to throw up. "Sir?"
Every shove, smack and poke drew a pathetic yip from the scared and hurt fox. None of this was right. I wanted to scream. Dimitri had Jake prodded into a kneeling pose, his head on the ground, and ready to accept whatever punishment was coming to his upturned ass.
"Here," Dimitri commanded with a yank of my arm. I was pulled behind Jake, he still had his mouth tied shut. 
"Sir," I whined again.
"Take him first. I don't think you'll have a chance when Im through with him."
"Please," I was being ignored. My own clothes were quick to join Jake's as the mountain of angry tiger musclemanuallystriped me. I was shoved against Jake. 
Dimitri all but roared, "take the bitch! Now!"
Oh, God. "Please. H-h-he was forced as much as I was! This has nothing to do with Jake," he was being used as a fucking chair when we first met, I wanted to scream.
Dimitri wrapped his hand around my throat, his movements too fast for me to even flinch. "The Pack raped my pet!" His fingers tightened, making breathing hard. "This dogshit is part of the Pack." His fingers tightened further, I let out a choking sputter and tried futilely to pull the tiger's paw from my throat. "Either you take part in getting your revenge, or you join him."
My case appeal was as good as dead once this incident was found out, and the memory of what Dimitri could do if he got angry with me pretty much sealed my fate. "-kkg," was the sound I managed to sneak past the tiger's iron grip. He let go and I rubbed my throat, imagining cartoonish impressions left from his hands.
Jake had been staring over his shoulder, as far as he could get his neck to turn.We were both kneeling on the floor, not good enough in the eyes of Dimitri to use a bunk. That look of fear. I knew that look of desperation, of mind shattering terror. I've seen it in my own reflection! Please, God, don't make me do this, I begged to the universe in my abstract, agnostic way.
Dimitri moved to the bunk, sitting so close my side touched his shins. "This is a treat, pet. I want you to enjoy it," he wiped away a tear from under my eye.
Thanks, Dimitri and thanks, universe, I thought bitterly. When Jake was made to prep my hole, he was so gentle. The only one in Cellblock-H that might have it worse than me, and Dimitri wanted me to, to- It wouldn't matter. Dimitri was stronger than me, he would make me do it, whether willing or not. But maybe I could try to ease Jake's suffering as much as I could. 
I looked at the face, twisted in fear, craning to look at me. The gag in his mouth was tied tight, I could imagine it hurting. I looked to Dimitri. "Sir, could you please take off his gag?"
Dimitri smirked and bent over towards Jake. "If you get too loud, I won't put it back on, but I will rip out your tongue." Jake's eyes grew wide. "Understand?" The fox nodded as well as he could in his position, and Dimitri roughly tore off the length of shredded sheet. Jake swallowed and stretched his jaws, but remained silent.
I wanted to tell the fox that it would be ok, that I'd do everything I could to make sure Dimitri didn't kill him. I wanted too, but the eager look in Dimitri's eyes told me I needed to get on with the deed. I drew on my own experiences for what to do next. I stoked his side, trying to emulate the calming, tender touch he used on me. "S-spread your legs a little," I asked Jake.
He was cooperative, in spite of his fear. How many times had this happened to him before? Was this my fate for the next decade too? 
I moved so I was kneeling between Jake's legs, his ass fully exposed aside from the swishing tail, flicking nervously. I took hold of it and gently moved it away from the valley of those two fuzzy globes. Dimitri was watching with barely contained lust. With him looking, and the thoroughly unerotic nature of what Jake and I were being forced to do, I just couldn't bring myself to use my tongue like the other fox had. Instead I put my fingers in my mouth, wetting them, then poking at Jake's tailhole. He was much looser than me, and soon I had three fingers in, not entirely sure what to do next.
Dimitri commanded, "fuck the bitch. This is your chance at revenge."
"But he didn't do anything! Can't we just threaten him and-" I was learning when to shut up, and stopped myself before going too far. "Sorry, sir. You know best." 
My mind let loose a torrent of curses and acts of violence I'd have loved to inflict on that sadistic tiger, but my eyes were glued to Jake's ass, as my hands worked furiously to trick my cock into an erection. It was a nice ass, don't get me wrong, soft and curvy. This would be the first time I would be the fur pitching when it came to anal, I realized. And I could do a lot worse than Jake, for my first. I ran my fingers over the twin lumps. Jake responded with a soft moan and he rocked back into my touch.
It was a show. I could see it. There was no way he was enjoying this any more than I was, but we foxes shared a survival instinct that made me wonder why more of us weren't in the movies. This sort of performance would be award winning under different circumstances.
I was as hard as I was going to get, and pressed my cock to the loosened entrance. Jake could feel my hesitance, to save his own hide as much as mine, he pushed back on me.
So warm, I thought. The radiant heat of his backside, impaling itself closer to my hips. The surprising furnace of his hot and inviting insides closed around my cock like a sheath, urging me deeper. I pumped slowly and awkwardly, Jake did most of the work, knowing when to meet my ill timed attempts at a rhythm. The sensation was overpowering my sense of moral repulsion.
"I'm going to cum," I panted, apologetically, to the red furred fox.
Jake spoke for the first time I could remember, "It's ok. I can't get pregnant."
I laughed, taken so off guard that Jake could still have a sense of humour. The distraction broke my last bit of control. I shot into him, feeling him clench, holding me. His ecstatic noises may have been theatrics, but mine were genuine. 
Jake collapsed forward. He was supporting me, so I just followed, draped over him, like a furry blanket, my cock still inside him. I wanted to sleep just like we were, his soft warmth under me, my arms folded across his shoulders for a pillow.
A slow clapping. Damn it, Dimitri was still there. "Good boy. Now rest for a few minutes while I take a turn."
I looked up at the tiger. Couldn't we call it a night? He had to see we were both spent. The tiger already had his pants opened and he was glistening with precum. I shuddered looking at his massive tool. I could barely fit it in my mouth, how was Jake supposed to take that up his ass?
I rolled off of Jake and watched as Dimitri picked him up and flung him onto the bunk. He then turned the fox on his back, giving him a good view of what would be inflicting the pain. No matter how loose, or how much stretching, there were laws of physics that Dimitri was content to ignore as he took hold of Jake's legs, dragging him up to meet the his rod.
For the first time, Jake began to struggle. "It's too big! Please, it won't fit," he thrashed violently, staring up at Dimitri's sadistic face.
I stood in mute awe after finding the energy to get off the floor. Dimitri's mushroom shaped head began parting Jake's hole, bringing forth an agonizing moan. The acting was over, Jake was in real pain as Dimitri pushed deeper than the poor fox was used to. I pressed my palms to my ears, squeezing to shut out the sounds of torture as Dimitri started pulling out, just to slam back in before leaving the warm embrace.
Jake's desperate sounds would anger Dimitri, maybe even get the attention of a guard if they were to make a walkthrough. I scrambled over to my stuff and took out my orientation book. I rolled it up, "bite on this," I told Jake.
His teeth clamped down on it, missing my hand by a hairsbreadth. I jumped back from the bunk.
"Good thinking, boy," Dimitri grunted at me. I quietly collected my clothes, wanting to be ready at a moment's notice to get dressed. The way things looked, if we were caught now, my hopes for even the slim hope of an appeal were over. 
I paced to the back of the cell, silently urging Dimitri to hurry. His damn labido could be insatiable. I don't know how long I stood in the shadows, hiding my face from the scene I could do nothing to stop, when finally Dimitri called to me.
"Pet, get your ass over here."
I looked at Jake, his body was half off the bunk in a pose that made my spine hurt just looking at it. My stomach churned at the mess Dimitri had made of him.
"I need a few minutes," Dimitri said. He kicked Jake in his side. The fox didn't even have the strength to cry out. He just slid off Dimitri's bunk, twitching. "You can have another go," he offered as he picked up Jake's shirt, using it as a rag to wipe the cum and blood from his cock, before dropping it and getting a drink from the sink.
While the tiger's back was turned, I knelt next to Jake. "What's gonna happen tomorrow, when they see this?" I asked Dimitri.
"Piter will learn to keep his paws off my property," he said between mouthfuls of water.
"I mean, the guards, sir. Won't we get in trouble for this?"
The tiger made a rude noise. "Those fucks won't do anything. If the bitch is alive in the morning, I'll shove him back in his cell on the way to breakfast. The guards won't even notice."
"And if he dies?" I asked, franticly trying to get him to see how insane this all way.
Dimitri turned around. "Are you questioning me, pet?"
"No, sir! I'm sorry, just scared," which was the truth.
He stalked over to me. "One more question, and you can join him. Your job is to be a good pet, not to think. Understood?"
"Yes, sir," I nodded.
"Now if you're not gonna take a turn, get out of my way."
I gladly got out of Dimitri's way. What he did to Jake that night, would forever be burned in my memory. Sex and violence intermingled as the tiger beat the fox into a quivering fuckdoll. I felt an irrational guilt at being so helpless, despite having so little control over anything that was happening. Sometime that night, or probably the next morning before the sun was up, Dimitri finished with him, leaving me to tidy up as best I could.
Jake was in and out of consciousness, doubling my guilt everytime he came around and recoiled in dread at the sight of me while I tried to get his stained clothes back on. When I finally managed that, Dimitri took a few of the shredded bonds and retied his hands and mouth. Without another thought, Dimitri was able to get some sleep, leaving me in the dark cell listening to Dimitri's snoring and Jakes labored breathing. 
The amount of DNA covering the three of us and the cell gave me the impression my fate was already sealed. There was no covering this up from any halfway serious investigation. I fell asleep wondering if I could convince anyone I was forced to go along with Dimitri, or if pleading insanity would be more believable.
***
I awoke from another half remembered nightmare, into a fully remembered waking nightmare. The klaxon had just sounded but Dimitri was already up, pulling a blanket halfway off his bunk, hiding Jake until after the headcount.
"Is he..." I asked.
"He's alive," Dimitri said before stepping back and admiring his improvised camouflage. 
I was relieved, even if it meant I'd be in an even deeper pile of shit once the fox was able to speak and tell what really happened to him.
Dimitri was right about no one caring enough to notice Jake's missing. I really wanted to know if he bribed the guard doing the count, or if it was as simple as Jake's cellmate stuffing a few pillows under a blanket. I would have asked, but seeing Dimitri drag the limp fox and hold him up with one arm made me think, fuck it, this'll all come out in the inevitable trial.
I did what I could to push the events of last night out of my mind. After lunch I'd need to deal with Piter again. I enjoyed my breakfast burrito like it was my last meal, I wrote a note on the back of one of my legal papers saying that if I die, I want the candy bar I had to go to Hash, I even checked in on Jake when I walked by his cell. Jake was alive from what I could see, but he didn't leave his bunk by the time lunch was called. His cellmate seemed like a nice fur, I was fairly confident he'd sneak some food back to the fox. At least, that's what I hoped would happen.
I followed Dimitri out to the Yard, looking over my shoulder the whole time to see if Piter was following me. The weather was the nicest it had been since I'd arrived. Chilly enough for the coat, but there was none of the biting wind that made the Yard feel like some desolate tundra. I looked over my shoulder again and stopped just in time to avoid walking into Dimitri. He'd stopped and was looking at three canines that were obviously waiting for me.
The stand off ended when Dimitri turned and asked if I was going to introduce my friends. It was the first time he'd shown any interest in my life outside the cell. 
"This is Vince, he... employs me," I said hesitantly, wondering if there was a better way of phrasing that.
I turned to Vince, he was doing a good job of not looking intimidated by the hulking tiger, but as a fellow canine, I pick up the subtle cues that indicated he wasn't stupid enough to think about starting a fight. "This is Dimitri, he... let's me live in his cell," again, I wondered if there was a better way of putting it.
The two eyed each other before Dimitri spoke. "You're not doing so good of a job looking after my pet."
I felt my face warm in embarrassment.
"Hey, I'm handling it right now," Vince said. "It's not like I'm in the same cellblock as him."
"If he's going to be working for you, you're going to have to start keeping me in the loop. I don't want to have to keep getting involved after the fact."
"Involved," Vince scoffed, "the way he tells it, you're the one he should be most afraid of."
Dimitri looked at me. Goddamn, I wish Vince would keep his mouth shut! "I'm not the one pimping him out to every motherfucker locked in here." 
Vince was getting angry. "That is about making the best of a bad situation. Everyone knows the Pack has membership dues. What I offer my workers is the safest path. I'm not asking them to smuggle drugs, carry out hits, or any of that shit! And when I hear about someone fucking with one of mine, I handle it. Like I'm about to handle Piter, and like I'll handle you if-"
"If what?" Dimitri roared. That stupid wolf was getting in way over his head. This could end ba- Dimitri's hand clamped around my throat, just loose enough to let me breath, but there was no getting away. "If I start squeezing the life out of this bitch, are you gonna handle me?" He tightened just enough to make me yelp.
I saw Vince look the tiger up and down once more, confirming the size difference. He pulled a shank from his pocket, disregarding common sense. As he started for Dimitri I closed my eyes. There was a sound like an oof, and a body hitting the ground. Suddenly I was free. 
Dimitri had that damn annoying smirk of his, plastered across his face. He started laughing, and stuck his hand out to Vince, who was holding his stomach, trying to push himself off the ground.
"Gimmie your hand," Dimitri said to the reluctant Vince. "I just had to see if you'd really take care of my pet." He laughed and pulled Vince to his feet. He looked at me, "your friends are ok. Not very smart, but ok. And put that razor away, you want a guard to see that?"
I looked behind me, Hash had a blade out, he gave me a doubtful look, but complied after I gave him a thumbs up. 
The only one not looking confused was Dimitri. Vince summed up our collective fillings quite well after he got his breath back when he asked the tiger, "what the fuck is wrong with you?"
"Had to get a read on you," Dimitri said, again offering his hand.
Vince shook it. He turned to Greg, "nice help, asshole."
The bigger wolf shrugged. "I was gonna jump in."
"What are you planning to do about Piter," Dimitri asked, getting down to business. 
As he listened to Vince's explanation about taking it to the Alphas for mediation, Hash tapped me on the shoulder, drawing me back for our own chat.
"He's a lot bigger up close," the wide eyed coyote commented. "What did he end up doing yesterday?"
I told him about Jake, hoping confessing to someone would alleviate the guilt I felt at not stopping it. Hash told me it wasn't my fault, but I didn't get that sense of relief I was looking for. Maybe if we'd had more time, I could have found comfort, but things were interrupted by the arrival of Piter.
"Shit! It's fucking cold out here." His voice triggered a stab of pure terror running up my spine, bristling my fur.
Hash stepped in front of me, acting as a shield. Piter brought most of his pack with him, outnumbering the five of us. 
"We couldn't have done this when it's warm out?" he asked casually before lamenting, "I can't believe you ran to the Alphas about this."
Vince and Greg began their own shows of bravado.
I felt like steel bands were clamped around my chest keeping me from getting a full breath, a hollow ringing began drowning out Vince and Piter's traded barbs. A hand on my shoulder jolted me. 
"C'mon," said Dimitri. "We don't have to be here for this shit."
Hash looked at Dimitri. "Can we talk, tomorrow? Same place?"
Dimitri looked at the other canines, bickering.
"Please?" Hash added.
"Alright," relented Dimitri, "if you're here when I get out."
"We'll be here," Hash assured him. He waved to me as Dimitri gently pulled me along with him.
***
I snapped out of it some distance down the gravel track. Dimitri still had his hand on my shoulder.
"Where are we going, sir?"
"I'm letting you come with me today."
Granted, I didn't want to be around Piter, but this was my fate they were discussing. "Shouldn't I be there for what they decide?"
Dimitri let go of my shoulder. "You're still shaking. Do you think you could deal with it?"
"I guess not," I conceded. "Thank you, sir."
It was nice of Dimitri to think of my mental health for once, but as we neared the feline territory, I wondered if his rescue was such a good thing after all. The felines congregated around the Yard's exercise equipment in much the same way the canines did around the tables. Concentric rings based on status, with the more respected, or at least the most feared, members at the core. On the outside I might not have even noticed being the only fox in a crowd, but in prison, with it's warped alternate reality, I became very self conscious. The stares from the cats on the fringe morphed to whistles and lewd comments the deeper we got.
Dimitri grabbed me by the loose collar of my jacket, pulling me closer, making it clear who I belonged to. I kept my eyes down and that helped, but I didn't think I would ever get used to the humiliation I was forced to endure on a daily basis.
The gravel track gave way to a broad area of cracked asphalt. I was in the heart of the cats Yard territory. From what I could observe, they weren't as hierarchical as my own species, it looked like the exercise equipment belong to whoever was big enough to take it. While most of the felines were genetically inclined to be bigger than us canines, few flaunted it as much as Dimitri. 
He picked a bench with rusted free weights and a barbell. Despite the weather improving, I was still surprised when Dimitri pulled off his coat and shirt before laying back on the weathered surface. I stood next to him, feeling like a third wheel, and resisting the urge to ogle those sculpted muscles wrapped in symmetrically patterned fur. Such lovely colors.
"Did you want me to spot you, sir?" I asked, just to break the silence.
Dimitri laughed at my offer. Probably for the best, I couldn't lift however much was piled on the bar. So I sat down, next to the tiger, replaying the events of a few minutes ago. I thought things went well, considering the risks involved. He even seemed to approve of my friends.
"Sir?"
"What?" Dimitri asked between reps.
"Did you really think they're ok?" He hoisted the bar onto the holder. I turned my head before he could catch me watching him. 
"You saw what happened when they thought I was hurting you."
Thought correctly. Hedidn'trealize his own strength sometimes. But he was right. Vince could have just said fuck it, and leave me to whatever he imagined Dimitriwould do to me. Surly I didn't make him enough money to risk his ass trying to take on Dimitri. "Yeah. That was pretty cool of Vince."
Dimitri lied back on the bench press. "Don't act too impressed. His plan was to stab me," he said sardonically.
I turned my head to watch him lifting out of the corner of my eye. There was something relaxing about watch his physical exertion, and as I've said, he was aesthetically pleasing, especially the contrast of vibrant orange fur against the prison's palette of industrial sterility and decay.
The weights clanked onto the holder and I averted my gaze again as he sat up. I could feel him watching me, now.
"You don't have to pretend you're not looking at me whenever I turn my head," Dimitri said.
"Sorry, sir. I'll stop," I hoped he would let it go at that.
"It's ok. I don't mind if my pet likes to look at me."
I bit my tongue, not wanting to risk a comment about how demeaning that made it seem. I looked back at him and forced a half smile.
Dimitri considered me for a moment. "I don't want you to fear me either," he said haltingly, searching for the words he was looking for. "You know our arrangement. All you should be afraid of is disappointing me. Do you understand the difference?"
I don't think there was a difference. It wasn't enough I had to act like his pet, now he wanted me to pretend I was happy about it.
He could see my doubt. "I'm saying, that as long as you do what I say, and do your best, I don't want you to think I'll hurt you for no reason."
There was no reasoning with a fur so loosely attached to the real world. "I think I understand, sir."
Dimitri was satisfied by that, and went back to lifting weights. If I could believe him, and I truly wanted to, it would be a relief not to live under the constant threat of Dimitri's ever changing moods.
 At least he gave me permission to watch him, and that was a pleasant distraction from the ugliness I'd gotten mired in.
***
Dimitri didn't let me see if I could get a few details of what the Alphas had decided. He said it would wait until tomorrow. And that it wouldn't really matter anyways, because the canines political games had no effect on him, and by extension, seeing as I was his property... Well, it made a perverted sort of sense, but constantly being reminded of it was starting to get depressing. 
As we walked through the open iron door to Cellblock-H, I was given a shocking reminder of how none of my problems in here could be outrun, only ignored or delayed.
Jake was seated at one of the tables in the common area, vehemently shaking his head in response to something asked by one of the half dozen or so guards that stood about, along with a fur in a white labcoat.
Even from the back, I recognized the jet black fur of the lupin who was pelting the fox with questions. 
Blake.
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I only had a moment to gawk at the scene before Dimitri lightly smacked the back of my head. The guards were talking to Jake, and there was a doc with them. Blake was there! The second we were back in Dimitri's cell I made my concerns know.
"Sir? Did you see that?"
Dimitri, as usual, was unconcerned. "Calm down, pet. No one knows anything. And remember that, in case they question you. You know nothing."
I tried to keep that in mind as I sat in my corner, hoping to take my mind off things by rereading my orientation booklet again. When I took it out I saw the teeth marks from when I gave Jake something to bite down on. I bolted to my feet. Everything pointed to us, and Jake was down there, probably telling the guards everything.
Has the cell always been this small, I wondered as I suddenly tried to guess at the amount of air a fur needs to survive and if I was getting enough through the thickening bars. Am I suffocating?
"Here, boy." Dimitri's command cut through the panic. Regardless of all my indignation and internal rebellions to keep Elliot Regal from becoming pet, I had been trained with the simple truth: Dimitri owned me. Anything but a complete show of obedience could bring pain. When he said "here," I dropped whatever I was doing- panicking, as it were- and went to him. I dropped to my knees before him.
Dimitri shook his head and patted his lap.
This was different, I thought. I stood back up, staring quizzically a moment before sitting down on his knee. Dimitri's hand stroked my back and I could smell his powerful musk with every breath. It disturbed me to know I was find this relaxing. My rigid posture melted into Dimitri and I let my head rest on his shoulder. I wanted to express how much I liked it when he was like this, but before I found the words I heard the familiar crackle of one of the guards radios.
"All accounted for," the voice said.
As I began hearing the guard walk away the radio buzzed with a different voice. "Keep them in lockdown." It was hard to tell from the low sound quality, but I was willing to bet the voice was Blake's.
Dimitri slowly stood, sliding me off him. While he leaned on the cell door, observing what was going on, I was left feeling the loss of his physical contact. 
"Looks like Jake didn't talk," Dimitri commented. "If they can't pin it on his cellmate, they'll start interviewing the Pack members in here, one by one." Before I could decide if I should feel some relief at that, he added, "that includes you."
"What?" my ears drooped at this. 
"When someone gets as fucked up as Jake, it's almost always the cellmate. If it's not that, it's prison politics; internal species shit."
I walked up next to him. "I can barely be considered a Pack member. I just do enough to keep them from killing me. They couldn't think I was involved." This was not good. I crack under pressure. "I'm barely in the Pack," I repeated, "They can't just question me because I'm a fox."
"Don't get too concerned. They won't have anything on you."
I swallowed. If Jake really stuck to the unspoken code that forbade convicts from ratting each other out, then I misjudged him. He was a lot stronger than I guessed, hell, a lot stronger than me. Surrounded by those intimidating guards, and after what he endured, there was no way I could have kept my mouth shut.
"They probably won't suspect you," Dimitri said. "But when you first got here, you said you weren't gay. You can see what the pressures of this place can do. They'll just ask if you have any problems with anyone in here. And your answer would be?"
"No, sir," I said without hesitation.
"Good boy. That's all you have to say, and they'll breeze over you."
Dimitri sounded so confident, I almost forgot the lack of trust I had in him. "What will happen next? When they find out the Pack wasn't involved?"
Dimitri shrugged and turned on his TV. "They'll probably let it go. If a crime like that was an interspecies crime, that's the sort of shit that leads to retaliations and wars. If they can't get a confession from the cellmate or a Pack member, it's in their best interest to sweep it under the rug.
"You didn't get much sleep last night," he pointed out. "Why don't you lay down for a while... unless you want me to pet you?"
On principle, I should have just said I'd try to sleep, but after everything I've been going through, I might never sleep again. And as much as I really, really hated to admit it, any physical contact, even from Dimitri, would feel nice right now. I sat on the floor, resting my head on his thigh while his fingers ran through my hair, tingling my scalp while he watched his TV. 
I began to drift into a half-sleep, thinking it was hard to keep reminding myself this tiger was the source of a lot of my problems. So hard, when he could be like this sometimes.
***
I felt a hand musing my hair, waking me.
"You're next," said Dimitri.
My hip hurt from the awkward position I'd been in. I yawned and chided myself for falling asleep. Dimitri helped me to my feet and we walked to the cell door.
"How long did I sleep?"
"Few hours. They took the wolf, a few cells over, about a half hour ago," he looked at me, "Remember, you know nothing and neither do they. They might try fishing, saying someone said you did it, or promising shit for anything you can tell them. Do not believe them. Got it?"
"Yes, sir." I agreed with him about not trusting anything presented by the system. I don't think there was anything Blake could offer me that would make me trust him. I looked over the cell one more time, checking if I missed any obvious signs of our crime. Without bleach and an ultraviolet light, it was as good as I could get it. All I could do now is hope I didn't say anything stupid.
When I saw the two guards bringing back the wolf from wherever the interrogation took place Dimitri walked to the far end of the cell, leaving me alone at the door. The two guards, a zebra and a rat, neither looking happy at the long evening they spent ferrying prisoners back and forth, walked down to me. "Regal, turn around and cuff up."
I turned backwards and stuck my hands through the bars, keeping my eyes on Dimitri. He seemed unphased by all this after the years he's spent in here, I, on the other hand, still felt fear every time those metal bracelets clicked shut. The cell door opened and I was pulled out, strangely wishing Dimitri could come with me.
As they walked me past the cells I was serenaded with threats and blame. I'm sure everyone pulled in for questioning during a lockdown was treated to similar expressions of annoyance and anger, but I felt worse because I actually was to blame for this lockdown. Just act innocent, I told myself. Later, I would reflect on that being the same advice I gave myself at my trial.
I was taken to an area of the prison I'd never been before. The administrative section. It looked so office-like, I started getting the urge to rebel in my artistic nature. I missed my cans of spray paint now more than ever. The guards put me in a room crowded with a desk and filing cabinets. I looked around, wondering if I was going to get questioned for a near fatal assault, or interviewed for a data-entry job.
I had to sit sideways on the chair because of my hands being cuffed behind my back, and when I heard Blake's voice, I nearly slipped off. The black furred wolf walked past me briskly, waving away the two guards.
"Regal," he greeted me. "Still alive," he sighed with disappointment and took a manila folder from the stack on his desk. Casually, he flicked through the few sheets in it before closing it. "I hear your lawyer left ya hangin'."
"Where'd you hear that?" How did he know what my lawyer was doing? 
Blake laughed softly. "Oh well. He knows a hopeless case when he sees one."
"Did, did he leave a message for me?" 
Blake ignored me again. "Let me be straight with you, you're too much of a pussy to have committed the assault on inmate Jake, but you're not blind either, so tell me what you saw."
"I didn't see anything, sir... you say Jake got assaulted?" 
Blake wasn't buying my fained ignorance. "Cut the crap. You know, you owe me. That scene you caused in the cafeteria was about to land you in solitary for two weeks."
"You were the one... Wait," there was no way Blake would have done anything nice for me. "You just wanted me to stay locked up with Dimitri,so he might kill me." The wolf's smile confirmed it. My anger was rising. "I hate to disappoint you, but me and Dimitri are getting along just fine!" Almost true, I thought.
"Watch your tone, Regal. I haven't even begun to make your life the living hell it could be." His lips curled back revealing his lupine teeth. Very intimidating when you're a small fox with his hands cuffed behind him.
My ears flattened and I looked down. I let the wave of his anger crest and wash over me, leaving just the fear that was my constant companion. "Why do you hate me?" I asked in a small voice. It was a valid question, there were plenty of furs who were in here for worse crimes than mine.
Blake's chair creaked as he leaned back, two thuds brought my eyes back up to see he'd propped his feet on his desk. His rage had subsided back into his cool, detached disdain. "So, you won't tell me who assaulted, and probably raped, Jake?"
"I-"
"Legally, without his consent, we can't take DNA samples, or even fully examine him, unless it's life threatening," he cut me off. "Tell me, where is the justice in that? There is none. Whoever's guilty is going to get away with it... You killed- took a life. You're right here," he pointed to me. "A rare chance for justice to be done. Why do you deserve anything but my hate?"
I whimpered at his dogmatic reasoning. "Hate me if you want, but could you please just stop trying to get me killed? Can't you trust that I'm suffering enough? Please?"
Blake leaned forward. "No."
He wasn't going to stop until I was dead. "Why?" I whined on the verge of tears. 
"Tell me who assaulted Jake," he said.
"Sir, I can't tell you what I don't know."
"And I'm not the one who can forgive you." He gave a sharp whistle and the two guards came back in. "This idiot is useless. And here, when you take him back, give this to Michael." He passed a set of stapled papers to the zebra. 
"Another shake up?" the zebra asked.
Blake shrugged. "Won't do any good until I catch some of them in the act. If you see Gabe, tell him it starts with his shift, he's trading with whoever's got E-Block tonight."
The zebra pulled me up by my arm. "Want us to end the lockdown?"
Blake looked at his wrist. "Nah. Fuck 'em. They can spend the rest of the day thinking about what they did."
How could I come in to be interrogated about something I was intimately familiar with, yet leave with all these new questions? Blake had a personal grudge against me. Why was that? It sounded like the guards were being rotated and Blake didn't like whatever they were doing. What the hell could Blake not approve of? Why didn't Jake just say it was me and Dimitri? Where the fuck was my lawyer?
***
I told Dimitri everything that happened, everything Blake said to me. The tiger seemed most interested in the behind the scenes issues the guards were having. I asked him why Blake could hate me so much, he just shrugged and said that the wolf hates everyone. Maybe I was just being paranoid, thinking I was getting singled out, but I didn't think so.
In the line for breakfast, the following morning, a wolf approached us. I tapped Dimitri to get his attention, but he'd already noticed. The wolf put his hands up, telling us he wasn't looking for trouble, he was just a messenger. He then took out a folded sheet of paper and passed it to Dimitri. 
Before he left, he looked at me. "Oh, Regal, you know Piter?" he jerked his his head in the general direction of the husky.
"Yeah," I whispered.
"He says for you to watch your back." And with his messages delivered, he walked back into the crowded canine territory.
At our table I sighed and shook my head. Hopefully the sausage links and grits would be delicious enough to take my mind off the growing number of furs who wanted me dead. As I bit into that gray, shriveled, greasy alleged meat, I knew I put too much faith in the power of my breakfast.
"Sir?"
Dimitri looked at me.
"Can I ask what the note was about?"
He put down his fork and pushed the folded paper to me. "Read it to me. It's probably about you anyways." He resumed eating.
I unfolded the letter, not wanting to give myself time to think what it could say.
Clearing my throat, I began. "D. Good news, talk on Yard... E. has a job after breakfast, if cool with you." I put down the letter. Vince wasn't even going to pretend I had a say in who I was whored out to anymore. I'd become a commodity, a slave. 
"Pet," Dimitri was looking at me. "Take a deep breath."
Goddamn it, I cursed, I was never good at concealing my emotions. I took a shaky breath. 
"Look at me," Dimitri commanded. "If you don't want to do it, tell me. I won't have my good boy upset." He stretched his hand out and I leaned into it. Not long ago those hands represented pain and punishment, now I was beginning to see them as comfort, and, dare I say it, affection.
I moaned softly at his caress. "You mean it, sir?"
"Of course." He took his hand back and resumed eating. "Does it say what the 'job' is?" he asked while chewing.
I picked the paper back up. "It says that I'm supposed to follow the scalies when the religious services start... meet a raptor named Tox. Do you know him, sir?"
He shook his head no.
I squinted at the last few lines of Vince's small, sloppy scrawl. "Vince says that Tox paid to feel me, before fucking me."
Dimitri laughed, almost choking on his breakfast. "Feel you?"
"It's what he wrote..."
"Can't blame him, I guess. You are soft."
"Thanks," I said. 
"It doesn't sound all that bad," Dimitri said. "And you know, the scalies do their church thing outdoors, so you'd probably be getting some fresh air."
He made sense. And I trusted Vince and Dimitri enough to believe they wouldn't let anything too bad happen to me. "I think I'll do it, sir. With your permission."
"Don't get too worn out. I think we'll mess around tonight."
"Yes, sir," I said with a smile. I might have been getting too optimistic for my own good, but I doubted Dimitri would fuck me like he did Jake... What happened with Jake still didn't sit right. I promised myself I'd do what I could to set things right, but for now, I'd need to put it out of my mind.
My thoughts turned to the scalies religion. Primeism, they called it. They were always bragging about how theirs is the oldest set of beliefs, like it made them any less absurd. But from an academic standpoint, I thought it might be kind of cool to see what they got up to.
***
When they lined us up for our respective religious services, I was asked four separate times by the guards if I was in the right line. Like most other social aspects of prison, the religions were fairly segregated by species. I wasn't the only fur lined up for the Primeism service, but I did stand out.
Shortly after we started walking someone cooed in my ear, "heeey, foxy."
I turned around to see the face of a grinning raptor. "You're the client?" I asked, knowing it had to be Tox.
"Remember me?" he ran his tongue over his lips.
"No. Should I?"
His smile never faltered. "In the showers last week. You and I were gonna have some fun before that fucking tiger got you first."
My eyes widened with the recognition. I turned back around to watch where I was walking and tented my fingers, tapping my muzzle, wondering if it was too late to back out.
"It was lust at first sight," he continued wistfully. "I asked around, and you can't imagine my joy when I learned you'd just come on the market."
This might work better if I didn't give him a chance to speak his mind so much. I spun back around, walking backwards, hoping to guide the conversation. "So, Tox, where are we doing this?"
"Oh, this so fun! You're so new, they didn't tell you about the love shack?" 
Fuck. "You mean that dirty maintenance shed behind the picnic tables?" The raptor nodded. If Vince kept using the same spots, I was going to talk to him about sneaking a pillow out there, or maybe smuggling in some lube.
I took a coat much the same way as I went out on the Yard after lunch. "Why do you guys do your... worshiping, outside?" I asked Tox.
He shrugged. "I dunno. I'm not really religious, I just like the fresh air. I think it has to do with communing with nature or something." He pointed at a guard and we followed him as the rest of the congregation meandered toward that slight hill that the scalies liked hanging around.
I looked at Tox as the guard unlocked the shed. Despite seeing him naked, briefly, I really didn't remember much. He was taller than me, wiry, with a long thin tail curling about behind him. He kept his eyes roving up and down my body. Maybe I was getting jaded, but I wasn't as creeped out as I'd have thought I been. His crest of yellow feathers fluttered in the light breeze, adding to his restless appearance, like he'd had one too many coffees.
Tox pulled me into the shed as soon as the door opened, brushing off the guards warning about stealing anything or getting caught. The light came on and he was still looking at me. 
"Aww, you're pricey, but I can tell you're worth it!" He started rearranging sacks of grass seed, probably the same ones Vince took me for a test drive on.
"Um, I heard you wanted to touch, for a while before we..."
Tox turned around, saliva glistening on his fang-like teeth, a physical manifestation of his lust. "I love you furs. Your soft fuzz, your ears, even your smell."
That was kind of flattering, I thought. "How about our taste?" I tried to ask seductively, lowering my voice.
"Gods, yes!" He started pulling off his clothes, I followed his lead and took my shirt off. It was cold, but bearable. 
He motioned me over to the makeshift bed of lawn care bags, laying me down and straddling me in on fluid move. His hand pressed down on my chest, fingers spreading through my soft fur. I stretched my arms over my head, twisting them at the wrist, displaying my tawny frame in all its slutty glory for Tox to explore. 
The raptor's hands traced every contour of my chest, his fingers traveled in concentric circles moving towards my nipples. When he got there-
"Owowow! Nails, Tox!" The playful pinching stopped. 
"Sorry," he said, bending over me. I felt a wet pressure as his tongue flicked to my tweaked nipple. I couldn't help by moan, my arms sprung forward holding onto his shoulders. I wanted him to keep doing that.
Tox pulled back, "patience, my fuzzy friend. There's still more of you to explore.” He took my wrists and leaned forward to plant them back where they were and leaned his head onto mine. I opened my mouth, expecting his kiss, but he buried his muzzle into my neck, taking a long, slow breath.
His fingers moved down my sides, and I watched the look of pure triumph as he fondled his prize. I giggled as he moved even lower.
"Ticklish?" Tox asked.
"A little," I admitted, trying to keep my arms where he placed them. 
He smiled and kept his hands raking through my fur, down to my waistband. "I'm gonna take these off. You're not too cold, are you?" he asked.
It was nice of him to ask me, but I didn't really have the option to say I was cold. I'd been naked out here when it was a lot colder and Vince wouldn't want me disappointing a paying customer. "I'm good."
With that, I struggled to help him as he yanked at my pants, they became tangled around my shoes. He had my legs bent upward, he drummed his fingers on the soles of my shoes, thinking something over before tilting my legs so he could look at my face. "Hey, how would you like me to rub your paws?" he asked excitedly.
"That would be nice, but, I don't know, Tox, you should have arranged this for after the showers."
"That's alright. I like my furs marinated," he told me with a laugh.
I scooted back as the last of my clothes were tossed aside. He greedily dug his thumbs into my foot. My eyes rolled back at the unexpected explosion of pleasure, he clearly knew what he was doing. "Fuck," I moaned.
"Not just yet," he said and lifted my foot to his muzzle.
I heard him take in a deep, shuddering breath. Whatever, I thought, I don't judge. But when he started sucking my toe, I felt my cock twitch with the tingly sensation playing over sensitive nerve endings. I could definitely see why Dimitri liked when I did this sort of thing for him.
After Tox had got his fill, he resumed his tactile safari, caressing and nuzzling down the inside of my legs. I was starting to crave his touch as much as he craved my feel. I was being kept in a state of semi-arousal, needing release. His head was hovering over my cock, his long feathers drooping forward and brushing against my courser pubic fur. 
"Hey," Tox said, pulling me from my fog of desire, "I know I didn't talk to Vince about it, but if I owed you, would you let me blow you?"
I lifted my head, weighing his smile, displaying potentially unpleasant raptorian teeth, against my own lust for release. Who was I kidding, he could have said I'd owe him, and I still would have let him. "F-fine, just bring me a little something when we see each other in the showers. Like a candy bar or something," I reached for my shaft, wanting to urge along what his warm breath was doing. "Just don't tell Vince," I grunted. "Or Dimitri. Or anyone." God, I was getting reckless.
I felt his teeth as Tox hungrily took me in, but that slight element of danger just turned me on, almost like the rush I got that time I spraypainted a mural on the side of a police station. His reptilian tongue was so much more dexterous than mine was, curling around my cock, constricting and stroking with the wet friction of his rough tastebuds. It only took me a few minutes after the prolonged teasing he'd put me through. I heard him hum in appreciation as I splurted into his hot, primal mouth. I whimpered as he continued working his tongue over my sensitive, spent member. 
"You furs are so tasty," Tox reiterated and licked his lips. As worn out as I was, when he dipped his head and began to rim me, I jumped with a yelp. Tox just laughed at my surprise, pushing my legs further apart, continuing to loosen me with his magic tongue. Tox was leaving me splayed and wet for him to get his own gratification, backing up just a moment to take in the sight of me before grabbing me to maneuver us into position. 
I was obligated to try and live up to the apparently high prices Vince was putting on me, so with one leg bent over Tox's shoulder and the other wrapped around his waist, I gave my best attempt at writhing in what I hoped would be most pleasing for the raptors cock. Soon our moans were as tangled as our bodies. His nails dug into my hips more with every thrust, but I was too overloaded and spent by what Tox had done to me to complain. A few scratches was more than a fair trade in my opinion.
He shoved in deep, one last time as he climaxed, the pain from his nails became one with the pleasure of his seed filling a lust shaped hole in me.
"You soft, sexy, fox," Tox panted, leaning on my stomach, "next time, I want to play with those pointy ears." 
I had no idea what he meant, but I did agree with him one count. "Yes. Next time." I wanted this again.
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"It was so weird, sir. They chanted in some language I didn't understand, prayers to this one they called the two-faced god and some to this half feral lizard thing they called called Anak. Then their priest told a story, or I guess you'd say it was a parable, but I didn't get. Maybe you had to be there from the start." 
Dimitri smiled and shook his head. "I meant the sex. What happened with that?"
"Oh." I was a little disappointed Dimitri didn't want to hear about my first close encounter with religion since I was a pup, but maybe the noisy cafeteria wasn't the place for philosophical discussion. "The sex..." he'd want to hear everything, and there was no sense hiding anything from the tiger.
"It was weird, too." His eyebrows arched, urging me on. "Weird good, though. Tox has a thing for furries." I told him everything that happened, how I felt about it all. I'd never had a relationship where I was this open. Granted, it wasn't my choice, but it was still an interesting turn of events for me.
Dimitri thought quietly for a moment. I was unsure if he was trying to imagine the scene, or just chewing his lunch. "I don't know about all that. That sort of treatment could spoil you. Do you think you need a reminder of your place with me, pet?"
I bit my lip. I might have been too open, telling him how amazing it felt to be an object of worship. "N-n-no, sir," I squeaked. "I'm happy being your pet. I, I was just saying that Tox was weird for doing that crazy stuff."
Dimitri laughed at my sudden reversal of opinion. "It's all right, boy. I was mostly joking... but it is hard to resist skipping the Yard and taking you back to the cell to show you who really worships who. But you'd get all pissy over having to wait another day to hear what those alpha dogs said."
I laughed nervously, wondering who he thought I was to ever have the nerve to act pissy around him.
"Plus I can smell the lizard on you.."
I lifted my arm, taking a quick sniff. I don't know what he expected when we're only allowed one shower a week.
We finished our meal and I followed Dimitri out to the Yard. Seeing Hash, Vince and Greg waiting for me made me smile. If I didn't think about how Vince and Greg were waiting for Dimitri, so they could talk over how I could be whored out more efficiently, I could almost pretend they were my friends.
Hash was the only real friend I had in here. Maybe the only real friend I'd ever had. Since my arrival, not one one of the fuckers I lived with had called, visited or sent a damn letter to me. It hurt. Those were furs I thought liked me, yet when I needed them... Fuck it. I was getting used to being hurt.
"Dimitri!" Vince shouted. "There's the tiger I've been waiting for." He met us a few steps from the door and put his hand out. Dimitri, as typical, was unimpressed and did not reciprocate. Vince shrugged off the rudeness and continued his warm and enthusiastic greeting. "You got my note, right?" he looked at me, "Ellie, how are ya? The date with the raptor go well?"
"Uh, yeah. It was fine." I felt a sting of guilt at enjoying my last job. Like I was somehow cheating on Hash, which I knew was ridiculous, I knew I was confusing the basic kindness the coyote showed me with love, but it didn't matter to me. Guilt was another thing I was getting used to constantly living with.
"I've got some awesome news," Vice said, returning to Dimitri. He looked around at the furs trickling out from their lunch. "Let's go somewhere a little more private."
As Vince turned away, I stole a look at Dimitri. He was not going to follow. Vince soon noticed this too.
"What's the problem?" Vince asked.
"Whatever you have to say, say it here and let's get this over with."
Vince's one ear flicked with annoyance. "Ok. But you're gonna wanna have a little private conference with me once you hear how much this'll benefit you."
"Me?" Dimitri raised an eyebrow. I took a step back, recognizing his growing impatience could turn violent. "Did you involve me in in something?"
"No, no," Vince put his hands up, urging the tiger to calm. "Well, not exactly. See, the Alphas were not happy with Piter, and when they wanted me to take over the Pack business in H-Block, they asked if I had anyone in there that could handle things... and I might have let your name slip." Vince flinched as Dimitri took a step towards him. "I meant that you'd watch out for Ellie, but then they told me everything I'd be taking over, and I think some wires got crossed-" he jumped back.
Dimitri swung just a fraction of a second too slow to catch Vince as he backpedaled.
"Fuck! Hold on! Just let me explain!"
I looked around for any guards. I could only see one, but he wasn't looking at us. The problem was that inmates did notice. Dimitri didn't take another swing, but eyes were already upon us.
"I swear it'll be worth it, just hear me out." Vince noticed the explosive potential of this situation too. He was talking in a low soothing way. "You can always say no... just keep cool, you wanna start a riot?"
Dimitri rubbed a hand over his muzzle and mutter something that sounded to me like "fuckin' dogs," which I would have taken offence at, but given the circumstances...
"I swear to God," Dimitri said to Vince, "if this is anywhere near as dumb as I think it it is, I'll kill you." He started off toward the relatively neutral middle of the Yard, away from the territories claimed by the major species.
Vince and Greg followed close behind the angry tiger. Me and Hash fell behind a little, giving us a chance to talk.
"Hey," Hash greeted me quietly. "How are you?" Something about that coyote could really settle my nerves.
We exchanged pleasantries as he slowed down further, putting a good distance between us and the others. He knew what I really wanted to ask and mercifully put an end to the suspense. "So, the Alphas are pissed at Piter, not exactly because of what he did to you, mostly because he doesn't bring in a lot of money, but they are pissed none the less. They wanted Vince to take over your cellblock. The dumbass," he looked to make sure Vince didn't hear that, "said that he could get Dimitri to be his muscle over there."
I laughed. "Can he talk Dimitri into that?"
"He might have enough money to throw at him," Hash shrugged. "If he puts off paying all the other furs he owes. The important thing is the Alphas told Piter not to mess with Vince's crew."
I smiled. Mostly at the huge weight I felt lifting off me, but partly because I was part of Vince's crew. I know Piter did threaten me through that messenger in the cafeteria, but I was still feeling safer than I had before. It was like I wasn't on my own now.
Dimitri, Vince and Greg stopped, finding patch of the cold dead grass that was secluded enough for their talk. Me and Hash stopped also. In our own little world, Hash was actually interested in what the Primeist's ceremony was like, and I listened to him talk about his attempts at building a roach trap out of things he and Vince had in their cell. He was explaining his plans to make his own money by racing the roaches he could catch, saying that the boredom in here could get so bad, inmates were willing to gamble on anything just to have some excitement. Roach races sounded like a cool idea to me. 
Vince interrupted us. "Hash! Get your ass over here." Hash smiled apologetically and ran to Vince, leaving me alone. I looked around the Yard from the vantage point of this new location. The middle seemed to be the domain of outsiders, outcasts and furs of species not present in great numbers. Maybe Dimitri was making a point, that him and Vince working together went against the grain of segregation that was expected, endangering both their social standings. A deep and subtle commentary on the futility of our prison politics. Or, knowing Dimitri like I do, it was probably just the direction he was facing when he started walking.
It suddenly felt colder after about ten minutes, and I pulled my jacket tight. Was I supposed to stay here by myself, I wondered. I was just as much affected by what they were discussing, right? I looked around again, maybe I should move closer just to stay safe. Standing alone out here made me look like an easy victim. As casually as I could, I strolled toward my companions. Vince was talking, pausing occasionally to prod Hash into saying something. Curiosity was taking hold of me like a strong current now. I hovered around the fringe, like an awkward fur at a party, trying to follow what was going on.
"Yeah, I said to keep me in the loop," Dimitri said. "But I did not mean I want to play these stupid games."
Vince threw up his arm with an exasperated sigh. He smacked Hash on the arm, cueing coyote to keep negotiating.
"With your reputation, you won't have to do much of anything. In essence, you would be getting paid to not deny... partnering with Vince," Hash said to Dimitri.
"Working for me," corrected the tactless Vince.
"He means partnering," Hash insisted to Dimitri before turning on Vince. "Partnering spreads the risk." That Dimitri would never accept working for anyone, especially a canine, was conveyed with Hash's look of perplexity at how Vince could be operating a criminal enterprise and be so inept at dealing with anyone. "And it's not just the weekly cut of the take, think of all the fringe benefits," Hash said to Dimitri. 
Whatever Hash had been telling Dimitri must have been working. The tiger was no longer on the verge of ripping Vince's head off, and was now only mildly vexed.
"Fringe benefits?" Dimitri and Vince asked simultaneously.
"Access to the merchandise, use of the Pack's connections, um..." Hash looked to Vince, hoping the wolf would help sweeten the deal.
Dimitri shook his head. "If my pet wants to play these stupid games with you, that's one thing, but none of this is worth my getting involved."
"Damn it, Dimitri," Vince shouted. "This whole thing depends on you watching over operations for a couple of weeks. I'm trying to get some of Piter's gang on my payroll, but you have to give me some time! At least go along with me for a little while!"
I drifted closer. It was like having an out of body experience while on the operating table, hovering just outside the notice of the surgeons responsible for your life or death. I couldn't do this anymore. I needed to regain some measure of control over my fate. I couldn't end up just another piece of meat, an ethereal thing, traded between furs like the flu.
"Television." Dimitri and Vince stopped talking. It took me a moment to realize I'd said that out loud. "Sir," I addressed Dimitri, "what if they could get you a bigger TV, or, like a really good set of headphones, wireless?" It didn't escape me that I had no idea exactly what I negotiating for, I was acting out of a desperate primal instinct, knowing if Vince couldn't deliver what the Alphas wanted, Piter would be back to running H-Block, and my life would become an even darker nightmare than it already was.
Dimitri hummed in interest. "I have the only television model the commissary carries. Can you get me something bigger?" he asked.
"Uh, I-" Vince started.
"Not you," said Dimitri, "I'm talking to the 'yote."
"High quality wireless headphones. I know we can get you that." Hash ignored Vince's wounded ego, his eyes locked on Dimitri's. "I'm not sure we can get you bigger TV for your cell, but if you have one in your block's common area, the Pack can arrange it so you choose what channel it's on.”
"That, and the money you promised, deposited weekly into my account?"
"Yes."
Dimitri looked at me, validating what were only half formed thoughts at the time: I really did just influence my fate. I acted out of instinct, and fear, but I did act. It was a liberating feeling.
"I'm not doing anything that conflicts with my schedule," Dimitri stipulated. If I wasn't holding my breath, I might have laughed. I hadn't seen Dimitri's schedule deviate from working out, fucking and watching TV.
"Of course," said Hash. 
Dimitri folded his arms. The corner of his lip twitched and I knew he'd already made up his mind. But a narcissist like Dimitri always had to make a show of it. "Get out your knees and ask me one more time."
Hash dropped to his knees without a second thought, ready to debase himself.
"Not you," Dimitri said. He pointed to Vince. "You, wolfy. Show me how much you want me to partner up with your mangy ass."
Vince's jaw dropped open. "You can't be serious."
Dimitri was entirely serious. Vince had an ego almost as big as tiger's, it would be painful for him to be humiliated like this. I was going to turn away, but then I remember that this was the same jerk that made me strip naked in a freezing shed before he fucked me. I hid my smile and watched, determined to savour this moment.
Vince growled with annoyance and tossed his coat on the ground, "fuckin'... lucky I... don't," Vince's muttered annoyance trailed off. "There," he sank to his knees. "Happy?" He started to rise.
"I said to ask me," Dimitri still kept up his serious facade, but I could tell he was having fun with this.
"Dimitri-" Vince started to complain.
"It's 'sir,' when you're on your knees."
Vince's fur bristled but he dispensed with any further complaints, rushing to get this over with. "Sir, will you partner with me to run Cellblock-H?"
"'Please?'" suggested Dimitri, his smile beginning to show.
Vince was blushing. I never thought that was possible, given his lack of modesty when he made me cum for him. "Please," he whined through teeth gritted in a forced smile. "Sir, will you help me out?"
Dimitri laughed deep and loud. "You dogs are alright, as long as you know your place." He looked at me, "what do you say, boy?" 
I knew my opinion didn't matter and that he was only asking to further embarrass Vince, but I played along anyway. "It sounds like a good deal, as long as he hurries up and gets you the headphones he promised, sir."
Vince scowled at me. "I'll get you the headphones by next week..." he sighed, "sir."
Dimitri couldn't contain his joy anymore. "Alright, Vince. We've got a deal. I don't think it'll work, but you keep up your end and I will keep Cellblock-H under control."
Vince hurried off the ground, glancing around to see how many furs might have seen him kneeling to a tiger. He brushed down the fur that bristled over the back of his shirt collar and put his hand out again. This time, Dimitri accepted the friendly gesture.
***
Dimitri and me were leaning over the railing overlooking Cellblok-H's common area. We had some time to kill before the guards escorted us to the showers. I watched the scene below with a mixture of horror and fascination. Every few minutes Jake would come sliding out of Piter's cell, writhe in pain on the floor, somehow find the strength to pull himself up and go back into Piter's cell.
Dimitri shook his head. "I told you, this isn't gonna work."
Part of Vince's expansion meant he would have sole rights to the canine prostitution resources in Cellblock-H. I learned those resources consisted of me and Jake. And from the sound of Jake's wailing and begging for Piter to keep him, he was not taking the news very well. Not that I could blame him. He saw me and Dimitri the way I saw Piter.
"Maybe I can talk to him, after he calms down, sir?"
Dimitri grunted noncommittally. "If you want to."
The block's new guard, a smooth looking seal, sat on one of the tables watching the show too. Not knowing the sicking backstory, he was able to laugh his ass off at what he probably thought was a lovers quarrel. Even if it had been, I thought the guard was an asshole for not putting a stop to it. 
Piter's number two, Max, came out from below the walkway. I slunk back from the rail out of residual fear. The tattooed wolf was holding the shaking red fox by the back of his shirt. With a violent toss, Jake was launched towards the stairs. Max shouted something at Jake and the guard burst into another fit of laughter, almost falling off the table.
I couldn't watch anymore and turned away. Jake had spent every day I'd been here serving Piter and his gang, and getting pimped out to who knows how many furs. Yet an Alpha out on the Yard says he belongs to Vince now, and he's instantly cast out? I hated Piter more than anyone I'd ever known, but how could he be so evil to Jake? The fox never complained, barely spoke from what I could tell, always did what he was told, no matter how disgusting, and that counted for nothing?
I stared at the wall, thinking about how illusory loyalty was in this hellhole when the guards radio crackled.
"Line up, you dirty fucks. Shower time!" the seal shouted.
As we stood in line I kept trying to spot Tox. My time with him was a happy blur, but I'm fairly sure I told him to to bring me something for the off-the-books honor of blowing me. The memories of that still made my legs weak. But this wasn't as selfish as it sounds. I was sticking with my plan to save enough tradeable items to buy that bag of really spicy chips for Hash.
After the second time a guard yelled at me to stay in line, Dimitri moved me in front of him, saying I needed to settle down. I felt like a pup getting scolded, but it worked. I wasn't going to disobey him. Well, not if I would get caught, anyways.
The line moved, soon we reached the counter where the prison staff dispensed the clean uniforms. I watched as the several furs in front of me got theirs without incident. When it was my turn I gave the staff behind the counter my sizes, and yet again, they did not have them. As they handed me the too large shirt and pants I had to ask, "do you guys even carry my size?"
"Yeah, but they get claimed pretty quick," said the sheep who handed me the clean uniform.
"Is there some kind of a way to reserve one of the smaller shirts? Because this sort of-" Dimitri pushed me along before I could look into filing a complaint.
"Just tuck the shirt in," Dimitri grumbled.
Jackass, I mentally fired at him. The interminable halting procession continued. As we stepped closer I turned around. "Sir?"
"What?" I tried to get a read on his mood. Ambivalent, maybe? I would chance asking his indulgence.
"When we get in there, can I, you know, like last time?" I fumbled.
"Give me head? Sure."
"No, I mean, yeah, I can do that but I meant-"
"I'm just messing with you. Yeah, you can shower with me. We're going to need to work on your sense of humor," he said with a laugh.
I forced a smile and a wag of my tail. I'll work on my sense of humor after you work on that nasty habit of forcing your cock down my throat. 
My internal grumbling was silenced when I caught a glimpse of yellow feathers bouncing into the showers. Tox was here. If I hadn't been thinking with my dick at the time, I would have worked out how we were going to make the exchange. As it was now, I was relying on the raptor handling the matter. 
When the guard waved us into the tiled petri dish, I made a show of placing my clean clothes on the end of a bench, hoping Tox was watching where I put my stuff. Of course I immediately hoped he stopped watching as I stripped off what I was wearing. Dimitri was watching, and he seemed to like what he saw. He nodded towards the showers and I followed him into the steamy room.
I still didn't have a pair of flipflops, I reflected grimly with my first step and watched the floor to avoid the worst of the filth. Someone knocked into me as they brushed past, taking my mind off the unsanitary conditions. I kept my balance and was about to pick an ill advised fight when I saw it was Tox walking by. He smiled, showing off his teeth, his eyes focusing on my nethers. I kept walking, watching the raptor over my shoulder. He walked over to the bench where I left my uniform. From the towel wrapped around his waist he pulled out a blue pack of mints, holding its cylindrical packaging to his lips. I watched his amazing tongue coil around it, shuddering at the memory of what he can do with that appendage. As hot as his little show was getting me, the more analytical part of my mind couldn't help but wonder if that would devalue its trade worth. Yeah, I would still be watching him even if he started using the mints as a sextoy, but then I might have to insist he get me a pack that hadn't been-
"Pet!," Dimitri growled.
Shit, I didn't realize I'd stopped walking. I turned away, my lustful thoughts left behind, and ran as fast as I could without falling. 
"Sorry, sir," I said as wedged past him into the safety of the stall, draping my towel over Dimitri's on the hook. The warm water drenched my fur. I turned my back to the spray and Dimitri pushed a bar of soap into my hands. I smiled, "thanks."
Dimitri put his arms on low walls of the stall and shook his head as I touched the soap to my chest. "Me first, pet."
I nodded, swallowing hard. I wasn't afraid he would snap my neck if I didn't do a good job, he wasn't in that kind of mood, what I was worried about was that I would enjoy the task. I needed the distance I mentally kept for my own well being. Whenever I started enjoying myself, I let things slip that I shouldn't. 
Fuck it, it's not like I had an option.
I rubbed the soap between my paws, getting a lather, before tentatively running my hand over the wet tiger's chest. I wasn't a sculptor, but feeling the hard muscles under that beautiful fur made me know what attracted some artist to that medium. I kept glancing at his face, looking for any sign I was doing something wrong, but that soft smile just encouraged me to explore with my hands. 
He held out his arm, giving me a new area to soap up. I bit my tongue to keep from moaning. It was like he was carved from marble. Dimitri hurried me along as I became lost in my oh so pleasurable chore.
"You need to move a little faster if you want time to wash yourself."
"Sorry, sir." I sank to the floor and started stroking his legs under the soothing rain from the showerhead. I knew it was humiliating on several levels, but I'd never been given this kind of chance to feel up such a perfect body, male or female, without gallons of alcohol being involved. Dimitri tensed as my hands started working closer to his cock. I wondered if I should hold off on soaping that up until after I blew him. The taste of soap was not very appealing.
I stood back up so I could get a better view of his abs as I washed them. Before I could get into that, the sounds in the showers changed subtly. I swiveled my ears, searching for what was different. The sudden loud sound of wet fur slapping into the tiled wall was enough to even draw Dimitri's attention. I craned my head around the tiger and gasped.
A bull, not quite as big as Dimitri, but still substantial enough to pick off any unprotected smaller furs, was shoving a wet, red form into the wall, yelling something I couldn't make out over the rushing water. The bull slapped his victim, getting a few peals of laughter from his sadistic audience. I recognized his victim.
"Sir, that's Jake," I whined to Dimitri. Word must have gotten out that he was no longer under Piter's dubious protection.
"I know," Dimitri said. He turned back to me.
I looked up at the tiger, my soaked fur giving a real boost to my latest attempt at puppydog eyes.
"What? It's not our business," Dimitri growled.
"B-but, sir, Vince said-"
"Don't bring that wolf up."
"You're all Jake has now," I pleaded. "Can't you save him?"
Dimitri stared hard at me, but I held his gaze. My eyes wide with fright at the danger of pushing Dimitri too far, but I owed this to Jake. I couldn't let him go through this again. "Please, sir. You're his master now, too, he'll be forever grateful. A-and I know how much of a fair and protective master you are. You'd never let that happen to one of your pets." I dropped to my knees again. That was the first time I called him master. I prayed he wouldn't make me start calling him that now that I planted the seed.
Dimitri stared down at me, then growled and ran his hands through his wet hair. "Fuck!" he rumbled as he stormed off across the showers.
I stood up, moving just beyond the jet of water, but even without the spray, the acoustics were too poor to make out what Dimitri said. He pulled the bull off the kneeling Jake, unflinching at the palpable rage of the bull. Dimitri shouted something that involved the phrase "my bitch," and dared the bull to swing at him. It was a tense few seconds as I held my breath, but as the bull back down I exhaled, amazed at what I witnessed.
Dimitri showed no change in demeanor as he roughly grabbed Jake by the hair, pulling him to his feet and dragging him back towards me. I jumped back under the water, my heart hammered in my chest, did I go too far? 
Dimitri stopped at the stall next to ours, I could hear him clearly.
"Fuck off," he yelled at the startled ferret who'd just been evicted. Dimitri left Jake there and came back around the wall, looking pissed. "Happy?"
I put on the biggest smile I could, concealing the fear that threatened to explode my heart, and wrapped my arms around the wet, soapy tiger. "My hero," I proclaimed, nuzzling into his side. My pulse didn't slow until I felt a slight easing in those steel cord muscles of his.
"Yeah, yeah. I think you owe me a blow job," he huffed.
"Yes, sir!" I cheerfully got to work. 
How Dimitri could switch gears from violence to se so fast concerned me a little as I licked over his stiffening member. I was still shaking. As much fun as I was having touching this pinnacle of tigerish masculinity, I couldn't see getting back into the- I stoppedmid-thoughtas something cold dripped into my hair. I looked up to seeDimitri pouring out one of the travel size bottles of shampoo the prison provided.
"I didn't tell you to stop," he said. I went back to sucking. "Close your eyes so you don't get anything in them." 
I was rather touched at hisconcern. Dimitri was such enigma, I thought. One moment a hairs breath from killing me, the next... He started working shampoo into myscalp, while my head bobbed over the length of his dick. The therapeutic touch of his fingers and the caress of the falling water was enough to quiet my mind, focusing my whole world onto what what in my mouth.
I always loved showers. 
 





 
  A Fox Behind Bars part 13

  



13.

Monday morning. I was getting used to the routine. Wake up, remember I'm in hell, stroke Dimitri's ego, and wait for the days unpleasant surprises to start. Today's parade of unpleasant surprises started at breakfast. I sat there with a tray of leftover chicken nuggets that must have reached its use-by date last week.
"If you don't eat those, take them with you when we leave," Dimitri ordered. I saw he was having no problem with the breakfast.
"Yes, sir," I said. I looked at the nuggets again. "Why?"
The tiger looked up. "Notice who's not here? Jake."
I turned around. Sure enough, the red fox must have been cowering in his cell after getting rejected by Piter. "Oh," I mumbled sympathetically. I'd been there before. It was a miracle I wasn't still hiding in my corner... I turned back around with a new appreciation for Dimitri.
"What?" 
He must have noticed my stupid grin. I shrugged. "Thanks."
"For what?"
He genuinely didn't know. "Everything, I guess. For taking care of me. You're a lot more caring than you let on."
Dimitri gave a sharp laugh and shook his head. "Shut up, pet." 
"Yes, sir," I said with a smile. He might be an asshole most of the time, but when he wasn't, he was kind of nice... In comparison to most of the other furs I've had the displeasure of dealing with in here, anyways.
***
On the way back to my cell I popped into Jake's cell. He was curled up under his blanket. I felt a spark of childish envy that he could sleep on a bunk, while I was still kept on the floor. But the weight of chicken nuggets bundled in a napkin that I was holding reminded me that this was no time to be petty.
"Jake?" I said as non threateningly as I could. The lump under the blanket still started quivering. "I, uh, me and Dimitri brought you some breakfast." The blankets pulled tighter. I looked around for any sign of his cellmate, but the possum was nowhere in sight. "I'll just leave it on your table." 
I stepped in and immediately jumped back at the sound of Jake's whimpering. "Sorry! Sorry, Jake. I'll just leave your food here," I motioned at the corner, realising he couldn't see me from under the blanket. "It's in a napkin so... I'll see you later?" I backed away. The guilt over what he'd been through weighed heavily on my conscience. If only I'd kept my mouth shut about what Piter did to me, or tried harder to focus Dimitri's wrath onto someone who really deserved it. 
Dimitri was on his bunk, looking at the earbuds running from his TV. He must have been imagining what the premium headphones would sound like when Vince delivered them. Lost in thought, he wouldn't be asking me to suck him off anytime soon. This left me with the dreaded abundance of time and nothing to do.
I sat in my corner, quietly drumming on my cardboard box when I remember the pen. And with the enthusiasm of a drowning fur finding a life preserver, I delved into the first act of creativity I'd engaged in in months. I became one with the ink and the paper.
So satisfying. 
***
Dimitri walked next to me on our way to lunch.
"Sir," I said, "Jake didn't leave his cell again."
Dimitri grunted. "I told Vince this wouldn't work. I'm not going to keep bringing him food and he's not going to be sitting with the canines any time soon. Too many of those dogs see him as fair game." Piter held a lot of sway in this wing of the prison I was finding out.
"Could he sit with us, sir?"
"No," he answered simply.
I could think of myriad reasons why Dimitri wouldn't allow it, so I let it drop for now. But I wasn't going to abandon my fellow fox so easily.
In line for the food a Pack messenger approached Dimitri again. I sighed, already knowing what it must be. Dimitri passed it to me without opening it. "Read," he commanded.
It was Vince's unique handwriting. "Panda, Herb. Wants BJ from Ellie." I paused. Did Vince know how much it annoyed me when he called me Ellie, or was he blessed with the memory of a sponge? "Watch for him at lunch, if cool with you. Also, Hare, Kalvin. Wants full hour with Jake. Later in Cellblock-H," I finished and handed the note back to Dimitri.
"Ellie," Dimitri laughed.
Not funny, I wanted to say.
"No, to Jake's job. That bitch couldn't deal with it right now. You can decide if you want to fuck the panda."
My tail wagged at the prospect of making another decision for myself. I wanted to show Dimitri I appreciated it and said the first thing that came to mind. "I can take Jake's job for him, if you want me to, sir."
"Good boy," he turned around and ruffled my hair. Demeaning as it was, I smiled at his praise. I looked around the cafeteria and tried to spot the panda. You'd think it would be easy, given the scarcity of that species, but the place was so packed I couldn't find him. I kept looking over my shoulder while I ate in companionable silence with Dimitri.
Despite my vigilance, Herb, the panda still managed to sneak up on me. I jumped as he addressed Dimitri, "Hello. Dimitri, I presume?" He stuck his hand out.
Dimitri ignored the gesture. "You the fur that's paying for sex?"
The panda laughed awkwardly. "Uh, I guess you could say that." He looked uncomfortable under Dimitri's scrutiny. "Is, is that the fox you're selling?"
Dimitri's eyes narrowed.
"Vince said, I should talk to you about-"
"Fuck what Vince said. If your fat ass wants a blow job, talk to my pet." Dimitri looked at me. "Think you can find his dick?" 
I didn't think that was a fair insult. Pandas were genetically predisposed to slow metabolisms. But, yeah, Herb was a big fur.
"Wait one minute," Herb huffed indignantly. "I paid Vince in advance. If you're thinking of ripping me off..."
Holy shit, I swore under my breath. This dumb panda was going to get himself killed. Worse than that, it would get Dimitri locked in solitary for another half a year when the guards found him holding the fat panda's cholesterol clogged heart. "It's alright," I announced to both of them, jumping to my feet. "I'll just take care of this, sir. No need to ruin your lunch over me. I'll go."
Dimitri silently seethed for a moment before saying to me, "If he gets rough, tell him what I did to the last fur that went too far with you."
The panda didn't look impressed. He must have been new. I nodded to Dimitri, asking his leave before following Herb. It worried me that the tiger didn't make hollow threats and the panda seemed too dumb to realise it. I was going to tell Vince not to do business with Herb as soon as I got out to the Yard.
"Who the hell does that individual think he is," Herb said loud enough for me to hear over the background noise of the criteria. 
"I wouldn't make him angry," I advised, rushing to keep up with the panda's surprisingly quick pace.
"Do you think I care for your opinion, slut? Just keep your mouth shut until I tell you otherwise."
My dislike of this asshole just deepened.
Herb took me to the same door to the kitchen that I went through with my first client. I turned around, Dimitri was watching us. I could still back out, but I didn't want to look weaker than I already was. Besides, as big as Herb was, I was positive none of it was muscle, in case things got physical.
He banged his fist on the door, turning on me while he waited impatiently. "I could buy and sell his ass as easily as yours. Do you know who I am?"
"Herb," I stated the obvious.
"Herb Olyrea. Of the Olyrea's," he said with pride.
Recognition struck. "Like the restaurant?" Olyrea's was a chain of restaurants that operated regionally. I ate at one once. Once.
"Duh," he mocked. "I'm only in here until Dad fixes that bitch judge."
The door opened, giving me a chance to roll my eyes at this entitled asshole as he brushed past one of the kitchen staff. This was the kind of jerk that got me into street art. The world needed to wake up and see how fucked the system was that allowed furs like Herb to buy his way through life. My ears flattened at the sudden thought of having to suck his dick.
So unfair.
We made our way behind the inmates scooping food onto the trays. I looked for any sign of guards, but was becoming convinced none of them cared what went on as long as they didn't have to deal with paperwork. I followed Herb, keeping my head down and my hands in my pockets, not speaking, but he wouldn't shut up, bragging about his wealth and connections.
"Do you know why I'm in here," he asked me.
I shook my head. Frankly, I didn't want to know.
"I was clubbing, had this, this floozy," he spat, "a vixen, you probably know her," his casual speciesism made my fur bristle. "I was buying top shelf absinthe. Me and my entourage were really partying." Herb paused to open the door to one of the storage rooms.
I flicked on the light after letting Herb fumble for it in the wrong place for a moment. He looked around the room with an air of disgust. "Anyways, you probably don't know anything about it, but in the business world we have this thing called an implied verbal contract. And when that girl wouldn't fulfill her end of our implied verbal contract, I had to teacher her that you don't jerk around Herb Olyrea."
He looked at me like he expected a reaction. I wanted to tell him, yeah, I'm sure you taught her you're a douche, but even if the panda was mostly lard, I was now trapped in a small room with a fur that had at least a hundred pounds on me. So, I just nodded.
"I beat the hell out of her," he gloated. "She had a broken eye socket, missing teeth. She won't be so rude next time," he said with a guffaw. "That's what your pimp needs to learn. When you buy something, it's a contract. Maybe you should tell him how seriously I take that, and that I'm not one to be punked, if thinks he can get tough with me."
Don't tempt me. "Yes, sir," I said through gritted teeth.
"Hah! See, that's the kind of respect I should be getting. Bitches in here do not realize who they're dealing with.”
I rolled my eyes again. Don't flatter yourself, it's just a habit. 
Herb clapped his hands, "ok, slut, get to work."
"My name is Regal." I was close to walking out. This wasn't worth it.
Herb laughed again. "Whatever. Bow down, and wake the snake."
I pinched the bridge of my nose. This was ridiculous, but I got on my knees. Just suck him off and you'll never have to see him again, I told myself. And to think, I wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt. I unfastened his pants, pulling them down, holding my breath against the musky smell that had been trapped in there.
"That's right, slut. Tell me you want this," Herb bucked his hips, slapping his small pecker against my muzzle.
"You paid for a blow job, not foreplay," I hissed. Had this been any other fur, I wouldn't have any problem giving them a show, but this fucker?
"'Foreplay?' I'll show you foreplay.” Herb grabbed hold of my ear with all his strength, pressing my face to his groin, stroking himself with the other hand.
I yelped, unable to free my ear.
"I have... a verbal... contract," he panted between strokes.
"Let go!" I shouted and grabbed at the hand clutching my ear in a deathgrip. The struggle brought life to his flaccid cock. I pulled at his fingers, scratching my ear in the process. My nose felt the damp of his crotch. I cringed, wondering it it was Herb's sweat or precum. 
All my struggles only got him off balance. His shifting, jacking mass remained in control. Desperation set in and my jaws flew open like a set beartrap. Before I could orally neuter the douche bag, the storage room door kicked open. Herb's hand stopped squeezing my ear. I shoved him off, scuttling backwards towards my saviour. "Sir," I whined, bumping into a pair of legs.
"Regal."
I froze. That was Blake's voice, not my tiger. 
Herb was standing with his cock in his hand, deciding how to react to the interruption. "What the absolute fuck? Get the hell out of here. I paid for this!"
Blake took out his baton and spun it between his fingers. "You must be that new panda. Sorry I missed your processing," he commented and took a step closer to the panda.
Herb seemed to lose his confidence suddenly. "Hey, stay back," he started pulling his pants up.
"Olyrea, right?" the jet black wolf asked, getting closer. "I'm Blake, or God. Take your pick."
I looked behind me. The door had swung shut. But if I ran, where would I go? This was a prison after all.
Blake looked at me and Herb, both of us backed into opposite corners. "Seems I interrupted something. Why don't you finish what you started, big guy?"
Herb shook his head. "Th-that fox attacked me! I want to press charges!"
Blake nodded, getting within inches of the panda and looking at me like he was about to speak before jamming his baton into Herb's soft gut. The panda went down like a sack of crap. "Regal, get away from the door." He motioned next to the gasping, groaning Herb.
I scrambled across the store room, nearly tripping on a box of canned vegetables. There were no cameras in here. Not that I thought that would have stopped Blake from doing whatever he wanted. I kept my mouth shut, determined not to give him any cause to hit me.
"Sit up," he commanded Herb. The panda struggled to right himself. His breathing was ragged as Blake adjusted his head with the end of his baton. "Which guards did you pay for the use of this suite?"
Herb rattled off names, not just the guards, everyone, including me and Vince. Blake repeated the names of the guards, not bothering with the inmates. Herb gave no indication of shame at violating the unspoken rule of noncooperation.
Blake seemed satisfied and spun his club again. "Why don't' you finish what you started." It was more of an order than an invitation this time.
Herb shook his head.
Blake's grip tightened on the baton. "Stand up."
Herb stood with a grunt, still holding his stomach. 
"Regal. As you were." Defeated, I sank back to my knees. "Now, fat boy, I want you to cum in his face."
"What?" Herb asked. 
Yes, I thought, get him angry. I would have loved to watch Blake beat the hell out of the panda, but Herb was too much of a pussy to really resist, letting his unbuttoned pants fall again. Blake folded his arms and reveled in the power he could wield over us.
"This can't be legal," Herb whined.
"Regal, jack him off. If you're not covered in his cum in the next five minutes, I will use this baton and we'll see which one of you can take it the deepest without needing reconstructive surgery."
Herb opened his mouth to protest, but before he could get his first word out, I was fumbling to get hold of his dick. It flopped around like a dead fish. Herb was gawking in horror at Blake. I needed him to focus because I was getting nowhere in my effort to milk him. I squeeze his balls with my free hand.
Herb gasped and swatted the side of my head. "The fuck? That hurt!"
"Pleeease," I moaned. "He isn't fucking around! Cum on my face!" In the back of my mind, I added a new entry to the list of phrase I never would have thought I'd say.
"Four minutes, girls," Blake commented.
Herb looked from me to Blake and back, blushing redder than Jake's fur. He shoved me back, "get off me, you perverted slut."
I bit my lip, calculating if I could overpower the panda, or maybe beg Blake to force the fucking panda to stop resisting. I whined in frustration until Herb began handling himself. I'm sure he had a lot of practice at that.
 He swore the entire time. Most of his cursing was directed at me, like I was to blame for the situation. Every time the panda's heavy breathing hitched, nearing climax, Blake would make a distracting, cutting comment to throw Herb out of it. 
"I've seen both your junk, now," Blake laughed. "Guess whose is bigger."
"Fucking pervert," Herb whispered.
"Two minute warning," Blake announced. 
Herb had his eyes closed, nearing a sweaty, grunting finale. I opened my mouth, hating myself for not resisting. 
"Shut it, Regal. I said I want him to cum on you. Not in you."
I kept my expression neutral. Squinting at the panda so I wouldn't get hit in the eye. It would be six days before I could get a proper shower, I thought glumly. Blake probably knew that. 
Herb let out a hoarse cry of triumph as the ropey strands of jizz shot across my muzzle. I choked at the warm stickiness I felt sink into my fur. I swallowed back the urge to vomit and looked at Blake. Herb was out of breath, leaning against the wall.
"Bravo," laughed Blake. "I hope you can now see how things are run around here." Blake walked closer, regarding me as I bowed my head in shame. "Rub that in," he ordered with a wave of his club.
"You proved your point, sir. Can't I wipe it off? Please," the thought of feeling it crust in my fur until I got a chance to wash it out in my cell turned my stomach. The wolf stalked closer. I put my arm up, expecting to get slammed with his baton. Blake stood in front of me and with that same element of surprise he hit Herb with, I was suddenly on my back, clutching the shoulder he'd just kicked.
"Stay down," he shouted. Herb backed away, looking like he was about to run for it. "Fat boy! I want you to rub your mess into that son of bitch's face. Now," he growled, sending the panda into action. 
"Wait!" I protested as that clumsy bastard, Herb, straddled my chest and mashed his paw into my hair. Blake was laughing his ass off while I was spitting out some of the spunk that made its way into my mouth. "Get off!" I yelled.
Herb began to rise before Blake raised his hand. "Stay seated. We need to have a little chat."
The panda eased back, his ass making it hard to breath. "Get off," I wheezed again.
Blake spoke to the panda, content to let me slowly asphyxiate. "You made a potentially dangerous move, spilling those names like you did. Not that I don't appreciate it." Blake crouched down to look Herb in the eye. "And I will reward your risk, but first, I'm writing you up for insubordination and giving you a week in solitary. It's the only way to make it look like you didn't talk."
"W-what kind of a reward?" Herb asked after thinking it over. 
"I guess we'll need to work that out, but believe me, working on the side of justice is so much more rewarding than taking the path this fox is on," Blake said casually.
My lungs were on fire. I slapped at Herbs thighs, struggling to force air into my chest. Blake's laugh was becoming a hollow echo.
"Ok. Get off the bitch. Unless you want to kill him?" he asked hopefully. Herb didn't pick up on that wistful note in the wolf's voice, thank God. 
The second Herb was off me, I rolled onto my stomach, taking in painful breaths while the two assholes discussed Herb's new career as a prison snitch. As I caught my breath, I noticed they were now talking about me.
"What do mean, he's not getting sent to solitary? That is completely unfair," Herb said.
I snorted derisively at him even having a concept of what fair was.
"If I don't send him to solitary, and I make a move on some of those names you gave me, who do you think will look like the snitch?"
"Oh," Herb said, satisfied by the reasoning. "You'll make sure the slut gets what's coming to him, though?"
"Absolutely," Blake said, giving me a smirk.
I groaned and got off the floor. "Don't," I coughed, "don't do this to me. Please, Blake- sir. Please." 
"As tempting as it is, to speed up your impending death, I think I might let you suffer for a while longer. Besides, I want to be there when you die. It wouldn't be as fun if you just checked out with a shiv in your eye. I want you to know what's happening when it comes."
Even Herb found that a bit much. His smug mask of doucheness slipped for just a second, but long enough for me to catch.
Blake took out his radio, calling for an escort to take Herb to a holding cell while his paperwork was drawn up. "Don't look so sad. This'll give you street cred," Blake chuckled at Herb as guards came to haul him away.
"Regal," he cooed.
I pressed myself against the wall, wishing I would melt into it.
"Anyways, the reason I followed you was that your lawyer is here."
My jaw dropped. "What!"
"Yeah. Apparently, he left a message for you last thursday saying he needed to reschedule for today, but it must have gotten lost." 
I wanted to punch that goddamn smile off his face. "You, you," I had no words strong enough to convey the hatred I was burning with. He knew the whole time. That was why he made it point to suggest I'd been abandoned. That was why he made that fatass panda rub his cum over my face.
"I know, I'm so generous, letting you see him even after this. I suppose I will have to write you up, though. That's two since you got here. I can't imagine that will look good on your record."
***
I waited for an eternally half hour in a small room with just a desk and chairs. My hands were cuffed behind me and my ears twitched at every sound that approached the door. My lawyer was here, I kept telling myself. It was the only sliver of hope holding back the flood of tears threatening to burst their dam. I refused to cry in front of Blake or any of the guards, but every time my sore ear moved, or I let my thoughts drift outside the immediate present, I had to fight for control over my emotions.
I laid my head on the cool desk and shut my eyes, squeezing them tight at the sting of a question my mind wouldn't stop asking: why me?
A voice! The voice of my lawyer. Douglas Sharpe, a canine of indeterminate lineage, with floppy ears and an optimistic outlook. I yelped at the pain from my ear as it zeroed in on the door. It didn't matter. He was here. It wasn't a cruel trick Blake was playing on me.
The door opened and a guard walked in, stepping aside. And there he was. He seemed to be finishing a conversation with someone in the hall, but when his gaze fell on me it stopped. "Holy hell," he muttered in a weird mix of disbelief, recognition and aversion. "Get those cuffs off my client," he demanded.
The guard pulled my arms back, unlocking the cuffs.
"What the hell happened?" Sharpe asked. I rubbed my wrists and looked at the guard. Sharpe took the hint and insisted he would be safe alone with me.
"I... don't want to talk about it. Please tell me you can get me out." My eyes welled with tears.
Sharpe ran a hand through his perfectly groomed hair. "I'm working on it. I need a few more days to put in the appeal. I'm going over the records to find anything that could be considered a constitutional violation, just in case we need to take it to the next level."
I lowered my head. He hasn't even started the appeal. I know it was a lot to ask of a state provided defender, but I couldn't last much longer, given the way things were going.
"I know, it's going to take some time, but I think we have a strong chance to at least getting your sentence reduced. Maybe even to something better than that plea deal I advised you to take, and," he stopped talking long enough for me to lift my head to see what was wrong. "Seriously, Elliot, what happened? You look horrible," he said as kindly as he could.
"I really don't want to talk about it." I didn't think I could talk about it.
"You need to tell the guards." I winced at that suggestion and he understood. "It was one of the guards?" 
I nodded. "Not just the guard. Some inmates too."
Sharpe brushed at his hair again. "Fuck. Elliot, I told you to keep your head down and not to cause any trouble. They tell me you already have two write ups." My ears flattened at his admonishment. He sighed. "You need to get that documented," he motioned at his ear. "Tell me the guard you want to avoid. I'll get someone else to take you to the infirmary."
"No!" I sunk lower in the seat. "You can't! Someone will find out!"
"Ok, ok," he made a calming gesture and looked at the door. "Don't yell. I was just trying to help." He thought for a moment. "I've got it," he took out his phone. "Here, let me at least take a picture of your ear, and your nose, it looks kind of bruised. I'm not sure it will stand up in court, but maybe we could make a case that you're not safe in here."
Sharpe took a few pictures while I held back a smile. Why couldn't he have been this clever in front of the judge?
"There," he said, reviewing the pics. "Do you have any other marks?"
"Yeah," I looked at my shirt.
"Oh." Sharpe looked at the door. "Um, let's do this quick. I don't have to tell you how this could look," he laughed. "If you're ok with it, that is."
I pulled off my shirt. Sharpe sucked in a breath at the dark discolorations still visible under the fur on my chest, stomach and arms. Gifts from Piter and his pack, and Dimitri. Some faded, some still shades of purple. We spent a couple of minutes, Shape nervously glancing between his phone and the door, and me holding a pen for scale and parting my fur in places so he could take better pictures.
"Well, Elliot, I really think you should report this, but I understand why you won't. Here," he snapped open his briefcase while I tucked in my shirt. "I've got some stuff for you to sign."
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By the time my meeting with my lawyer was over, so was lunch and my chance for time on the Yard. Despite signing what felt like a thousand papers, I didn't think I accomplished much. My freedom seemed further away than ever. 
Two guards walked me back to Dimitri's cell before the afternoon headcount started. I was too absorbed in my angst to consider what Dimitri must be thinking about my sudden disappearance. I was surprised to see him pacing the cell from front to back as I was taken down the walkway. The chorus of taunts alerted the tiger to my approach. I tried to read his expression, but it wasn't one I was familiar with. Relief? Just knowing it wasn't anger was enough for me.
"What the fuck happened?" Dimitri asked before I was at the door.
"Step back," ordered one of the guards.
"Fuck you!" Dimitri roared, but he did back away. I wondered if his curiosity was the only thing keeping him from a violent confrontation with the guards.
The bars slid open. They shoved me in then yanked my arms through the bars to uncuff me.
"What happened?" Dimitri asked again.
"My lawyer showed up," said weakly. I wanted to lead off with a positive, but Dimitri didn't see it that way.
"Oh." He was quiet for a moment. "What did he say?"
"He's optimistic. I'm not. I don't think he can get me out of this."
"Oh?"
Was that a hint of relief again? "If it's alright with you, sir, I'd like to wash my face." Sharpe was kind enough to offer me a bottle of hand sanitizer and a handkerchief, but it wasn't enough to get Herb's cum out of my fur.
"No," he said, blocking my progress. "First you tell me the rest of what happened."
"Blake interrupted me when I was with the panda. He gave me another write up and then I went to see my lawyer."
Dimitri narrowed his eyes. "Do you remember what we talked about when it comes to honesty?" His voice was low, and like a vacuum it sucked in my attention. 
"S-sorry, sir. Your pet shouldn't keep anything from you. I, I," I started trembling. The bastard had me trained so that even the possibility of having him mad at me left me in a near state of panic. "I just didn't want to upset you! I was stupid for thinking that. You told me it wasn't my job to worry about you, b-but I just didn't want you to get mad." I was on the verge of tears. Not over disappointing my self-proclaimed owner, but at the thought of all the progress I'd made toward building a tolerable existence with this beast going to waste. "I'm sorry," I whimpered. I felt Dimitri's arm wrap around me.
"You're shaking," he commented.
No shit. "Sorry."
"It's ok. You haven't lied yet, did you? You just left out some details." His hand rubbed along my spine. "Sit next to me," he pulled me onto the bunk with him, letting me hide my face in the crook of his arm while he held me. "Good boy. Relax. I'm not angry with you."
His words soothed me. I'd been holding back a lot and it really felt good to let it out. I felt safe with his arms around me. Those same arms could kill me without effort, but they could also protect me, and I chose to dwell on the later.
"Herb is an asshole," I began after pulling myself together. "I'm sorry I didn't listen to you."
"About what?"
"Herb. You knew he was no good, but I went with him anyways."
Dimitri took me by my arms and held me back so he could look me in the eyes. I tried to look away but he commanded me to look at him. "I let you choose if you wanted to go with him. You made the wrong choice, but that happens sometimes. I know I have anger issues, but, how could I get mad over something I let you do?"
I sniffled, feeling like a damn pup next to Dimitri. "It's just, I thought you'd be proud if I just did-"
"Stop," he said firmly. "If I gave you the impression you had to go with that fuck, I'm sorry."
I cocked my head to the side, still clamped firmly in his grip. Sorry? It was almost as alien a thing to associate with him as a look of concern. "I... forgive... you?" I had no idea how to respond.
He laughed and pressed his nose to mine. "Good pet. Now tell the rest of what happened."
I left nothing out, reaching the point right before Blake made his appearance. "I could have taken him if it was a fair fight," I bragged, "but he wouldn't let go of my ear."
Dimitri shook his head. "I never understood why so many of you canines have those big things." He stroked my hair, careful to avoid my injured ear. "He still shouldn't've fought dirty like that."
"I was about to pay him back for that," I admitted bashfully. "I was about to bite his dick."
Dimitri laughed forcefully enough to bounce the bunk we were reclined on. "Tell me you bit it off!"
"I didn't get the chance. Blake walked in on us."
"Fucking Blake," Dimitri growled. My sentiments exactly.
Telling Dimitri what Blake made Herb do to me was the hardest part. The warmth of his body gave me the distraction I need to get through it. In a way, it might have been healthier to get it out where it wouldn't fester like a disease, eating away at me from the inside. That thought didn't make it any easier to confess I did everything I could to get Herb to cum on me. 
"That fat fuck is a snitch now?" Dimitri had me go over everything I heard Blake say. He was angry, but it wasn't directed at me.
"That's not a good thing to be, in prison, right?" Obviously, but if Dimitri forced me to let my emotions out, the least I could was return the favor.
"That is a death sentence, my pet." 
I sat up, afraid what Dimitri might do.
"Settle down. It won't be me who kills him. I doubt I'll get the chance once word spreads."
"But, but won't it look suspicious? Blake knows I was the only other fur in the room. He even said he could make it look like I was the one to tell him the names!"
Dimitri pulled me closer and sighed after a moment of consideration. "As much as I hate to go this route, I might have to talk to Vince about this." I almost laughed at the thought of those two working together on something. 
The cell doors cranked open. I'd been so wrapped up in talking with the tiger I didn't even notice when they took count.
"Hey, should I go over to Jake's cell and wait for the hare? Kalvin, I think Vince's note said."
"Are you up to it?" Dimitri asked.
"I think I'm better now. And I said I would do it."
"You don't have to, you know."
"I know, sir. It would just be easier for everyone." Me specifically. If Vince couldn't make money in Cellblock-H who knows how that would come back to bite me. But if Dimitri insisted on giving me an out one more time, I think I would take it.
"Good boy," he patted my head and accepted my willingness. Dang.
The sounds of the other inmates grew louder as they mingled in the common area where groups watched television, or gambled, or queued for the the phones. I wondered if anywhere in that swirl of activity other furs were going through the ordeals I was facing. Maybe Jake could commiserate, but I'm pretty sure he hated me after what me and Dimitri did to him. 
I followed Dimitri out to the walkway. He told me he would be there when the customer showed up. We made our way to Jake's cell and stood outside. Jake was still curled in a ball under a blanket on the lower bunk. The bundle of chicken nuggets was gone, hopefully Jake ate. Dimitri snorted and shook his head, not at all sympathetic to Jake's plight. I looked at the tiger and made a shrugging gesture, asking if I should say anything to the fox. Dimitri shrugged back and walked to the rail.
After looking at the lump of Jake for a moment, I joined Dimitri as he surveyed the common area. my eyes immediately zeroed in on the canine table. Piter was there with his pack as if nothing had changed. I took a step back out of fear. What if I had to go down there again? What if i had to go to a cell right next to Piter's? My head was spinning with what-ifs, and I squeaked out a pathetic, "sir?"
"Don't worry, my pet. I won't let anything happen to you."
I was inclined to believe that. I mean, he was missing TV to be standing here with me. If there was a greater show of devotion he could make, I couldn't think of one. "Thank you, sir." My voice was strained and I was subtly moving to put Dimitri between me and the husky.
Dimitri took pity on me. "Did you want to see how Jake is doing? I see his cellmate down there, if you want to go in there with some privacy and whisper fox-secrets, or whatever it is your kind does when not having sex."
I blinked. Was that Dimitri showing a sense of humor again? "Thank you, sir," I chirped and spun to Jake's door with a wag of my tail.
***
"Jake?" I called from the doorway.
The blanket wrapped lump remained still.
I looked around the cell. Everyone's cell had more personality and homey touches than Dimitri's, I thought jealously. Both Jake and his possum cellmate had photo's of family taped to the wall over the table. A picture a fox couple, two cubs in the male's arm and one in the female's. Judging by the clothes it was taken a while ago. I wondered if Jake was one of the babies, were those his parents? Jeez. I never considered Jake had a life outside of this hell. 
Another photo showed a fox, clearly Jake, standing next to a brown furred wolf, both smiling, flashing devil horns and wearing band shirts. I smiled. Was that a boyfriend? On the shelf above, it was littered with commissary items, trinkets and toiletries. A rolled towel provided a divider and I tried to guess which side was Jake's. I settled on the one nearest the door. There were a few books, mostly on philosophy. The other side of the deivid were a few ragged pulp novels and a magazine for reading material.
I called softly to the fox again. Just standing there looking at him and his stuff made me feel kind of creepy. "Jake?"
This time there was movement.
"Hi. Jake... it's Regal."
The edges of the blanked drew tighter. I imagined the sacred fox pulling them in slowly, praying I wouldn't notice his fabric shield hardening.
"Jake. Please don't do that. I swear I'm sorry about what happened to you. I know how important finding stability in this sea of chaos can be. Even the unpleasant stability Piter gave you. I understand what you must be going through..." It hit me that these weren't just empty platitudes, I was being honest. I slowly stepped closer. I didn't want eavesdroppers listening in.
Jake started quivering at the slow, quiet sound of my approach. "Jake, I promise I won't hurt you. Just hear me out?"
I sat on the floor next to the bunk, eye level with what I guessed was his head from muffled whimpering.
"What happened to you was not fair. Nothing in here is fair. It feels like you're drifting in a stormy ocean full of sea monsters. If Piter was even half as hard on you as Dimitri is on me, I know it wasn't easy, but I'd be lost if Dimitri threw me out... So, I really understand what you must be dealing with.
"The only thing I can tell you is that things will be different now. Dimitri really isn't as bad as you think," I looked away from the lump, not sure if I believed that myself. "I mean, look at me. Do you think I could survive being locked in a cell with him if was as bad as they say?"
I sat there in the quiet cell and wondered what Hash would do. I looked up at the pictures taped to wall, searching for inspiration. If only I could get Jake to come out to the Yard tomorrow I was certain that coyote could fix the broken fox. I looked back at the bunk. A sudden jolt of movement as the blanket was pulled down over Jake's peeping eye.
At least he was hearing me. "Vince is pretty cool too, you know. The best part is that you won't have to live in the same cellblock as your boss." I couldn't be sure, but I thought I heard a snicker from under the blanket. Maybe I should exit on a high note. "I'll let you rest, and if you want to, or feel up to it, maybe tomorrow you could come out to the Yard and we can hang out and get to know each other." I started to get up.
Jake's voice stopped me. "Thank you for the breakfast."
I didn't want to push my luck. "I would have brought back some lunch, but there was this problem with one of the guards... sorry."
Jake said something too quiet to hear and I slipped out.
Dimitri was watching the wall mounted television below. 
"He's doing a little better," I said cheerfully.
Dimitri nodded without taking his eyes off the television.
"Was Kalvin here yet?"
"No."
Damn it, I wanted to talk. Something to keep my mind from dwelling on the unpleasant fact I was a prostitute. "Do you know anything about the hare, sir? Like, is he nice?" I felt stupid asking that but it was the first question I could think of.
"I've seen him around. Don't know him that well."
I waited for him to volunteer more, but he seemed engrossed in a sitcom rerun. I didn't want to risk annoying him so I crossed my arms, sighed and leaned on the railing. I looked at all the furs down there, purposefully avoiding looking at Piter's table. If I knew what time Kalvin would be by, I might have risked asking Dimitri if we could go by the feline's table, Sanders was sitting there, playing checkers with another lion. It looked fun.
I was still squinting, trying to see who was winning when Dimitri straightened and turned towards Kalvin. The hare's ears were almost black from the tattoos that adorned them. I found it an aesthetically unpleasing contrast with his dark grey fur, but he probably got them to look more intimidating, which worked. He was of average build, but his ears made him look taller. Dimitri might not have known much about him, but Kalvin had clearly heard stories about the tiger, judging by his cautious approach.
He stopped in front of us and nodded to Dimitri. "I'm here for Jake," he announced in a twangy accent.
"Jake's not feeling well," Dimitri said.
"Aw, well, that ain't good," Kalvin leaned a little, attempting to get a look into Jake's cell.
"If you don't want to go through getting a refund from Vince, Regal here says he's willing to fill in."
Hearing Dimitri use my name was a rare occurrence and rather surprising. My tail swished once before I was able consciously keep it still.
Kalvin looked me over, tapping his large front teeth in thought. "Well, I don't know. Jake knew what I liked. Regal alright with bondage?"
The way he spoke made it hard to know if he was asking me or Dimitri, but I think I spoke for both of us when I blurted out, "what?"
"Nuthin' too hard. I take it, you'd not be experienced in that arena." My surprised expression must have been obvious. "Maybe it's best if I wait for Jake to get better... 'Less maybe you wanna consider a discount," he arched his brow at Dimitri.
"Do I look like I fucking sell used cars? You bargain with Vince. I'm the one that hurts assholes that don't pay," Dimitri didn't sound angry yet, he was just letting Kalvin know how he operated. Dimitri looked at me. "Your call."
After a long um, I asked Kalvin, "is it going to hurt?"
"Only a little. But it's the good hurt." My trepidation was obvious. "I play safe. You can use a safeword," he said.
I was vaguely familiar with that term. I did have the internet after all. "That means if I say the word, you have to stop?" I had to make sure we were on the same page. 
"Yep."
Dimitri and Kalvin were both looking at me, waiting for my decision. "I guess I'll try." I looked at Dimitri, "that sounds safe, right?"
Dimitri shrugged and said to Kalvin, "alright. But if my pet tells me you didn't stop when he told you to-"
"Got ya, boss. I listen very well," he flicked his large ear and smiled. "We'll be right over there, if you want to watch."
I blushed at Dimitri calling me his pet in front of another fur again, if he agreed to watch me work, that might be too much.
"No. But I will be timing you. You paid for an hour, no more."
Having reached an accord, Kalvin put his arm around my shoulder and we left for his cell.
*** 
It was a short walk. Kalvin had the cell right at the top of the stairs. I could still feel Dimitri's eyes on me as we entered. 
Kalvin's cell was plastered in posters and torn pages from various magazines. His cellmate was still there. A panther lying on the top bunk reading a book. When we entered, he propped himself up on his arm and spoke to Kalvin.
"That's not Jake."
"Yep. Jake's 'not feeling well,'" he said with more than a dash of suspicions. "This here's Regal," he tuned to me, "that's Styen. He was jus' leaving."
"Fine fine fine. Don't leave a mess like last time," Styen said as he hopped off the bunk. "Blood and fur everywhere." 
"He's kidding," Kalvin insisted.
As the panther made his way down the stairs I could still hear him mutter, "took me weeks to get the smell of death out of there."
I looked, wide eyed, at Kalvin.
He laughed. "He's kidding. I swear. Ask Jake if you don't believe me. Hell, he finds it kinda relaxing."
I doubted that. "So, what do you want me to do?"
"Pick a safeword," he said and lifted the mattress on his bunk. "Something you wouldn't normally yell during sex works best."
I thought. "Receipt?"
Klavin turned around holding braided ropes fashioned from shredded sheets. My heart skipped at how much they looked like what Jake was tied with the night Dimitri...
"That's good," Kalvin cut into my thoughts. He hung a sheet on the bars and told me to stand in front of them after stripping. As he lifted my arm and began wrapping a rope around it I looked into sheet. It had a low thread count.
"Um. C-can't they see me if I'm right against the sheet?"
"Only a silhouette. If that even." He pulled tight a knot, then tugged my arm to make sure I was secured before lifting my other arm.
"Aren't you worried about guards?" It was a long shot, but I was starting to get cold feet and began searching for a way to call this off.
Kalvin chuckled. "They don't care. The most that ever happened was one time a guard wanted in on the fun," he was quiet for a moment, reminiscing. "That was a fun time."
I was standing there, breathing in the faint smell of fabric softener through the sheet, my arms tied to make me into a "Y."
"Hmm," Kalvin hummed approvingly. "You are cute. It'd be nicer if you had some meat on your bones, though."
"Sorry," I mumbled.
Kalvin knelt behind me, grabbed my ankle and gently started spreading my legs.
"H-how exactly does Jake find this relaxing?" I asked as he started tying my legs open.
Kalvin found that amusing. "Heh. I think it's the giving up of control for him. A break from having to worry about anything other than what's right in front of you."
"I've had no control over anything since I got here. I do not find that relaxing." 
"That's cuz you're dwelling on it. Just be in the moment." I was now an "X," my face pressed into a sheet and my back exposed to the hare. I felt the hare brush his hand up the inside of my thigh. My muscles tensed, struggling to close my legs against the bonds. "Perfect." He stood and put his head next to mine. "What's your safeword?"
"Receipt?"
"That's right. If I'm going too far, I want you to say so."
"Ok," I said doubtfully. But did start mentally repeating the word, ready to shout it at any moment.
I heard him walk to the back of the cell. Then the sound of the sink running. I turned my head around as far as I could. "What are you doing?"
Kalvin ignored my question and asked one of his own. "I noticed Dimitri called you Pet. Would you like me to call you that, or should we stick with your name?"
"R-Regal. If that's alright." My heart was racing. Suddenly I was feeling incredibly foolish. I just let the hare tie me up. I have no idea why he's in prison. This could be bad. He was wringing out a towel, twisting it.
"Eye's forward, Regal."
Oh God. "Wait! I don't know about this." I was breathing hard, out of all the things I could imagine he was about to do with the towel, none of them were good.
"Give it a chance. I promise no blood, no permanent damage. This won't work without some trust."
I kept my eyes on him, not daring to blink. "I- I really don't want to get hurt."
"Did you want to leave?" Kalvin asked.
My mind raced with what could happen if I left and what could happen if I stay. Kalvin patiently stood there while I ate away at his hour. It eventually came down to my damn insistence on not fucking up the status quo. And I was almost certain that if I started screaming at the top of my lungs Dimitri would be there in seconds. 
"I'll stay."
"Awesome! You'll love this," he came over to me, caressing my back and flooding me with encouragement. "Open your mind, and ride the sensation. We'll start slow," he backed away. "Deep breaths, Regal. The sting will fade quickly."
"Wha-Fuck!" The snap of the wet towel echoed in my head, soon replaced by the searing pain from the contact point on my buttcheek.
"Breath deep," Kalvin instructed.
I sucked in air through gritted teeth. The pain did ebb fast like he promised. I spasmed as a heat replaced the sting. "Holy..."
"You good?"
I groaned, "yeah."
Kalvin was right behind, startling me with a grope. "Yep. Damn, I've got great aim." Further back again, "empty your mind, Regal. Embrace the sensations. Four more."
Before I could come up with a quip about what he could embrace, that improvised whip cracked again. It caught me below the first rising welt, sending the wave of stinging pain radiating from my upper thigh. I yelped, praying for that pain to hurry up and change to the burning heat that was so much more tolerable. Kalvin didn't wait for that. Another snap and in the time it took my frayed nerves to tell my traitorous brain, my other cheek was exploding in agonising electric stabs. My yelp caught in my throat. The next strike was met with a high pitched whimper I barely recognized as coming from my throat. 
"Four," Kalvin announced with the last cracking blow. "See. Good hurt, right?"
I was hanging from the rope tied to my wrists. I was losing feeling in my hands, but that was the least of my concerns. Kalvin's hands were on me again, traveling down my back while his lips pressed to my ear.
"So fucking responsive."
I found my voice as his hands gripped my ass. "Ow! Fuck! Don't squeeze!"
"Do you know what I'm going to do now?" he asked me in a harsh whisper.
Pull out out my finger nails? "W-what?"
"Fuck your sore ass."
I shook my head and pulled at the bonds. "Nope! Receipt! Please stop!"
"Ok." He pulled a loose line in the complex knot and my arm was suddenly free. Kalvin caught me as gravity took hold. "It's ok, I've got you." He held me steady until I got my balance, then tugged the other knots to untie me. I staggered back, again Kalvin caught me. "Lay down. I'll get something cool on that."
I gratefully collapsed on his bunk while Kalvin fluffed the instrument of torture into one of comfort, running cold water over it. I sighed. Considering what I was expecting, I counted myself lucky.
"You did real well for your first time," the hare beamed down at me before sitting. The sensation of the wet towel blanketing my ass made me jump. "I remember Jake's first time."
I looked over my shoulder at the hare. 
"Not very talkative, but when I gave him his first whipping, he completely flipped out!"
I felt bad, but Kalvin's laughter was contagious.
"He wouldn't stop screaming. Even after I untied him. Then the guard started yelling, Piter started yelling, fuckin' everyone was yelling at everyone else to shut up. Damn near had a riot squad called!"
"And you say he likes it now?" I asked after we stopped laughing.
"Yeah. It's like meditation for him now. I've got a big family, they keep my account pretty good, so I can afford to make it like a monthly thing with us. A little more money than the vanilla stuff, 'cuz it sometimes means he can work for a day afterwards, but it's all good." Kalvin smiled.
I felt a pang of guilt. "Sorry."
"For what?"
"I kinda fucked up your plans."
Kalvin patted my ass, which hurt less than I expected after keeping the cool towel on for a while. "Don't worry 'bout it. Jake's under new management from what I hear. I can try again in a couple of weeks when things are settled."
He was taking this better than I expected, too. "My mouth doesn't hurt," I hinted.
Kalvin raised an eyebrow. 
***
By the time I left, my jaw was hurting. My wrists were a little tender too. Kalvin and I agreed that he could bind my arms before I knelt and gave him head. He really seemed to enjoy that, lessening my guilt over not being as experienced as Jake. 
I walked up to Dimitri. He was where I'd left him, absorbed in another show. A reality show by the looks of it.
"Hi, sir."
"Done?"
"Yes, sir."
He tore his eyes away from the wall mounted television and looked at me. "How was it?"
How was it, I asked myself. "Not as bad as I thought it'd be. But not something I found fun." Dimitri stared at me and I knew he wanted details. I wished we weren't out on the walkway where anyone could listen in. "He, uh, tied me up to the bars and whipped me a few times. Then he tied up my arms and I sucked him off." I could almost make it through telling him without blushing. Was that progress or something more depressing?
Dimitri turned and walked back to our cell without another word. I followed close behind, replaying what I said to check for anything that might have annoyed him. I was still wondering when Dimitri stopped in front of my corner. I cautiously slid between him and the wall, two unyielding masses with just enough room for me to kneel on my pillow. I looked up at the towering tiger for any clues as to what he expected. Aside from a half smirk, I was left to improvise.
"Sir?" I asked while undoing his pants.
He nodded slightly, but by his stiffening cock I could already tell I was on the right path. After getting his pants down I put my hands on his hips, leaning in to peck little kisses on the veiny shaft. It wasn't unusual for him to have me pleasure him on the spur of the moment, but he was usually less enigmatic about what he wanted me to do. 
His hands came down on my wrists, slowly pulling them over my head, pinning them to the cold wall. I knew what he was doing now. I brough my head forward, only able to take in half his cock as he teasingly pulled back.
"My pet doesn't like being constrained?" He looked down at me.
I looked up, making a half hearted attempt to free my hands from his. "I like when you do it, sir," I smiled.
"Good boy. Here's your bone." He bucked his hips, I tossed my mouth onto it like a hero in a bad war movie jumping on a grenade. My throat was already loosened from my time with Kalvin, but Dimitri was so much bigger, and I forgot how raw my throat was. I started coughing but with no room in my mouth it turned to choking.
Dimitri was relentless, keeping my arms pinned to the wall, fucking my face without ever completely pulling out. I blocked out any thought of panicking, knowing it would do no good, and willed my throat to stop resisting, overriding my bodies natural urges. My eyes closed, all my senses devoted to Dimitri's thrusting cock; when to suck, when to steal a breath, when I could reposition my tongue.
It hit me then, that this was what Kalvin was talking about when he was saying something about living in the moment. Then even that revelation took a backseat when the thrusting turned to pulsating jabs, turned to throbbing, and finally, the climactic explosion filling me with a burning heat. This heat radiated from within, starting with the seed draining down my throat, rather than the sharp stings of a lashing whip.
Maybe Kalvin did know what he was talking about... Not that I would entertain any thoughts of volunteering to take Jake's place with him ever again.
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It took me two days of frantic work to get Dimitri to bend his usually intransigent will and allow Jake to sit with us during lunch. That was two days of letting the tiger use me as the best pet I could be. Two days of utter humiliation and biting my tongue. Two days of coaxing Jake out of hiding. Two days of half meals as I snuck as much as my pockets could hold back to the damaged fox. It might have been the lack of sleep and food talking, but it felt like the most honest work I'd ever done. 
I got the impression that Dimitri was humoring me in my gentle approach to Jake, that his solution wasn't to build trust and confidence in the poor fox, but to finish the process of breaking him. It was everything I could do to keep Jake from getting turned into a hollow shell, fit only to be filled with cum, then sold off when he became too pathetic and disgusting for Vince to make enough money off of him. 
I wasn't alone in my quest of course. I had Hash. My coyote friend was always there for me. And even if he thought I was on a fool's errand, he never tried to talk me out of it or make fun of me. He did everything he could to help. His modesty made him blush when I told him my plan to save Jake's sanity was barely more complicated than bringing Jake and him together for one of his uplifting talks. Hash promised me he would do what he could. Unfortunately aside from getting Vince to lighten my workload today, a majority of the work was still my responsibility. 
I was in my corner, gnawing my nails, when the PA system blared its grating klaxxon. I lept to my feet while Dimitri grumbled and got off his bunk. 
He took one look at me in my excited state and shook his head. "Don't get to worked up about this. If it doesn't work, I don't want to have to deal with a depressed pet."
"No, sir. I would never. But, I really think if Jake can just see you the way I do, he'll see how lucky he is and do everything he can to please you," I twisted bashfully, "like me." I sold the half-truth with soft whimper that I knew turned Dimitri on. 
He smiled, his eyes flickering with lust, and put his hand on my shoulder. His thumb swirled circles between my neck and collarbone. "Such a good boy," he murmured.
The doors ratcheted open giving me a welcome reprieve from the inevitable order to pleasure him. I waited for Dimitri's nodded permission before dashing out the cell to make sure Jake was ready. The red fox was perched on the edge of his bunk, holding his knees against his chest.
"Ready?"
He shrugged.
I held my arm out. "C'mon," I said with a smile. "I took care of everything. Dimitri's gonna protect you in the cafeteria."
Jake shrugged again at some internal dialogue he must have been having and came to his cell door. With a deep sigh he exited. I glanced back. Dimitri was keeping his distance so he wouldn't spook Jake. The doors clanged shut with a reverberating finality and I started talking, hoping to keep Jake's mind from dwelling on any one thing for too long.
"This is great timing, you know?" I said to him. "It's taco thursday. I would have had a hard time sneaking you one of those."
Jake smiled, but didn't laugh. He was not a very talkative fox. Aside from polite thank yous, or questions that demanded more than a yes or no answer, it was hard to get anything out of him. 
I stood to the side, telling Jake about how I was thinking about getting a haircut, until Dimitri caught up with us. We fell in behind the tiger as he lead us to the cafeteria. I kept looking at Jake for any clue as to how he was dealing with it. So far so good.
Jake was unaccustomed to strolling right into the food line. A lot of the weaker furs chose to wait until there was less of a line. There was a nasty epidemic of dessert snatching if you weren't under someone's protection. I smiled at another of the fringe benefits that came with the big tiger.
A gap opened up between us as I asked the kitchen staff for extra lettuce and the rat behind the counter asked if I wanted it crammed down my throat of shoved up my ass. I told him to go fuck himself and scurried to catch up with Dimitri. 
Waiting at the end of the queue was Piter. I stopped so suddenly, Jake nearly rammed his taco into my back.
"Jake," Piter said. "Haven't seen you in a while."
"Leave us alone," I said.
Max and another wolf were backing Piter up. They laughed. "Regal, you remember what I told you, right? Tomorrow's friday and I better find your pussy-ass tight and clean."
I shrank back. "Th-the Alphas said you can't do that anymore," I tried for authoritative, but it sounded scared and plaintive in my own ears.
It sounded that way to Piter judging by the husky's smirk. "Let's go, Jake. We saved you a spot under the table." 
I glanced at Jake in time to see him give a firm shake of the head. It steeled my resolve to know Jake wasn't running back to the abusive husky. I clenched my fists and said, "he's with us now."
Piter made a show of looking around. "Us?"
Damn Dimitri! He was halfway across the cafeteria now, lost in his own thoughts. "We're going," I announced, but as I made a move Max stepped to block my way. I was debating if this was the appropriate moment to scream for help when I heard another familiar voice.
"Regal, come on, Dimitri's gonna be pissed if he finds you caught fleas from Piter." 
Sanders! The lion put his arm around me, balancing his tray. His other hand rested on Jake's shoulder. He guided us quickly past the husky, not giving him enough time to decide if this was worth a fight.
"See you tomorrow," I heard Piter growl after me.
I looked up at my rescuer. "Thanks, sir." My heart was beating so fast I wondered if it made my voice was shaking.
"I told you, you don't have to call me 'sir'. Is Jake with Dimitri now, too?" He was walking fast, arms still forcing us to keep up.
"Yes. But don't worry, Dimitri said he would sit with us at a neutral table until Vince finds some place safe for him to sit."
"Nonsense," Sanders said jovially. "He can sit at our usual table. I know it's not normal, but having you guys there really seems to piss off the other asshole dogs. No offence."
Dimitri was standing by a table a few rows from where we usually sat, scowling at our approach. His face demanded I give him an explanation. I was about to offer the best excuse I could think of, but Sanders beat me to it.
"Piter was messing with your boys. I took care of it before Regal started kicking his ass."
Dimitri's anger cracked with a sharp laugh. I didn't care if it was kind of at my expense.
Dimitri stood close to me, I tensed, assuming he was going to strike me for almost getting in trouble but all he did was flick my nose. I yelped out of surprise rather than pain. "You need to keep up, pet. Or maybe I should look into getting a leash," he said with a smile.
Sanders watched Dmitri motion me and Jake to sit. "Come sit at your usual spot. Everyone's gotten used to Regal, and one more fox won't make a difference."
"Don't need your charity. I'm fine here," Dimitri grumbled.
"It's not charity. Us felines stick together," Sanders insisted.
While Sanders hammered away at Dimitri's stubbornness, I leaned over to Jake. "Dimitri thought you might be a little uncomfortable sitting with the felines, but you can see, some of them are pretty cool." Jake nodded at the lie. The truth was Dimitri had to be willing to fight just to let me sit at their table, and he just didn't think it would be worth the hassle of another fight if things didn't work out with Jake.
"Fine." Dimitri picked up his tray and stormed off toward his usual seat, finally relenting to Sanders' insistence.
Sanders turned to me. "He's friendlier since you became his cellie. Good work, Regal." He patted my head and followed after Dimitri.
Don't wag, I silently screamed to my tail.
Me and Jake ate our tacos, sides and scraped the trays with our plastic spoons. Neither of us had had a full meal in several days. Dimitri kept up his air of aloofness, only asking a few short questions, to which Jake would shake his head yes or no. The conversation would be less than lively with these two, I thought with a sigh.
Jake understood his role would not change much from when he worked for Piter, except Vince would be getting him more jobs. But on the plus side, Dimitri wasn't as interested in using him as his personal servant and fuck-toy. He had me for that.
Jake had heard of Vince, according to his nods, but when Dimitri asked his opinion on what he'd heard, Jake only shrugged and they both seemed content to let the subject drop.
When Dimitri decided we were done the three of us left for the Yard. 
***
It was warming up, I thought as I settled on only buttoning my coat halfway. I looked over at Jake to tell him but he had this distant look in his eyes and was taking deep breaths. He saw me staring.
"Piter hates the cold. We only went out in summer."
"Oh." That was the most he'd said voluntarily all day. "Do you like the cold," I asked, immediately thinking it was a stupid question.
"No. But it's nice to get outside, anyways."
I searched for a follow up, just to keep him talking, but Dimitri was through the open doors so we took off after him.
Vince and his pack had taken to congregating near our exit. It was nice neutral ground and Dimitri wasn't the type to meet anyone halfway across the Yard. "You fix the problem?" the tiger asked.
Vince rolled his eyes. "It's never, 'hello, buddy, how are you?' It's always business. I'm starting to think you don't like me."
"I don't," said Dimitri. "Did you fix the problem?"
The problem was Blake's new snitch. The fix, I assumed, was to aerate the loose-lipped panda with something pointy. The less I knew, the better.
"He's in solitary. You need to give him some time to make some enemies. We don't want this tied back to Ellie."
Not happy, but satisfied with the answer, Dimitri nodded and relaxed his stance.
Vince turned his attention to me and Jake, "There's my newest aqua- akwer-," he glanced at Hash.
"Acquisition," the coyote helped.
"Right. Come here," Vince motioned to Jake.
Vince could be kind of creepy at the best of times. With what Jake had gone through in the last week, he was understandably skittish towards the wolf. I felt his hand grasp the back of my coat. "It's ok," I whispered. "I'll go with you."
I walked slowly to Vince, Jake dragged behind me like a trailer. Hash flashed a quick thumbs up. It must have been odd for him to see me as the one with more confidence. It was weird to me too.
"Don't be afraid." Vince looked over at Dimitri, "is he always this timid?"
I took a chance and spoke up. "Piter is a fucking asshole. Of course Jake has some trust issues. Let's give him a break."
"Pet," Dimitri said.
"Sorry, sir." I'd probably pay for that outburst later, but it felt so good to be defending someone who wasn't myself. My guilt over what Dimitri, and to a lesser extent, I, did to Jake would take a long time to atone for.
"He's right," Vince said. " Piter is an asshole. I want you to know I'm a lot better to work for. You've got my word that I'll do what I can to make sure you don't get hurt. And if you do, you've got me, Greg and Dimitri to settle the score."
Jake's grip on my coat loosened. 
Vince and Greg closed in on him. "Fucking beautiful," Vince muttered under his breath, running his hands through Jakes fur. "Natural red too. How the fuck could Piter not be making money?"
Greg reached out his grubby hand and felt Jake too. "Red foxes are fun."
I snorted at that. I wasn't bitter exactly, but as a gray fox I've had to deal with this bullshit my whole life. Everyone ooh's and ahh's over a fucking red fox. It's just a fucking fur color. With modern dye-jobs any fur could ditch their earthtones and become a fucking rainbow if they wanted. And I don't see anyone grabbing Dimitri's ass. Now his fur is beautiful... even if it does clash garishly with the more bland colors of the prison.
As they fawned over Jake's oh-so-awesome genetic make up, I managed to back away to sulk. Before I knew it, Hash was next to me.
"Well, I like your fur," he seemed to be reading my thoughts.
"Thank you," I stopped frowning. "And I like yours." I liked more than his fur, but that wasn't something I'd say unless I thought it was mutual. The last thing I needed was for things to get awkward with my only friend.
"Dimitri's headphones came in this morning. I'm going to try to get them to you tomorrow so you can be the one that gives them to him." The envy and jealousy I felt towards Jake melted away. Jake might have bright red fur, but even if it was for only a few hours a day, I had Hash.
"We should probably rescue him before Vince starts stripping him," I commented.
My brief retreat did not go unnoticed. Jake glared accusingly at me as Greg fondled his ear. "Ok," I said, "now that we all know each other, can me and Hash talk with him? I'm sure you and Dimitri have other business to discuss."
"What's the hurry, Ellie? I haven't taken Jake for a test spin yet," Vince said.
Fuck. I'd repressed that part. Jake looked at me, eyes wide. "It's his first day with you, can't you give him time to acclimate?" I asked.
Vince laughed. "His first day was when I talked to the Alphas. From what I hear, he's been hiding in his cell since then. And I do like the initiative you showed in covering for him, but it's time he earns his keep."
I looked to Hash, but he's been too cowed by Vince to make standing up to him a regular occurrence. I turn to Dimitri, silently pleading for him to back me up. Dimitri's face twists in momentary indecision.
"I fucked him," Dimitri tells Vince. "I'll vouch for him being able to whore it up."
Jake winces at the memory, but both of us foxes are looking at Vince as if to say "see? No need to do this."
Vince's ear twitched, "you fucked him? I figured you wouldn't be interested, what with living with Ellie. It's the red fur, isn't it?" Dimitri rolled his eyes. "See," Vince complained, "it's like we don't even know each other."
"Let's keep it that way," Dimitri rumbled. "Besides, it's not like you can just fuck him out here, in front of all these furs."
"I've got an arrangement with the guards. We'll use the shed. Did you want to join us?"
Jake grabbed the back my coat again like I was a shield. I was blowing the trust I'd built with Jake. "Please, Vince? Give him another day."
Vince shook his head. "You know I'll be gentle. It's just how I work. Now. come along Jake."
Jake whined, grabbing my arm with his free hand, firmly digging in.
"Don't make this difficult," Vince said. "I can have Greg join us, if you don't want to be cooperative."
Jake whimpered.
"How about Dimitri?" Vince asked. "Would you feel more comfortable if he was with you when we fuck?"
Jake's whimper grew to a pitiful wailing. If it wasn't obvious that was a bad idea, Dimitri add, "I'm not gonna watch you screw him." I was kind of surprised Dimitri was still there. Typically, he'll discuss business with Vince and get a list of who needs to pay what over Cellblock-H's gambling debts, then he'd leave me and spend his Yard time working out in the feline territory.
"W-what if I went along?" I asked Jake and Vince.
Vince laughed, but I felt Jake's death-grip on my coat and arm loosen slightly. "I can go a-and make sure Vince doesn't hurt you," I offered Jake. 
"For fucks sake, Ellie! You know I'm not like that," Vince said loudly.
"But Jake doesn't know that," I countered. I felt Jake release my arm.
Vince was about to speak but Dimitri cut him off. "You dogs over complicate everything. Jake, do you want Regal to supervise?" Jake nodded. "Any objections, Vince?"
"No."
"Done." Dimitri started to walk off towards the feline territory. "How many dogs does it take to screw in a light bulb?" he asked himself. "I dunno, but they'll get a twenty member committee together to explore their fuckin' options for a week before doing anything!"
"Heh," laughed Vince once Dimitri was out of earshot. "Cats."
***
Jake didn't let go of my coat on the walk to the shed, but he didn't need to be dragged kicking and screaming either. I tried to cheer him up, telling him what happened to me when Vince took me to audition for him. Vince made that incredibly awkward by being right there, bragging about his performance. Hash remained silent. I knew he was observing everything, but I wished he could have done something to help, even if it would have been futile.
Vince left us at the door to one of the Yard's maintenance sheds to fetch one of the guards on the Pack's payroll. Greg kept a keen eye on me, Jake and Hash. Jake seemed to be struggling with whether or not to say something.
"What?" I prompted.
Jake looked at Greg and Hash. He leaned in close to me and whispered, "promise you won't let it go too far."
His airy whisper made it impossible to tell if it was a question, demand or prayer. It stung my guilty conscience like he was asking me to fulfill the unspoken debt I accrued by being a spineless bystander. "I promise," I told him. I searched for more to say but came up with nothing. The oppressive silence of waiting for the inevitable drained away the realness of it all, casting the scene in a hazy gray when I'd look back on it.
Vince's boisterous voice heralded his return, giving me his half of the conversation with the more discreet guard.
"Both of them put on leave?... Any idea who squealed?... I'll put some feelers out, but Blake is a cunning cunt."
They could only be talking about one thing: Herb's snitching had an impact. This also meant Blake wasn't working for the Pack. It was hard to believe that that same son of a bitch who was determined to make my life as hellish as he could before snuffing it out, wouldn't be caught up in the endemic corruption of the prison. Maybe he was working for one of the other factions, I wondered. It was something I'd have to ask Hash about when I had time.
The guard looked at our little crowd with distaste. "You having an orgy?" 
"No, no," assured Vince. "Greg, take Hash for a walk."
I glared at Vince for ordering my friend around like that. Hash, always the better fur, looked more worried to be leaving me alone with Vince and Jake, than looking submissive. I heard the snapping and unsnapping of his coat button, a nervous habit, as Greg gave him a shove to start the pair off towards the cluster of tables at the core of Pack territory.
"You know the drill," the guard said.
Vince did, and by the looks of it his attention had shifted full to his newest whore. His eyes burned with a wanting that I remembered fondly from my time with Tox. Did Vince look that way at me when he took me here? And why was I so quick to jealousy with Jake? 
We entered, Jake's hand immediately found the light. He'd been here before. I guess it shouldn't have surprised me, Jake and Piter, and Vince, and even me, were ostensibly part of the same greater Pack, sharing its resources.
"Who the hell keeps moving these?" Vince grumbled as he crafted a crude couch out of bags of fertilizer and pest poison. A fitting metaphor for this place. "Ellie, why don't you sit next to me and relax a little?"
Jake's hand had to have been getting sore, he still had an iron grip on the back of my coat, and it just tightened. "I'm fine here."
Vince cracked a smile. "You act like you have a choice. Jake, get naked. Ellie, sit!" He patted the stacked bags next to him.
I sighed. "You gotta let go. I- I'll be here with you the whole time. Just do what he says and it'll go fast," I told the scared fox.
"Was that a dig at my stamina?" Vince laughed. "I didn't hear any complaints from you before."
Jake let my coat slip from his fingers.
"You might recall, I was too concerned with the hypothermia that was setting in." I turned to Jake to tell him how Vince made me do this when it was at least thirty degrees colder, but Jake wasn't hesitating like I did. He was shirtless, his hands were fumbling at his pants. I sat next to the leering, one-eared wolf as he salivated to the red fox shimmying out of his prison uniform. Inwardly I shook my head at seeing a fellow fox degraded like this, yet again. It was bad enough when I let myself get debased, watching Jake was utterly demoralizing.
"That's it," Vince whistled. "Fuckin' pro," he declared with a slap on my arm.
I crossed my arms and looked away. Determined not to add to Jake's embarrassment. I tried to keep the stolen glances to a minimum, but got a sudden need to cross my legs after seeing Jake bend over, twirling his tail to give a us tantalizing show of his ass, dancing to the music in his head.
"Get hard now," Vince called.
Jake had the same glazed look to him as the day I first met him. It was one of the few images of that day that didn't turn me into an emotional bundle of nerves. Jake kept an enigmatic smile, his half-lidded eyes focused somewhere behind us. He was getting through this on pure survival instinct, distancing his feelings from the harsh reality. Soft, theatrical moans with every agonizingly slow tug down his stiffening cock. 
Vince's pants were tented, a slick spot of precum soon to appear. He stretched his arms out, one of them coming to rest casual around my shoulders, like I was his cheap date he brought to the strip club. I shrugged him off. He beckoned Jake closer for a hands on lap dance. Jake straddled Vince's legs, grinding into the wolf's barely contained erection.
Vince held the fox still, then took over the rhythmic stroking of Jake's member. The moans became less for show and more a cry for release. Vince abruptly and sadisticly stopped. Jake and I both groaned, making me realize I'd been mesmerized by the sexual display. I tugged my shirt over my knees and leaned forward in an all too obvious attempt to hide the evidence of my enjoyment.
Jake attempted to thrust into Vince's hand, always kept a few inches too distant. The whimpering fox's frustration was bring him close to tears. Vince stood, holding Jake still while moving behind him. Vince's pants dropped, followed by a surprised yelp from Jake.
Jake was becoming lust-crazed, attempting to back into the wolf with the wicked grin.
"You want to cum, don't you, baby?"
Jake nodded fervently.
I wanted to, too.
"Ellie, do you want to help us out?" Vince had to practically restrain Jake to keep him from shooting his load. 
My raging hardon answered for me. "Yes," anything, just let me cum too!
Vince orchestrated me and Jake like sex crazed puppets, ordering me to give him a wet blow job while he held tightly to Jake, making him watch. I knelt there, slavering over the wolf's cock, Vince's hand beginning to probe Jake's hole, adding shrill moaning to Vince's increasingly breathless, hollow platitudes. I felt the contraction in his balls and was pushed away before finishing him. I watched, dismayed, as he pulled Jake back into him, impaling the red fox on the cock I'd lubed. Jake howled at the first push. Pain demanding he run, but I saw the change in his face as his body yielded to promised pleasure if could just hold out a while longer.
I felt cheated. Where was my promise of pleasure? I listened to the aural torture of the two of them, the grunts, the heavy breathing, the nonsensical exultations. Jake could barely stand, leaning forward and seemingly held on his feet by Vince. My despairing whimpers joined their symphony.
"Ellie," Vince huffed out between pumps. "Suck him off."
Shedding what remained of my dignity, I leapt at the chance to join back in, ducking under Jake's hunched form. He held onto me for support. Amazingly, he was still present enough when his hands began steering my head, not to use my ears as handle bars. Strange that my thoughts went there, instead of the leaking cock pushing to the back of my throat, but it was like my conscience wanted to stab me in the dick with how thoughtful Jake could be and how self absorbed I always was. Before my racing mind could process what it all meant, Jake erupted, startling me and filling my mouth with sweet and salty strands of fox cum.
Jake's orgasm caused him to clench, exactly the desired effect Vince was after. His shouts of ecstasy no doubt traveled well beyond the flimsy walls of the cold maintenance shed. I could not contain myself a moment longer, opening my fly, still sucking Jake's softening and tender cock as I jerked off, unceremoniously jizzing over Jake's shoes. Not that he seemed to notice. The haze he had been in morphed to a spent intrinsic need to sleep.
With a rude sucking sound, Vince pulled out, leaving me to support the fading fox. Vince paced and ranted, invigorated by his latest act of dominance. It took a moment to register that he wasn't talking to himself, but rather to me and Jake. Jake could no longer seem to even make a halfhearted attempt at standing so I did what I could to prop him against the improvised couch as he collapsed. I joined him when my own bout of fatigue washed over me.
"Seriously," Vince said in a voice far more business like than was proper given the circumstances. "You two work well together. I think it'll work."
"Wait," I waved away the postcoital fog. "What?"
"Weren't you listening?" Vince laughed, stopping his pacing. "I said I've got a date for the two of you."
"You mean, together?" I was still catching my breath, and Jake looked dead to the world. This was not the time to talk business.
"Yeah," his tone rose with mild annoyance. "This big fucker, I mean, Dimitri-big," he spread his arms to underline his point. "I know I dropped the ball with the Herb set up, but this guy, a grizzly, I think the two of you could handle him."
I had a bad feeling about this. 
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I felt cheap and stupid sitting next to Jake. The red fox was still naked apart from his shoes and still half asleep despite the dirty, uncomfortable surroundings of the maintenance shed. To Vince, sex was a stimulant, like a strong energy drink. He left me and Jake and took off to attend to his affairs, whatever those could be. It wasn't until I heard a soft knocking on the door that I bothered to stuff my dick back in my pants and zip up.
"Come in," I said. Jake was too out of it to care about his immodesty.
The door cracked open and Hash quickly entered and shut it. My mood instantly brightened. The coyote surveyed the scene. "It went ok?"
I looked over at Jake. He was staring blankly at the barelight bulb, a half smile etched into his tight lips. "Yeah," I said. "Vince liked it. He said he wanted us to do a job together."
"You and Jake?" Hash asked. It was probably wishful thinking on my part, but some of that surprise sounded like it concealed a hint of jealousy that the red fox would be working a job with me. He walked towards us, picking up Jake's pants, shirt and coat along the way. He sat on the ground on the other side of Jake.
"Hi," he said to Jake.
Jake blinked a few times, coming out of blissful daze. "Hi," he said back.
"I'm Hash. I sort of take care of the accounting for Vince. If you ever need help with something, or just need to talk, I'm a good listener."
Jake nodded.
Hash looked carefully at the fox, observing his ears, eyes, and any other subtle cues to his disposition. "I bet you're a good listener, too. Quiet furs usually are."
Jake didn't nod, but Hash had his attention now. 
"Then you know how much of a burden it can be, to take everything in, but never let it out. I just want you to know I'm serious that if you ever need someone to listen, I'm here, and so is Regal, if you can't wait 'til Yard."
"Really?" Jake asked.
Hash put on his most earnest face. "Really."
"Thank you," Jake said quietly. "Can I ask you something?"
I was stunned at how easily it was for Hash to start making a connection.
"Anything."
Jake paused to collect his thoughts. "Is this really better than what I had with Piter?"
Instead of the lightning fast "absolutely," I would have blurted out, Hash seemed to ponder the question before answering. "No." My jaw dropped, but he continued before I could jump in. "Not better, but there'll be less pain. Vince takes it personally if one of his workers gets hurt or taken advantage of."
"I guess that's better," Jake said.
Hash let the silence hang. Jake took back his cloths. I was again about to speak, just to fill the silence, but Hash gave me a look that said to wait. Jake used his coat like a blanket, covering his nakedness. "I'm afraid of Dimitri," Jake said after a time.
Everyone is, I wanted to tell him, but I yielded to Hash's superior eloquence. But instead of using his silver tongue, he nodded and patted the fox's hand. My jaw clenched at Jake getting the affection I'd give my left nut for, but I was too afraid to ever tell the coyote how I was starting to feel about him.
Jake went on. "He and Regal... they-" his voice cracked, speaking to Hash like I wasn't even here, like I hadn't just swallowed his cum. Pain and sorrow were a volatile concoction that threatened to make do, or say something I'd probably regret. My ears flattened and I bit back a whine.
"Regal didn't have a choice."
My heart fluttered at Hash defending me. I told him the whole story of the night Dimitri took his misplaced vengeance on Jake. He tried unsuccessfully to convince me that I didn't have a choice. Maybe Jake would believe it.
"None of us ever get a choice in here," Hash continued. "Please don't be mad at Regal. I know him, and I swear he's a great fur. My best friend, too." 
Now I had to push back a blush and the urge to sing out in joy at hearing Hash describe me as his best friend.
"If you have to be mad, be mad at the ones who do have a choice. Furs like Dimitri and Vince and the guards, and the judges. Be mad if you want, but never show it. All anger will get you is tears and beatings. It's better to just let it go, as hard as that may be."
Jake nodded after considering Hash's words.
We talked for a while after that, until Greg came in and told us we had to get out of the shed, some other sad fur was scheduled to give it up to some other fur with too much money and too few morals. Hash had kept the conversation light and Jake was happy to just listen to me and the coyote's casual conversation, mostly about the food and temperatures in our respective wings of the prison. I asked for an update on Hash's longtime plan to organize a cockroach race, and he asked me how my art was going now that I got my paws on a pen. Long story short, Hash was as close to his goal as I was to recreating the Vixen de Milo using just my pen and the backs of a few legal papers.
***
Me and Jake got separated at the doors that lead back inside. I guess he was used to hurrying back to his cell to keep safe. I waited for Dimitri. The tiger walked at his own brisk pace, parting any crowd that might form around him, so he was easy to spot.
I fell in right behind him as he expected. "How did it go?" he asked over his shoulder.
"Good, sir." In truth, I wasn't so sure. I wanted Jake to be ok, but I didn't want to share Hash. Part of me hated myself for thinking that, but a baser part of me hated Jake for reasons far less than virtuous.
"Just good?" Dimitri asked. He was dripping in sweat and the warm scent of his musk perfumed the air as we walked.
"He's adjusting, but I think Vince is moving too quick with him," I lied. Hiding anything from Dimitri was dangerous, but my feelings were one of the few things I thought were worth the risk.
"Jake's been here longer than you have. He knows how things work in here." We turned a corner, and just before the noise of hundreds of inmates returning to their cellblocks killed the conversation, I heard him say, "and so should you."
I tried to guess what he meant by that, but we were climbing the stairs to our second floor cell and I was ready to toss the thought as being another one of Dimitri's weird non sequiturs when I remembered the note Vince gave me about me and Jake servicing a grizzly. 
I fumbled in my pockets, giving a quick wave to Jake as I passed by. I had the note in my hands when I turned into our cell. Dimitri was on me before I knew what was happening. I was slammed against the unyielding wall, Dimitri's body pressing into me. He looked down, seeing the fear in my eyes. 
"You misbehaved out there. Speaking up like that, fucking that red shit without even asking me" his voice was a low rumble, like distant thunder.
"S-sorry, sir," I stuttered out. Dimitri leaned over me, forcing me to almost look straight up at his hovering maw. "Vince gave me a note to give to you." I held up the paper to distract him.
"Read it," he said.
I had to turn my head to the side. Dimitri was too close for me to angle my muzzle forward. "It says, he got me and Jake a job with a grizzly. H-he said he's gonna fix it so we can do it today."
"There are no grizzlies in this cellblock," Dimitri growled.
"It's what the note says," I squeaked. I held the note to him again. My hand trembled.
Dimitri knocked my hand to the side. The note fluttered to the floor. "That'll have to wait. You were a bad boy, weren't you?"
"Yes," I whimpered. "Vince was talking to you and I should have stayed quiet." That was my best guess at what might have set him off, but knowing Dimitri, maybe he just felt like scaring me for fun.
 Something started poking me right under my ribs. I glanced down. Oh, I thought, he just wants an excuse to scare me. This was foreplay to the big jerk! "C-can I show how sorry I am," I hesitated, letting my hand shakily hover near the tiger's jutting erection. Maybe I could satisfy him before things turned violent. 
"I don't know," Dimitri scratched at his chin, like he was trying to make a decision. "Maybe you need a more lasting lesson?" I still couldn't tell how much of this was for real, but the horror for me must have been apparent. "Bend over the table."
"Oh please don't, sir!" I cried out. I'd only recently been able to sit without pain after being whipped by a tattooed hare. Whatever Dimitri wanted to do to me would probably be worse.
He pointed to the concrete slab that was our cell's table, effectively silencing my protests. With one hand the tiger pulled down my pants, not bothering to unfasten them. His hand slapped down on my ass without warning, I jerked into the table with a yelp. Dimitri grabbed and squeezed my flaring cheek before stopping.
"What did the note really say?" he asked casually.
I was breathing hard. Looking at the floor I could see where the folded sheet of notebook paper landed. "I told you, sir. Vince set me and Jake up with a grizzly. He said if we were together, it would be safe enough." 
"There are no grizzlies in the cellblock."
I looked over my shoulder to see him drawing back his arm. "It's what Vince said! I would never lie to my master! I'm a good pet! I swear it!" My voice was shrill and high. I gritted my teeth in preparation for the next bone jarring whack. "Read the note," I squealed out before shutting my eyes against the inevitable pain and probable tears.
After an interminable stretch of silence I opened one eye to see Dimitri, arms folded, eyeing my ass.
"I had to be sure you weren't just making it up." He patted my back. 
"Why-" I was left feeling like I missed something. "Why would I make that up?"
Dimitri shrugged and backed a step to let me pull my pants up. "I guess it was stupid, but I thought you might have been trying to hook up with Jake. It looked like you two hit it off."
Stupid seemed inadequate, I thought as I felt the paw-shaped sore spot on my ass. Dimitri's insecurity was a huge source of his angry outbursts. "But I showed you the note!" It was so unfair that he would take out everything on me. 
Dimitri bit his lip, the same remorseful look he always got after hurting me then realizing I didn't deserve it. He began to speak, only to cut into an exasperated sigh. "Look," he started again, "I can't read much... I wouldn't know what that note said even if I tried. I know it's a bullshit excuse, because I promised as long as you did what you're told, I'd try to keep my anger in check..."
"But you should know I'd never lie to you!" I tried to drive the guilt into him like it was the butcher knife I wished I had. He deserved whatever discomfort I could bring him. "I trusted you, sir." I forced my ears down, and pouted. It was a delight to watch the tiger squirm for once.
"I know. I know. I shouldn't have.'' Dimitri stopped short of an apology, but he did pull me into him, like he could make it go away with some soothing petting. "I didn't mean to scare you like that, I thought it would have went differently."
It was a struggle not to shout at him that I saw how fucking turned on he was getting. If things had turned out any other way, I'd be getting my insides shredded by tiger cock. I guess we were both liars.
"I'm trusting you, too," Dimitri spoke into the top of my head as I was reluctantly cuddled. "You're the only fur in prison who knows I can't read." I got the feeling he was using a lot of willpower to keep the threat of what he'd do to me if I blabbed unsaid. That was rather touching, for Dimitri. "And I want to make this up to you. Why don't you take a few days off. I'll handle Vince, you can just..." Dimitri apparently couldn't come up with an alternative to me sitting in my corner and opted to hope I could think of how I could spend a brief vacation from getting fucked. "What do you say?" he dipped my head back so I was looking at him.
"I'll think about. I can't decide tonight, because however Vince arranged things, Jake trusts me to be there so we can keep each other safe." It was a dangerous balancing act to add enough venom to my words to guilt trip the tiger without pushing too far.
Dimitri didn't look hurt, that might have been impossible, but he did look affected. "Think about it," he echoed me.
Think, I would. A few days with no one but Dimitri and his moods for company, or continuing to play revolver-roulette with every sick fuck with the funds to buy me. Such appealing choices.
When the doors clanked open I waited for Dimitri to lead us out to the walkway. The tiger watched the other furs as they left their cells to stretch their legs in the common area. He might have been looking for a grizzly, but he was right, there were none in Cellblock-H. I saw Jake's possum cellmate leave and head down the stairs. Dimitri saw that too, motioning me to follow as he went to Jake's cell.
"Fox," Dimitri called to Jake. 
I peaked around, through the bars. Jake was scrambling to the back of his cell. I wanted to tell him it was ok, but I really didn't know if it was.
"Come here," Dimitri commanded. 
Jake saw he had no choice, and with tiny steps, looking for the absolute furthest point he could be that would satisfy Dimitri, he edged forward.
"Did Vince tell you you had to get fucked by a grizzly today?" asked Dimitri. So much for trust, I grumbled. Jake nodded fiercely. "Did he say anything about where, or how it would go down?" Jake shook his head, more hesitant, fearful of displeasing the tiger. I gave Dimitri a an I-told-you-so look. 
Concluding the mystery would be unsolvable, Dimitri brushed past me and returned to his cell, presumably to watch his television. He didn't tell me to follow. Without his orders, I was left to my own devices. I looked at Jake. "I don't suppose you've got a deck of cards?"
Of course he didn't. I invited myself in and carried on a one sided conversation with Jake. Half an hour later Jake was made aware of my artistic ambitions, the crime I was convicted of, and why life was one series of kicks to the nuts after another. Conversely, I still didn't know much aboutJake. He said he was here on drug related charges, but was vague when it came to details. When I asked where he was from he said a small town named Grenskil, up north. That was all I could get out of him.
The noise outside in the common area changed. I left the cell to see what was happening. A guard I recognized was being let into the cellblock. It was the llama. I'd seen him around but didn't know his name. Dimitri also noted the new arrival of a guard and was making his way towards me. 
The llama made small talk with the the other guard posted. I turned to Dimitri. He shrugged and we, as did many inmates, watched the guards chat leisurely. When the llama with the floppy hair tired of the conversation, he blew a whistle, getting the eyes of the last few inmates not observing this unannounced change in routine.
"Library call. I got a," he looked at his list, "Jake McKenzie and a Elliot Regal on the list."
An angry looking squirrel got up from the rodent's table and confronted the llama, saying he'd put in to go to the library also. While the llama explained that the squirrel was not scheduled for today, I looked to Dimitri. 
"Sir?"
"Go get Jake." He had an impressed smirk at how Vince and the Pack so corrupted the guards. To be honest, it was rather impressive in a "these fuckers deserve at least as much time in here as I've been given," kind of way. 
After getting the other fox, Dimitri held my arm before I could leave. "Be careful. If it gets dangerous, just leave Jake and run." I nodded, but his grip didn't release. "I mean it."
"Yes, sir. I'll run if I have too." Dimitri ruffled my hair and I took off after Jake. I smiled to myself. The guilt was having an effect.
***
The llama lead us through the halls of the sprawling complex until I had no idea where I was. "Sir?" I asked the guard, "where are we going?"
"The library, dumbass. Don't you listen?"
Maybe this meant I was also taken off the six month probationary period and I might be able to rent a book. My tail swished at the thought. Soon those thoughts returned to Dimitri. It must have taken a lot for him to confess his illiteracy to me. It's not like he owed me an explanation for anything he did. His confession was purely voluntary. The notion made me smile. I wondered if he would be open to me teaching him to read... 
We reached a set of double doors. Aside from the heavy duty locks, it looked normal enough. I couldn't say if what lay beyond could pass for a normal library, it was the twenty-first century after all. I don't think I've been in one since I was in school. There were rows of shelves, and a few tables. Nothing remarkable. Me and Jake took a seat while the guard signed us in. I looked at Jake. 
"Do you think we'll have time to check out a book before we leave?" I asked the red fox. He gave me a blank look in reply. I don't care what Hash said, I did not think Jake was a good listener.
The guard finished signing something. "Back room. The one on the left. I'll be back when you bitches are done." He brushed the hair from his eyes and made a shooing gesture. Jake left without argument, I on the other hand, had to open my mouth.
"This is humiliating enough without getting called a bitch. We have names, you know."
The llama chewed something and brushed his floppy hair back again. "You want a writeup, smartass?"
"No, sir." I dipped my head and took off after Jake. I guess the llama was happy being an asshole.
Jake was waiting for me at the end of the rows of books. They were mostly legal texts and a smattering of tattered donations, too dated and worn for a "real" library. Through the shelves I caught a glimpse of a line of tables equipped with computers that looked about as current as the books. I made a quick mental note to see if I could get on one. My digital withdrawal was far from the most pressing concern I had, but it might be nice to get a fix, even if they probably didn't have internet.
Jake was staring at the far left door. The last of four such doors. If I remembered the orientation booklet that I'd almost memorized, there were rare opportunities for a fur to further his education if he fit the impossible criteria and knew who to bribe. These must have been the classrooms.
"Did you knock?" I asked. Jake shook his head no. I rapped twice. No reply. I tried the handle, there was a soft click as it opened. "Remember," I whispered to Jake, "Vince said this grizzly was too dangerous for one of us, so lets watch out for each other in there, ok?"
I was not filled with confidence at Jake's brisk nod, his eyes never leaving the door. 
An amazing facsimile of what I could remember of my year at community college greeted my eyes when I pushed the door open. A dozen or so cheap desks with flimsy plastic chairs faced a scuffed whiteboard mounted to the wall. There was even a sappy motivational picture of a sprouting seedling. All that was missing was the massive hangover I'd always seemed to have.
"You're late," came an angry growl from the front of the room.
I jumped at the forcefulness behind the voice. Vince didn't lie when he said the grizzly would be Dimitri-sized. Even sitting behind the large work desk I could tell he would dwarf me and Jake. And when he stood, he looked a lot like an ursine version of the tiger, but the bear lacked the muscle definition, clay to Dimitri's marble. He pointed at the empty desks that faced him. 
Jake rush to a seat, bumping into me in his attempt to squeeze past me as I stood in the doorway. I was less eager to put the bear between me and the door.
"Take a seat, pup," the Grizzly said to me.
As far as I knew, the whole teacher/student fantasy was pretty normal as far as those things went. But the fact that this was a prison, and I had no clue why the massive grizzly was locked up had my instincts flashing warning sirens that my common sense struggled to ignore.
I slowly walked in and took the desk next to Jake. The bear had that look of appraisal I was getting used to seeing on furs who were about to stick a cock in me. 
The grizzly stalked the floor in front of us, oozing authority and captivating our eyes. Back and forth he paced before us, a grin starting to form. "Why don't we get to know each other with an anatomy lesson?"
He pulled off his big prison issued shirt, glaring at us until we followed suit. From the bulge in his pants, I could assume he liked what he saw.
"I'll make you a deal," he said with a wicked glint. "If either of you twinks have a bigger penis than me, I'll let you skip detention." He laughed to himself, then pointed to me. "You first, slowpoke."
He made me stand at the front of the room while he and Jake stared at me. I kicked off my shoes and fumbled with my pants. The irony wasn't lost on me that I'd had nightmares about being in school naked. If this wasn't so upsetting, I would have laughed. My pants slid down and I held my hands in an effort to retain some sense of propriety.
Jake was sent up next to me. I looked away as he stripped off the rest of his clothes. This was the second time today that he'd been naked in my presence. I wondered what he thought of that, if he thought of that.
The grizzly walked up to us, causing my muscles to tense in a fight or flight reflex. The smell of his earthy musk lingered with scent of his growing arousal. It grew stronger as he unzipped his fly. My jaw dropped at the sight of the grizzly's cock. He was uncut, the extra skin giving it the impression of rigid solidity. I clenched at the thought of him trying to fit that in me. 
"Tell me, class, who has the biggest penis?" 
"You do," I mumbled. Jake just pointed.
The grizzly tutted. "That won't do. You'll both address me as Mr Freyr, and speak in full sentences."
I glanced up from the rod. He looked serious. "You have the bigger dick," I sighed under my breath, "Mr Freyr."
We both looked to Jake who was still captivated by Freyr'simpressiveendowment. The red fox looked up, startled, "yours is the biggest, Mr Freyr," he said in a voice that was soft andscratchy from a prolonged period of silence.
"Do my pupils know how to pay proper homage to their superior?" he asked. His pants dropped around his ankles.
"W-would you like a blow job, Mr Freyr?" I asked, hoping to lead him away from any thoughts of trying anal with me.
"Don't be crude. Nothing stirs my blood more than a slut with poor manners." Before I could snarl at the insult, Freyr pointed at the floor and spoke, "kneel."
Me and Jake obeyed in unison. I jerked my head back, as the masculine pheromones grew into an almost overpowering intoxicant with my muzzle less than a foot away. Jake, on the other hand, embraced the primal effect Freyr was having on his senses, going so far as to lean forward.
"Worship it, as the virgin sacrifice once worshiped the golden idol."
Roleplaying a student was one thing, but virgins? I don't think there was a chance in hell Jake or me could ever pull that off convincingly. Never the less, submission was second nature to Jake and he sidled closer to Freyr on his knees, reverently pressing his muzzle to the base of the uncut cock. I heard Jake draw in a deep shuddering breath, before the wet sounds of soft kisses began to play on Freyr's sack.
"Are you a troublemaker? Should I teach you what corporal punishment means?" Freyr asked, looking down at me.
"N-no sir- Mr Freyr," I corrected myself. I leaned in, giving the nub that poked out of the sheath a quick lick. A damp salty burst of flavor fought with my sense of smell to see which could command my attention more forcibly. I gave a few more brisk licks, trying to get used to the taste before I began to experiment, seeking what Freyr liked with a professionalism that made me ashamed at all the times I'd been fired for having a bad work ethic. If those fuckers could see me now...
Jake was having similar ideas, looking for what Freyr would respond to. Our shoulders rubbed against each other as we each probed Freyr's length with soft drags of our tongues and occasional kisses. Freyr was in heaven.
I worked my way from the base, back to the tip tracing a vein along its underside when my tongue brushed over Jake's slick, hot darting appendage. I jolted away, snarling a warning at the red fox. Jake's ears flattened. I might have been overreacting, but I was not going to accidentally make out while sucking Freyr. Things were strange enough.
"No need to fight, pups, There's plenty to go around." Freyr put a hand under each our chins, forcing our heads up. "Tell me, class, does anyone know what a prostate is?"
I'd heard the word somewhere, but as I search my vast stores of useless information, Jake raised his hand. It was embarrassing how easily he took to his role in Freyr's fantasy.
"Good. Take your quiet tonge, and find mine." Jake scrambled behind the naked grizzly and I realised the bullet I just dodged. Freyr let go of my chin. "I will be grading both of your performances," he chuckled.
Without Jake to get in the way, I was sure I could get Freyr cumming and get the hell out of here before too long. I found the sensitive spot I was looking for in the foreskin shielding Freyr's head. He gave a wet gurgling moan as I caught the edge between my lips. My tongue explored the contours of this novel feature, eventually sliding in where the sheath overlapped the head. I pulled back at the concentrated taste I found there.
Rather than take offense at my gagging, Freyr seized the opportunity to delve deeper into his teacher fantasy and began lecturing me in terms more clinical and exacting on what I was swallowing then I wanted to hear. After forcing down his smegma I went back to taking long circular licks, slowly stretching my maw over his cock.
Jake must have been doing his part well, too. Sloppy, wet slurping noises, and incongruous bellows from the bear were only punctuated with brief coughing fits. I shuddered with the thought of what Jake must be enduring as he tongued Freyr's ass in search of the magic gland.
Freyr rocked back and forth between our two frantically working fox mouths. His damp cries of pleasure were reaching an ear ringing level. The sensitive front of his shaft was jabbing well past the back of my throat, stretching soft tissue that wasn't designed for this level of abuse. My eyes were watering from the pain and the rank air I was lucky to suck down every time the rhythm shifted Freyr's focus back to Jake.
In keeping with the grizzly's fantasy, time crept along like it would if I'd been getting taught calculus, possibly the only thing my spinning mind could think of that I'd less like to be doing now. Just when I hit the point where I thought I could take no more, Freyr roared in ecstasy, flooding my mouth in a hot syrup, his paw grabbed a fistful of my hair, forcing me to swallow what felt like an unending geyser of cum.
A final pump and I was released, dropping to the floor, choking up a mouthful of jizz and swinging my arm blindly seeking my clothes. I spit out what I could, but my beaten gag reflex basicly told me to fuck myself, and refused to expel any more of Freyr's seed. Screw it, I thought, pulling close the first piece of my uniform I could snatch, I think Mr Freyr mentioned it was high in protein anyway.
My pants on, I spun to see Freyr, legs splayed wide, as he laid collapsed over the teachers desk. It amazed me to see the size of the dick I was able to fit down my mouth. I watched his broad chest rise and fall. He was fully spent and I wanted out before he could catch a second wind.
"Gehh...!" I rasped at Jake. I wanted to tell him to get his clothes on and run, but my throat muscles were still too loose, so I kicked his pants at him and pointed firmly to the door. Class dismissed. 
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"The problem must be on your computer," I insisted to the matronly doe behind the library's checkout desk. "Why else would I even be here if I wasn't cleared to rent a book?"
She sighed. "We both know why you're here."
I tried not to let my frustration get to me. Me and Jake just finished having our mouths abused by an unpleasant bear with a teacher/student kink. We'd staggered out from a classroom in the back and both spent a good five minutes rinsing our maws in the library's drinking fountain. I think that's what soured her, I may have splashed some water onto the carpeted floor in my haste to cleanse my aching jaw of the bear flavoring. I might have been a bit sloppy, and may have slurred something about minding her own fucking business. Who knows why she's making this difficult, females can be unpredictable.
"Ma'am, you should encourage me to take out a book. You must value education, being a librarian and all. If I can't rent a book, who knows what mind numbing entertainment I could turn too. Like television, or gambling, or... or," I arched my eyebrows in the most sincere look I could summon, "drugs," I whispered conspiratorially. "You wouldn't want a young fox like myself to head down the wrong path, would you?"
The doe's look of incredulity said it all.
Time for a new approach. "Pleeeease," I whined. 
"No."
"Pretty please?"
"The computer says you're still in you probationary period."
"It could be wrong," I said.
"No." She wasn't budging. 
It was my turn to sigh. "Look, all I've had to read since I got here was the orientation book."
"Then you should know about the probationary period."
This was ridiculous. She just let a guard drop off two whores to use the classrooms in the back of the library, but I wasn't going to get to rent a fucking book because of the rules. I threw up my arms in frustration. I tried talking her into it, I tried begging, the only things I had left in my negotiation-arsonal were offering sex and crying. I wasn't about to sink that low for her.
I started to turn around and nearly jumped out of my skin at the glimpse of a fur standing next to me. For one horrifying moment I thought the bear had recovered and was looking for a quickie before the guard came for us. My shrill yelp earned a shushing from the doe. 
It turned out it was only Jake. I wish he wouldn't be so quiet.
"Can I rent a book for him?" he asked the doe. 
The permanent look of disapproval didn't waver, but she thought for a moment. "You'll be held responsible for the book. If it's lost, it's billed to your account."
Jake nodded.
The doe looked at me. "Ok. Go pick out a book."
I grabbed hold of Jake, planting an affectionate peck below his ear. As grateful as I was, I knew where his mouth had been and was in no way grateful enough to overlook that. But I was really grateful. 
I practically skipped to the shelves, only to be met with a new problem. The selection sucked. I looked for something close to what I had enjoyed on the outside, exploitation films that had been banned in no less than three countries. Unfortunately, my fears that obscure movies from thirty years ago were not often novelized, turned out to be accurate. My search for anything violent or pornographic also turned up nothing. Dejected, I trudged back to the checkout desk carrying a thick book about a wizard or something.
While Jake signed it out, I attempted to enlighten the doe, asking if she knew how many of her library's fiction collection was comprised of books written before television was invented and inoffensive Young Adult titles.
"The board of Prisons have to approve any books we get in. They obviously frown on anything deemed too extreme."
My sense of righteous indignation kicked in. "That is censorship, ma'am! Incarcerated or not, we have the same inalienable rights as all furs have. One right being the freedom of thought and expression. I, for one, will not stand for-" Jake tugged my arm. "What?" I asked him a little meaner than I should have, but I was getting into it.
Jake pointed to the library's double doors. The llama guard that dropped us off was back. 
I smiled at the librarian. "Well, you get my point." 
"Let's go, girls," the llama called to us.
Jake pushed the book into my arms and we let the guard take us away.
***
The buzzing klaxon announced our arrival back in Cellblock-H. I think Jake was worried about the same thing I was. We both focused our eyes on Piter and his pack, and made directly for the stairs. Thankfully the husky was more interested in his card game than he was in us. Given Piter's threats, I couldn't help but wonder what tomorrow would bring.
As we reached the top of the stairs, Dimitri was exiting his cell. My mood lifted at the thought of the tiger caring enough to pull himself away from his sitcoms to check on us. I let my tail wag freely to let him know I appreciated it.
"Hi, sir," I chirped, reaching the end of the walkway.
Dimitri nodded. "Everything go alright?"
"Yes, sir. Jake rented a book for me. If I keep it in my box, could I please keep it in the cell with me?" I gave him my puppydogeyes. I was getting pretty good at it, but I don't think I needed to pull out that bit of performance after the guilt Dimitri had felt over scaring the shit out of me earlier.
"Sure," he said, eyeing the thick book. "Do you think it'll fit?"
The small cardboard box I got with my legal papers was already stuffed and concealing a candy bar and pack of mints. I chewed my lip, thinking about how tattered it was looking. If I tried cramming in a book, the box would fall apart. "Sorry. I guess it probably won't." I probably should have considered my suggestion before speaking.
Dimitri's hand came into view and lifted my lowered head. "I was just thinking, because you've been such a good boy, I could let you keep it on the shelf."
"Really?" my tail wagged in genuine joy. First a pillow, now I could keep a book on his shelf? By the time my six years are up, maybe he'll even stop thinking of me as his pet. My excitement over that thought suddenly depressed me. I hide it well, throwing my arms around the colossus and nuzzling into his rock hard chest.
Dimitri stroked my hair. "Go put your stuff away and wash up. Then you can tell me what happened."
I had to admit that life with Dimitri was becoming almost bearable, but there were still things I hated. One of those things was when he would make me tell him what I did when I was on one of my dates. Not just because I usually didn't risk lying, I mean, being honest about what I had to do was humiliating enough, but because Dimitri would usually get horny.Especially if he could tell I didn't enjoy whatever the client put me through.Horny Dimitri had poor impulse control.
It could be worse, I told myself. Dimitri sometimes wanted to try out the things the clients had me perform on them, but given Dimitri's history, I doubted he would want to roleplay anything that had to do with a teacher.
*** 
Friday morning. Me, Dimitri and Jake were on our way to the cafeteria for some breakfast. I was going to warn Jake that Dimitri wasn't a morning fur so he should keep the talking to a minimum, but then I remembered who I was speaking to. I was up half the night reading in the dim light that filtered through the bars, so my mind was still a little fuzzy.
I yawned loud enough for Dimitri to glance over his shoulder. "Tired, pup?"
I smiled sheepishly. "A little, sir."
"Go sit. I'll get the food."
He probably didn't know it, but I was doubly grateful for his kindness. The food line ended in Pack territory, and Piter seemed to still be under the impression I needed to pay him in sex for letting me live in Cellblock-H. Just thinking about him put me on edge. "Thank you, sir." I wanted to tell him how generous it was of him, but couldn't think of a way to say it without making it obvious that most of the other times I was thanking him were only done in the interest of self preservation.
I sat at our usual place, intending to put my head down and shut my eyes until Dimitri and Jake came back. As soon as my head hit my folded arms, a half a muffin hit the back of my head. I jumped up, ready to make threats I could in no way back up only to spot a wolf sitting at a neutral table. His fur was an off white, maybe eggshell, and eyes bluer than mine. I looked for Dimitri, afraid it was someone sent by Piter.
"Regal," he called sharply, then motioned me toward him with quick flicks of his hand. His eyes darted around, looking for something too.
I didn't move.
The white wolf pointed to the open spot across from him.
I mouth the word "what." Call me cautious, but I fully intended not to let Piter rape yet again.
The wolf puffed in exasperation and pointed to his ears.
It clicked. I dashed over to his table. "You've got the headphones?" I asked.
"Yeah. You are Regal, right? Hash said you'd be sitting with the cats, but I thought he was fuckin' with me."
I heard a scraping under the table and something hit my foot. I looked down to see the box. It was bigger than I'd thought. I looked up to ask how I was expected to hide that until I was back in a cell, but the wolf was already up and making his way back to the hectic embrace of the Pack's tables.
I looked around on the off chance one of the slacker guards was doing his job, then ducked down, snatching the box and in one smooth motion stuffing into the ample room of my oversized shirt. It looked like I swallowed a car battery, but I doubted anyone would notice.
Back at my seat, I found that someone did notice. A paw clamped on the scruff of my neck. "What was that?" Dimitri asked, traces of his quick temper giving his words bite.
"Nothing!" I said with a start. "I, mean, i-it's for you-" The paw tightened, cutting off my words.
"I told you to sit."
"Headphones," I yelped. "I- I- I thought if I carried them back to the cell, you wouldn't get in trouble if a guard saw them." I tensed in preparation for another squeeze. "Sir," I remembered to add.
His other hand reached around me and carelessly stitched the collar of my shirt. I could feel the tiger's hot breath as he looked down and saw the box containing his new wireless headphones. His hand relaxed and I felt what might have been a tender kiss planted on the top of my head, but for some reason, my mind refused to believe that.
"Give it to Jake to carry," Dimitri said.
The red fox sat down next to me, doing a remarkable job of holding onto three trays without letting the oranges roll to the floor. His face betrayed his displeasure for no more than a second before going back to its well rehearsed look of resigned submission. He tucked in his shirt with the box under it. His uniform was better fitting and he wasn't as skinny as me to begin with. It would have been safer for me to be the one doing the smuggling, but if Dimitri wanted to show me that I meant something to him by making someone else take the risk, there was no way I was going to say anything. Sorry, Jake.
From across the table, Dimitri tossed a note at me. One of Vince's little lists of the day's appointments. I read it. "It says, me and Jake have to give a group of rodents handjobs behind the shed out on the Yard, if we get your permission, sir." 
"That it?" Dimitri asked as he chewed a forkful of slightly burnt waffle.
"It doesn't give any names. And he underlined handjobs, sir." 
Dimitri grunted and stuffed the rest of the waffle in his mouth. The three of us ate in a little bubble of silence surrounded by the noise of other furs laughing, arguing and complaining. 
***
Back at the cell, I was given the honor of hooking up Dimitri's new wireless headphones. It was taking me over half an hour as, in an effort to hang onto the last shreds of my maleness, I refused to look at the instructions. But Dimitri didn't seem to be in a hurry. In fact, he seemed pretty amused watching me struggle with finding what gets plugged in where.
"Anything?" I asked after trying another combination. Why would the prison take out the private television's internal speakers, yet leave all those damn connections?
"No." He let me work a while longer. "Would my pet like the instructions?"
"I've almost got it, sir." 
"You said that ten minutes ago." Dimitri laughed as I fumbled the wires in my haste to make the thing work before he could start to annoyed. 
"Fuck!" I snatched them as they dangled. 
"My pet seems tense," Dimitri observed. 
"Sorry, sir. I guess I am." I pushed a button on the box I was trying to connect. "Piter. I'm kinda worried he's going to mess with me again."
Dimitri was quiet and I started to worry I shouldn't have said anything. 
"He didn't learn anything from what I did to Jake."
I wanted so badly to tell him I told you so. Jake was never more than a chew toy to the husky, yet Dimitri thought the fox was partly responsible. "Can you ask Vince to ask the Alphas to do something?" 
Dimitri shook his head sadly. "It would be much easier just to snap that fucker's neck." My eyes went wide and I dropped another cord. "Relax." He knew it scared me when he talked like that. "I won't do anything that'll leave you on your own."
"Thank you, sir." My relief was real. As bad as Dimitri was, I could have gotten a cellmate like Piter. I'd almost hate to lose the tiger after all the work I've put in. "Is it working now?" I asked, pushing in the last plug. 
Seeing the tiger's smile when he heard the crisp, high definition audio made me feel like I'd really accomplished something. "Good boy!" I took a bow.
The rest of the morning was probably the nicest time I've spent since winding up in this nightmare. Dimitri was too absorbed in messing around with his headphones to fuck me or banish me to my corner while he worked out. I sat cross-legged on his bunk, reading a dumb book about a wizard, while Dimitri sat next to me and propped his feet up on the cell's table and laughed at the morning talk shows. I couldn't have been happier. 
***
Instead of the endless stretch of minutes that felt like hours and hours that felt like days that came with the boredom of being locked away, slowly rotting in a miasma of your own fear and hopelessness, time passed much too quick. My morning with Dimitri blew past faster than the last day of a vacation. The PA system's announcement of lunch ripped me out of my idyllic little world. 
I would have been happy to skip lunch if it meant anything, but it was up to Dimitri to decide what we do, and apparently he was hungry. I put the book back on the shelf, noticing I was half way through. I didn't know if Jake would rent me another book anytime soon, so I began wondering how many times I could reread it before it became as unbearable as the damn orientation booklet I was stuck with for so long. 
I waved to Jake as we silently followed Dimitri to the cafeteria again. Jake didn't wave back. He was still mad about having to sneak the headphones back this morning. It wasn't fair. Fair would be the red fox directing his anger at Dimitri, but when you were in our position, you had to take what you could get. If he needed to vent himself on me, I was ok with it. Maybe I couldapologizeto him and try to smooth things over if I gotsome time with him out on the Yard. 
As I slid my tray along the counter, I found myself alternately praying that Piter wouldn't notice me at the end of the line, and wishing I really believed in a benevolent higher power that would grant my prayer. Naturally, the universe flipped me the bird. 
"Hey, Dimitri," one of Piter's pack called out. A few more obscene taunts were directed at me and Jake but they came to an abrupt halt when Dimitri didn't keep walking past the canine tables. 
The tiger faced them, looking right at Piter. "Control your bitches, or I'll do it for you."
Surrounded by wolves, Piter was feeling mighty brave. "Watch yourself, Dimitri. My furs are getting fed up with you not sharing that fox harem you're hoarding. If they don't get some release, I might have to let them work out some aggression on you, kitty-cat."
Dimitri smirked and I held my breath, waiting for the tiger to decide if he was going to kill Piter right there in the cafeteria. "I hear neutering can put an end to your sexual frustration. Care to find out?"
Piter bolted up, followed by half a table of canines. 
The next thing I knew, a guard was shouting, "move the fuck along!" his hand on his radio, fear radiating off him, his bravado not nearly as convincing as I'm sure he wished. A few more moments and the cafeteria would have erupted in a full-scale riot. 
Dimitri stared, smirking at Piter for a few more seconds before slowly walking away, letting the situation de-escalate. I stopped holding my breath and followed him. He didn't even flinch, I thought to myself, if he'd been in a foul mood he wouldn't have hesitated to take on the all of Piter's gang at once. I shivered at one of the most brave and suicidal scenes I'd ever witnessed. 
"Wow," I kept thinking. Dimitri was daring the husky to try something. I wondered if that was how he avoided more serious repercussions from the aftermath of his volatile temper. Hash told me the tiger had killed while locked in here and managed to get it called acts of self defense.
More worryingly, Piter seemed to be ignoring most of what the Alphas had decreed. He was setting up his own fiefdom, having more control over the cellblocks in this wing than the Alphas. Those distant ineffectual wolves who spent their time lining their pockets with protection money, profits from every illegal vice they could think of, and residuals from whatever criminal activities they were still part of on the outside, didn't have theinfluencethey thought they did.Piter was more real to the furs in our part of the prison. And he'd used the phrase"my furs," not threatening Pack retaliation, but threats backed up by canines who were personally loyal to him. Piter was fracturing the Pack, and with it, my dreams of a relatively safe, stable incarceration.
*** 
Dimitri didn't bother with a coat. It was warming up, but still too chilly for my tastes. Vince and his comrades were waiting for us. 
"I'm going to hit the weights," Dimitri announced. "I started something with Piter, so keep an eye on my two."
"Wait!" Vince called to Dimitri's back. "What do you mean, 'started something'?"
Annoyed, Dimitri turned around. "What do you think I mean?"
"Fuck. Dimitri, I said I need time. I already know a few wolves are willing to join me, but I need some more time. They don't want to work under a tiger yet, no offense." Vince's ear twitched in agitation.
Dimitri looked at me and Jake, jerking his head to dismiss us. I knew that it must have bothered Vince that in my eyes Dimitri outranked him, and that made it feel extra satisfying to leave without asking his permission too. I put my hand on Jake's shoulder to take him with me, but he shrugged me off, following of his own accord.
When we were far enough from the furs playing politics, I turned to Jake. "Look, I'm sorry about Dimitri making you sneak the headphones this morning."
The red fox shrugged and nodded without really looking at me.
"And thank you for renting me the book. You're an awesome fur," I didn't know what else to say. It wasn't my fault he was having a bad time in prison. My life wasn't much fucking better. Before my guilt turned to anger, I jumped at a surprise greeting.
"Hi guys."
It was Hash. I guess Vince let him leave the pointless argument he was having with Dimitri.
A smile spread across my face. "The headphones worked great," I said.
"Glad to hear. Do they really sound 'high-def,' because I'm thinking that's just a marketing gimmick."
"Heh," I gave a short embarrassed laugh. "He didn't let me listen to them, but he let me hook it up for him and It put him in a great mood."
Hash displayed his honest empathy, making me feel all warm from his shared joy at my good fortune. Then he turned to Jake and I tensed back up.
"Everything alright with you, Jake?"
My eyes narrowed in on Jake. He might have saw that before I could pretend I wasn't getting territorial over my friend.
"Couldn't be better, Hash. I got promoted from fuckable furniture, to sex slave," his self depreciating laugh was joined by Hash. I was too surprised to hear him string together two sentences to figure out whether I should chuckle along or sink deeper into my jealousy. But by his next clever quip that made Hash laugh, I decided to be jealous. 
The three of us talked. Me and Jake passed passive aggressive barbs while competing over who could seem wittier in front of Hash. By the end I felt like a complete fucking idiot. The only thing more embarrassing I could have done was latch onto Hash's arm and stick my tongue out at Jake, saying "my coyote," like an adolescent vixen with a crush. 
Vince came up to us, finished with his meeting. "Jake, Ellie, time for work," his obnoxious enthusiasm was back."Greg's gonna keep an eye on you," he glanced over his shoulder to make sure the tiger was gone, "just a precaution, but Dimitri started some shit with Piter." Greg grinned lewdly at the prospect of watching us.
I swallowed a whimper. 
"Can I help Greg?" Hash asked.
Vince shook his head. "No. We gotta talk to the Alphas." He motioned for Greg to get us going.
When I made to follow the big wolf and Jake, someone grabbed my arm. It was Hash. He leaned in close, "stay safe, ok? Don't worry about whatever you have to do, just keep close to Dimitri until Piter's taken care of."
I said somethingunintelligible, toowrapped up in thinking how much he meant to me. I wished I could tell him.
Vince whistled for Hash, like he was calling a feral dog. Me and Hash growled in unison, too quiet for anyone else to hear. The synchronicity brought a smile to both our faces before we headed off.
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An echoing alarm blast sounded an end to my Yard time. I waited along with Jake for Dimitri by the doors. We both surreptitiously wiped beaver jizz into our prison issued coats. I was feeling more than a little irritated at Vince. If he had told me I'd be spending almost my entire Yard time jerking off a drunk gang of rodents, I would have told him to go do it himself. 
I couldn't even figure out how they got drunk inside a prison, but they were. From what I could gather, the group of them were being treated by whatever hierarchy the rodents had for having spent a stretch in solitary after a fight with some of the scalies. If it wasn't for Greg they would have ended up back there and me and Jake would probably be in the infirmary. It started when they took a moment from making speciesist comments about the scalies to ask me what I thought about them. Stupidly, I told the truth. I said I had a few scalie friends on the outside who were really good poets and in here my only interactions were with them were sexual and that a raptor, Tox, was one of the best lays I've ever had. Had I known how serious the feud between the rodents and scalies was, I probably would have kept that to myself. 
Thank God, Greg was there. That fat wolf finally proved useful. Although he did make me apologize for saying things I wasn't sorry for, he did save me from getting my ass kicked. I found myself wishing Dimitri would have been with me. Greg did the best he could, but me and Jake still had to be extra careful to stroke the rodents egos along with their cocks to avoid repeated slaps and some of the more inebriated furs from deliberately trying to cum on us every time Greg looked away. 
I looked at the grass stains on my knees and wondered how much worse they'd get once the spring thaw arrived. Was this my life now? I pushed away the thought before I could answer it. 
Dimitri arrived, the bright orange in his fur a shade darker from perspiration. Even without a jacket his manic workouts could still work up a sweat in this chilly weather. He gave a slight nod at me and Jake, acknowledging us more than usual. We fell in behind him on our way back to our cells. I looked over at Jake. He hadn't spoken to me since our time with Hash. The red fox's attitude was beginning to get on my nerves. I wanted things to be easy for him, but everything was still so hard for me. What could I do? 
"Jake," I tried to speak loud enough for him to hear me over the crowd coming in from the Yard. "Jake, sorry I got those rodents upset. I'll try to be more like you next time Vince has us working together." He gave me a half smile. I couldn't tell if this was normal quiet-Jake or if he was amused by how off the mark I was in guessing why he was still not speaking to me. 
We entered Cellblock-H. Piter was just walking over to his cell to wait for the after Yard headcount when we saw each other. The husky glared a threat and grabbed his crotch like it was the handle of a gun, and it was just as scary as one to me. I sped up until I was close enough to Dimitri to feel the tiger's body heat. 
I was looking forward to spending the evening in my corner. It was nice and safe there. I'd probably need to service Dimitri a few times first, but when he finished with me and spent the rest of the day watching his television, I could lose myself in the book that sat on the shelf. That would be so pleasant. But Dimitri had other plans for the evening.
"You have fun out outside, pet?" Dimitri asked as we entered the cell.
"No, sir," I said without hesitation.
He looked over his shoulder as he went to the sink to rinse himself off. "No one hurt you, did they?"
I thought about getting slapped a few times. "No." I leaned against the cold wall, waiting for the tiger to finish. 
"Well, you are gonna have some fun tonight."
Oh hell. "W-what do you mean, sir?" I listened to water splashing against the tiger's face.
"Don't sound so fucking scared. Just do what you're told and you have no reason to fear me."
I wrapped my arms around myself, a knot starting to form in the pit of my stomach. I watched Dimitri dry his face on a towel. "Sir?"
Dimitri grunted into the towel.
"Y-you said I'd have fun?"
"As long as you listen. Now, fuckin' relax. That's a command, pet."
His words had the exact opposite effect. I pull my arms tighter around myself to stop any shaking before it began. "Do you want me to wash up before I suck..." I swallowed hard, not feeling up to finishing the sentence. What if he wanted something more this time? His idea of fun was as different from mine sometimes as night is from day.
"Yes. But my cock will have to wait."
Cryptic jerk. "Yes, sir." I washed as well as I could in the tiny sink. My hands didn't smell like sex, so I felt I did a good job considering I didn't have access to industrial grade disinfectants. Dimitri even inspected me, straightening my shirt and pushing my hair out of my eyes, making sure I was presentable. 
"Can't you get clothes that fit?" he mumbled to himself after realizing I was as good as I could be expected. "How were the rodents?"
I blinked, rather impressed he bothered to remember what I had to do. I only read him the note once over breakfast. 
I told him I thought they were drunk, and that they'd just gotten out of solitary. 
"I remember that fight. They fucked up some raptor. And had the whole place on lockdown for three days. Should've beat the fuck outta those bitches." He saw my expression. "I said should, not would. Anyways, I got plans for us."
I smiled. My stomach began to unknot a little. He wasn't in a violent mood. A guard walked past our cell door, giving a look just long enough to see two furs. The doors would open soon. "Please, if you want, give me a tiny hint about what we're going to do." 
Dimitri put his hand on top of my head, messing the hair he'd just smoothed back. "You like Sanders, right?"
Was it a trick question? I liked him, he was on the short list of furs that didn't make me want to crawl into a hole and hide."He's nice, I guess," I said.
"We're gonna hang out with him in the common."
My knees felt weak. "But what if-"
Dimitri wrapped his paw over my muzzle, holding it shut. "Piter needs to learn any power he thinks he has ends at the Pack's borders. I'm sure you don't need a reminder of that too, do you?"
I whimpered and shook my head no as well as I could in his iron grip.
"Good boy." The doors opened. "Heel."
Unsettled as I was, I still hated how much like a pet he treated me. Of course I obeyed though.
***
Jake had no reservation about getting ordered around like a feral dog, or at least he hid any better than I could. When Dimitri walked by his cell and snapped his fingers, the red fox came running. No questions either, the showoff. 
From the walkway I could see Piter and his pack gambling as usual. I could also see Sanders and a panther sitting at the feline table, the one furthest from the Pack's, but not far enough for me to feel any easier.
"Dimitri!" Sanders stood and jovially welcomed us. "'Sup, Regal, Jake," he smiled. "This is Styen. Not sure if you guys know him."
The panther waved. "Any of you wanna play this cheatin' fuck? I'm tired of losing," he said with a laugh.
My eyes zeroed in on the checkerboard. "Can I, sir?" The proximity of Piter momentarily forgotten.
Dimitri's grin was a rare sight, but I was starting to love seeing it. "I told you you'll have fun."
I hopped into the seat across from Styen, stealing an appreciative look at what I could make out of his slim athletic build, and coal fur. Male beauty had always been an abstract notion for me, something I'd like to see in a statue or painting, but since my forced acceptance of my bisexuality, my thoughts were getting as carnal as the were back when females were an option. I wonder how big his dick is.
I pulled my attention away from the panter before I started to blush. "You don't mind, do you, sir?" I asked Sanders as he pivoted the game board toward me. "I mean, is it ok to sit here? I could stand if you want."
The lion rolled his eyes. "Regal, I said you don't need to call me 'sir.' And you're a cool dude, not all of us take this speciesism crap so seriously."
"Thank you, Sanders." It was hard not to get emotional, seeing another glimmer of reality in the twilight zone of pointless hate and pain.
There were only four seats welded to the common area table, and Jake would have been content to stand there. As long as he wasn't being used as a chair like Piter always did, I think he saw this as a step up. My guilt caught up with me as Sanders set up the pieces. "Jake can share my seat," I offered to Dimitri, knowing he'd have the final say on the matter.
"No." Dimitri patted the table, "he's gonna sit right here and look pretty." I watched in mute apprehension as the red fox settled himself on the circular table between me and Dimitri, facing Piter's pack. I couldn't help but look to see their reaction.
My ears flattened. Piter's card game had stopped. He and his pack were staring at us with a mix of lust and rage. I hunched over, wishing I could fold in on myself and disappear to someplace their eyes couldn't see me. Sanders laid his paw over mine, causing me to nearly jump out of my skin.
"Sorry," he grinned apologetically. "I was just going to tell you, you have nothing to worry about. Dimitri, you did tell them the plan, right?"
"No." Dimitri was sitting sideways, his arm wrapped around Jake's waist, and his attention divided between the frustrated pack across the room and the common area's television.
Sanders gave a reproachful look to the distracted tiger. "He wants to see if he can get a few of the dogs to snap. If they start anything first, it's all on camera and they'll be the ones sent to solitary."
"Oh." I was bait then. "If there's a fight, are you and Styen going to help Dimitri?"
Sanders and Styen laughed. "He says he won't need any help, but yeah, that's why we're here." I looked accusingly at Dimitri, but he didn't notice. Probably for the best. "Your move, fox," Sanders motioned to the checkerboard.
***
The lion won easily, but I think it was because I was out of practice. That and Jake's tail would flick in my face every so often, breaking my concentration. He'd say he was sorry, but I'm ninety percent sure he was doing it on purpose.
"Who's next?" Sanders said triumphantly. "Dimitri, you wanna go?"
The tiger twisted in his seat to face the lion. "Jake, go play with him so he shuts up."
Jake hopped off the table and I moved to give him my seat. As I slid onto the still warm table, Dimitri took his attention off the common area's television. "Not there, pet." He patted his knee.
I think everyone in the cellblock was aware of what kind of a relationship - if it could be called that - I had with Dimitri, but I still didn't want him to make me humiliate myself in front of everyone. I pushed off the table. I didn't have a choice, so with as much dignity as I could muster, I settled gingerly onto the tiger's lap and proceeded to study my shoes to avoid seeing anyone's reaction.
"Good boy." Dimitri's hand caressed my knee and slowly started working its way up my thigh. "Look at how angry Piter is getting," he whispered in my ear. 
I looked up. It was hard to tell when the husky was really mad because of the frightening fur patterns that left him looking permanently pissed off, but if the way he was clenching his fists was any indication, Dimitri was right. I wasn't so sure Dimitri's plan to get him worked up was safe, or a good idea.
The tiger's knuckle grazed my package and I shuddered. 
"I'm tempted to fuck you right here. But that sick bitch would probably enjoy watching too much." He smirked at my look of dread. "Would you fucking relax?"
"Sorry, sir," I said quietly. His other hand began fondling my tail.
"I want you to look at him, right in the eyes."
"Please don't m-"
"Do it," he said firmly. 
Any more protests on my part would only get me in trouble. I took a deep breath and looked back at my husky tormentor. Dimitri's arms stiffened around me. It felt like a wall being built; a wall that really could keep Piter out.
"That is not someone you need to fear. Trust me, the next time he even tries to touch you, I'll cut off his dick and give it to you as a present."
I burst out laughing, loud enough to get the other furs at our table looking, but I didn't care. Dimitri was crazy enough to be serious. "Is that a promise, sir?"
"Would I ever lie to my pet?"
Probably, I thought, but I started to believe that if he did lie to me it wouldn't be intentional. I put my arms around his neck, hugging tightly as a layer of fear lifted off like a morning fog. To cement my freedom from that oppressive fear, I turned back to Piter, and almost with a mind of its own, my arm lifted and before I knew it, my middle finger was jutting up. 
"Good boy," Dimitri hissed into my ear.
Well, I was now committed. Dimitri's pet for the duration, or until either me or Piter are dead. Hopefully the latter.
Piter stood, followed by his pack. For a moment I worried I'd gone too far, but the husky motioned them to sit. He casually made his way towards our table. The sudden hush in the cellblock drew the attention of the normally disinterested guard, a stallion today. The guard rushed to meet Piter before he could reach our table. 
"I'm just going to say a few words," Piter said with an unnatural calmness. The guard has his radio out and reluctantly backed off a step, his eyes never left the husky. 
"That's close enough," Dimitri growled. 
Piter's smile never faltered. After grinning at us for an unnerving few seconds he spoke. "You," he laughed softly, "you furs are ghosts. I see you sitting there, thinking you're still alive, but you are so fucking dead I could walk right through you."
That was creepy, I thought with a shiver. 
"That all?" Dimitri asked. 
The husky smiled and walked away. I waited until he was just far enough away that he might still hear me. 
"When you cut off his dick, can I have his balls too?" 
Dimitri laughed. "Anything you want, pup." 
I have no idea where my sudden bravery came from. Maybe a fur can only take in so much fear before some of it gets pushed out. Piter's ears flicked, and I was pretty sure he heard me. He went into his cell, followed by Cole and Max, his lieutenants. I held my breath, waiting for them to come back out armed with some impossible weapon. But time went on and it became clear that they weren't coming back. 
I looked at Dimitri. "You scared them off," I said with a hint of amazement. 
"Looks like it," through half lidded eyes, "I hope he tries something soon. My pet wants a chew toy."
Styen cut in before I'd have to consider if I'd really become so callous to the violence in here to appreciate a bloody bouquet of Piter parts without reacting with horror.
"I'm gonna stash my piece, there's not gonna a rumble today." The panther sounded disappointed. "Sanders?" The lion palm something from his waist and passed it to Styen with a handshake.
I watched the panther strut to his cell. "Did you bring a..." I didn't want to say weapon in case someone overheard.
Dimitri laughed. "You think I need one?"
"No, sir." His body was a capable of committing war crimes, why would he need a sharpened toothbrush.
Sanders slapped the table. "Hot damn! I win again. It was a close one, Jake. you almost had me there." He stood to stretch and gloat. Jake was actually smiling, and from the few pieces left, it had been close. "Alright," Sanders clapped his hands, "since the night's festivities ran away with their tails tucked between their legs, what do say we make this next game more interesting? Both of you against me," he pointed at me and Jake. "I want to see if those stereotypes of clever foxes are true."
I frowned slightly. Me and Jake weren't on the best of terms right now, and Dimitri's lap was so much more appealing since he let Piter know I was truly off limits to him now. Jake look about as enthused as me.
Sanders didn't let that stop him. "If you win, I've got two chocolate bars-"
"Yes," I declared without hesitation. "I mean, can I sir?" The only thing I could think of was getting my paws on more tradables to swap for the spicy chips I wanted to get Hash.
Dimitri rolled his eyes and spoke to Sanders. "Pet dosen't have anything to gamble with. And I don't want Jake getting himself in debt."
"Dimitri, you should know me better. I was just thinking that if I won... I'd kinda like to see them kiss each oth-"
"Yes." I gawked at Dimitri's spot on imitation of me. More than gawking, I gave Dimitri a look of mock disapproval. "What? That would be fuckin' hot. I'm surprised I haven't made you two do that myself." He tussled my hair and slid me off his lap. "Don't lose, Sanders, or I'll make you kiss Styen."
"What?" asked a surprised returning Styen.
I pulled Jake back a few steps to discuss strategy. "What do think? Can we do this?" I meant work together, more than win, but I really did want that chocolate bar.
Jake shrugged.
That was not helpful. "C'mon, dude. I said I was sorry, what else do you want? Please just let it go? I promise next time Dimitri gets unfair, I'll say something." I did hope I could follow through on that, but I was desperate enough to promise him whatever he wanted. I'm not proud of that.
Jake looked at me. "I do like chocolate. I think we can beat him."
My tail wagged and we planned out how to take down the lion. It wasn't the six or eight minute game of checkers we were used too. It was really more like a chess match. Me and Jake conferring before and after every move, with the advantage of our large sensitive ears we weren't at risk of Sanders overhearing us. And Sanders was playing with an unusual intensity, like he was defending his title of King of Cellblock-H Checkers Enthusiasts. Styen and Dimitri watched the match intently, Dimitri even ignored the television.
Sanders strategy of piece trading had cleared most of the board, leaving me and Jake with two kings and Sanders only up by one. One our kings was trapped by Sanders' last regular piece and one of his kings. We were in the endgame, chasing each other with our last kings. Three moves too late I noticed we fucked up. I looked at the lion. His predatory grin told me he knew we fucked up too. 
Sanders crowed about his checkers playing prowess as I slid my head down to the table, giving Jake the honor of completing our poor king's death spiral into a corner. It wasn't having to kiss Jake that disappointed me - although I didn't relish the thought - it was the missed opportunity to get that candy bar. 
I don't know why I was so fixated on my plan to buy my friend, Hash, a bag of spicy chips. It was such a small gesture compared to all that his being there meant to me. Depressingly, it was all I could hope to do. I would be spending all the wealth I had left under Dimitri's dominion just to buy an overpriced snack for the coyote because he mentioned how much he loved hot food out on the outside. The lines between romantic and pathetic were razor thin. 
"Good game!" Sanders roared. He was elated at the genuine challenge we gave him. I lifted my head from the table to see his expectant face. "Well?" he arched an eyebrow. 
I looked over at Jake. He was where ever his happy place was when he got that vacant look in his eyes. I sighed and stood up, pulling Jake off of his seat, then looked at our expectant audience. "This is immature, you guys know that?"
Sanders and Styen laughed hard at that. Dimitri just leered. 
"Like a bunch of cubs discovering what the internet is really for," I muttered before positioning Jake's muzzle and planting a smacking kiss. "Satisfied?"
"C'mon, Regal," whined Sanders. "I want to see some passion. Kiss him like he's the love of your life!" Styen and Dimitri echoed the sentiment. 
I couldn't say no. Not just because they were bigger than me, but because they'd been willing to fight Piter's gang just to keep me safe. The furs I used to think were my friends didn't even stick around for my trial. These guys just proved they were more loyal to me than anyone has ever been. A feeling of gratitude and obligation built in me. I gave the cats a coy smile and closed my eyes. I thought back on my experiences and what I witnessed in porn and the rare romantic movie I'd seen. Inspiration gathered. Ok. 
I wrapped my arms around Jake's waist, looking deep into his hazel eyes. I felt his hands reach around, one cradling the back of my head, the other squeezing my ass. I moaned softly for the benefit of Sanders, cocked my head to the side and voraciously attacked the red fox's face. My mouth parted only to be invaded by Jake's tongue. I opened my eyes to see the look of determination in his eyes as my tongue pushed back, wrestling to penetrate his hungry mouth. But neither one of us wanted to play the bottom in this theatrical kiss.
It wasn't a romantic kiss, it looked sexual, but it was a different sort of aggressiveness beneath the surface. Both of us pulling the other into a closer embrace, able to feel every curve of the others body as the vacuum seal of our mouths broke to take in a quick gasp before going at it again. Jake's paw took hold of my hair, I swore silently for not having gotten it cut yet. He pulled it with a burning need to dominate this forced display of affection, to prove he was capable of leading the way at least once. I knew, because I felt the same way. I ignored the growing sting of Jake's hair pulling, and focused on kneading the fleshy globes that flanked the fluffy red tail everyone was always making such a big deal over.
The physical reaction was inevitable, but my eyes still widened as I felt Jake's arousal making itself known against my thigh. If it went on much longer, he'd be getting a similar surprise. I slid a hand up his chest, wedging it between us. With one last charge of the tongue, I push away, gasping for air, leaning over the table, wiping the saliva from my sore mouth.
I glanced up, remembering we had an audience.
"Fuuuck," moaned Styen. Sanders and Dimitri just looked on for a moment before snapping out of it.
Dimitri stood. "We'll be back," he announced before reaching across the table, yanking me by my shirt. 
I heard Sanders call out, "you lucky son of a bitch," to Dimitri as he nearly dragged me up the stairs, and told the others to watch Jake for him. Had I not still been short of breath, I might have had the notion to give Jake a glimpse of what my victory-grin looked like.
The tiger practically flung me into his cell. "Naked. Now," he commanded as he pulled off his shirt.
The residual arousal from the kiss drained. Dimitri was horny, his cock threatening the zipper on his pants. The word "gentle" wasn't in his vocabulary. I put my pile of clothes on the little table and the tiger was on me like a feral on a raw steak. He grasped my throat, his finger and thumb pressing into hinge of my jaw, forcing it open. 
"You are..."
What, I wondered, stupid? Reckless? Cursed?
Dimitri never told me. He just bent down, his big flat tongue flooding my mouth before I knew what was happening. There was no competition with Dimitri kiss like there was with Jake's, I let him explore my mouth without resistance.
"So that's what Jake tastes like," the tiger observed. "You liked making out with him, didn't you?" He spun me onto his bunk before letting me answer.
"D-did you like seeing me do it?" I asked on my back, looking up at Dimitri as he hunched over me, one of his knees between my legs.
"You know I did." He moved his hand towards my face. "Open." I did and he jammed his middle finger in. It slid along my tongue, further back than any doctor ever put their popsicle stick, but I managed to resist gagging.
"Good boy," he cooed as I sucked instinctively. He started rubbing my balls, putting just enough pressure to start me whimpering. "Who owns these?"
"Mmyoo mmoo," I whined around his finger.
"That's right." He started twisting my stiffening cock between two fingers. "This too."
I nodded in complete agreement. His finger made a popping sound when he yanked it from my suckling mouth. I bit my lip in a failed bid to keep from crying out as his finger went where I feared. "Please," I begged before yelping as Dimitri violated my hole, pushing in before I could loosen up.
I felt the burning fade and his finger twist and curl like I was about to be picked up like a bowling ball. Then a spark shot up my spine as his thick digit found the gland he was looking for and I stopped caring what he was going to do. He let his finger play my g-spot like a guitar. The pleasure burned hotter than the pain. And as abruptly at he pulled it from my mouth, his finger was gone.
"Please," I begged urgently, this time wanting him not to stop. My raging hard on was slick with pre. "Sssir," I hissed. I wanted - no - needed release! He pinned my arms above my head, watching my frustration in sadistic glee. My hips twitched, ready to hump anything they could reach.
"My property, pet," he said letting go of one of my arms to flick my cock, drawing a shuddering yip. "Only I decide when it cums. Understand?"
Sadly, I did. I nodded with a groan.
"You're such a good boy. I loved the show you put on. And if you keep being a good boy, tonight, after lockdown, I might let you get off." 
I came closer to arguing that remark than was safe. I caught my words while they were still a squeak in the back of my throat. "Yes, sir. I'll be good."
"I know you will." He let go of my hands, sitting back. "Start by taking care of this."
I stared at the bulge in his pants, bigger than when we got to the cell. Part of me wondered at how his pants hadn't ripped. I rolled off the bunk, hitting the cold floor. 
Dead bunnies, emptyspray-paintcans, that time I made fun of a goat that turned out to have a prosthetic leg.I was thinking of anything to get rid of this damn erection as I crawled between Dimitri's legs. But everything was a fucking turn on in my state. The hot feel of his flesh as it filled my mouth. The smells of his masculinity, his sweat, his natural scent. The sounds of my slurping and sucking, slowly muffled by the throb of blood in my ears as my breaths became fewer as Dimitri kept me down longer with the approach of his climax. 
I had to wrap my arms around his calvesjust to keep from playing with myself. My whimpers added to Dimitri's thrill. His massive hands trapped my head and he began jerking himself off with my mouth. Apparently I wasn't going fast enough. As painful as it was, I welcomed the distraction from my aching arousal. He let go of me with a geyser of cum flooding my mouth. I was to experienced with the tiger by now to just take my mouth off, like a normal fur would think to do. Instead, I pulled away just enough to open my throat, sucking in air and musk through my flaring nostrils. I swallowed down his diminishing spurts, willing myself to stay calm. 
When he was empty, I looked up at him with pleading eyes and jizz running down my chin. He knew what I was after. 
"No, pet. Tonight. If you behave yourself, I'll let you shoot your load."
My ears flattened in abject defeat. I could still feel the specter of his finger stroking my gland and rolling my balls. It was going to be a long evening. 
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Dimitri watched me get dressed. It was both distracting and comforting. On the one hand, the tiger had just forbid me from cumming without his permission. On the other hand, just being around him made me feel untouchable, in a good way. 
I groaned as I slid my pants up. My dick was so sensitive even the brush of the coarse fabric brought a twitch. I wanted to glare at the tiger, just to let him know I didn't like this new game he was playing. But I wasn't about to do anything that would hurt my chances of getting relief after the teasing I endured. I was going to be on my bestbehavior. 
"Sir?" I said while tugging my shoes back on.
"What?"
"I just wanted to say thank you. For protecting me from Piter and being so nice to me." More truth than not. 
Dimitri got off his bunk and brush my hair back. "You're having fun, pet?"
"Yes, sir." Almost true. I could feel my stretched hole tingling from his thick finger. God, I wanted release. He nodded in approval and led the way back to the common area.
Sanders whistled loudly at our approach. More than a few furs knew what we'd been up to. I ducked my head and blushed. Styen turned around, grinning at Dimitri. Dimitri was not at all embarrassed. I glanced at the few wolves who were still at the Pack's table with a twinge of envy. Even with Vince effectively cutting off their supply of free sex, if it got too bad at least they could jerk off, which a few of them did after watching me and Jake kissing.
Jake was playing checkers with Styen now. I looked at the fox for a moment before noticing what was different. His lips. The fucker had gotten hold of a chocolate bar! I tried not to let my disappointment show as I stood next to the table.
"Catch," Sanders called out
I looked up to see the lion tossing another chocolate bar at me. I was so surprised I nearly fumbled it but managed to keep hold of the candy. I looked from the bar to Sanders and back again.
"That kiss," he grinned, "it, uh, it's given me a lot to think about."
Styen looked up from his game. "I'm gonna think about it twice tonight."
I beamed with a sense of pride, then remembered my place. "Sir, can I keep it?" I asked Dimitri.
The tiger shrugged. "If he thinks it was worth a candy bar." 
My tail swished. "Thank you, sir! Thank you, Sanders!" Dimitri motioned me onto his lap, turning to watch the wall mounted television. I leaned against him, his cock pressed against my ass. That cock was just in my mouth, I thought to myself. I could still taste him and moaned softly.
"You say something, pet?" Dimitri whispered in my ear. His arm slid around me, his hand resting on my stomach.
"N-no, sir. Just thinking out loud. Sorry." His hand started rubbing my belly. If his plan was to drive me insane with lust, he was on the right path. He nipped my ear. I yelped in surprise.
Dimitri laughed and his hand settled down. Soon after I was able to distract myself enough to get my cock to settle down. I stared intently at the television. A harmless sitcom about a working class raccoon that won the lottery and moved his family into an upscale neighborhood. Hijinx ensue. I stared at it for awhile and wondered what it was that Dimitri saw in it. 
My interest waned and I looked over at the checkers match. By my count, Jake was beating Styen. Jake... my mind drifted to that kiss. Fuck! "Sir," I tilted my head back to look at Dimitri. "Can you do that thing? You know, where you recite the show's script?" He'd done it once before and it was really cool.
"Why?"
Because it might keep my mind off sex. "It's impressive. I wish I could memorize stuff as easy as you can." My puppy-dog eyes were brought to bear.
Dimitri's fingers drummed below my navel as he considered my request. He sighed and without looking up from my eyes he started talking. "I resent the implication that I went through your trash... It's not an implication, honey, he saw the couch he threw out, in our living room."
I smiled from ear to ear. Dimitri even changed his voice a little when different characters spoke, but even for the female ones, it never got higher than a deep rumble. That actually made the show funnier. I think I did a good job of providing a laugh track. The commercial breaks were real torture. I could feel his hot breath on the top of my head and occasionally his wandering hands would take a break from feeling me up to search out the ticklish spots on my side. 
My squirming and manic giggling did nothing to stop the tiger, but it did entertain the felines. Jake would conspicuously ignore me except for a few glances that made me think he wanted to tell me to shut up.
The show ended. "I'm not singing the credits," Dimitri said.
"Aww," I pouted, looking up at him. 
Styen swore loudly. "Is there one fur in this shithole I can beat in checkers?" Jake glowed with an expression of pride. It sat awkwardly on the fox's face, it was an expression I could tell he rarely had occasion to use. Styen congratulated Jake, making his red fur burn brighter. "I'll go get your winnings," he said with a shake of his head.
Jake's eyes widened with sudden worry. He turned to Dimitri, keeping his head angled at the floor. "Dimitri," his voice almost a whisper, "do I have your permission?"
"What was the bet?"
Jake froze up, but Styen took pity and told the tiger. "I bet him a cup of hot cocoa against a blowjob. I would have checked with you first, but you were busy," he said with a wink. Styen and his cellie had a hotplate and a few cocoa packets the bought from the commissary.
"Yeah. Go ahead." Dimitri shrugged and I felt his tight mounds of muscle ripple against my back.
I whimpered. After bringing me to the edge oforgasmand then stopping before I was allowed to finish, he'd managed to take advantage of every opportunity to keepme excited. The next show started and I cocked my head to look at Dimitri.
"Don't know this one. It's a new episode."
I frowned, not becauseDimitri wouldn't be doing his trick, but out of guilt. He'd barely gotten a chance to try out his new headphones in his cell and here he was, standing up to Piter on my behalf. "Sir, if you want, we could go back to the cell so you can listen with your new headphones."
He ran a hand over my chest, the simple contact making my nipples stiffen. "That's ok, pet. I can always catch it in reruns."
I smiled to myself, even if it delayed any chance of me cumming before I lost my mind, it really was nice to be put above a tv show. I squinted at the tiny black box that scrolled along the bottom of the screen. If I really tried I could just make out the closed captioning. Quietly, and self consciously, I started read aloud.
"Good news, honey, my mother in law is coming to spend the weekend. Despairing wail. Why? We just saw her three years ago-"
"What are you doing, pet?"
I blinked and looked up at Dimitri. "If I squint really hard, I can kinda read the closed captioning. I, I can try doing the voices if you want, sir."
Dimitri seemed to be struggling to process my reciprocated kindness. He settled on poking a finger just under my ribs, causing me to almost fall off his lap with a laugh. "Good boy," he grunted. 
I smiled sharply. "Now stop tickling me so I can focus, sir." 
Styen returned to the table, walking slow and carrying a tin cup. "Enjoy, Jake. See if you can guess how many time I spit in it," he said with a laugh. Sanders gave him a look, prompting him to clarify. "Joking, Jake. Probably," he said under his breath.
Jake extended his hands, taking a tentative hold of the cup, like he wasn't sure it was real. "Thank you," he said quietly before pulling the hot cocoa to his chest, guarding it like a fur lost in the desert would guard his canteen. I kept watching him out of the corner of my eye while I narrated the sitcom to Dimitri. Jake took small, quick sips,savoringevery taste. If he wasn't staring daggers at meevery timehe thought no one was watching, I might have found it cute.
Styen and Sanders played a couple games while Jake drank his cocoa. They tried getting the red fox to join in their conversation, but they were having as much luck as anyone else had with the quiet fur. Despite splitting my attention between three things, my mind would always wander south. And Dimitri's warm body and occasional caressing did not help.
"Regal, you wanna play me again?" Sanders offered.
"He's fine," Dimitri answered for me. "Don't want to wear him out. Right, pet?"
"Anything you say, sir." I wasn't paying attention, my brain kept shouting at me, horny! 
"I'll play you."Everyone'sattention turned to Jake. He seemed to shrink under the scrutiny. "If you want."
Sanders smiled. "I only have one candy bar left, and that's hardly worth a blowjob."
"It won't be a good one," Jake quipped.
Sanders found that hysterical. "Dimitri, you ok with this?"
Dimitri shrugged. "Fine."
I bit my tongue, afraid I lacked the control not to ask why the fuck Dimitri wasn't keeping Jake on as short a leash as me! 
***
My fur was damp and bristling. My breath came in short gasps and my fingers dug into the table. 
"Don't do it," Dimitri growled in my ear.
We were still at the table, and apparently Jake and Sanders were still dueling it out on the checkered field. I couldn't say how long it had been going on, since shifting to watch the game put our legs in the semi-concealment of the table. The tiger was determined to push me over the edge. 
Don't do it. Don't do it. Don'tdoitdon'tdoitdon'tdoit!
It was an unending torture, his big hand kneading my hard cock until I could feel the spreading wetness of my precum slicking the front of my pants. 
"You don't want to know how I'll punish my pet if he disobeys." I felt his hand move to cup my balls, slowly starting to tighten. 
"Please-" I started to whine before he sharply shushed me.
"Don't interrupt their game, pet."
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, holding it for as long as I could, and repeating. I lost count of how many times I did that until Dimitri let go.
"Such a good pup," he cooed in my ear before wiping his hand in my hair. I stayed tense, waiting for him to tease me again. "Relax," he whispered, "you did good." 
I stayed quiet the rest of the evening, my jaw clenched in unspoken indignation. I didn't even care who won the checkers match.
***
I stumbled into the cell behind Dimitri. I was a mess. My mind pulled in every direction, I was angry, I was tired, I was horny as hell. Before the tiger turned around, I sank to my knees, praying for release, but expecting more torment. I couldn't resist anymore.
Dimitri reclined on his bunk, smiling at my submission. "Has my pet been good tonight?"
"Yes, sir. But I guess it's up to you to say if I was."
"Good answer," he raised an eyebrow. "You wanna get off?"
"Yes, sir." 
"What makes you think you deserve to?"
I whimpered. There was no right answer. "I don't, sir, but you were so nice to me when you scared Piter away, m-maybe you're willing to let your pathetic pet have one more favor? Please?"
Dimitri crooked his finger and motioned me closer. Like a moth to a flame I scrambled to him on my knees, placing my chin on his knee. My hand rubbed along the inside of his thigh. 
"You must really need a release, don't you, pet?"
"So badly, sir!" I whined. In the privacy of our cell I wasn't concerned with appearances. When Dimitri wanted a pet, I would play the part. It was a matter of survival depending on his mood. 
"Show me how bad you want it." He pushed me back and kicked off his shoes. 
I immediately knew what he wanted and bowed my head only to just miss getting kicked as he brought up his paw and pressed it to my chest. 
"Kiss it like you did Jake," he growled at me. 
 With a resigned whimper I tried to obey. Holding his paw up to my face I closed my eyes. Dimitri flicked his foot hard enough to make me yelp when it hit my nose. 
"Keep your eyes open, pet. I want you to see what your doing."
I did. Staring at the tiger's toes while giving the sole of his foot a long sucking kiss began to rob me of any hope that things would get better now that Piter was kept at bay. I poked my unwilling tongue past my lips, lapping along the rough pads. My soul crushing display of submission earned me the attention of his other paw. He slipped it between my legs, wiggling it until I spread wide enough, then began brushing it against my aching cock. I moaned into his foot as the contact with my already sensitive stick brought me to full attention in no time. 
"I'm not going to let to let you touch yourself, pet. But if you beg me, I'll let you hump the paw you're so fond of."
I plug a howl of desperation with another kiss planted on his paw. Pulling away with a smacking sound, I looked up at Dimitri. His face was a picture of smug condescension. "Please, sir. I feel like I'm going to explode. I swear I'll never touch myself without you telling me I can, just please, please let me cum." 
Dimitri nodded. I didn't wait for him to change his mind, grinding against his paw like a feral rabbit in heat. My face flushed with a cocktail of endorphins and embarrassment, my thrusting paused only long enough to unzip my fly. I moaned as my flesh made contact with his. His paw was warm and wet from my attentions and it was at an awkward angle, but it was so welcoming after the eternity of teasing he'd put me through. 
I would have been happy had Dimitri told me I could hump a cactus, but when I slipped my cock between those huge toes, I would have sworn it was the greatest orgasm I had ever had. Admittedly it was not my finest hour when I shot ropey strands of fox jizz over Dimitri's ankle, shrieking out how grateful I was for his paw and how unworthy I was. But I like to think I wasn't in my right frame of mind after the ordeal I'd been through that evening. 
***
We were locked in for the night. I curled around my pillow, squeezing it and waiting for sleep. Dimitri's voice startled me.
"Did you have fun tonight, my pet?"
My mind was clear now, and the darkness made me braver than I would have otherwise been. "No, sir."
There was silence. I squeezed my pillow tighter. "You didn't?" he asked.
"I was having a great time at first, but then you..." I sighed. "I thought I'd been good. I always listen to you. I thought we were really getting along!" My chest tightened. Betrayal. That's what I felt.
"You have been good. Didn't I just get done telling you that?"
"I spent half the night going out of my fucking mind with fear and lust! I'm not strong. What would have happened if I came when you jerked me off?" I heard Dimitri shift on his bunk and froze.
"You really didn't like that?" he asked in disbelief. I let my silence speak for me. He seemed to think things over for a time. "I guess I just wanted to remind you... After the way you made out with Jake..."
He was jealous. I looked beyond my rage, I tried to put myself in his place. Being locked away in solitary for what amounted to years. Unable to trust living with another fur. Chancing the closest thing to a relationship I'd had in a long time by seeing my cellmate as a pet, then seeing that pet slobbering over some other fur. I think I understood. It didn't make it right, but I think I understood. Damn my empathy.
"Couldn't you just tell me when I start to do something wrong?"
"It wasn't wrong. I told you I liked watching you..." the tiger was putting two and two together. I wanted him to see why he was wrong. "Goddamn it. I wouldn't have really hurt you, I just like seeing you be loyal to me." He went quiet again, then, "It wasn't fun for you at all?"
"It was fun spending time with you. I love how you scared off Piter. And I liked the sex. If you just told me not to be afraid, or what I had to do to fix things after that stupid bet, it would have been perfect."
"I'm not a fucking mind reader. You need to tell me when I'm scaring you," Dimitri grumbled.
I would have told him he was beginning too right now, but some how it was starting to seem like it was my fault. "I'm sorry, sir."
I heard Dimitri shift again in his bunk, laying back again. "It's ok."
"Sir?"
"Pet?"
"Does this mean I can jack off?"
Dimitri laughed warmly. "No. I think I like you asking permission. But, I promise I won't be strict about it."
Damn it!
I was at the edge of sleep again when Dimitri spoke. "Good night, Regal."
After taking a second to question if I'd really heard that, I said, "good night, sir." I grinned like a fool in the dim light, sure now that I wasn't going to have another terrifying dream this night. 
***
Morning.
I can count the number of times I've wanted to jerk off since coming to prison on one well rested hand. But it is amazing how once you're told you can't do something it becomes so tempting. I groaned and rubbed the sleep from my eyes until I could see the tent I'd pitched. Dimitri's rhythmic breathing told me he was still asleep. I sighed and listened again. Still nothing. I sighed louder, craning my head to see if Dimitri stirred... he did not.
I slunk over to the side of his bunk and peered at his sleeping face. Hard to believe he was so terrifying sometimes. I felt around under his bunk to find his shoes before he woke up. Last night seemed like a tipping point. If I could work around his temper issues, and be extra good, and if Dimitri could just be a little forgiving, then maybe I could hope for more than just survival. He used my name last night, I thought with smile.
If I could get him to see me as a fellow fur, and help him to relearn how to interact...
Dimitri's whiskers twitched. I took a deep breath before griping Dimitri's well worn shoes between my teeth and bending my arms to look like dog begging.
Dimitri's eyes cracked open, he twitched at the sight of me. "What the..." he trailed off before opening his eyes more. 
"Norning, nir!" I said through clenched teeth, trying to avoid breathing in through my nose.
It was too early to expect a laugh, but Dimitri did take his shoes and stroke the side of my face. "The morning bell sound already?"
"No, sir. I just woke up early."
The tiger grunted as he sat up and pulled on his shoes. Noticing I hadn't scuttled out of his way yet, he reached out and scratched behind my ear. He leaned back against the cell wall and patted the mattress. I hopped up there, enjoying the warm softness as I sat cross legged looking at him.
"What?" he asked.
"Nothing," I hummed. He narrowed his eyes but the hint of a smile took away any menace it might have otherwise held. "I was just thinking about something, sir." The tiger yawned, almost sounding like a roar that would have woken any light sleepers in the neighboring cells. "I really want you to know how much it means to me, you protecting me from Piter."
Dimitri broke eye contact, he was out of practice dealing with genuine gratitude. "Well, the dog needs to learn to keep his paws off my property."
He couldn't scare me off as easily as he once did. "Then thank you for letting me be your property. I still want you to know how happy I am." 
Dimitri snorted. "If I wanted someone to kiss my ass, I'd get Jake to do it." I smiled, not saying anything. I wanted him to realise the tiny kernel of affection he was starting to feel towards me. Unfortunately, the klaxon soon sounded and we had to get ready for breakfast.
***
I held my head high as I followed in Dimitri's crowd-parting wake. It felt like anything was possible. I looked over at Jake and wondered if I could figure out a way to stop him from shifting his anger to me.
Dimitri stopped at the chow line, he push me and Jake in front of him. I guess I did have a habit of lagging behind and it would probably be dangerous to do that now that Piter and Dimitri were butting heads. I kept trying to see through the crowd, watching for any of the canines that looked like they wanted to kill me, but I was too short and it would have been impossible to sort out who specifically wanted to kill me, and who just wanted to kill in general.
I'd managed to move almost the entire length of the line without noticing what I was getting but when a ram, who should have been wearing a hairnet, scooped a serving of fruit salad onto my tray my ears twitched.
"Hey, could I have another scoop, please?" I asked.
"Nope," the ram said.
"What if I put back..." I looked at my food, "this cornbread?" 
"No. Now, fuck off. You're holding up the line."
The ram was being unreasonable. "Dude, half a scoop?"
"Fuck off!"
Before I could properly respond, a large tiger paw ushered me along. If this turned out to be my last meal, I was sorely disappointed. 
There was a wolf loitering near the end of the queue. My muscles tensed in preparation to run.The moment he saw Dimitri he waved a folded note and I sighed in relief.
At our table Dimitri flung the note at me. I opened it to Vince's unique scrawl. Damn it. I was going to have to make this a working breakfast. "Vince says me and Jake have jobs. He has to blow a hedgehog, and I... have to let a guard fuck me."
"Which guard?" Dimitri asked 
I looked at Vince's note. "He's either a salmon or a stallion, named Tront."
Dimitri nodded. "He was watching the Block yesterday."
I tried to remember what the guard looked like. "Is he... alright?"
Dimitri shrugged. "Don't worry, pet, I'll talk to him."
His words were enough to put me at ease. I began separating my soggy fruit salad, arranging the not quite rotten fruit into little clumps so I could eat them in order of deliciousness. I poked my fork into a cube of honeydew melon just as Jake spoke.
"Does it say who the hedgehog is?" he asked quietly.
I chided myself for being selfish. Not a good start to smoothing things over with my... coworker.
"Sorry, Jake, I was a little surprised that the guards are screwing inmates. Sounds unethical to me, I mean, more so than usual, what with the conflict of intres-"
"A name, pup," Dimitri said firmly.
"Sorry," I mumbled and read the note again. "Edward." I looked at Jake and Dimitri looking for any signs they knew him.
"Must be a new guy," Dimitri said.
I waited for the tiger to say something comforting to Jake, but when nothing came I gave it a shot. "Vince checks out all the clients before he does business, so I'm sure the hedgehog is cool." Jake glared at me until my ears flattened and I went back to my melon cubes.
Not long after, I saw a tall stallion, light gray fur with a white diamond patch running across his muzzle, enter the cafeteria. I pointed and Dimitri turned on his bench. The horse had an athletic build from what I could guess at under his uniform. I kept my head down letting Dimitri handle this.
The stallion ran a hand over the fauxhawk hairstyle his species was partial too. "Dimitri. Hi, I'm Tront, uh, I was told that I should see you about an inmate, Ellie," he looked at me. Obviously Vince gave him enough of a description for him to recognize me.
Dimitri looked at the horse. "Arthur Tront, right?"
"Yeah."
"I'm going to remember that name." I heard the stallion swallow. "I expect my pet returned in the same condition you find him in."
I looked up at mention of me and gave a crooked smile. Even the guards who'd been here for awhile and learned to tune out the daily barrage of threats found Dimitri's hard to ignore.
"Yeah. You want me to drop him off back here or take him to your cell when we're done?"
Dimitri glanced over his shoulder. "You can see he's not done with his breakfast."
"Ok. I'll bring him back here." 
Dimitri let the silence stretch a beat longer than was comfortable. "He can go, if he wants." And he turned back to his food. Tront looked at me expectantly. Before I got up, Dimitri looked at me with his approximation of a smile. "Our new rule still applies." 
*** 
I was holding a clipboard. Tront said would cut down on any suspicions if I looked like a trustee. The cacophony of noise faded as I followed the bobbing horse tail. "I saw you last night," I said to break the silence. "You must be pretty dedicated to be in this early, sir"
Tront gave a sharp laugh. "Yeah fuckin' right! I've been pulling double shifts all damn month. I only had four hours off before starting this morning. I slept in my damn car because with the commute, it's like, fuck it."
I debated telling him I had to sleep on the floor since coming here, but I didn't want a stallion that big to think I was trying to one up him. "I'm sorry."
Tront jerked his head, shifting loose hair from his eyes. "This is the first time I've done anything like this," he confessed. "Four years workin' here and it's only gotten worse. I try to play by the rules, y'know, but after the shit week I've been having, fuck it,"
"Oh," I said sympathetically.
"Yeah. 'Oh.'"
I recognized where I was now. The administrative wing, where I met with my lawyer. Tront started wiggling door handles. One clicked open. I followed the tall fur inside, briefly wondering if this was the same sparse room I was in before. Small world. I walked over to the empty table and chairs, Tront watched me. It was sad to think I was more experienced than him when it came to fucking in this hell.
I tossed my shirt onto the table. A lot of the furs I've serviced liked to touch me. I motioned him to me and hopped up on the table, putting me close to eye level when he sat in the chair. He leaned back, looking around the empty room guiltily. "May I?" he gazed at my chest.
"Yes, sir."
I shuddered as his fingers traced where my pecs would be if I had any definition. Tront scooted his chair closer, settling between my legs. "Oh, I deserve this," he whispered to himself.
I moaned as the stallions hands moved south, unfastening my pants. I cursed Dimitri and his stupidno cummingruleas I started getting hard.
"Someone's aneagerslut," he said in what he thought was a seductive tone.
"C-can I see you?" I looked at his crotch starting to bulge.
Tront stood, sending his chair skidding across the room with a clatter. His nostrils flared as he fumbled less gracefully with his own pants.
I slid out of mine. Suddenly I gasped. The stallion was huge. I don't know why, but I assumed with him being slim, his cock would match his body type.
"What?"
"I, I don't think it'll fit! " I looked him up and down.
"We'll make it fit," he sounded annoyed.
"I'm really not sure if I can do this." My plan to make nice with this guard was falling apart. Tront leaned forward, an angry snort blasting me with hot stallion breath. "I, I'll try, but you have to stop it if hurts too much. Ok?" I pleaded.
"Yeah," Tront dripped with sarcasm. He spun me around and pushed me over the cold table. I whimpered and my tail instinctively tucked between my legs.
"Do you have any lube or something?" I asked.
Tront pull my tail away. I heard him hack up some phlegm. His hand slapped along my crack, making me feel disgusted as my hole was smeared with hot spit. The stallion poked a finger into me. So much smaller than Dimitri's. My jaw clenched and he added another finger.
"More spit!" I whined as the burning started.
Tront sighed, but he did take his fingers out to spit on them again. "Turn around and lay on your back. I think I can make it hurt less that way." My legs were shaking but I obeyed. Tront lifted me up and put me on the table, his fingers stretching me again. His other hand came forward and he rubbed a thumb under my eye.
Damn it all, I was crying.
Tront looked up. "I'm going to hell," he muttered. "Ellie. I'll go slow, alright. Just lie back, spread you legs and don't fight it."
I sniffled and nodded. Tront hooked my legs over his arms and I sprawled on the table looking up at the florescent light. I could feel his massive horse cock pushing against me, entering slow. I tried to moan, to pretend I wasn't afraid he was going to rip something in me, but all that came out was strangled mewling. Tront pulled back, leaving just his head in me. Tront flared his nostrils and snorted before pushing deeper into me.
"OhGodOhGodOhGod!" I closed my eyes, trying to feel how deep he was filling me. Tront pulled my hips up to a steeper angle, drawing back for a deeper thrust. I wished I had something to bite down on. Tront grunted and I shrieked. Blinding pain speckled my vision.
"Don't clench," the stallion huffed. "Just be calm. Breath deep."
Easy for him to say! Tront took his time, moving in and out, always deeper and longer than the thrust before. Sharp pain faded to a warm ache. My stomach was cramping. I couldn't take him for much longer. "Fuck me," I hissed.
Tront said something, but I couldn't hear him over my thudding heart. Suddenly a piston of stallion meat began stabbing back and forth into my lowerabdomen. Trontleaned over me, rutting my ass like an angry feral. My eyes rolled back andmy mouth opened in a soundless scream.
I felt him shoot his load, filling me deeper and more fully than anything I'd ever experienced. The longer Tront stayed in me, the less it hurt. The painting stallion let go of my legs and started to back out. I locked my legs around his waist, whining, "no! Not yet."
Tront chuckled and collapsed on top of me. "I knewyou could takeit," I heard him say as I fought a losing battle against exhaustion to stay awake. 
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"Ellie... Ellllie..."
No. Sleeping.
"Ellie."
The voice was sounding more insistent.
"Time to get up."
Mom? "No school. Teacherconference." I heard a laugh and a hand shook me. Reality came flooding back with a dull stinging pain. My eyes sprang open to see thestallion sitting in a chair at my side. I was laying on a table in a conference room.
"Here," he said passing me a can of soda.
It wasn't until my first mouthful was down that I remembered how long it had been since the last time I'd tasted a carbonated beverage. "Thank you. sir."
Tront smiled. "You look like you need some caffeine."
"How long have I been out?" I felt panic starting to build.
"Only fifteen. But we gotta head back so you can finish your breakfast and so that crazy tiger doesn't shank me next time I've got my back to him. Speaking of which, you are ok, right?"
I took another drink of my soda and narrowed my eyes. I felt slimy, sore and tired, but I didn't want Tront to suffer the wrath of Dimitri. Very few furs deserved that. "I, I wasn't bleeding while I was out, was I?"
Tront rubbed his eyes. "No. And I'm sorry if it hurt. I was working out some frustrations."
"I get that a lot," I said, drinking more of my soda to remind myself why I wasn't going to sic Dimitri on him.
Tront looked guilty and tried to change the subject. "I used to date a fur about your size. A bat. He used to get pretty wild. I guess you could say he was a power bottom."
"What?"
Tront shifted in his chair. "Yeah," he cleared his throat, "he was always the one that led the way when we did anal. I'd just had to lay back and let him hop on. The little fucker was insatiable."
"Wait," this was new to me, "he was my size and he didn't have a problem the your size? I mean the size of-"
Tront held up his hand in understanding. "Don't know why I'm telling you this, but he left me for a bigger fur. That should answer your question."
"And it didn't hurt? The sex part I mean. He didn't get hurt?"
"Well, at first maybe. But if you go slow, and practice...", he looked like he was reliving a few memories. "How should I know. He seemed to like it. Always seemed to get off when we did it."
That was interesting. I downed the last of the soda and wondered if there was a way for me to practice.
***
The walk back to the cafeteria proved more difficult than I would have thought. I limped most of the way and had to ask Tront to stop every so often so I could keep from blacking out. Tront got progressively more apologetic the closer he got me to Dimitri.
"It's ok," I assured him as I leaned against the wall wheezing. "Just some muscle cramps. Dimitri won't mind."
"Yeah, I'm still sorry it hurt. Is there anything I can do?" he asked for the hundredth time.
I was going to tell him no again until a thoughtoccurred. "Yes. If we do this again, bring lube."
Tront patted my back. "I think I can manage that. Does this mean you'd be good with me arranging another rendezvous?"
"Just give me a few days to recover and I'm good to go," I gave him a thumbs up and we walked into the cafeteria. Jake pointed me out to Dimitri. The tiger spun around and if it wasn't for my fear of limping, I'd have run to the big guy. It was so gratifying to be cared about. Tront nodded a hello and left before he'd be asked any questions. I eased down in my seat next to Jake, tucking a leg under me to alleviate some of the soreness. 
"Well, pet?" Dimitri asked.
"It went good. He tried to be gentle." I looked at my tray. "Hey, where the extra honeydew melon come from?"
Dimitri drummed his fingers on the table and purposefully avoided my stupid smile. "Just hurry up and eat. Breakfast's about to end."
I shoveled in a spoonful of fruit, still grinning ear to ear. "Did Jake's date cancel?" I asked Dimitri, knowing I'd not get much of a response from my fellow fox.
"He's been done for a while. You seemed to be on a fuckin' vacation."
I laughed. "Yeah, he took me out for wine and steak. I barely had time to take it up the ass."
***
"Texting," I said.
"That's a good one," Hash said.
Mid day, the Yard was warming under the clear skies. I hated myself for being petty, but when Vince took Jake to meet a client in the shed, it was all I could do not to jump up and down at the prospect of having Hash all to myself. 
The coyote watched a bird flying overhead. "Hot sauce."
"You already said that one."
"I know. But I really miss that," he laughed.
It was a stupid game and it probably wasn't healthy, but I talked him into seeing who could list the most trivial things we missed while in prison. Everything was fun with him. "Dubstep."
Hash propped himself off the grass and looked at me.
"What?" I asked.
"Dubstep?" he gave me a stern look of disapproval.
"What? Some of roommates were musicians, sort of... It's catchy."
Hash shook his head. "Those are the kind of furs that get you into trouble." 
"Well what kind of music do you like?"
"Folk rock," he gave me a haughty smile and I cracked up. "That settles it. We could never be a couple."
He was joking around, but I suddenly worried he could read my thoughts. I did want a deeper relationship with him, but maybe it was all one sided. I got quiet and he noticed. This just made things more awkward. We both started to talk at once.
"Sorry," he said staring at the grass now.
"No, go ahead," I insisted. 
"I'm glad you're my friend, Regal."
Hearing him say that meant the world to me. He was the reason I was still alive. I couldn't speak and my eyes stung hot. I wiped my nose. Hash scooted closer, putting his arm around my shoulder. The affection I couldn't begin to repay forced a sob from somewhere deep inside me. I pulled up my knees and hid my face in my arms.
His grip tightened. He held me as I shuddered and cried away any sense of strength I thought I'd built up until I ran out of tears.
"Feel better?" Hash whispered.
I nodded. "I'm sorry," I said into my damp sleeves. Hash rested his head against mine and I almost started up again. 
"I like you, Regal. You're so... pure. Even in all this filth."
"I like you too, Hash. I wish I could spend more time with you. Why couldn't you be in H-Block?" I pulled my shirt over my muzzle.
Hash thought for a moment. "I have an idea." My ears swiveled toward him, but I still felt like hiding my face. "Would Dimitri let you go to church tomorrow?"
Dimitri was paradoxically religious, I knew he'd be ok with it. "Yeah."
"Then come to the service. I'll go too and we can sit together. I know it's not much, but until I can come up with a better plan-" My coyote didn't get the chance to finish that as I wrapped my arms around him, dragging him on to his back as we lost our balance.
The fun ended abruptly with the return of Jake. I snarled at the sight of his approach. 
"Be nice," Hash scolded me. "Not every fur has your charming personality."
I rolled my eyes, but I listened. 
Jake took a seat on the other side of Hash. "How'd it go?" Hash asked him.
He smoothed down his disheveled hair. "He had fun. Hey, do you wanna go, while I'm still wet and ready?"
"What the fuck!" I blurted out and started to rise.
Hash held me down. "Thank you for the offer, Jake, but I'm good."
Jake shrugged like he didn't know what he was doing. "Well, if you ever feel like it, I'd like to pay back some of the kindness you showed me. But I'm sure you get offers like that all the time."
I felt my pulse quicken. What if I was the fifth wheel? He could get a piece of that red fur everyone was so fucking impressed with, and I was holding him back. Hash was polite to everyone, why would it be different with me? I was just crying like a little girl, and he was just too nice to tell me to fuck off. I tugged on my shirt. Was there enough air out here?
"I'm not really into casual sex," Hash said. "I have to feel an emotional connection deeper than friendship. Not that I don't appreciate our friendship - we are friends right Jake? - but I don't want to make things weird." Hash was the closest to flustered that I'd ever seen him.
Jake nodded. I could swear it was directed at me instead of Hash.
The red fox succeeded in ruining my afternoon. The three of us sat there on the edge of canine territory, no one wanting to say anything. The most interesting thing before the klaxon sounded to herd us back inside was watching Hash pluck individual blades of grass and letting the weak wind take them.
The grating buzz startled me, but I was so glad for this to be over with. I watched Jake give Hash a quick hug before he pranced off toward our doors. I bit the insides of my mouth until I could taste copper. I already let myself look like a bitch in front of him once today, I had to leave before it got worse. I turned to follow after the asshole. A paw fell on my shoulder.
"We're still on for church tomorrow, right?" Hash asked.
"I-" my voice cracked, "you don't have to. I was just being-"
Hash hugged me tighter than Jake's public display of affection. "Don't let him get to you," he spoke softly into my ear, his breath tickled. "Orthodox Carnavist. Back row." He squeezed tight.
***
I ran to the doors to our wing, hoping to get there before Dimitri showed up, zeroing in on Jake's red fur. "Keep your fuckin' paws off Hash," I growled with as much menace as I could.
Jake turned to me, his infuriating smile unwavering. "What do you mean?"
"You know what I mean!"
Jake's eyes closed to slits. "You fucked me. Dimitri fucked me. Every goddamn fur can fuck me. You're telling me I can't want a specific cock in me? I should just shut up and take what I'm given?"
"That's not what this is about." I winced at him bringing that up. 
"That's exactly what this is about."
My anger lost its steam. I flashed back to that night Dimitri raped Jake in our cell. I was too afraid to stand up to him. He made me join in. "Please. Hash is the best thing I have in here."
Jake's eyes remained cold. "I recall saying 'please' when you and Dimitri-"
"That wasn't my choice!" I shouted loud enough to draw the attention of a guard. I lowered my voice. "I swear to God, I'm sorry. But please, Jake, leave me Hash or I will ask Dimitri to do something."
"'Something,'" Jake parroted. "You're a fucking pet and Dimitri's a sadistic bastard. I'm sure he would love to know you've got a fag crush on Vince's bitch. Maybe he could take him to the shed and, if you're really good, you could lick whatever's left of Hash off a big bloody tiger cock."
I've never been in a blind rage before, and I hope I never am again, but the next thing I knew my fist was throbbing and Jake was on his back, wiping a trickle of blood from his muzzle. A sweeping blow to the back of my knees had me joining my fellow fox, a heavy boot slammed down on my back, pinning me.
"Need back up on the Yard," was shouted into a crackling radio.
***
I spent an hour handcuffed to a chair. Every second of that hour was pure agony. If I was sent to solitary, Piter would find a way to kill me. My lawyer would kill me for getting in trouble again. Hash would kill me for missing our sort-of date. Vince would kill me for losing out on valuable prostituting time. Dimitri would kill me for... for whatever reason he settled on. It'd be a miracle if I made it through whatever was about to happen.
I groaned at my own stupidity. I was a pacifist. How could I let Jake get me so mad? It didn't even make sense when I played it over and over agin in my head. I questioned Hash's affection, even after he spent the entire Yard time showing me it was real. I let myself freak out at the thought of what Dimitri would do if he was told I liked Hash. Dimitri wasn't the monster everyone thought he was, I knew that. He was making real progress now that I knew how to approach him. I can't believe I even considered Jake's scenario, much less hit him for it.
I was a screw up, I decided. It's why I was in this office, it was why I was in prison, it would be the reason I would die, probably painfully too.
As if on cue, just in time to kick me when I was at my lowest, I heard Blake's familiar voice.
"Regal," he hummed.
My ears flattened and I whimpered.
The coal black wolf brushed down the bristling fur on the back of my neck before grasping my hair and shaking my head roughly. "I've got good news, and I've got better news for you, you little slut." He let go of me with a shove and dropped into his desk chair. "The good news is that your little stunt didn't work."
I looked up at him, cocking my head to the side.
"Oh yes. Don't think I don't see why you punched that bitch. But it turns out there was a localized outbreak of contagious amnesia. I can't find one inmate, including Jake, to say you were even there." I didn't understand his smug attitude. This was really good news for me. "Your ass is staying right where it is."
My eyes widened in comprehension. This jackass thought I was trying to get myself tossed in solitary confinement to escape Dimitri. I lowered my head again, not trusting I could hide my smile. Although I was probably going to be in trouble with the tiger after this.
"The better news is that the guard that caught you has not been affected by all this convenient memory loss... You are getting charged with a felony assault," he cackled. "That should put the final nail in the coffin of your appeal. Even if Jake won't testify, which he will when I'm done with him, we have an airtight case. You might even get time added!"
"You can't!" I forgot my hands were cuffed to the chair, nearly flipping over as I tried jumping up. Blake laughed. 
"If it's any consolation, you won't live long enough to make the extra years even matter." 
***
An hour later I was being walked back to Cellblock-H, my tail tucked between my legs at the thought of what Dimitri might do. The door cranked open and my heart began thudding. Dimitri was getting up from the feline table. He'd been waiting for me in the common area. Not a good sign. I watched the guard on duty check my name off a list and idly wondered if I bit him, would they write me up again? Would it be worth the trouble putting off whatever Dimitri would do to me?
I looked sheepishly at the tiger as he walked over to me as soon as the guards departed. "Sir, I-"
He silenced me with a look that could have stopped a bullet. He turned and began stalking back to his cell. I followed mutely. The second we were passed the threshold, I was pinned against the wall, Dimitri's paw gripping my neck, not hard enough to choke, but still unsettling in its implications.
"I'm trying to keep my temper in check," he rumbled. "I'm sure you've got a great explanation for why I saw you get taken away in cuffs." I started to speak but a slight increase in pressure on my neck had me thinking better of it. "Save it, pet." His hand began to squeeze and I whimpered, not bothering to resist. But then he was off me, stomping to the far end of the cell and back, fuming. "Bad pet!" his muscles tensed. "Jake told me you attacked him?"
My mind spun along with the room. What was the work thing he could do to me? Through quivering lips, "y-you're not getting rid of me, are you?" What if he gave me to Piter?
Dimitri looked at me, tears starting to run down my face yet again. His rage wavered for no more than a second. "No. I don't kick out a pet just because it chews up my shoes." He wiped my tears away and I nuzzled into that big hand, more sorry for what I did that day than anything I'd ever done before. "You fucking begged me not to get in trouble, not to get taken away from you, and what do you go and do?"
"I'm so sorry, sir," I cried, my whole body shaking. "Don't hate me. Please!"
Dimitri growled to himself, running his palm over his hair. "I don't hate you. But you need to be punished, and right now I'm too pissed to control myself much longer." He paced to the back of the cell again, burning off some of that deadly, simmering rage. "Give me your pillow."
"My pillow?" I whined, but gave it to him right away.
Dimitri flung it onto the top bunk."You'll get it back when I say. Until then..." his face contorted in thought, "just sit in your corner. No reading, no drawing, no nothing."
I dropped to the cold floor, cringing in the corner like the way I spent my first weeks in here.
"I don't trust myself not to hurt you," Dimitri said. "I don't hate you, but I am pretty pissed off right now." He pressed on his eyes like he was getting a headache. "Just..." his arms flung up and he stomped out of the cell, leaving me alone with my thoughts. 
There was no clock in the cell, and I didn't dare move. My thoughts were just replays of what I'd been over and over and over already. Everything I could have done differently, everyone I've pissed off. I wished Dimitri would have just hit me and got it over with. I deserved it.
Dimitri didn't come back until the PA system announced it was time for lockdown. I waited until the lights were dimmed before working up the courage to say anything.
"Sir?"
He didn't say anything.
"I'm sorry." 
"Why are you sorry, pet?"
I hated when he made me be specific, but I was in no position to object. "Because you own me, and I didn't ask permission to hit someone?" There were so many reasons to be sorry, I had no idea what he was fishing for.
"Wrong." Of course it was. Dimitri sighed. "Come here pet."
I crawled over to his bunk. The lights were dimmed but it was still bright enough for the tiger to read my emotions like and open book... bad analogy.
His hand reached out, finding my head and scratching behind my ears. There was no point pretending I didn't enjoy when he'd do that so I closed my eyes and made a contented noise.
"It might be hard to believe," he said, "but I've gotten used to having my pup around here. It made me angry to think you'd do something so dumb as to get your ass locked in solitary." I yelped as he yanked me off the floor, effortlessly wedging me between the wall and himself. He found my ears again and resumed stroking them.
It was so warm and soft after spending the evening in my cold hard corner. I nestled into him, surprised how far our relationship had changed since my first day.
"Don't think you won't get punished. And don't think we won't be discussing how you fucked up," Dimitri grumbled. But I was already falling asleep. 
 ***
Waking up was a jolt. I was in a bunk! My head rested on the chest of the scariest fur I'd ever met, rising and falling in a slow rhythm. I'd never been this comfortable.
It was easy to tell when the tiger woke and his breathing changed.
"Good morning, sir," I said without lifting my head.
Dimitri grunted and I felt his muscles tighten as he stretched. He let me stay on the warm bunk as he went about his morning routine.
"Can I go to breakfast, or am I grounded?" I asked.
Dimitri splashed his face with water from our little sink. "Are you hungry?"
"Yes, sir." I would have liked to consider my answer before blurting it out, but I had my face buried in Dimitri's warm pillow, basking in his residual heat and smell.
"Then get ready. Besides, I'm going to have a talk with you and Jake."
Aww crap. "I just lost my appetite." Dimitri turned and gave me a hard look. "Kidding, sir." I forced a smile and got ready.
Breakfast the definition of unpleasant. Dimitri made me and Jake sit next to each other as usual. I saw the scab where I split his lip and felt bad. I'm sure Jake saw the bruise discoloring me under the fur on my knuckles. If the guilt wasn't bad enough, Dimitri took both of our desserts. I wanted my muffin.
"Sir?" I asked. "Did you want me to read-"
"No," Dimitri said firmly enough to shut me up. In the food line a wolf had passed Dimitri one of Vince's notes detailing who paid to fuck me and Jake today, but Dimitri just put it in his pocket and hadn't even pretended to read it. Dimitri looked up from his breakfast, me and Jake must have been giving him the same worried look. "You two fucks are going to work things out first. Vince can suck dicks himself until we're through."
I coughed unconvincingly to cover up a laugh.
Dimitri swallowed his last slice of toast and looked at us foxes. Jake took a sudden interest in his nails and I picked at imaginary lint in an effort to avoid the tiger's stare. My ears flattened and I wished I was invisible. Dimitri outlasted the two of us and we meekly look at him and waited for his lecture.
"I'd like t-" Dimitri began but was interrupted by a jackal, his sleeve rolled up to display a patchwork of skull tattoos decorating his lanky arms. 
"Hey, I'm here to pick up-" the jackal started before getting cut off himself.
"Walk away," Dimitri growled. "We're busy." The jackal's jaw opened in protest but one look from Dimitri had him backing off. "Wait," the tiger called and for a moment I thought the jackal's tail would start wagging. "Take this with you," Dimitri thrust his tray into the jackal's chest before turning his attention back to me and Jake.
"Who wants to start," Dimitri glared at us. "I want to know what's going on between you two."
"He hit me!" Jake pointed at me accusingly.
That asshole, I thought. "I di-" Dimitri shushed me.
"Why did Regal hit you, Jake?"
Jake began to falter, probably at hearing Dimitri use my name andrealizinghe'd misjudged the tiger's temper. "I... was just... talking..."
Dimitri looked at me while Jake retreated into silence. "Regal, what did he say to make you hit him?"
I could smell the fear in Jake. He trembled, almost able to conceal it with a shift of his head. Seeing Dimitri keeping his temper in check must have made his threats of what Dimitri would do if he found out about my crush seem rather foolish. All I had to do was tell Dimitri what happened, tell him about Jake's "sadistic bastard" comment and Jake would be in more trouble than he could handle.
"He said..." I couldn't do that to him. As much as Jake has been a jerk to me, he didn't deserve this. "He said he could beat me up. That I was a pussy that couldn't fight. I guess it just got to me."
Dimitri looked at Jake. "Is that true?"
Jake's eyes were wide in confusion. He barely managed to nod.
"Pet," he shook his head, "you're a dumbass. You don't settle that shit in front of a guard. I don't care how much he got under your skin. Apologize to him."
I turned to the red fox, keeping my ears lowered appropriately. "I'm sorry I hit you, Jake." I really was sorry I resorted to violence. I hoped he would see that. Lying to Dimitri was dangerous, but I didn't want us to be enemies. We vulpines needed to stick together.
"I'm sorry about what I said," Jake said softly. "I'm... sorry." He was sincere.
Dimitri rolled his eyes. "Either of you idiots pull something like that again and I'll let the guards have you." He folded his arms and gave me a crooked smile. "And all this time I thought you were smart, Regal." 
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I sat on the floor of our cell, watching Dimitri do one handedpush-ups. We'd just got back from breakfast and I had a little while before the State mandated religiousservices started. I hadn't asked Dimitri if I could go yet, afraid of what he might say. His exercising was almost hypnotically relaxing but if I kept watching his muscles ripple under that striped orange fur much longer I'd forget what I had to ask him.
"Sir?"
Dimitrigrunted.
"Can I go to one of the church services?"
Dimitri stopped, not the least bit out of breath yet. "I thought you were an atheist."
"Agnostic," I corrected him.
"Same thing," he grumbled. "Sure. It's nice to see you trying to cleanse that sinful soul of yours," he said with a chuckle.
"Thank you, sir," I chirped. That was easier than I could have hoped.
"Which one you going to?" he asked as he stood and stretched.
"Uh, I was thinking Orthodox Carnavist. I-it was what I was when I was younger," I might have lied. The truth was my family was never all that religious. I remember going to some of the seasonal services when I was a pup, but as soon as I was old enough to stay home alone, I found more productive ways to spend my holidays. I couldn't recall the denomination.
"Oh," Dimitri remarked casually.
The Carnavist religion was primarily followed by furs whose ancestors ate the ancestors of other furs. Carnivores. In the normal world, it really didn't matter what branch you practiced, but inside these walls everything took on a distasteful air of speciesism. Canines were expected to attend the Orthodox service, while felines were expected to attend those of the Reformed sect. I didn't give a care which one I had to sit through, as long as I was with Hash. It was far from the purest of motives, I know, but Hash was more real to me than any abstract faith.
"Let me know what you think of it," Dimitri said as he put his shirt back on. "Maybe sometime you can come with me to the Reformed service."
I had no clue what the differences were. I think it was about the bureaucratic structuring, or maybe what hats the founders used to wear. There were some wars over it during the dark ages. "I would like that," I lied, "but I'd probably stick out and just be a distraction." I'd make this a weekly habit for Hash, but the thought of having to be on my best behavior with Dimitri, bored out of my mind and glared at by ninety percent of the felines was not how I'd choose to spend my sundays.
***
I was at the back of the line of inmates making our way to one of the prison's cafeterias that would serve once a week as a chapel. Most of the furs that were going were either first timers looking for comfort in this living hell, or furs who had been here for a long time and were hoping for a fresh start in the next life, after having thoroughly fucked up this one. 
I kept wanting to sprint ahead I was so eager to meet up with my coyote friend. The lines of inmates were ushered into an exact replica of the cafeteria those in Cellblock-H and the surrounding wing used, but the tables and benches were folded and stacked against the wall. Pews, out of place with their ornate carved sides and organic looking wood, were arranged over half the floor. A large triangle, representing the Great Food Chain, was mounted behind a cheap podium that served as a pulpit.
I found Hash in the back row, just like he said. He saw me too, and we both waved with an embarrassing display of enthusiasm.
"Hash!" I excitedly whispered, unsure what the appropriate noise level was for this event.
He stood and gave me a quick hug. "I was worried you weren't coming."
"Why wouldn't I?"
He gave me a reproachful look. "You punched Jake."
My ears flattened. "How does word travel so fast in here? We're locked up most of the day!" I shook my head. "I'm sorry. I know I was stupid, but I think me and Jake are finally starting to work things out," I smiled.
"Vince is pissed. But he's working on convincing the guard that witnessed it that he was hallucinating the whole thing," he said with a laugh.
I hung my head. 
Hash reached over and took my hand. "Ever been to one of these things?"
"No."
"They always start with testimonials or something." He smiled, "I dare you to go up and say something."
I giggled. "I could say I'm thankful I found out what's been causing that contagious rash. You can count how many furs shift uncomfortably." Hash started cracking up. "Then I'll casually mentioned that some furs might want to get tested."
When Hash stopped laughing he said, "I'll go up and tell everyone Vince is willing to forgive the gambling debt of the fur that can recite the most scripture to him. That'll confuse the he'll out of him when all these random furs start getting religious on him."
Me and Hash behaved completely inappropriately, jabbing each other in the ribs and whispering one liners about any fur that caught our attention. It made me feel normal, like what I was before all this. It felt so good that I started to worry about what would happen when it was over, but the look on Hash's face made it all worth it. He was really enjoying the normalcy too.
By the time the unenthusiastic preacher got up to start singing a hymn, me and Hash were pressed against each other. Despite having the back row to ourselves, I couldn't get close enough to my coyote. And more than just putting up with my neediness, Hash wrapped his arm in mine and pulled me tighter. 
The preacher was a stern looking wolf with a graying muzzle that would have made him look distinguished if it wasn't for the permanent frown etched into his face. A common theme with the Carnavists was atonement for the original sin of eating the tastier of our fellow furs during the age of the ferals. Why would we be held accountable for things done before any fur was fully sentient? And then he started to tell us that we needed to atone for the crimes that put us here, that this wasn't a punishment fit for those who would be righteous, but it provided the chance for us to punish ourselves. He had no fucking clue what I'd been through.
Hash leaned in. "Don't think so much. You get all self righteous and upset. And that makes me upset."
He cared. "Sorry. You're right. It's just hard to get my mind off everything when this fur," my whispering took on a slight edge even as I tried to keep calm, "is being such a," I pumped my fist in the internationally recognized symbol for jerk-off.
 Hash got a mischievous look in his eyes. He glanced around grinning. If it had been any other fur, I would have been nervous, but my faith in the coyote was total.
"Regal," he pressed his muzzle to my ear, his breath coming in hot puffs. "I know how to relax that mind of yours." Amazingly, he managed to get closer, wiggling his near arm behind my back and putting his other hand on my arm. My heart was thudding like a jackhammer, I was so afraid I was hallucinating this.
Please be real, I prayed.
"Promise me two things," Hash breathed in my ear.
"Anything." I moaned softly at the feel of having his arms around me.
"Promise me if you want me to stop, you'll tell me."
"I'd never wan-"
"Shh! Not so loud," Hash nestled his head on my shoulder. "Promise."
He could do anything he wanted and I'd never want him to stop if he was finding pleasure. But if it would make him feel better, "I promise."
I looked forward at all the furs absorbed in their own lives and troubles. The bored wolf began to lead an out of tune hymn. We were ignored and the singing was loud enough to give me and Hash more privacy than either of us were used to.
"What's the other one?" I asked.
Hash lifted his head so his muzzle touched mine, pushing my head up. I shivered with desire as he slid down, his arms wrapped tight around my waist. I put my arm around his shoulder, squeezing him close. I wanted us to melt into one. I wanted Hash to always be with me. It was at this point I realized I truly loved Hash. Not puppy love, not lust, but a real love. 
The coyote's paws slowly started loosening my pants. He was giving me every opportunity to stop him, to say what I could never say to him. My oversized shirt was getting untucked, coyote hands tracing over my bony hips until my pants were open and my shirt concealed those sandy paws.
Hash stopped. I looked down at him. He was still wrapped around me, and my arm around him. "Please, don't stop," I whispered.
Hash's hand slipped down my pants, caressing my cock. His hand was already warmed from playing over my fur, but they could have been ice cubes and I still wouldn't have complained. His hands were so tender in their manipulation, his fingertips stroking every inch me, like he was memorizing every contour of my dick.
I started panting before Hash finally wrapped my hard cock in his soft hand and began a slow pumping. My body spasmed with pleasure and my only fear in the world was that I'd be unable to keep my moans softer than the scratchy speakers that amplified the bored wolf's droning sermon.
"Hash," I breathed, "God, don't stop!"
The coyote pumped faster, hearing the desperation in my voice. I felt the radiating heat coinciding with every muscle tensing. Electric currents of pleasure shot through me as I came into Hash's cupped fist with a screeching gasp.
His head was under my arm and he looked up with the most beautiful smile I have ever seen. I looked around frantically, but no one noticed this life changing event. How was that possible? My emotions felt like bursting fireworks, vivid enough to wake the dead. I looked back to Hash, if anyone should share my elation, it was him. "I love you!" I blurted out before I could stop myself.
Oh fuck! If my gray fur could have turned crimson, it would have. You don't don't say shit like that after getting off. It sounds so impulsive, so disingenuous. I turned my face away, but held him tight, afraid he would vanish.
"Regal," he whispered and waited until I had no choice but to look into his eyes. "I love you too."
My heart fluttered in a pure ecstasy I'd never felt before.
"The other promise," Hash said. Anything. "Remember that. The next time Jake teases you, and no matter what you have to do in here." Hash turned away, blankly looking at the preaching wolf. "Remember it, no matter what you see Vince make me do..."
I pulled him even closer into me, wishing for all the world that I could shield him like he had protected me. He looked up at me again and smiled, the dark cloud had passed. Hash pulled his sticky paw from my pants, looking at it, then looking at me with his glowing smile.
I tugged on my shirt and moved to wipe my jizz off the coyote. Hash pulled his hand away, giving me a look of mock sternness. "Mine," he declared, slowly bringing it to his maw and dabbing his tongue to his palm. Closing his eyes, he smacked his lips like he was sampling a fine wine. "Delicious," he whispered.
I blushed harder and dipped my head below the top of the pews, bring my head closer to Hash, who was now close to reclining on my lap. "Can, can I try?"
Hash's smile widened. "Kinky little fox."
I took his hand, holding it like a holy relic, and put my lips over his finger, sucking slowly and letting my tongue drag over the soft pads as I pulled it out with a faint popping sound. It turns out I am pretty tasty.
"I love you," I whispered again. It sounded so nice to say. I wanted to scream it, but I was reminded we were still in a religious service when they started another hymn. More up tempo this time, like my mood. The two us spent the rest of the service bent in a little huddle exchanging I love yous and taking licks of Hash's hand until it was spotless and wet.
A horrible thought occurred to me. "We can't tell anyone, can we?"
Hash shook his head sadly.
I knew why. "They'd use it against us," my ears flattened as I said it. Hash nodded. Seeing the sadness in his eyes killed me. 
"It doesn't matter," he told me. "We know it. And eventually we're both going to get out of here. I promise you, we'll make it."
I thought about what Blake had said. That they were going to charge me for assaulting Jake, and that I might have to stay here longer... and that Blake promised I wouldn't live long enough for it to even matter. But for Hash I kept it together. If it really was as hopeless as I feared, I'd need to do something. I couldn't let my coyote suffer over my fucked up life. I'd have to do something, but I had no idea what I could do.
*** 
Dimitri was back in the cell before I arrived. "Well?" he asked in a disturbingly similar tone to the one he'd use when he'd make me tell him what I had to do for a client. Could he smell the cum on me? Cold pricks of perspiration began dotting me. "How was church?"
I breathed a sigh of relief.
"Um," How did it go, I wondered myself. I was in fucking love! But I couldn't share that. And I was scared to death Blake or Piter would kill me now that I found a reason to live. "Conflicted, sir."
Dimitri blinked slowly. "What does that mean?"
I really should have paid more attention. "Uh, the, uh, preacher talked about forgiveness. And how we should atone for our crimes. And, um, that sounds like it's hard to do, but I want to... so, conflicted." I smiled at my quick thinking half-bullshit.
Dimitri nodded somberly. "I see. Well, I'm proud of my pet for looking into it. Good boy," he ruffled my hair.
"Does this mean I'm not in trouble any more?"
Dimitri laughed. "You still need to get punished for fighting with Jake." My ears drooped and my tail stopped wagging. "But it won't hurt. I already know what you and Jake's punishment is gonna be," his smile did nothing to assuage the rising unease.
"W-w-what are you going to do, sir?" Dimitri's grasp on the word "hurt" was tenuous at best.
The tiger held my arms and looked down at me. "Regal, stop shaking."
I hadn't noticed I started, but hearing Dimitri use my name again had a calming effect that slowed my racing pulse. He waited for my trembling to subside before continuing.
"That's better. There's nothing to be afraid of. I just need you and Jake to not be at each others throats. I can't be pulling you two apart and watching for Piter to make his move at the same time."
"But we're good now. You fixed everything over breakfast," I hoped.
"Then this won't be an issue for you." Dimitri gently moved me out of his way and moved toward his bunk.
"What won't be an issue?"
Dimitri smiled faintly. "A private show for your owner."
Oh, this was not a good idea. "Um, sir?"
Dimitri flopped down, holding his headphones. He looked at me.
"Jake might not be up to it. I mean he's still kinda afraid of you," I spoke slowly and tried to read his face for signs I was pushing too much.
Dimitri just sighed and put his headphones on. "So were you. You got over it. Mostly."
His eyes were fixed on his TV. The discussion was over. I ran my fingers through my hair in frustration. This was bad. I wanted to grab hold of Dimitri a shake some sense into him. There was no reason for this! Jake and I were working things out now, I was finally dealing with my own insecurities. This would fuck it all up.
I slid down the wall in my corner and tried to think this through.
***
When the klaxon announced lunch time, I was no closer to a solution. Dimitri was standing up, ready for the cell doors to open.
"Sir? Can I be the one to talk to Jake about this?" I couldn't believe I was asking to be the one to destroy the red fox's illusion of putting his Dimitri-nightmare behind him.
Dimitri shrugged. "If it makes you happy."
I cringed. If only I had more time to convince Dimitri this was a dangerous thing to try with Jake. "A-are you sure you don't want to just play with me all evening?" 
"We will play. But you and Jake need to learn your lesson."
"I hit him! It was my fault. Please, sir, don't hurt Jake again."
Dimitri was on me before I could blink, pinning me against the bars. Anger flashed in his eyes before he took a few deep calming breaths. "Pet," he said through clenched teeth, "you are getting real close to going too far. I'm going to say this one time, and then the matter is closed. Nod if you understand."
Nod, I did. My head knocked against the bars but I was too petrified to give it much notice. Dimitri's hot breath still smelled of breakfast and I was struck with absurd thought, what if he bit me? Funny how the mind works under duress.
"You know me, pet. You know I keep my word. I promise you I won't hurt Jake, ok? There's only two ways to kill a grudge in here. Fucking or fighting. And I don't want to see my pup get his ass kicked."
I processed what the tiger was growling at me. Dimitri, in his fucked up logic, was trying to do the right thing. He really thought he was doing what was best for us. If only I had time... If this road was closed for now, I'd just have to hope I could reason with Jake. 
I surprised the huge tiger by flinging my arms around as much of him as I could and nuzzling into to his chest. Dimitri was like a force of nature. What good was it getting mad at a storm? In time, maybe, I could get through the the fur beneath all the thunder and lightening. It would be a long, slow process, but it was looking like I'd have a depressing abundance of time behind bars unless things changed.
Dimitri had no idea the thoughts that were running through my fox brain. But he could understand the affection I was giving and put an arm around me in a return embrace.
*** 
I could hardly look at Jake as we ate. Dimitri kept his promise and was going to let me be the one to arrange everything. And Jake was looking more relaxed than he had in a long time.
"How's your lip?" I asked to break the silence.
"I've had worse. Is your hand ok?"
I hid the bruised appendage under the table. "I'm sorry about that I-"
"No," Jake stopped me, "I'm serious, there's a lot of small bones in your hand and if you punch wrong, you might break something."
"Oh," if guilt was a river,I'd be drowning, "thanks. It's fine, but I'm still sorry I lost my temper."
Jake shrugged. "Mostly my fault."
I couldn't do this in front of Dimitri. I had to wait until me and Jake were alone on the Yard. And for once fate smiled on me. When we left the building I could see Vince was agitated, walking in circles, waiting for Dimitri to come outside.
"What happened?" He walked up to Dmitri, keeping just outside the tiger's reach. "Did you get my note?"
Dimitri rolled his eyes. "Yes. I got the note."
"Then," Vince spread his arms in disbelief, "why? Do you have any idea how thin the..." he looked to Hash for the right words.
"Profit margins."
"The profit margins are?"
Dimitri groaned in exaggerated boredom. He gave me and Jake a dismissive gesture and I knew he and Vince were going to be at it for a while. It was my best opportunity to talk to Jake. I walked the red fox off to the side, collecting my thoughts as I went.
"Jake," I started. He looked at me and I couldn't meet his eyes. "This evening, Dimitri said he wants us to join him in his cell."
Jake stopped walking. I could guess at the flood of memories that came pouring back. "You told him!" he yelled accusingly.
"No, it's not-"
"You lie just like everyone else. I can't believe I almost trusted you. 'I'll protect you, Jake. I'll keep Dimitri off you. I want us to be friends.' You goddamn liar!" 
I'd never heard him yell like this. It was a little scary. "No! Jake, it's Dimitri-"
"It's always Dimitri," he wouldn't let me finish. "You're the one that gets me in trouble and then you blame him. Why couldn't he have just killed me and gotten it over with?" He turned his back on me. 
I thought he would start to cry, but I guess he was stronger than I would have been. He just breathed heavily, his shoulders rising and falling. "Jake. Everything I said to you is the truth, I swear it! I even made Dimitri promise me he wouldn't hurt you... I tried to talk him out of it until I was sure he was about hit me!"
"Fucking liar," he spat.
"No! He won't hurt you this time! Please, believe me." I did this to him. All I could think of was the thousand things that I could have done or not done that would have stopped Jake's world from turning upside down. "I have a box," I began without thinking.
Jake turned his head to me at the non sequitur.
"It's the only thing Dimitri let's me keep. It came with my legal papers, but at the bottom are two candy bars and and a pack of mints."
Jake's jaw dropped, "that's all I am, isn't it? A fucking whore you can buy with-"
"Shut up and let me finish!" I hoped Dimitri and Vince's argument was loud enough to drown out ours. "I'm telling you this because Dimitri doesn't know about it. I've been saving the stuff to buy a gift for Hash. I love him. And if you tell Dimitri about the candy, he'll never trust me or any fur ever again. He'll break me, if he doesn't just kill me."
Jake looked confused. "Why are you telling me this?"
I wasn't entirely sure. "So you trust me when I say I'll do anything to make Dimitri keep his word. You can destroy me, and I deserve it, but I really am doing everything I can to undo all that I've fucked up." 
Jake was quiet for a time. The wind found its way under my coat and the chill made me shiver.
"You love him?" Jake's quiet voice was almost lost on the wind.
"Yes. I love Hash. And he loves me. He said not to tell anyone, just to be safe, but I couldn't even keep from fucking that up."
"I won't say anything," Jake said. After another stretch of time he continued, "what does Dimitri want us to do?"
"I think he wants to see us have sex, so he knows we're not mad at each other."
Jake laughed. It was a real laugh, not one of the cruel mocking ones I heard so often. It made me smile. He stepped closer. "Can I be top?" 
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I've always believed in furs having a basic goodness. Whether it was overflowing, like Hash's or buried under miles and miles of anger, like Dimitri's, it was still there. I was now betting my life on those beliefs. Jake had to find his before we left the Yard or I was a dead fox.

Dimitri and Vince were still arguing, but I was so proud of the big tiger. He was keeping his temper under control. A month ago Vince would be missing his other ear, and maybe several other parts, but there he was, his arms flailing in vexation and Dimitri just standing there with his arms folded. The only complaint about the situation I had was that Vince used Hash as a living memo pad, so as long as business was being dealt with, I couldn't be with my coyote. My love.

I turned back to Jake. He was watching me. His silence made me worry. "We're ok now, right?”

Jake shrugged. "I don't know,” he said softly.

What more could I do? He held all the cards now. My ears flattened.

Jake still stood watching me. "I don't get you,” he said. 

"I know. No one does."

Jake shook his head, "you really think you're in love?"

"I know I am." It was the one thing I was sure of.

He looked at the sky. It was clear again, but the wind was back. Jake started talking. "I was in love once. It started back when I transferred to a new high school. Have ever been up north?"

"No." 

"It's not as civilized as it is down here. I don't exactly fit in with the offspring of miners. But the bullying never really bothered me. I could always lose myself in a cloud of weed. I grew my own, y'know, just so I didn't have to buy from my classmates. And it was good shit too. You smoke?"

"Yeah." Socially. I was almost afraid to say much in case it would spook him.

"Eventually I started selling a little, just to have some spending money. You'd think if you bought really good weed from a fur, you'd stop beating him up, but that didn't happen. I didn't care anyways, like I said, I could always escape. But there was this one wolf. A jock. Real alpha type." Jake stopped talking. He was reliving something.

The silence stretched on too long for me. "He was different?"

Jake came back to reality. "No. Not really. The first time I met him, he was holding my head in a toilet while the others flushed. But I think it was peer pressure, because after school he would come find me behind the bleachers and get some weed from me. I didn't sell to the jocks, they always got theirs for free. It was my only rule, 'never charge anyone that could bench press more than you weighed.' He'd get his joint and we'd spark up, just smoking like he didn't just make me eat gum off the ground a couple hours ago or whatever.

"He got pretty high this one time and he told me, 'it doesn't bother me that you're a fag.' So politically correct, I know. I asked him why and he told me his brother just came out." Jake looked around, like he forgot where he was for a moment. "You wanna sit down?"

I nodded, completely absorbed in his story.

"He told me I should bring his brother some of my weed, because his parents weren't taking the news very well. I jumped at the chance, the wolf threatened me about not getting any 'fag ideas' about his brother, like I was the one who couldn't keep his dick in his pants. Do you know how many of my female peers were pregnant by the end of my junior year?" Jake snorted a laugh. It must have been a lot.

Jake shrugged. "I wouldn't have cared if he was twice as hot as his brother. I was really just excited to meet another fur like me. I wanted to see if I could tell he was different. If there was something about him that yelled, 'kick my ass,' or if that was just something unique to me." He sighed and looked at me. "On the outside he was the same as any other fur. But on the inside, we were more alike than anyone else in Grenskil. We were a couple by default, he used to tell me.

"He was a year younger than me and in the beginning he kind of looked to me like I knew what the fuck I was doing. But nature has a way of sorting things out. He was more confident, he was bigger and he never had to deal with all the shit I had to. So before long he was leading the relationship. And I liked that," Jake said defensively. "I was happy being told what movie we'd watch, or what takeout we'd that night, or just letting him experiment with me. He was my first.

"I loved him. I looked at him the same way you keep looking at Hash."

I resisted the urge to look over at the coyote for the hundredth time.

Jake smiled sadly at my internal struggle. "He never took me out in Grenskil. It was always his place when he was alone, or he'd drive us somewhere deserted and he'd fuck me. But it was love, so I didn't care if he only called me over once a week... that I was his dirty little secret.” His ears lowered and he started to snarl before spitting out the word "love,” just loud enough for me to hear.

"We did go out in public once. A few months after he graduated, he called me and said he scored two tickets to a music festival. That one up in Yellowbird. I actually cried when I got off the phone, I was so happy. And I spent the best weekend of my life with him. He didn't care who saw us. He even let me sit on his shoulders so I could see the bands.”

Jake stopped talking. "What happened?” I asked. I had to know.

"He told me to trust him and we went to this friend he's arranged to meet at the festival. I ended up with my ass packed with cocaine, getting put on a bus on my own to New Abilon, and finding out my boyfriend's dealer contact in the city was a really a cop.”

I was stunned for a moment. My jaw hung open. "Wha- what happened to your boyfriend?”

Jake looked at me, assessing the level of stupidity in my question. "He's dead.”

"Huh?” I mumbled.

Jake just shook his head. "Hash is coming.” He pointed.

I looked at my coyote, then back at Jake. I had time for one more question. "Why tell me this?”

Jake shrugged. "Why did you tell me your secret?”

"So you would trust me,” I said.

"And I told you why I can't.”

***

My mind reeled as I ran to meet Hash. So many questions. How did Jake's boyfriend die? Why did the fox still keep a picture of him in his cell? How the fuck could anyone do something like that.

"Regal!” Hash shouted.

"I know we're in the open,” I whined, "but I could really use a hug.”

Hash didn't hesitate, blanketing me in a tight embrace. "I love you,” he whispered.

"I love you,” I echoed.

Hash let go slowly. "What's wrong,” his voice what high with worry.

"Never change, ok?" 

"I don't plan on it... What happened?”

I resisted the urge to kiss him. "Nothing. Nothing as long as I've got you. Is everything alright with Dimitri and Vince?”

Hash laughed. "I think Dimitri likes annoying Vince. How's things with Jake?”

Who could tell? "I might have made things worse... or better.” 

Hash cocked his head to the side. "Do you want me to talk to him?”

"No.” I just wanted it all to go away. Me and Hash joined Jake on the grass. The red fox was back to his normal quiet self, but less passive aggressive than he had been. I struggled with what Jake told me about himself. How could I hope for mercy from a fur who'd never experienced it?

***

In the crush of furs heading back to their cells from the Yard, Jake tapped me on the shoulder. "Remember, you said I could be top.”

I nodded. At least he was going to go through with it, I thought to myself as we entered Cellblock-H. The cell doors shut for the guards to take a headcount, giving me some time with Dimitri before his live fox on fox action started. Dimitri was watching me in anticipation.

"Everything ready, pet?” he asked.

"Yes, sir. Jake's ready. Remember, you said you won't hurt him.”

"You are becoming rather pushy, lately. I think we're gonna need to work on that.”

I swallowed. "I'm sorry, sir. It's just, I feel kind of bad for Jake. He doesn't get to have the same closeness I have with you.” That and his life sounds like it's been even crappier than mine.

Dimitri smirked, not entirely convinced with my explanation. I forced a smile and turned back to the bars to worry and watch.

***

The doors opened and I was sent to fetch Jake. He was just standing at his doorway, his possum cellmate was on his bunk reading. I waved a hello and made a mental note to learn the possum's name when I got the chance. 

With Jake's hand in mine, we ducked back into Dimitri's cell. He was leaning against the back wall of the cell. Jake's grip tightened a his whole body became rigid. I saw that zombie smile of his begin to fade. "Kneel," I whispered and pulled him down with me. The sooner we could get on with it, the sooner Jake could leave. 

The tiger love his ego stroked like I liked my ears scratched. "Sir, your pets are ready to entertain you," I said with theatrical deference.

Out of the corner of my eye I could see Jake focusing on the bunk where Dimitri tore into him. His eyes drifted lower, spotting the end of my cardboard box sticking out from under it. I held my breath waiting for Jake to leap up and tell Dimitri everything in hopes of getting out of here unscathed. 

Dimitri slowly stalked toward us, kicking the plastic stool out from under the cell's table. He positioned it in front of me and Jake, taking a seat and watching us closely. 

Jake's breathing was quick and shallow. Mine was too, I realized. Jake's head was bowed so he could still stare at my box without Dimitri noticing. I really thought that if I made myself as little of a threat to Jake as I could, he might see the real me. The me that never wanted to see any fur hurt. The me that never dreamed of making Jake's life any harder than it had to be. 

Dimitri broke our spell. "I don't know where this bad blood between you two started. And l don't care. As far as you're concerned there are only two ranks when you're working for me." He paused for effect. "Master and slave. Now which rank are you?" he looked at both of us. 

"Slave," Jake said quietly. 

I knew that was the answer Dimitri wanted, but I couldn't just blurt it out like Jake could. With me, I had to go through my ritual of over analyzing the question and looking for any third option that might be more palatable than admitting what was essentially true. The ghost of my pride shook its head in disappointment as I gave Dimitri what he wanted. "Slave, sir."

"Good boys. Slaves don't have the right to decide who they like or hate.” He waited for us to nod our agreement. "Let Master see what he owns."

I glanced at the open cell door, again hesitating where Jake acted. Our cell was at the end of the upper level and most furs, including the guards, knew enough not to get too close to Dimitri's domain. But still, I would have loved a privacy curtain. I looked to Dimitri, his eyebrows were raised, daring me to ask. I kept silent. He already said I was getting too demanding. I've lost count how many inmates and guards had seen me naked. I stripped out of my uniform figuring anyone who might take a peek wouldn't make a difference.

I looked at Jake, and he looked at me. His naked body looked so soft, and supple. Just enough curves in just the right places. The red fur really was beautiful, but I would never willingly admit it. I saw his cock, flaccid and proportional for a fox. It was much less threatening than the monsters the big furs were equipped with. Jake was taking in my body. I knew my peppered gray fur looked more bristly than it actually was, but coupled with the sharp angles where I lacked some of Jake's padding and I could see why some of the more superficial jerks wanting a quick lay would go for the red fox over me.

Dimitri ordered us to kiss. At least this was a more intimate setting than when we did this in the middle of the common area. We turned to face each other, still kneeling and avoiding direct eye contact until we were nose to nose. 

Out of no where, Jake's tongue flicked out, licking across my nose. My mouth parted in surprise giving him the opening he was waiting for. He attacked me with the appetite of a starving feral dog. There was no test of wills like last time, his tilted head lined up with mine to form a tight seal, his tongue pushing mine down and claiming every corner of my mouth in an act of oral dominance.

I moaned as his hands grabbed onto my shoulders. His nails digging in, locking me against his open mouth. He broke away. We both took in a huge gasp of air and he was on me again, His teeth nipped my lower lip and I whimpered in his face as he pressed forward. I pushed at his chest, but he had all the leverage and used it to knock me on my back, his lips never leaving mine as he landed on top of me.

His tongue withdrew, his mouth open and inviting. I tried to mimic what he did, but he was now straddling my hips, his arms pinning me to the cold floor so his succulent lips were just out of reach. He was in complete control and I could feel the power acting as an aphrodisiac. Our excited cocks ground together, his hot as a furnace and starting to wake up, mine too, but more from the visceral contact we shared than from any actual enjoyment in getting ravaged.

He thrust against me and I moaned into his open mouth, licking over his teeth as I tried to find his tongue. His mouth pulled away, careful not to bite this time, his lips pressed tight over my wiggling muscle, tugging it lightly until he move to far for me to follow. I whined at the emptiness I felt in my mouth. I wanted that pointy tongue to keep playing with mine.

"More," I pleaded through sore lips. Jake was looking at Dimitri, I followed his gaze and saw the tiger, upside down from my perspective on the floor, he had his massive cock wrapped up in his fist, cloudy precum dripping.

"Fuck each other," he grunted with a slow stroke of his meat.

That was all we needed to hear. Jake could have his way with me, I was a lump of horny clay waiting for him to mold me. He got off my midsection and I felt his hands urging me to roll onto onto my stomach. I obeyed, arching my back to keep my hard and sensitive prick off the cold floor, and provide easy access to my backdoor.

Jake was so much more experienced than me. I already knew that, but feeling his hands part my cheeks and his tongue expertly play over my puckered hole nearly putting me over the edge without even touching my cock, the bit of me that could still think was beyond impressed. I moaned a guttural appreciation that devolved into an annoyed groan with the memory of Dimitri's stupid new rule. 

"Sir?" I squealed as the expert fox tongue penetrated me. "Sir!"

"What?" Dimitri growled. 

"C-can!" I bucked at the tongue being replaced by a slender finger that seemed to know exactly where my magic pleasure button was. "Can I cum!" I bleated out in one gasp. "Please!" 

The tiger chuckled. "Damn. I thought you'd forget." He smiled at what ever punishment he would have had the pleasure of implementing if I'd forgotten. My snarling was well concealed by the expression I gave at insertion of another finger. "No. Not until I say so," Dimitri said.

Jake must have been paying attention. His fingers now deliberately stroked across my gland, sending shivers of white hot heaven pulsing from my cock to my tail. I buried my head under my arms, helpless under the onslaught of pleasure. And just as I resigned myself to losing control and dealing with whatever punishment Dimitri could dish out, the fingering stopped. A burning wetness was all that was left now that Jake was done with his prep work. 

I looked up at the sound of the low stool scraping across the floor. Dimitri moved closer, his thick legs were now walls on either side of my head. His hand reached down and cupped the underside of my jaw while Jake's cock pressed into my loosened hole. I quivered in anticipation at what was coming next.

Supported on my shaking arms, I nuzzled into the damp field of coarse tiger pubic fur, licking and breathing in the flavor of Dimitri's sack. Jake's nails raked down my back coinciding with his first deep thrust. Dimitri put my gaping mouth to use, yanking me by my hair until I was stuffed with cock from both ends.

My mind was a raging sea of pain and pleasure as I was fucked without care. Through the fog Dimitri's gruff voice said the magic words, "cum, slaves.”

All I needed to do was let myself go and I was spraying like a firehose. My back arched again, and I held onto Dmitri's thigh to keep from falling over. As my body clenched around Jake, I could feel him begin shooting his load, the sensation pushing the limits of my body even further. I screamed in ecstasy, my mouth muffled with a jaw-achingly thick tiger dick throbbing as it edged further down my throat.

All my moaning and shouting gave Dimitri enough stimulation to hit his own climax, sending his first hot jet in to my hungry mouth. I tried to keep my lips tight so Dimitri wouldn't spill any seed, but he surprised me, getting up and jacking his next spurt over my muzzle, and his next one into Jake's face as the spent red fox slumped over me and struggled to catch his breath.

My arms finally gave out and I slid forward, laying in a puddle of my own sperm. Jake rolled off, ending up on his back next to me, panting. Dimitri was still grunting, hitting my head and back with the last of his juice. I sighed in the afterglow, lacking the energy to wipe the Dimitri jizz that threatened to run into my eye.

Dimitri leaned against the cell wall, smiling down on us like he accomplished more than just fucking my brains out and giving me and Jake a facial.

***

Dimitri took mercy on us and let us rest until we had the energy to move. I recovered a little faster than Jake, having extensive experience with sleeping on cold hard floors. Who's lucky to have a bunk now? I thought with a laugh.

He even let us rinse off in the cell's sink, but told us not to bother getting out the deeper gobs that matted our fur because we were heading to the showers in a couple hours. Then he made me and Jake clean the mess we made of the floor with our own shirts, using the same reasoning that we'd be getting fresh uniforms for the week when we showered.

While on my knees, scrubbing my dried cum with my damp clothes - that Dimitri oh so helpfully dipped into the toilet for me - I glanced at Jake who was scratching at some of what Dimitri had splashed on the wall. The tiger used our cleaning break to catch some of his daily sitcoms. He was dead to the world when that TV was on.

"Jake?" I whispered. "Did I do ok? Was Dimitri," I said his name extra quiet, "as gentle as I said he'd be?" To you anyways, I thought as I rubbed my jaw.

Jake looked to make sure Dimitri wasn't listening. "I guess."

"But, you're ok, right?"

Jake guessed at what I was getting at. "I'm not a snitch. I won't say anything."

Well that was a load off. I went back to scrubbing with a smile. It wasn't the breakthrough friendship I was hoping for, but it was a start.

Before long, Dimitri took off his headphones and called us over. I made the mistake of assuming he was done with his warped lesson in how it was wrong to fight with your coworkers. "One more thing you're going to do," he seemed to focus on me so I prepared myself for the worst. "When we hit the showers, you two are going to share a stall."

"Aww," I whined. 

"Is that a complaint, pet?"

Yes. "No, sir." I'd come to enjoy showering with Dimitri. By now our cellblock and most of the furs in our wing already knew I was private property, but it still made me feel safe and protected when I stood in front of the big tiger under the warm water. Plus, Dimitri would sometimes let me wash him. But maybe that wouldn't be as fun now that Dimitri was playing around with controlling when I could cum. I knew from experience how unpleasant it was to try and sleep with blue balls. 

With that, Dimitri sent Jake off to his cell to get anything he needed for the showers. That lucky bastard had flip flops, brand-name soap and a bottle of shine enhancing shampoo he purchased from the commissary. I still had to risk untold perils walking bare-paw and using the prison issued slime they dared to pass off as hygiene products. 

Dimitri noticed my pout. "What's the problem?" he asked slightly irritated. 

"Nothing. I just like when you let me shower with you." I obviously left out that I also wished I could get just a few dollars of all the money I was bringing in for him and Vince so I could buy myself some basic amenities. 

He sighed. "I kinda like it too. Not just because you can get at some of the hard to reach spots." I had to smile at that. "But punishments aren't meant to be nice." He patted next to him on the bunk. 

I jumped at the offer. I wondered if he knew all this bunk time was spoiling me. 

Dimitri put his arm around me as I leaned into him. "Just think, pet, at least I didn't piss on you." He laughed, finding that immensely amusing. I, on the other hand, did not. I was still more than little mad at him for doing that to me the first time. 
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"Ew. Ew. Ew," I complained with every step over the slimy tiles of the showers. Dimitri led me and Jake through the steam. I had my towel wrapped around my waist, Jake used his as a basket for his shampoo and soap, and Dimitri had no sense of modesty, so I was carrying his. I tried to spot two open stalls that were next to each other but wasn't having any luck.
The naked tiger was not one to rely on luck. He pointed to an unoccupied shower and walked to the one next to it. Four seconds later an unhappy and soapy buck was sent on his way. You had to admire Dimitri's results.
I draped our towels over the divider and stood awkwardly just outside the stall. I know it's weird that I'd have no problem hoping in the shower with Dimitri, yet I wasn't sure how to share one with my fellow fox. Jake turned around and looked at me managing to keep his eyes above the belt. He motioned me forward and stepped to the side.
"Thanks," I said quietly.
The two us spent the first few minutes taking turns letting the water spray over our faces, washing away any of the tiger cum that was still there. "Did I get it all?" I asked Jake.
He shook his head and looked over my shoulder at Dimitri, then gently put his thumb under my eye, rubbing the wet fur.
"Thanks," I told him. Picking up the grey travel sized bottle of prison shampoo I was about to pop the cap and pour the unscented goo into my hand when Jake touched my arm.
"Do you want to use some of mine?"
Of course I did, but I wasn't sure if he was just asking because Dimitri might be able to overhear us. "It's ok. That stuff's expensive in here, I don't want impose."
"It's not that expensive. Here," he squeezed some into my hand. "It'll make your fur soft and shiny."
"Thanks," I was a little uneasy accepting any gifts from Jake. It's not like I could pay him back.
"Turn around. I'll get your back."
Before I could protest, Jake was pointing me towards Dimitri. The tiger looked over at us and smiled. I liked it when he smiled. I said to Jake, "I'll get your back when you're done, if you want."
Jake's hands worked in small circles, working his shampoo deep into my shoulder fur. As he worked lower I felt myself getting turned on. Memories of his tongue and his dick refused to go away. I slapped my handful of shampoo onto my hair, focusing intently on what I was doing, on anything that wasn't Jake's hands approaching my ass.
It was no use. As Jake took my soggy tail, rolling it between his soapy hands, I was rock hard, with no way to conceal it. Jake was now kneading my ass. I moaned too loud for the ambient noise to conceal. 
He laughed. "Think how much it would cost to have me do this if you were a client. Or to buy a half hour with you to do it too if I had to pay. Does Vince count moments like these as a tax deduction, or is it billed to the State?" Jake asked.
With the laughter I could feel tension I wasn't even aware of start to leave. Until I felt a well lathered finger poke my hole. I yelped, nearly jumping off the floor. "Dude? We're off the clock. Keep out."
Jake brushed off my concerns. "I'm already up there. Let me clean me out with some soap while we have the chance."
He was right. After the sex in the cell, I'd be surprised if he wasn't feeling dehydrated with all the cum he left in me. "Ok. Just, y'know, be careful. It's still a sensitive area back there and Dimitri doesn't let be cum without asking."
Jake laughed, fingering my loose opening. "Tell Dimitri you're not finished and you want to get off again. It's not like he says no to you anymore."
I could see Jake still hadn't gotten a grasp on me and Dimitri's complicated relationship. Hell, I could barely understand it. On the other hand, fuck it,doesn'thurt to ask.
"Sir?" I called over the divider.
Dimitri pulled his head from under the jet of water. "Yeah?"
I glanced down, not meaning for my eyes to linger on that wet swaying dick. It threw me off my game. "Uh... yeah. Can I, um..." I raised my brow. Dimitri casually scratched his balls, his lips lightly curled. He knew damn well what I wanted, but was going to make me say it. I sighed and leaned on the divider. "Can I have permission to cum, sir? Please?" It was along shotand I prepared myself for a no.
"Sure, pet. I'd say you earned it." Dimitri went back to showering.
My jaw hung open as I tried to puzzle out what just happened. I turned around to see a smiling Jake. Maybe he did have a read on the big tiger. Or, most likely, Dimitri was still just plain unpredictable. I shrugged, braced myself against the wall and spread my legs.
Jake giggled, leaning against me. His fingers lost all pretext of getting me clean. The feel of someone in me, hitting all the right spots, the feel of the warm water falling like a thousand kisses. "Oh," I moaned, "deeper."
Jake wrapped his free arm around my waist and obliged. Somewhere in the back of my mind, the part that could still think, I knew I was making enough noise to get the whole shower room looking at me. I shut my eyes. Tight. Stroking myself to images of Hash. I hadn't seen him naked yet, and I was still in love. I imagined what he must look like under his loose prisoner uniform. Something like a more muscular version of Jake I guessed from how he felt when we hugged. Oh, that hug. 
My hand pumped faster with the thought of my coyote's embrace. I pressed my head to the tiled wall, grunting and moaning as I came, hard. I sucked in air, watching the water carry away my seed. For those few seconds of afterglow, the world was perfect.
And then I pondered how many other furs had jacked off in here. And suddenly I felt dirtier than normal.
***
Back in the cell. Home sweet purgatory. The doors clanked shut so the guards could half-ass another of their interminable headcounts. I leaned against the bars, looking out at my limited view of the empty common area, and feeling my damp fur drying.
Dimitri crept up behind me, but I wasn't afraid. His hulking frame dwarfed mine, but the cloud of dread that followed him wherever he went had lost most of its effect on me. I felt him get closer, leaning in.
He inhaled deeply. "You smell nice, pet."
I smiled at the compliment. "Thank you, sir. Jake let me use some of his fancy shampoo."
"Well, it goes good with you. Did you thank Jake?"
"Yes, sir." I tried too thank him for more than just the hair product. That red fox really knew his way around an ass. I tried to reciprocate, even offering the use of my mouth. He just smiled softly and said it wasn't necessary, then gave me some goodnatured teasing about how he didn't need to check with Dimitri no matter how many times he felt like jerking off during the night. That led to a fun little splash fight. I grinned at the memory.
I turned to face Dimitri. "Am I still in trouble for hitting Jake?" I asked.
Dimitri folded his arms and got thoughtful for a moment. "Not with me. Vince told me about what he was doing to get your ass out of the trouble it's in with the guards."
I hung my head. Lashing out like that had been the second time I'd fucked up my life with a single stupid impulse.
Dimitri put his hand on my shoulder. So big, so powerful, so comforting. "Don't worry too much. Vince says he's working on the guard that witnessed it, and we all know Jake's gonna keep his mouth shut." He pulled me closer, lifting my mood. "Vince's got one of his 'spies,' or whatever the fuck he called them, keeping his ears open in admin, see what kind of a bullshit case they think they've got."
I pressed against him, grateful, yet so incredibly sad that it took going to prison to find furs that were better friends than any of the ones who were so quick to abandon me on the outside.
"It's strange," Dimitri said as his thumb worked a small arc on my back while he held me to him. For a split second I wondered again if he could read my mind. "The guards usually don't give a fuck unless you kill someone. And even that stops if you do it enough times. The most they do is toss you in solitary for a week or two. Why are they going after you?"
"It's Blake," I mumbled, muffled against the tiger's broad chest. "He hates me."
"Why?" Dimitri asked. I shrugged. "Did you know him before you got here? Steal his truck? Or fuck his girlfriend?"
There was a fur out there that would actually date that asshole? I could not believe it. "No. He might have a reason, but maybe he justdoesn'tlike me. He wouldn't be thefirst fur to hate me at first sight."
Dimitri's other arm wrapped around me like a blanket of feline security. "You can be annoying as all fuck, but how could anyone hate my good boy?"
My tail wagged in spite of myself. I was content just to stand there, enveloped in warm Dimitri, but the noise of an approaching guard prompted the tiger to end it. He moved me away from the bars.
I recognized the guard. It was the floppy haired llama. I thought he was reassigned to a different cellblock. Maybe the shortage of staff was as bad as Tront made it out to be. The llama walked passed our cell without looking in and leaned against the railing. He took out his radio. "Everyone's accounted for in H-block," he said. 
He waited a beat before turning around, looking in on us for the first time. He flicked his hair from his eyes. "The Pack has a message for you."
Dimitri stood still. His lack of a response seemed to cause the llama some concern. The llama took out a small tightly folded square of paper. Vince's style. "Ain't none of my business," the llama wanted to make that clear. I thought back on the times he looked the other way when Piter dragged me into his cell. Asshole. Very little of anything was his business, considering he works here.
The llama held out the note, obviously reluctant to get within arms reach of Dimitri. The tiger let the guard worry longer than was necessary but less than he deserved before putting out a paw to accept the note. The llama was quick to walk away. 
I caught the folded paper Dimitri tossed. "What the hell does Vince want now?"
I began reading. "Don't let Ellie know..." I lowered the note. 
"What?" he asked. 
I shruggedand let my ears flatten. Those words were a harsh reminded that I was just a piece of meat, not worthy of being let in on the big picture. "I'm not supposed to see this. Would you rather have Jake read it to you, sir?"
Dimitri snorted. "Regal," the sound of my name brought me back from the edge of another bought of self pity. "Vince is an idiot. My pup can decide for himself what he needs to know."
I smiled. It was strange to think how the same fur that kept me as his pet and fuck-toy could build up my ego so effortlessly. I picked the note back up. 
"Ellie," Dimitri chuckled at Vince's infuriating nickname for me. 
I gave the big tiger a mock snarl before smirking and continuing. "Don't let Elliot," I corrected, "know, but Blake's snitch is getting out of solitary. He's being transferred to your block. For fucks sake, let me handle this. Please!" I almost laughed at how Dimitri could make the otherwise tough wolf plead in a letter. I looked up at Dimitri. "Why shouldn't I know that?"
Dimitri grinned, savoring my ignorance. "With all the write ups you've been getting yourself, Vince thinks you might some sort of closet badass," he said with more humor than I would have liked. 
"That's a reasonable assumption."
Dimitri smirked. "About a reasonable as thinking I'm a fuckinggenius."
I crossed my arms. "Don't sell yourself short. I've seen how you can memorize all those tv shows. You're the smartest fur I know in here." Not counting me and Hash.
Now Dimitri folded his arms. He sighed, cocked his eyebrow and thumped the book on the shelf before quickly recrossing his arms.
Oh. The illiteracy. I didn't like thinking that Dimitri had a weakness, or anything he wasn't comfortable about. It just wasn't his style. I stepped closer, flitting my eyes past him to be sure the walkway was clear, then in a low voice. "I could teach you, sir."
He looked at the ceiling, taking a deep breath that stretched his already tight shirt. "No. You couldn't." His voice was little more than a whisper. "I never learned shit in school, and they had years to work on me."
"But this isn't school. School sucks. Most of my friends are dropouts and they were a hell of a lot smarter than those wage-slave, college fucks." I got closer. "With your memory, if we we just work on it a half hour a day, you'd be all set in a few months!" It was hard not to get excited about this.
"Bullshit."
"No! I mean it. Just give it a chance. We can even do it after lights out, no one will ever know."
"No."
"But, couldn't we-"
"No!"
I wasn't giving up that easy. "Oh... I see," I turned my back on him to conceal the devious little glint in my eyes.
I let the silence build. "See what?" Dimitri took the bait.
"If you don't think you can do it... I mean, I just assumed that my master, the one who protects me from half the Pack, and pretty much runs the whole cellblock, I assumed he could do anything." My heart rate started to rise. I was either being clever, or suicidal. I'd have to wait and see.
"I know what you're doing, pet."
I spun to face him. "That's because you're smart, sir." Dimitri stomped towards me, but I held my ground. 
"This is what I meant by 'annoying as fuck.'"
"I could make it fun! And- and if it get's annoying, you can punish me. I-it could be like a game. If I fail, you win. If I win... well, we both win."
He raised an eyebrow. "Just how do we both win?"
"You learn a new skill," I was careful not to say its name, "and I get to feel good that I was able to give you something. A little thank you for taking care of me, sir." I deployed the puppy dog eyes and lowered my ears. "It would mean a lot to me if you'd let me try, sir."
Dimitri started to say something, opening his mouth, but stopped before any sound got out. He stomped back to the bars, grabbing one in in his vice like paw. I could hear a low rumbling growl coming out of him. I gave him space to cool his temper. It didn't take as long as it used to. 
"Nothing would change between us," he said to me. 
I wouldn't have expected it to. "Understood."
"You would still be my pet. I would still be your owner. No matter what the outcome."
I get it. No need to spell it out for me. "Yes, sir."
"And I'm taking you up on your offer." Dimitri leaned against the wall where I usually did, his face a mix of emotions. "If I get bored, or angry, or if this shit doesn't work - like I said it won't - I'm taking it out on you."
I swallowed, second guessing my plan for the first time. But I could make it fun. I could keep his anger under control. And I was positive Dimitri could do this. He had been sure things wouldn't work out with Jake, and just look how that's going... "I agree, but only on one condition." I watched theskepticismwash over him, he was hunting forany clues to an ulterior motive. But the truth was, this could be the only selfless thing I've ever done. 
When I first got locked in with Dimitri, I was positive that I'd be dead within a week. And it was a terrifying, painful, extremely painful, time for me. But over the weeks things changed. Demitri, I found, wasn't the beast I thought he was. Yeah, there is so much work to be done, but Dimitri was thawing. He was a lot more like me and Jake than he would ever realize. We were all damaged furs, caught in the broken system of a broken society. All we could do was work with what little we had. 
"What is the condition?" Dimitri asked reluctantly. 
There was no point in trying to hide my victorious smile. "That you really give it a chance. I want you to believe that this will work, that you can do this."
Dimitri rolled his eyes. But I won. 
***
The cell doors opened once the prison wide headcount was concluded. Dimitri forbid me from ever bringing our project up. He said it would happen on his schedule, I would just have to keep quiet until he decided it was time to work. 
Quiet, I could do. That wasn't an issue, but how to deal with the intense feeling of excitement that threatened to make me giddy, that was going to be tough. I knew the feeling well. It was the same one I experienced back on the outside whenever I'd get into one of my artworks. Given the nature of my guerilla street art, I had to do most of my work at night, and most of my pieces could take days to complete. I would barely sleep during those days, high on inspiration and the act of creation. God, I'd missed that feeling.
I sat in my corner, my box of papers at hand. If you'd asked me if I ever thought I'd be teaching, I would have placed those odds at just around the ones for me getting sent to prison for murder. Funny how things work out sometimes. I was jotting down some ideas, anything I could remember about how I learned how to read, when I was distracted by a fur making his way down the walkway.
The noise from the common area and the furs coming and going would have me giving the fur no more than a quick glance, but for the fact he was a wolf, one of Piter's crew. I don't think I ever heard his name. He walked slowly, but with undeniable determination. I watched him until he made eye contact with me.
"Sir," I called to Dimitri, but he had those damn headphones on. I crawled over to his bunk and motioned to the door, like one of those ferals informing the authorities that little Timmy fell down a well again.
Dimitri sat up, his muscles tensing at the wolf standing outside our cell. The wolf was visibly nervous. He was struggling to keep his ears from going flat and his tail from tucking. His gray fur and short haircut did little to distinguish him from most of Piter's thugs. Dimitri stood and I crawled behind his legs. Just in case.
"The fuck you want?" Dimitri roared.
The wolf backed to the rail, glancing over it to where Piter's table would be. "Piter wants to talk to you," his voice threatened to crack.
I stood up. Emboldened by Dimitri and ready to back him. 
"I've got nothing to say." Dimitri said coolly.
The wolf shivered and took another glance over his shoulder before taking a step closer. "H-he says, you have to or, or..." The wolf was crossing the threshold.
My eyes flitted to the wolf's waistband. There was a slight bulge, just cover by the hem of this shirt. "He's got a knife!" I yelped.
The wolf's eyes went wide. Either Dimitri already knew or he didn't care, he just stood, tensed, as the wolf entered our cell. Was I supposed to start yelling for a guard? Should I start throwing things at the wolf? What the fuck was I supposed to do in this kind of a situation!
The wolf's voice was grainy, his mouth dry from fright. "Last chance. If you don't-"
I didn't see exactly what happened, I was looking for something more deadly than a roll of toilet paper to hurl at the intruder. The wolf learned something I found most furs were unaware of. Dimitri was buff as hell, like he had definition in parts I didn't even know you could exercise. I was always surprised that even locked away, he wasn't constantly being tested for steroids. Any fur could see he was strong, but very few understood how fast he really was. His muscles were like set giant rat traps, ready to go off at the slightest touch.
The wolf could now count himself among the few unfortunate furs to have experienced Dimitri's speed first hand. The wolf was at least a foot off the ground, lifted in Dimitri's powerful hands, one around his neck, the other clasped around a fistful of the wolf's shirt, and, I thought with a wince, any of his chest fur that was beneath it.
There was an audible whoosh of air as it was forced from the wolf's lungs with a bone jarring slam to the cement floor. Dimitri was on top of him, pinning the wolf with his massive knee crushing just under the wolf's ribs. The fight was over before the roll of toilet paper I was about to throw hit the floor. I kept back, unsure how in control of his rage Dimitri was. 
Dimitri put all of his weight onto the knee that was sinking into the wolf's solar plexus. The wolf's mouth was open in a silent scream. 
"I- I don't think he can breath, sir," I said softly.
"He can't," Dimitri growled. He kept his eyes locked on the wolf's, watching the consciousness start to fade.
"Should I call a guard?"
Dimitri looked over at me, rage burning in his eyes. "Not until he's dead."
"You can't kill him!" I whined. "Please!"
"Relax, pup. It's self defense."
The hell it was. The poor wolf was scared shitless before even reaching the cell. Piter probably gave him no choice. He hadn't even managed to pull his shank. The wolf wasn't a fighter... "Even if it's selfdefense, how long do you have to spend in solitary?"
"Just while they do an investigation. Less than a week," he grunted, trying to put more pressure on the spasming wolf.
"That's what Piter wants!" I understood what this was now. "He knows he could send his whole pack after you and it wouldn't be more than a nuisance. But he sends this poor fuck to get you to kill him, and you end up giving Piter enough time to take over. A-all he'd need is a day or two!"
Seconds ticked by. I stared in horror at the frothy spit leaking out the corners of the dying wolf's wide open mouth, his eyes rolled back until they looked like two bloodshot marbles. Dimitri lifted his knee, only for a fraction of a second, but I shivered at the rasping gasp, cut far too short as Dimitri continued giving the wolf a slow agonizing death.
"I'll have Sanders watch out for you. And Jake," he added as an after thought.
"Sanders?" I nearly shouted. "I like Sanders, and he's probably a tough lion, but do you really think he could hold off the entire pack? He's not you, Dimitri. Sir."
"It'll be fine. I'll have someone get you some food from the commissary. You can just stay in here until I'm back. I'll let you sleep in my bunk while I'm gone. You can even watch my TV."
"Fuck the bunk! I don't want you to leave me," I whimpered pitifully, but I didn't care. This was more important than pretending I still had any dignity.
The wolf's spasming died down to a twitching. "He was sent here to kill us," Dimitri said. 
I didn't say a word. Dimitri knew that wasn't Piter's plan. C'mon, Dimitri, my mind screamed, think this through. Please!
"Ah, fuck!" Dimitri roared loud enough to wake the dead, or in this case the soon to be dead. The wolf's eyes shot open as Dimitri pulled the unused shank from his waistband. Dimitri pressed the sharpened shard of metal right below the wolf's eye and I turned away, afraid of what I might see.
"My pet just spared your life," Dimitri hissed at the wheezing wolf. To me, "Regal, go fetch Sanders and Styen. Now!"
I jumped over the crouching tiger, almost skidding into the walkway railing as I took the sharp turn, racing at top speed to find the two felines. All I could do was hope Dimitri didn't kill the wolf before I could get back.
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Styen's cell was at the end of the walkway. I brushed past half a dozen furs milling around at a dead run. One stuck his leg out to trip me. I jumped over it, and if this wasn't a life or death situation, I would have made it a point to look back and remember which of the fuckers it was. 
I grabbed the bars on the last cell and slid in on the worn soles of my shoes. Fuck! Just his cellmate "Hey, Kalvin," I narrowed in on the ripped sheets he wasbraiding,flashbacks of the time I covered for Jake and let this hare whip me. 
"Howdy, Regal. You wanna try something?"
"Receipt!" I instinctively eeped out the safeword I used with him. He laughed, but I wasn't exactly joking. "Uh, actually I need to find Styen. You know where he his?"
Kalvin pointed to the stairs. I'd really hoped that I wouldn't have to go down to the common area. I said thanks and dashed for the stairs, taking two at a time until the last few. I caught sight of Piter's right hand wolf standing at the bottom.
Max looked up at me, a cold smile on his tattooed face. "Been awhile."
Sanders and Styen were at the feline table. I didn't have time for this. With a deep breath I vaulted over the side of the stairs, faking left and catching the wolf off guard when I sprinted past him on the right. I heard him curse and follow for about three paces before Sanders saw me. The lion was on his feet and heading to meet me.
"Everything alri-" he started to ask.
"Sort of, sir. Dimitri needs to see you and Styen right away," I panted.
They followed me, keeping an eye on Max as he backed away from the stairs. I stuck my tongue out at him. Fuck the consequences.
Making our way along the walkway, Sanders leaned close, "what's going on?"
"Piter sent a wolf to fuck with Dimitri. I'm positive it's a set up to get Dimitri in trouble!" I barely noticed how the crowd of furs that tried to trip me on my way out parted quickly and respectfully now that I was flanked by a lion and panther. I came to a stop before Dimitri's cell, afraid of what I might see. 
Sanders patted my shoulder and walked past. I waited, listening to the three felines talk in hushed tones. I couldn't resist any longer and peaked in. The Wolf was motionless on the floor but there wasn't a puddle of blood, so I was optimistic. 
Dimitri noticed me. "Pet, we're moving this fucker over to Jake's cell. Go get rid of his cellmate."
I nodded and took off. Jake was several cells down. He was still blissfully unaware of the situation. I walked in on him bouncing a wad of paper off the wall while laying down. His possum cellmate was on the top bunk, reading. I watched the possum for a second. I felt guilty about how his only interactions with me and Dimitri brought him nothing but trouble and inconvenience. 
"Hey. I'm Regal. I know we've never been properly introduced, and this will probably come off as rude, but you know Dimitri, the big tiger? He kinda has to borrow your cell for a while." The possum sighed and put down the book he was reading. "I'm really sorry about the inconvenience." I put out my hand to shake, "I'm sure we'll look back on this and laugh..." The possum walked right by me, flipping me off on the way out. Damn. I was hoping that would have went better. 
"What the hell, Regal?" Jake asked quite reasonably. 
Before I could give him an answer Dimitri and Sanders barged in, carrying the slumped wolf between them. Jake lept off his bunk, skittering to the back of his cell, his eyes like saucers. I moved to stand with him. I think he was afraid they were coming for him until he saw Dimitri toss the wolf to the floor. Jake positioned himself behind me.
"Is he dead?" I asked.
Sanders shook his head. "No." Dimitri kicked the wolf in the ribs, eliciting a groan that proved what Sanders said. The small cell was quite crowded with six furs crammed in.
Dimitri's fists clenched and unclenched. "Alright," he growled. "Styen's gonna watch you two," he said to me and Jake. "We're going to have a chat with Piter."
"Sir," I whined.
Dimitri growled and left the cell. I made to follow him but Sanders put up his hand, stopping me. 
"It's gonna be ok. It's really just talking. I won't let Dimitri do anything brash," the lion said with a reassuring smile.
"Thank you, sir." I trusted Sanders, but I was still worried.
"I said, you don't have to call me sir," Sanders called as he went after Dimitri.
I took a deep breath and looked at Jake and Styen. The panther flopped down on Jake's bunk, making himself at home. "Busy day, huh?" he asked.
Me and Jake nodded. 
"Wanna fill me in on what's going on? Dimitri just gesticulated and swore a lot. Hard to understand him sometimes."
I did the best I could to explain what I thought was going on. Jake listened intently and I realized he was probably more out of the loop than Styen was. I told them I figured this wolf was a sacrifice to take Dimitri out of play for a while. I didn't even know the wolf. He could be a nice fur when not forced into the role of assassin. 
"I know him," Jake said quietly. He waited until me and Styen were both looking at him beforerealizingwe wanted some details. 
"His name's Winslow. He was always mean to me when I was with Piter. Making me do things..." he trailed off and looked away. 
Styen was propped up on his elbow, looking over the edge of the bunk at the wolf, then to Jake, "if you want some payback, I'd say now is the time."
Jake didn't need a second invitation. He knocked me out of the way, his fur bristled and his teeth exposed in frothing snarl. He set to work stomping and kicking the wolf's already injured stomach. Styen egged him on, cheering Jake's fury. 
I turned away. I couldn't watch this. But I couldn't rob the red fox of his revenge. Don't get me wrong, if this had happened a few days ago I would have been the voice of reason I always am, but after learning that Jake's been fucked-over his entire life I couldn't say anything. Taking this away would just hurt him again. I wished Dimitri would hurry with whatever he was saying to Piter. 
When I looked back at Jake he was sitting on the wolf's chest, wrenching open his jaw. 
"Hey," Styen called to me. "Did you want to have a go, too?"
"What? No!" It didn't escape me that this was probably one of the wolves that Piter let rape me, but if I gave into vengeance I was no better than them. 
***
Dimitri stormed back into the cell. He was unphased by Jake ramming his cock into the wolf's slack jaws and shouting something about returning a favor. Jake saw the tiger and jumped off the wolf, ducking back behind me while tucking his gleaming cock back in his pants. Even Styen sat up on the bunk as if jumping to attention at the tiger's return. 
I took unwarranted pride in the respect and fear Dimitri commanded. Then he glared at me for a second. He looked pissed, like I'd done something wrong. My ears flattened and I looked at my feet.
There was a shuffling and I glanced to see Dimitri dragging the half conscious wolf out of the cell.
"What's happening?" Styen asked.
Sanders was just on the other side of the bars. He squeezed past Dimitri and backed into the cell. "We negotiated." He sounded a little nervous, I'd never heard Sanders like that. "Piter apologized..."
Sanders sounded like he didn't believe what he'd just said. I'm not sure I did either. He continued, "Dimitri is not happy," he gave me a sad smile. "He took this personal, but Piter offered to take care of the wolf so there's not going to be any prolonged lockdown, and Dimitri's not going to get questioned. All if Dimitri walked away without a fight. I told him to take the deal. It's the best outcome we could hope for. We took out one of Piter's pack without any consequences."
"Then why is Dimitri upset?" I whined.
The tiger stood in the cell's doorway, a handful of wolves taking away their injured comrade moved swiftly behind him. "I'll tell you why Dimitri is upset." I cringed. "Becausehe listened to his idiot pet. Now I'm fucking knees deep in this goddamn political bullshit!"
Styen tried to break the tension. "So, there's not going to be a gangbang tonight?" Dimitri shot him a look that shut him up better than an uppercut.
"Get your ass back to my cell, pet," Dimitri growled and stomped off.
I looked around for any kind of help. Styen and Jake avoided my eyes, and all Sanders could do was shrug apologetically. My shoulders slumped and I slunk off after my angry owner.
***
Dimitri paced up and down the cell, ranting and practically rabid. I knelt in my corner willing myself not to freak out. 
Just let him vent, I kept thinking. 
"I was fucking content!" the tiger roared. "I minded my own business and everyone stayed outta mine. Should've snapped your fucking neck the first night."
He doesn't mean it, I repeated, and planned to keep repeating it until I believed it. 
"Piter wasn't the least bit surprised I didn't kill the bitch he sent. He acted like I did him a favor." He rubbed his eyes. "What the fuck is he up to?"
Dimitri had been at the brink of madness after so long spent locked in solitary, and who knew how stable he was to begin with? I don't know why, but for some reason he had become attached to me in an unconventional way. Probably my charming personality and razor sharp wit. He had no idea how to process those alien feelings of affection so he reverts to his default setting of rage. 
He wasn't really mad at me, Irealized. He was mad that he couldn't see how to protect me from a manipulative bastard like Piter. Even outright killing thehusky would mean losing me during another long stretch in solitary, that I think even he knew his mind couldn't handle.
"If I didn't listen to you, I be fucking the life out of that piece of shit right now. Not horny and pissed."
What would Hash do in this situation, I asked myself. He would have been smart enough not to be in this situation was my first thought. "Sir," I whispered. 
Dimitri stopped pacing. 
"I- I know how you can work out some of your frustration," I kept my head bowed and my hands clasped behind my back. He liked me exposed and helpless when it came to the two of us. I whimpered softly to sell it. 
He let out a long breath. I glanced up, keeping my eyes hidden behind my lashes. He was looking down at me. "I should do to you what I was planning on doing to that wolf," he said. 
"I'll try not to struggle if that's what you want, sir." Somehow I managed to say that without my voice cracking. 
Dimitri undid his pants, letting his slab of meat flop out. He didn't need to say anything. Sucking his cock was becoming a depressing second nature to me. I began to reverently lick him to erection.
I felt him put his hand on my head and prepared for the sharp pain of getting my hair pulled. It never came. Instead, Dimitri just let his thick fingers wander through the long mess like he did when we were relaxing together. As pathetic as it was, my eyes teared up at the realization he wasn't going to use me like he would have used that wolf. It would have been so easy for the big tiger to take me any way he wanted, but he restrained his appetites and let me move at my own speed.
"Good boy," he purred as I stretched wide my mouth to accommodate him. I could taste a hint of soap from the showers we took earlier. I ignored its bitter aftertaste, sucking until all I could taste was Dimitri and his slick precum lubricating my throat. My hands moved over the back of his thighs, I wished he would have taken off his pants so I could feel and see that soft, vibrant fur of his.
Even through the over-starched pants I could feel his corded muscles starting to tense, and I knew I was doing a good job. It gave me the confidence I need to relax my throat muscles as I pushed myself until my nose was pressed up to his coarse pubic fur. I held him in me, letting him cut off my air for as long as I could stand it before pulling my head back.
I drew back until only his leaking tip was held between my lips. Craning my eyes until I could see Dimitri towering above me, looking down. I didn't see any hint of the rage he'd had when he pushed me to my knees when I followed in here.
I went at it, moving up and down his length, taking him as deep as he could go and letting the tightness of my throat start to milk him over and over. The vein on the underside of that massive cock began to throb, almost in rhythm with my own pounding heart. My mouth work furiously until I heard Dimitri's growling and his hand palmed the back of my head.
The hot cum began to pump down my throat, giving me a unique sense of fullness. I almost wished it wasn't over even as I pulled back, gasping in as much air as I could. 
***
I swallowed Dimitri's seed twice more that evening before the tiger had spent all of his pent up anger. He finished just in time for the cell doors to crank shut for the night. I spent some time at the cell's sink, taking in sips of cool water to sooth my overworked throat. I think the evening went well. Dimitri didn't kill anyone and I've made it through another day alive.
"Pet," Dimitri called to me.
I guess celebrating the day's survival may have been premature. I hopped to the side of his bunk and dropped to my knees. Dimitri was laying down, I knew he had an insatiable sexdrive, but this was pushing beyond my abilities. "Round four, sir?" I asked nervously.
"No, Regal," he chuckled and used my name, instantly putting me at ease. "I'm satisfied. I was just going to say, if you didn't feel like sleeping on the floor tonight, I'd let you keep me company."
My tail wagged excitedly. Dimitri let me sleep in the bunk with him once before as an act of forgiveness, and sometimes he'd let me sit next to him on it during the day, but to be invited. "Y-you don't mind?"
He turned his head to me and gave a soft smile. It wasn't permission to finally get the unused top bunk that taunted meevery timeI looked up at it, but with allthat was going on, this was probably the safest arrangement in the world.
***
Even with Dimitri's abundance of hard muscles, I was convinced he made a much more comfortable bed than the cold floor. Dimitri woke up first, and I was treated to tender caresses that coaxed me into a new day. I stretched out, feeling the warmth of the tiger beneath me. 
My eyes snapped open with a sudden frightening thought. "I didn't oversleep, sir, did I?" I asked in a panicked whine. I only slept past the morning bell a few times, missing Dimitri's preferred morning ritual of me fetching his shoes and kneeling at attention for him to use to take care of his morning wood if he so chose. Each one of those instances left me with a painful reminder that lasted several days. I shivered at the memories. 
Dimitri just kept running his fingertips through my fur. "Shh," he breathed, "you didn't oversleep. It's still early."
I sighed in relief, my body calming down and molding itself back into the unique contours of Dimitri's massive frame. So powerful and so comfortable. "Do we have to go to breakfast? There's never any good news out there."
"It's Wednesday, pet. I think they're serving muffins for desert."
Dimitri talked me into it. I rolled off of him, forgetting how high off the floor I was and hit the ground with a thud. At least it let Dimitri start his morning with a laugh. 
***
From the look on Sanders face as he saw me on our way to the cafeteria, I think might have earned some respect by just being able to walk under my own power after seeing the mood Dimitri had been in. Hell, after all the shit that went on yesterday, I even impressed myself.
Standing in the breakfast line, I scanned the canine tables looking for the wolf that cheated death. He wasn't there and I felt a pang of concern. That concern blossomed into worry when I noticed Piter wasn't there either. What the fuck was his angle?
Burnt toast, powdered egg that was sort of mixed into a rubber mockery of scrambled eggs, a suspiciously familiar looking scoop of cloudy off-white goop that I really wanted to believe was just grits like it was labeled. I skipped the unidentifiable meat and grinned in excitement at the muffins being handed out at the end of the line.
"Can I have two, please?" I asked the goat in the kitchen scrubs.
"No."
So it was going to be like this again. "Dude, we go through this every time. One little extra muffin. That's all I want."
"Listen, cock-slut, if you want a second muffin you c-"
"Give it to him," Dimitri growled.
Funny how the goat was more agreeable when looking up at a mountain of a tiger at my back. I stuck my tongue out in immature celebration of my victory. The celebration stopped at the sight of a jackal milling around where the food line ended and canine territory began. I held Jake back and looked to Dimitri. After what Piter tried last night, I was even more on edge about him sending a fur to try and shank us.
Dimitri walked up to him, fearless as ever. A second later he glanced over at me and Jake, holding up a folded note. I was beginning to hate those notes from Vince. But I couldn't really think of any betterway to be told who was renting my ass that day. Maybe a stripper-gram would soften the blow.
When we got to our usual seats Dimitri tossed me the note. I unfolded it slowly, savoring the last few seconds of freedom before I was reminded what I was reduced to doing in here. With a deep sigh I read Vince's miniscule chicken scratch.
"Jake. Blowjob for a bison named Rick after lunch out on the Yard. Evening, a hare named Kalvin wants his usual for an hour..." I stopped reading and looked at Dimitri. The time I covered for Jake I learned Kalvin's "usual" involved bondage and whipping. 
Dimitri cleared his throat. "Y'know, Jake, if you ever don't want to go through with one of these, just tell me."
Jake was blushing his way to a brighter shade of red. "It's alright. I want to." He hunched over, but I could feel the breeze from his wagging tail behind us. I guess Kalvin was serious about Jake being into it.
I exchanged a smirk with Dimitri and read on to my part. "Ellie-" I growled at forgetting to correct that before I spoke. "Regal. Raptor, Tox. Wants anal and touching. Be ready at lunch." I took a big bite of my lemon poppy seed muffin to hide my elation. Tox was one of the few inmates I really enjoyed having sex with. And after the stress of the last twenty-four hours, I could definitely use some pleasure...
Damn! I remembered Dimitri's rule about asking him for permission to get off. I was perfectly ok breaking that rule with Hash, but Tox might talk and I didn't want to chance it. I swallowed my bite of muffin. "Sir?"
Dimitri looked up from his alleged eggs.
"Um, could I please have permission to cum?"
Dimitri raised an eyebrow. "Right now?"
"No! I mean-"
"That was a joke, pup. Loosen up."
Jake was laughing now. "Not funny," I murmured at the red fox. But it was always nice to know Dimitri was in a good mood. 
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Dimitri, Jake and me strolled back from the cafeteria. I was trying to pick sesame seeds from between my teeth, feeling pretty content. Then we got to Cellblock-H. I knew something was up from the presence of more than one or two guards.

We passed through the big iron doors, branching off from the crowd returning from breakfast. I gawked at the white-coats from the infirmary. They wheeled out the wolf from last night. He wasn't covered so I assumed he was still alive but, who knows in here?

"Eyes forward, pet," Dimitri spoke in a hush.

My mind raced with the possibilities of how much trouble we were in. I kept my head forward, but out of the corner of my eyes I watched the cluster of guards. Two things stood out. They had a raptor in handcuffs seated at one of the common area tables. And Blake was there. His fur looked so dark that I could have sworn the blackness was eating the light around him, but that was probably just my imagination because I knew how evil he was on the inside.

We marched up the stairs to the second level. I watched Dimitri's swaying striped tail, tracing it with my eyes, following it to where it became lost under the hem of his tight prison shirt. It worked to keep me from staring over the edge at the scene playing out below. It almost worked too well when I nearly walked into that chiseled ass when it stopped in our cell.

Dimitri sat on his bunk, resting his feet on the cell's table across from him. I refused to believe he wasn't at all curious about what was going on. 

"Sir?"

He looked at me through bored, half lidded eyes. "What?"

"What's happening out there?"

"How the hell should I know? The same shit that went down when they questioned Jake." He looked at his TV but didn't move to turn it on. His nonchalant demeanor wasn't fooling me.

"Would it be alright if I stood by the door and watched?" I asked.

"Yeah," his answer came a hair's breadth to quick and I suppressed a smile. "Let me know what's happening."

"Yes, sir!" I chirped.

***

I didn't have a great view, but from our cell I could see the guards that stood behind the table. They weren't in a hurry and I wasn't going anywhere so for most of the morning I watched the slow process as they pulled inmates from the surrounding cells and sent them off to be interviewed. Invariably the furs would claim to have no idea what happened to the wolf. Finally I saw something interesting. 

"Sir, the guards brought in some boxes," I informed Dimitri of the developments. 

The tiger stood behind me, easily able to see over my head. We watched some of the guards disappear from view as they went into the wolf's cell, and two others escorted the cuffed raptor away. At the same time Blake returned, presumably from interviewing. 

"They won't be coming back," Dimitri muttered. 

"What do mean?"

Dimitri went back to his bunk. "Just what I said. They're moving the wolf and his cellmate. Let me know when they bring in the fresh meat." He put his headphones on and I was alone. 

Fresh meat? I was kind of excited to see some new furs. Experience told me I shouldn't expect anything good to come of this, but what if they turn out to nice, like Hash or Sanders? Wasn't I owed some good luck by now?

As it turns out, I was not. 

"Sir!" The iron cellblock door was opening. Two guards were carrying out the boxes they used to clean out the cell, passing inbound officers escorting inmates. Dimitri was next to me again, and I'm sure the entire cellblock was at the bars to see the new arrivals.

There were three inmates being led in. I was confused but kept my mouth shut. At the head of the short procession was another wolf. Bigger than the one they took out. A stripe of his brown hair and the fur on his ears were dyed an unnatural silver that had an almost metallic sheen to it. Dimitri swore as the new wolf lifted his cuffed hands and pointed to Piter's cell and yelled a muffled greeting that left no doubt he was part of the pack. Not good, but all I could seem to focus on was how he got his hair to look like that. 

Next in line was a shorter fur, huge ears and very light coloring, almost an eggshell hue. He was a fennec Irealized. I knew with the fucked up nature of the Pack'shierarchy, that fennec was available to rent. And I knew that with the fucked up nature of the the inmates, he was going to be in high demand.

"Son of a bitch," Dimitri cursed again. "He used me. That fucking dog used me to free up a cell so he can bring in his own furs."

That explained why Sanders said Piter had been apologetic and unbothered by his assassin's failure. Wow, I thought, Piter was clever. Evil, but clever. The husky played a deep game.

I tried to see the third prisoner they brought in, but Blake gestured toward one of the cells on the upper level, and I only caught a glimpse of an arm from my angle. Then it hit me. Vince's note said Herb was being transferred to H-Block. I thought he had more time in solitary, but given the lax work ethic around here, I guess they wanted to save the effort and do both transfers at once.

A familiar chorus of taunting and threats heralded the arrival of the new fur. Blake shouted into his radio for a door to be opened. Then I heard that grating voice of the panda as he tossed back insults and threats that he had no hope of backing up. I sighed and whispered to Dimitri.

"Are you going to let Vince take care of this?” 

Dimitri shrugged, letting me worry over how this change to his carefully ordered world was going to affect him. Before I could press the issue, we heard the footsteps of a guard. It could only be Blake.

The black wolf ambled to our cell, eyeing us with a sadistic smirk. "Regal,” he greeted me.

"Sir,” I nodded submissively and moved away from the bars.

"Dimitri,” Blake greeted.

"Asshole,” the tiger returned.

Blake laughed it off, focusing on me. "How's the killer turned cum-bucket doing? I'm not seeing a lot of bruising,” he glanced to Dimitri, "you disappoint me, cat. Did he tell you how he ratted you out the last time we spoke?”

My jaw dropped. "No I didn't!”

Thankfully, Dimitri didn't take the bait. "Fuck off, Blake.”

The wolf rolled his eyes. "Anyways, just thought I'd stop by and give little Regal a heads up that I'm going to be borrowing him sometime tomorrow... maybe the next day if I'm busy.”

I whimpered. 

"For what?” Dimitri growled.

"That's not any of your business.” Blake kept his eyes on me, his voice dropped to harsh whisper. "Your friend, Herb, just moved in. I know you'll be real excited to reconnect and introduce him around, but I I want you to keep in mind that if something happens to my asset, I'm going to damage your ass,” his paw fondled the hilt of his baton.

I couldn't hide the shudder. "B-but how ca-”

Blake held up his hand. "We can talk later, slut. I've got work to do.” He started to walk away, then slowed and over his shoulder, loud enough for as many inmates in the neighboring cells to hear as possible, "thanks for the tip, Regal. I will be sure to look into it. If you've got anymore, just tell one of the other guards.” He stifled a laugh and rallied his furs to leave.

Why was he so cruel? My legs were shaking and I had to bend over, resting my hands on my knees, to keep from collapsing.

"Breath, pet.” I felt Dimitri guiding me onto his bunk. My limbs tingled and IrealizedI was hyperventilating. "No one believes that fucker. Just relax.”

***

An hour of resting my head on Dimitri's lap while he stroked my ears had me almost pulled back together.

 I wiped my nose as I rolled over to look up at Dimitri. "Thank you, sir." I managed a smile. 

"Better?"

I nodded. It wouldn't matter, I decided, if Blake tried to make me look like a snitch. Not with Dimitri watching out for me. It wasn't love, at least not the kind of love I felt toward Hash, but I started to feel something towards Dimitri. Something other than the fear that was a constant companion since Blake locked me in with the big tiger. I'd say I began to look at him like a big brother, but I hated my brothers, and that kind of mindset would just make things weird whenever Dimitri fucked me. For now, I would call it appreciation... tinged with fear. 

***

By the time we were lining up for lunch I was back to my old self again. I had even felt well enough to take out my pen and do some doodling on the backs of some of my legal papers. 

I managed to work out some of my frustration with sketching a picture of a cartoonish Blake making out with Piter while wearing bras. The cell doors started to open and I tucked the drawing into my box, giggling childishly at my silly art. 

Jake waited for us to pass his cell before jumping out to join me and Dimitri.

"Did you see the fresh meat?" I tried to use the term I heard Dimitri use, but it didn't sound right on my tongue. 

Jake nodded.

"Thoughts?"

Jake shrugged.

"Thank you, Jake. Always insightful." I rolled my eyes as he laughed. Ahead of us I saw that waddling asshole, Herb. His shrill voice traveled to far. He was bragging to his new cellie, a bear, possibly a kodiak, but he was too far ahead to be sure. Herb, being the speciesist jerk that he is, probably requested to be housed with a bear. Which I found ironic, since anyone who has even the slightest knowledge of history would know the pandas link to the ursine bloodline was dubious at best. Not that reason would get in the way of Herb's ego.

Maybe we'd all get lucky and he'd get himself tossed into protective custody just by being himself.

The lunch fare was disappointing. Fried breaded chicken slabs and some sort of green vegetable that was too mushy to know what it was exactly. Still, I ate as quickly as I could. Vince had a client scheduled to pick me up any moment now.

"Foxes," Dimitri commanded our attention more effectively than any guard, teacher or parent ever could. "I'm going to join Sanders in the common area this evening. I know you've got that weird shit happening," Dimitri said to Jake, "so if you want to just chill in your cell, that's fine. Pet?"

"I'll be with you." Obviously, but I loved it when he let me make a choice, even if it wasn't much of one.

"Good boy." He looked over my head. "Tox is here."

I spun around, all my effort went into not wagging my tail. His tongue flitted through his lips, licking the pointy teeth of his harmless but intimidating smile. He had his yellow feathers slicked back and his prison issued button up tucked into his pants. I nearly laughed at how much it looked like the raptor was coming over to pick up a date.

"Hmmm," he hummed to himself as he eyed me. Then to Dimitri, "May I have your permission to ask out your fine fox furry for a little fun?"

Even Dimitri was having trouble holding back a laugh. The tiger coughed to cover up his amusement. "Where the hell do you find these guys, Regal?"

They find me. I blushed, pleading with my eyes that Dimitri would let me get going before Tox attempted any more chivalry.

"Go," he waved me off. "And have fun."

Tox waited until we were a few tables out of hearing range. "I asked around. Dimitri likes it when you're polite. Do you think I impressed him?"

"You definitely made an impression."

"Hmm, good." He led us to the door to the kitchen, knocking a few times. "How has my favorite fuzzy been?"

I sighed. "I've had a stressful few days. More so than usual, even." 

His eyes lit up. "I can fix that."

"I know you can," I stepped closer so I pressed into his side. The raptor shivered with a groan. Then pounded the door with more urgency. 

When the door opened Tox grabbed me by the arm and shoved past a startled ferret and nearly knocked over several other kitchen furs. I tried to apologize to them but Tox wasn't about to slow down. 

He found his way to the storerooms, hesitating to ask if I wanted baking goods or vegetables. I thought of the things we could do with a carrot or, I blushed just thinking of it, an eggplant. I shook my head to bring me back to my sense. I eat those vegetables and would like to be able to continue to do so. I pointed to the baking goods room and pretended I didn't just have the epiphany that I probably wasn't the only fur having sex in the kitchen, on the food. 

Tox pushed me into the dark room, the door slammed. I could hear the raptor's quick breathing and the beat of my own quickening pulse. The lights snapped on, blinding me just long enough for Tox to pin me to the wall, his lips pecking at my exposed neck. "Wait. Clothes," I fought to control my own urges.

Tox broke contact, "great idea." He pulled off his shirt in a single fluid movement. I copied him, less gracefully. While I twisted my arm out of my sleeve, Tox was already opening my pants. He slowed, easing them down inch by inch, kissing his way to my crotch. I felt that magic tongue start to soak my pubic fur. I moaned at the raw lust the raptor was showing me. He stopped short of taking my cock in his mouth and looked up at me. "Can I rub your back?" 

I nodded in a daze. Tox was up in a flash, pulling a stainless steel table away from the wall. With one swipe he sent the unpacked boxes of salt to the floor. I stumbled to him, letting him help me onto the table with another exaggerated show of chivalry. "M'fluffy," he said with a bow that had me cracking up.

I welcomed the distraction of the initial chill as I laid face down. How embarrassing would it be for the professional whore to cum before things even got started. I sighed as the reassuring weight of Tox settled into straddling my ass.

"I brought you a present," he said.

"I can feel it already," I snickered.

"Not that, Regal. Just remind me later to give it to you."

Was that a double entendre, or- It didn't matter. The raptor's skillful fingers sunk into my knotted muscles like they were made of sponge instead of the balls of barbed wire I'd been beginning to suspect they were. My moans and cries sounded a million miles away, soon to be joined by whatever stress I'd been carrying. I think Tox was saying something about how much he loved the feel of furs, but I was having a fucking out of body experience.

"Fuck me," I croaked.

"What was that?"

"Please. Fuck. Me." I wanted him to do to my insides what he'd done to my outsides.

"Your wish is my command." I could already feel his hard cock resting in my crevice, all he needed to do was ram it in and I'd be in heaven. But then I felt him get off me and hop to the floor. 

I somehow found the strength to move my head. Don't leave, I wanted to say, but I probably just would have drooled if I'd opened my mouth. He was digging through our pile of clothes, finding his pants and pulling something from its pocket.

"You forgot to remind me, Regal," he said with a smile. "Your gift!" He bent at the edge of the table, his face almost touching mine. "Wanna guess?" He slammed down the same kind of bottle the prison provided shampoo in.

"Soap?" I guessed dumbly.

Tox laughed. His long tongue flicked out, licking my nose. He leaned closer so his jaws rested atop mine. "Luu-uube," he hummed in his sing-songy voice.

My eyes widened. "You are a god, Tox!"

He swiped a hand over his yellow feathers, blushing. "Aw, I don' know if I'm that good."

I spread my legs wide, hanging one off the edge of the table. Tox stroked my cheeks, spreading them. I jumped at the surprise sensation of his tongue. It started at my balls, ghosting along my valley and ending at the base of my bushy tail. The raptor's fingers traced the same path, sending me into a fit of shivers. "Oh, please, Tox," I mewled into my arm, raising my ass to meet his very touch. Just fuck me!

Tox laughed without malice, peppering my furry globes with kisses while fumbling with the smuggled lube. My tail didn't make it easy for him, wagging of its own volition. Tox giggled at the foreign feel of my fur tickling his face. Finally he grabbed it, burying his face in it like it was a bouquet of flowers.

"Are you using a new shampoo?"

"Yeah," was it that noticeable?

"I could smell you for the rest of the day, if we had the time."

"Fuck me and we might have time for seconds," his hands teased so sweetly.

Tox leaned on me, supporting himself on my back. "I only paid for one."

"I'm more than a whore. It's no one's business who I fuck when I'm off the clock... But don't tell anyone."

Tox nipped the back of my neck. "You're so right," he said with another nip that had me shaking with desire. He pulled back pressing into me with a lubricated finger, spinning a small circle that had me begging for more. 

"You're eager this time," he commented as he inserted another digit. 

"I'm eager," I agreed breathlessly arching my back to push him deeper.

Suddenly his fingers were gone, replaced by his long hard raptor cock, gliding in so easily, brushing all the right spots, I cried out. Tox rode me like a feral bull. Grinding me into the table every time I bucked into him. "Harder!" I moaned.

His grip on my sides tightened, His squeezing forcing a gasp of ecstasy. The pressure from the outside complemented, so well, the pressure inside. I reared up on my knees, his arm wrapped around me, holding me up. I felt his long tongue slid into my ear, driving me wild.

"Cum for me?" Tox grunted. His other hand grabbed hold of my wet and pulsing cock.

"Cum for you!" I screeched out, hugging that scalie arm wrapped around my waist.

I was getting used to taking orders, my body curved into his hard, lithe form, surrendering to his skilled hands as they milked me. The stress and worry of the last week shot out of me in body-racking bursts of fox cum that had me clamping around his cock. Tox moaned in his own world of pleasure, filling me with his seed. I was a ragdoll in his arms.

Tox held up my slumping body, still shooting into me. We slid forward together, his weight draped over me like a thick blanket, the feel of him inside me comforting reassurance that I wasn't alone.

"Hmmm, that was good,” Tox hummed into the back of my head. His muzzle pushed down on my hair and I heard him take a deep breath. Slowly, he pulled out, leaving me to grumble to myself about how fast time could move when you just wanted it to stop for a few hours.

I rolled onto my back, still under him. "What do you want me to do now?” I would have been willing to do anything, despite feeling exhausted. On the outside I would like to think Tox would have made a great fuck-buddy. But in here, he did spend money to arrange this rendezvous, so I owed him my willingness. Enjoying it was just a fringe benefit.

He hummed some more before flashing his raptor teeth in a smile. "Just relaxe and let me play.” He crawled backwards, dropping off the end of the table. He grabbed my legs and slid me closer so my legs would dangle off the edge. I was prepared for him to fuck me again, but he was after a different sort of sex this time.

He took hold of my ankle, raising my foot to his waiting lips. I squirmed under the onslaught of wet kisses, trying my best not to laugh at the ticklish sensations. I actually felt guilty, just laying there while Tox's long tongue explored every inch of my paws. Aside from flexing my toes, I had no idea how to make the experience more pleasurable for him.

My fetish ineptitude didn't seem to bother Tox at all. He was happy in a way I only felt around Hash. I closed my eyes and listened to the raptor's humming, my thoughts drifting to my love. I would be seeing Hash after I was finished here, or rather, when Tox was finished. 

Would I ever get a chance to consummate our love with anything more than a quicky handjob? If I wasn't terrified that I wouldn't live long enough to show my coyote how I felt, I would have been perfectly content to wait for both of us to be out. But-

I yelped at the tip of Tox's tongue finding a particularly ticklish part of my arch. Before I could stop myself, my leg jerked out, kicking the raptor's nose.

"Oh, Tox! I am so sorry. You ok?" I sat up.

Tox had a goofy grin, just giggling. "Stay like that for a minute?”

I nodded, glad I didn't hurt him. My legs bent as he pushed the soles of my feet together, slick from his saliva. Tox was hard, whatever he saw in my paws did the trick. His tongue darted out, licking along his dagger teeth as he started humping into my paws like they were a cunt.

I moaned softly for his benefit, still wishing I could call a timeout and ask him exactly what he wanted me to do. His eyes squeezed shut and I watched the tip of his cock poking in and out from between my soles. I saw the moment he exploded, sending a surprising volume of jizz onto my stomach, considering how much he'd just left inside me.

Tox was out of breath. He hopped up on the table, sitting next to me as I wiped his cum from my fur and watch some of it drip from my feet. "Was it good?" I asked.

He looked at me with a smile, "it was great."

Good. "Um," I wasn't sure if the old me would have ever asked for a performance review in hopes of becoming a better prostitute. "I-if you ever want me again, what could I do to make it better for you?"

He hummed for a moment, really putting some thought into his answer. "Maybe," he hesitated, "you could be a little more demanding?"

"Demanding?" which one of us was the sex slave?

"I kinda have this thing," Tox ran a claw through his feathers. "I like it when furries tell me what to do..."

"Oh." That made sense. "You want me to boss you around a little?" He nodded fast enough to ruffle his feathers. "Order you to use that big," I let my hand slide over the inside of his thigh, "scalie dick on me? Force you to worship my fluffy body?"

I heard him swallow hard. "Gods yes!"

I gave him what I thought was a seductive glance and leaned in, nipping his neck in payment for the nips he gave me. Tox shuddered. I think I was getting good at my job. "Alright, sexy. Save your money and talk to Vince as soon as you can. We gotta get going before they think we escaped."

"B-but," he pouted as my hand left his leg and I jumped off the table.

I put a finger to my lips to silence his protests. It was a power trip to see the way he watched me dress, his cock having some unearthly reserve of energy to start stiffening for a third time. 

I'd never been dominant. My relationships when I was a free fox had always been an equal partnership, just based on my principles. And since getting locked up... well, what Tox wanted would be a first for me.
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The Yard was warming up. I guessed maybe another week and I wouldn't have to wear a jacket anymore. I could hardly wait.

Vince and his pack were waiting for us outside the doors. My eyes locked on Hash and I had to stop myself from jumping up and down like an excited puppy.

"Vince," Dimitri growled, "we gotta talk."

The wolf's ear twitched and he glanced at Greg, making sure the bigger wolf was ready to jump in and save his ass if Dimitri started talking with his fists.

"Sure... Hash, why don't you take Jake and Ellie over to the shed. Greg's busy."

I tried not to laugh at Vince. Any fur would be scared if Dimitri told them they needed to talk and I couldn't blame him for keeping Greg handy. Not that it would have helped.

As soon as we were away, my coyote turned to Jake and me. "Herb's getting transferred to Cellblock-H. Vince sent Dimitri a note, but he didn't want you two to know. But, you should be in on this too."

My heart swelled. Hash cared more about me than Vince's orders. "Yeah, Herb moved in already. Besides, Dimitri has me read the letters to him, so I kind of knew it was happening." It's the thought that counts. "He says the political shit isn't worth the effort to read Vince's scribbles," I added hastily, just so no one questioned the whys of it.

Hash stopped walking for a moment. "Oh. You get to read the notes?"

"Yeah."

He smiled and it was like the Yard warmed another ten degrees. "That's great! Vince usually makes me take the notes to the Pack messengers. If you get to read them, I can start writing you." He took a step towards me before halting, frustration that mirrored my own. It wasn't safe for us to show the affection we both craved. He sighed. 

We kept walking to the shed where Jake had a job to do. It was hard to tell if he slipped into that distant, trance-like state he went to that held his sanity together when he did the disgusting things he had to to survive. Or maybe he was just being his normal quiet, withdrawn self.

The contrast between how loved Hash made me feel, and how alone Jake was, hurt me. "Jake," I said softly, getting his attention. "If that bison gets rough, just bang on the walls, or yell, and I'll bust down the door. Together we should be able to take him."

Jake gave an unenthused half-smile. He might not have been in the mood for humor, but I wanted to tell him I wasn't joking. I'd probably get my ass kicked, but if the bison, or any fur, tried to hurt my friends - the real ones I made in here, not those poser bitches that abandoned me on the outside - I'd like to think there'd be no hesitation. I'm probably a hypocrite to still call myself a pacifist, but sometimes you only have limited options.

I struck me that I was starting to understand the reasoning behind the pack dynamic my ancestors developed. Well, not my ancestors exactly, we fox's were always the independent sorts, but the close relatives of my ancestors. 

Outside the maintenance shed stood a bison, his horns filed blunt, in keeping with prison policy, and a nervous wolf that kept adjusting his guard's uniform like it was trying to reject its wearer out of some sudden sense of moral outrage gained from witnessing so much corruption. That, or he had fleas. Either one would make me happy.

"You're fuckin' late," the itchy wolf grumbled. "Where's Fatty and One-Ear?"

I laughed. Somehow Hash and Jake managed to keep their professionalism.

"They're busy. Just open the door. I'm handling things today." Hash sounded so confident I felt my fur prickle with excitement.

The itchy guard eyed the unflinching coyote. "Ok. You know the drill, don't steal shit, don't break shit, if you get caught, I've never seen you," he said to us before unlocking the door and quickly distancing himself from us. 

I tried to pat Jake on the shoulder for support, but he flinched away from my touch, his mind elsewhere. "We're here if you need us, Jake," I said as the lumbering bison led him into the shed. I looked at Hash for conformation, I mean, we were there for him, right? Hash nodded in approval and my tail wagged.

We stepped away, neither of us wanting to hear what was going on. Hash looked at me.

"What?" I asked. He had this weird expression on his face.

"You're too nice to be in here."

I blushed. "I bet you say that to all the gray foxes, convicted of second degree murder, who get a psychotic tiger for a cellmate, and end up falling in love with a coyote."

"Yes. I do." Hash tried to keep a straight face, but we both ended up laughing.

***

Yard time was over far too soon. At least I was looking forward to one of Vince's folded notes for the first time now. Hash promised he'd add littleaddendumsfor me as often as hecould. It was a one way communication until he could figure a way to let me get a line back to him without Dimitri or Vince knowing about it.

As much as I liked Dmitri, and tolerated Vince, they really annoyed me at times. Just because they owned our asses and held the power of life and death over us, they acted like we didn't have lives of our own and a need for occasional privacy. 

Jake didn't need me and Hash to rescue him from the bison he was giving a handjob to. In fact, it went as well as prostituting yourself behind bars could go. But as we sat with Dimitri and Sanders at the feline table in the common area, he started to get more fidgety than he'd been out on the Yard, where there had been a real element of danger. Here, Dimitri was never out of shouting range and if I remembered correctly, the rustic hare he had to service wasn't big enough to snap Jake in half, like the bison had been.

The new wolf and fennec - the reason we were camped at the table instead of Dimitri watching television and me getting a chance to read through my book again - were both in Piter's cell. Cole, the tall jackal, was standing guard. The actual prison guard, a grumpy razorback, pretended not to notice the pack plotting their criminal acts right under his snout.

I was bored. The cats we too busy watching the dogs to entertain me. Sanders said later to a game of checkers and Dimitri swatted me away when I attempted a poorly conceived bit of seduction in hopes of getting my ears rubbed. That left Jake to talk to. I sighed.

"So... Jake."

He nodded.

"Um, you really like what Kalvin does?" My mind flashed back to being tied to the bars, the sting of the hare's improvised whip. 

Jake nodded again. He glanced up at Kalvin's cell. I couldn't help but wonder how the red fox wasn't freaking out at what was going to happen. If anything, he looked anxious for it to start. 

I drummed my fingers on the table. He was too distracted to hold a conversation. Yeah, I could have asked Dimitri to let me go back to his cell, but I didn't want to be alone. After my time with Tox, I was feeling physically awesome which meant I'd have only my thoughts to dwell on. A dangerous position for me to get in. 

Jake jolted out of his seat like he was electrocuted. We all turned to see Styen and Kalvin leaving their cell. Even if I didn't understand it, I was happy that Jake had something that brought him pleasure. A scary, painful pleasure, but pleasure none the less. 

Sanders seemed a little perplexed by it all too. I caught him looking from Jake, to Kalvin, to Dimitri as if wanting to ask the tiger if he was really going to let this happen. I wanted to tell him that Dimitri offered Jake the option to back out. But Dimitri might feel the need to punish me for daring to suggest he had a soft side. 

"Once again, I'm forced out of my home," Styen announced as he got to the table. 

"I keep tellin' ya, you can join in," Kalvin drawled. 

Styen laughed sharply and took Jake's seat. "I like my ass intact, thank you very much."

Kalvin shook his head and smirked. He looked at Dimitri. "Vince clear everything with you?"

"Yes," Dimitri rumbled before going back to watching Piter's cell. 

Kalvin snapped his fingers, prompting Jake to rush to his side. I filed away the finger snap thing to see if that would work with Tox. Maybe I should be taking notes, I mused.

"What are we doing?" Styen asked as Kalvin and Jake left. 

Sanders was still watching Jake. "Getting a read on the new dog scum. No offense, Regal. They've been in Piter's cell for awhile now. Might be some kind of a gang bang with that fennec bitch. Wolves have been going in and out."

Styen nodded. "They have been getting rather pissy since the loss of all that sweet fox ass. No offense, Regal. Maybe this'll clear some of the tension I've been sensing."

"All fucking dogs should be neutered,” Dimitri growled.

I sighed. "No offence, Regal,” I said quietly on the tiger's behalf. When he gave me a hard look, I pretended to be busy straightening my shirt. "Styen, wanna play some checkers?” I flashed my innocent smile.

 ***

An hour of playing the panther had us about even. Piter and his entourage finally left his cell. None of the felines would ever admit it, but the pack was intimidating. Piter's demonic visage and bulging muscles. Max's permanent snarl and web of tattoos that made him look like a living death-metal album cover. The towering jackal, Cole, with his exotic aura that made me just assume he knew some sort of martial arts. If it wasn't for Dimitri, I'm sure I'd have my tail tucked between my legs and be looking for a corner to hide in.

Now this new wolf. He was big, like Greg, but if Greg traded his fat for tone and definition. Viewing him up close, I could see that silver streak that ran down the center of his hair kept along the fur, down his spine to the tip of his tail. Personally, I would have gone with a color that better compliments the dark grays of his natural fur coloring. But then the big wolf smiled, the light gleamed off a set of chrome plated fangs. I now understood what he was going for.

"You don't suppose he got those because of poor oral hygiene?” I wondered aloud. The way the wolf looked at us like he could hear me was unsettling in a way I couldn't take.

"Sir,” I whined.

Dimitri was staring off with the wolf. "Pet," said without looking at me. "It's been over an hour. Why don't you go check on Jake and see if I need to add another name to the list of furs I'm going to send to the infirmary."

"Thanks, sir," I said with an undignified half-run towards the stairs. 

Kalvin had a sheet draped over the bars like he used when I was with him. I didn't want to be a total pussy, so tried hard to keep my voice steady and knocked on the metal. "H-h-hello," fuck, I cursed my traitorous vocal cords. "Um, Dimitri sent me to check and see if everything is alright."

"C'mon in," Kalvin said. His rural hospitality seemed at odds with his BDSM hobby, but I wasn't going to say anything.

I brushed aside the sheet and entered. Jake was naked, on his knees. His arms stretched wide and tied tightly to the bunk frame. Kalvin was sporting an erection as he twirled an electric cord he must has gotten from the hotplate that he kept in his cell.

I didn't know where to look so my eyes danced around. "Sorry to interrupt. Dimitri was just-" I stopped before I blurted out something I'd regret.

"No problem," the hare offered cheerfully. "I'm mighty glad y'all took over from Piter. That husky was a pain to deal with, and a fox this talented needs a better class of manager. Ain't that right. boy?" 

Jake's bushy tail flicked once.

Kalvin gestured to the bound fox, letting me inspect him. I knelt next to Jake. His eyes were glazed and his fur was damp with what I hoped was just sweat. I used the tips of my fingers and removed a gag of socks that had been shoved in his mouth. Gross, I thought.

"Are you ok, Jake," I asked quietly. Even with his red fur I could see a latticework of bright welts crossing his back. That was going to hurt for awhile.

"I'm good," he whispered.

"Did, did you want to call it a night?"

He shook his head weakly. "Can I please have another hour? Please?"

He must have been at least a little out of it. He was never that polite to me. I asked him if he was sure and put the spit soaked gag back in for him. Still gross.

"Satisfied?" Kalvin drawled.

"I guess," I shrugged. "Don't hurt him too much."

"Regal. Remember when we talked about the difference between bad pain and good pain? Jake'll be fine in a day or two, or y'all can tar 'n feather me."

"Uh-huh," I still wasn't convinced, but his damn disarming charm made it hard to think he'd do anything to permanently damage Jake. I tried to give him one of those I'll be watching you kind of looks, but he just laughed and thought I was flirting or something. As soon as the sheet closed behind me, I heard a whistling snap and Jake's muffled shriek.

Before I made it the couple of steps to the stairs, I heard my name. I spun around, ready to rescue my fellow fox, but it hadn't come from Kalvin's cell. I looked at the group of inmates that gathered on the walkway. They we mostly species that lacked the clout to claim one of the common area tables.

"Regal," my name was whispered again.

Cautiously I approached the cluster of furs. A zebra caught my eye. He jerked his head for me to get closer. Three thoughts went through my mind. One: he was going to proposition me, in which case I would direct him to Dimitri. Two: Vince was somehow able to get messengers into the cellblock without Piter knowing by using non-Pack members.

My third thought was about Hash. I knew he was brilliant, and awesome, and the best coyote ever, so it wasn'timpossibleto me that he'd already come up with a way we couldsneak notes to each other. That was the one Iclungto. Had I not been thinking with my heart and cock, I would have expected what came next.

The zebra was on the far side of the group. I kept my focus on him as I walked behind the other furs. This put me right next to the open cell doors and kept me from noticing the grizzly bastard that sprang out, clamping his hand around my throat and dragging into his cell.

I tried to scream, but his grip was so tight nothing could get in or out. I panicked, clawing at the hand, raking my nails over anything I could. With one last squeeze, the grizzly flung me to the floor. I was convince my neck was crushed and I was about to die of asphyxiation.

I writhed on the floor, my eyes watering, and my throat spasming. Somehow I managed to suck in a lungful of air. I would have been embarrassed at my sobbing gasps, but I truly thought this was the end, so fuck appearances. 

I'd have plenty of time to feel that embarrassment later, it turns out. I was not dying.

"This is what you get for fucking with me."

Oh, God. Herb. I struggled to get up, taking hold of the bunk. The grizzly was blocking the door, and as my vision cleared I could see the fat black and white splotches that could only be the panda. "I," a coughing fit cut me off. "I didn't fuck with you!" I almost made it onto the bunk when the asshole took a cheapshot and kicked me in the ribs.

"You fuckin' owe me, slut. You got me tossed in the hole."

Through the stinging pain I could still think more clearly than this delusional prick. "It was Blake," I wheezed. "Dimitri is going to kill you!" Making threats when you're a small fox who, seconds earlier, was convinced he was going to die, and is presently surrounded by at least a ton of dangerously stupid ursine, may not have been the smartest move.

I rolled over on my stomach, determined to stand. I made it to all fours without the aid of the bunk when Herb stomped down on my left hand. I yelped, desperately trying to pull away, but it was like there was a truck parked on it.

"Listen to me, faggot," Herb shouted over the ringing that must have only been in my head. "I'm buying this cellblock. My dad is putting enough money on my account to buy this whole fuckin' prison. You see those furs out there?"

He ground his heel on my crushed hand when I wasn't fast enough. "Yes!" I shouted. "I see them. Get off me!"

Herb ignored my demands. "I bought them. Those are my furs now. So fuck your Dimitri and fuck your Pack. I run this shit now!"

"Money doesn't buy loyalty in here," I left out, you idiot, because that's not something you say to a fur in position to stomp you to death. "Let me go and won't say anything," God, I could feel bones grinding against the concrete floor. "Please!"

"Starting tomorrow, you're gonna service all my furs. Every. Fuckin'. Day."

He'd lost touch with reality. There was no reasoning with him. "Alright! I promise, just please get," your fat, fucking ass, "off my hand."

He smiled down at me, smug as a douche bag could be. Lifting his foot just enough for me to pull it out. I cradled my throbbing appendage, and bent into a ball. I expected more abuse but Herb just stepped over me. I could hear him announcing to the furs outside his cell that they were all getting blowjobs tomorrow, courtesy of his fox bitch.

My third attempt to struggle to my feet paid off. I had my hand firmly pressed under my arm. Without hesitating, I ran as fast as I could, ducking the grizzly that was watching Herb give his insane speech, rather than me. 

On the way down the stairs I tried flexing my hand. It felt like I was wearing a really, really tight glove. There was no point trying to hide what happened from Dimitri. He was already leaving the table, stalking towards me.

"Sir," I whined.

He looked at me, my face, my hand. "Follow me, pet. I am going to rip off that hare's ears." The calmness in his voice was terrifying.

"I-it wasn't Kalvin. Herb and his cellmate. They," my voice cracked, "the grizzly choked me, and Herb stepped on..." Dimitri was halfway up the stairs, not slowing. I ran to catch up. Those furs that were congregating on the walkway moments before, were gone. Scattered at the sight of the tiger.

Dimitri looked in the cells he passed. The furs inside either cowering or trying desperately to look like they weren't involved. 

"That the bear?" he asked, looking in on Herb's cell.

I nodded. Dimitri moved fast. No speeches, no pre-fight witticisms. Hell, it was hardly a fight at all. I watched his arm pull back and the blur as his fist connected with the grizzly's neck. The grizzly crumpled. 

My eyes widened. Weren't there a lot of arteries in the neck? Should I be afraid Dimitri may have just killed a fur? 

Herb was screaming like a girl, throwing a bar of soap from the back of his cell. Dimitri reminded me of one of those slasher film killers, walking to the panda with single purpose and grabbing him by the arm, even as Herb wailed in terror and threw punches with his other free hand.

"Regal," Dimitri growled at me, snapping me out of the stupor I was in. "Here."

I ran to Dimitri's side. All Herb's yelling had to have alerted the guard by now.

"How many fingers?" he rumbled.

"Th-three." I hated knowing what Dimitri meant. I hated more that I had an answer. Two for the times he hurt me, and another for getting Dimitri involved.

It was a wet snap, like breaking a twig that was still damp from the rain. Herb seized up, his mind overloaded with pain. His struggles stopped with a blackout. At the same time, my stomach imploded, shrinking to the size of an olive.

A second snap and I was trying to plug my ears, dropping to my knees over the cell's toilet where I must have left an entire day's worth of half digested food. I had my eyes shut so I didn't have to look at it. The only ray of light was that I was too distracted vomiting to hear the third snap.

A hand came to rest on my back. "Sorry, sir," I mewled. 

Dimitri started to lift me to my feet. "We're going to discuss what you were doing near Herb. But first let's go look at you hand."

I stepped over the grizzle. He was shaking, his eyes rolled back to white and foamy spit dripped out the corners of his mouth.

"They'll live," Dimitri said, like he was reading my mind, "for now."

Instead of turning right to go to his cell, Dimitri took me down the stairs to Sanders' cell. I didn't speak as Dimitri sat me on the bunk and lifted my hand. His big paws dwarfed mine, but he was so gentle as he pressed a finger to my knuckles.

"Hurt?"

"A little," I nodded.

He bent my thumb forward and I winced but didn't yell. "What the fuck is it with you? It's like you're a magnet for this kind of shit." He started moving my fingers.

"I'm sorry, sir." And I was. All I ever wanted to do was give the world something to think about with my art, and be a moral fur. And somehow, this is the life I'm living. Prison bitch and part-time prostitute. It was enough to make me want to cry.

But then Dimitri lifted my hand higher and planted a soft kiss on my finger. "It'll be sore. But nothing's broken."

*** 

Dimitri walked me back to his cell after we were sure the guard didn't give a fuck what had just happened, and told me to stay, like I was some puppy getting a timeout. Of course I obeyed him, but don't think I was happy about it. He said he was a little disappointed I walked into, what he said, was an obvious trap. I tried to explain my first two reasons, but saying them out loud did make it seem like I should have known better.

After telling him how sorry I was one more time, I sat in my corner and tried to look remorseful. The urge to follow after Dimitri when he left was almost overwhelming, but I knew there were still limits to how much tenacity he would take coming from me. 

Herb was taken to the infirmary before lockdown. I didn't feel any of the guilt I normally had when things like this happened. 

My hand hurt. My throat was sore, but not that bad. I think it was getting used to the constant abuse it was put through. Dimitri didn't say if I could read or if I had to sit still, so I was cautious and assumed I was being punished. It wasn't fair if I was, but it's not like I could do anything about it either way. 

Dimitri came back to the cell right before lockdown. He asked if I was ok and I thought he might have forgiven me. That's why it felt so bad when the lights dimmed and I wasn't invited to share his bunk again. I curled tight around my pillow and tried not to pay attention to the tightness in my chest or the stinging in my eyes. 

Time passed and the cellblock grew as quiet as it ever got. "Regal?" Dimitri called. 

I could have pretended to be asleep. If I learned my lesson from earlier, I would have assumed that to be the safest thing I could do. Let Dimitri sleep off whatever he was unhappy about. But a louder, more stubborn, part of me still hoped for the best. 

"Yes, sir?"

"Do you remember what we talked about the other day?" I waited for him to elaborate. "The... reading?"

"Yes." Of course I did. It was my latest obsession. 

It was quiet for a time and I worried he was going to leave it at that. But finally, "feel like getting started?"

"You mean it?" I asked excitedly. I was standing before he answered. Dimitri moved to the small table after tuning his television to a dead channel, bathing the dark cell in a soft blue glow. 

I was already adding a job title to my imaginary business card. Elliot Regal: artist, pet, hooker, and teacher. 
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Things were not as bad as I feared. Dimitri and I stayed up half the night for his first lesson. He was functionally illiterate I discovered. That was why he'd been able to hide it from everyone. He knew his numbers, and could recognize the forms of the more common words even if he couldn't fake his way to write anything other than his own name. Now it was just a matter of building on the foundation he had.

It was such an odd sensation to be the one leading. Well, sort of leading. I'd ask Dimitri to try something, being as polite as I had ever been, Dimitri would tell me to go fuck myself or raise his hand like he was about to smack me, but invariably he'd go along with my instruction. It was mostly just about correcting how he wrote the letters as I worked on teaching him the alphabet.

I got the wicked thought that I'd love to brag to officer Blake, and tell that asshole all about how Dimitri would listen to me without needing tasers, pepper spray and a small army to back me up. It would almost be worth seeing the look on that wolf's face. But I'd probably only get a few seconds to savor it before Dimitri killed me for not keeping quiet about everything. 

I got the feeling Dimitri was a little weirded out by everything too. It was like he went out of his way that morning to remind me of my normal lowly status. I took it all in stride as he made me kiss his feet after I put his shoes on for him, and how he made me crawl on my knees all morning, only allowing me to stand when the cell doors opened for breakfast. 

I didn't freak out over it. Dimitri was not a tiger that dealt well with any sort of change, and I was the one bringing him change. It didn't matter if the change was good or bad. He was processing it as best he knew how, and I would just have to endure until he saw it all clearly. 

I did everything right when we started breakfast. I kept my ears flat, my eyes down and my mouth shut when I wasn't taking quick bites of scrambled eggs. But sometimes you can do everything possible to stay out of trouble and still the universe will find a way to fuck with you.

Blake and two other guards entered the cafeteria. The way the black wolf made a direct line to our table let me know exactly how screwed I was.

"Regal. You need to come with us," Blake announced.

Dimitri tightened his fists. "What's he done?" he asked.

"Murder, if you're asking about the big picture," Blake said flippantly. "We'll get him back with plenty of time for you to pound his ass, don't worry." The two other guards pulled me to my feet and I looked pleadingly at Dimitri.

"You're a real son of a bitch, Blake. You know that?" Dimitri growled.

The wolf ignored him and I was practically dragged from the cafeteria. In the hall the blaring noise faded and it all seemed too quiet. As I was taken deeper into the sprawling complex my pulse quickened.

"Alright," Blake told the other guards. "I've got it from here."

I found a sudden attachment to the two other guards. An otter and another wolf. I looked at the two of them. "Please, don't leave me alone with him," I begged.

The otter laughed, but the wolf gave Blake a concerned look. "You sure, Blake?"

"Yes," Blake hissed. "The little bitch is just being dramatic. We don't need three furs to escort this fox. It was just a precaution for the extraction. That tiger is freaking nuts."

The otter left. The other wolf didn't.

I mouth "help me," to my new favorite lupine. I hoped my eyes were wide enough to fully convey the fear I was trying to express.

The other wolf looked at me, then back to Blake. "Hey, I can come along anyways. It'll be safer that way."

Blake was losing his patience. "Listen, Chad, we are too understaffed to double up when there's no need. We're also too understaffed for me to suspend your tail for insubordination. Now go over to E-Block and give Tront a hand. He found another shank in there yesterday."

Chad hesitated. It was long enough for me to make a last ditch effort to ensure my survival. "Chad, my name is Elliot Regal. If I die, Blake did it!"

Blake laughed. "Paranoid. It's the drugs. He used to give blowjobs to feed his meth addiction before he turned to murder."

"What?" My voice was higher than I would have liked as I squeaked, but the blatant lie took me by surprise. I started sputtering indignantly.

"Shut it, Regal, or do you need another write up? He's such a troublemaker."

I shut my mouth. If I kept at it, I would just prove that I was a troublemaker. Maybe Chad would believe me if I stopped now. It was beyond a longshot.

Chad certainly looked conflicted. "Alright. I'll radio Tront and tell him I'm on my way." My heart sank in defeat as he turned and started to leave. But then he turned back for just a second. "Be good, Elliot Regal. I better not see your name on the disciplinary list, Elliot Regal. And don't think I won't check on you to make sure you didn't give Blake any problems."

I bit my lip, afraid I'd smile, or scream, or cry, or something. Maybe he was just humoring me, but if there was a God, Blake would be too cautious to kill me today.

I was alone with Blake now. The halls deserted and quiet this far from the inmate wings. I looked at Blake. He stared down the empty corridor, waiting to see if Chad would reappear. Out of nowhere, the black wolf turned on me, slamming me against the brick wall. My head absorbed most of the impact.

My ears rang and the world went out of focus. I had just enough time to shrink into a frightened ball before the pain exploded behind my eyes.

"-think you're pretty smart, don't you, killer?" Blake's voice rolled back in and replaced the ringing.

I shook my head. A bad idea, given the blow it just recived.

"Get up!" he yelled. Grabbing me by the shirt collar, he pulled me down another hall. It looked vaguely familiar, but with everything spinning, it was hard to tell until a door was open and I found myself sprawled out on a scuffed and dirty linoleum floor.

I'd been here before. It was Blake's office. I stayed down. The door slammed shut behind me and Blake stepped on my back as he moved to his desk. I grunted under his weight and made myself a promise that the next fur to stand on any part of me was getting bitten... or I'd tell Dimitri on them. Either way, that particularly annoying indignity had to stop.

"Up," Blake ordered. He moved a stack of papers to make room for himself to sit on the edge of his desk. "On your knees." He fished in his pocket and took out his phone. I watched him thumb the touchscreen, no idea what he was doing. Without warning, he was off his desk, his baton drawn.

Time slowed down. Blake raised the baton high enough to hit the sound dampening ceiling tiles. I threw my hands over my head, falling to a fetal position, waiting for the blows to start. A bright flicker that I first took to be my life flashing before my eyes was accompanied by a click. I peeked through my fingers. The fucker had his phone up, taking my fucking picture!

He sat back on his desk, ignoring me while I cowered. The ding of a text message sounded and he laughed softly. I was so confused.

"What are you doing?" I asked, still lying on the floor.

"Shut the fuck up," he mumbled. He was involved in a text conversation. "Stand up."

My brain screamed no, but my body was taking its orders from the wolf. I stood and so did Blake. He got close to me and I could smell spring scented soap in his fur and coffee on his breath. As stupid as it was, I got nostalgic for my old life instead of focusing on not getting killed. He held up his phone again, snapping more pictures of my terror for posterity.

"W-whatever I did to you, I swear to God I'm sorry," I whimpered.

"What did you do to me?" Blake asked. He was still more focused on his phone than me.

"I have no idea! Please, just leave me alone. You work here, you have to know how bad I have it. Can't you just let me-"

Blake looked up from his phone. "Take your clothes off."

Fuck it. Think less of me as a fur if you want, but I started to cry. Not a lot. But my bravery was outclassed in this kind of situation. I tossed my shirt, dropped my pants and wrapped my bushy tail around me. Blake barely took notice of me while I stood there shivering.

Finally he put the phone down. "Open your mouth." I stifled a sob and did as I was told. My eyes widened as he angled his baton and slid it past my lips. "I know how much cock you've been sucking, so this shouldn't be as painful as I wish it was, but hold still and deep throat this."

Blake grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking me lower so he could watch me as the baton hit the back of my throat and I gagged. My whines became more desperate, more shrill as Blake pushed his club deeper, stretching soft tissue that wasn't meant to stretch like that.

It wasn't like taking Dimitri's cock. Blake didn't pull in and out, letting me steal enough air to keep conscious. He kept ramming his improvised dildo down me at an excruciatingly slow and steady pace. The edges of my world grayed and blurred. I knew I was at my limit.

I tried to let myself fall only to find I was already back on my knees. Blake's hold on my hair was the only thing keeping me up. My gagging and moaning was now a wet gurgling choke. A blackness as dark as his fur started closing in on me.

And just like that, the baton was gone. Air flooded into my burning lungs. My eyes opened and Blake was back on his desk, texting. I must have faded for a moment. I wanted to run. To burst through the door and never stop. I wanted to, but I wouldn't have made it.

Blake snorted at something he read. "Hm," he hummed in mild surprise. Then he shrugged and stood back up. I squeezed my eyes shut and pretended to be unconscious. It didn't work.

Blake kicked me, managing to hit the same damn spot Herb bruised last night. 

"Wake up, killer. Beg to give me a blowjob."

I opened my eyes, looking up from shoe level. He had his fucking phone on me again. I knew he was taking a video of this now. I pushed myself up to a sitting position. "No!" I intended to give a small speech about the nature of justice, respect for the dignity of all furries, and give him my amature psychological diagnosis as to the roots of his incessant bullying of me.

I only got out that first word before he kicked me back to reality and I was scrambling to get on my knees. "Please, sir, let me suck your cock!" 

The bastard let me beg for a while, his face gave an expression close to disinterest. The phone remained on me the entire time. He glanced at his watch like I was stopping him from being somewhere important. "Ok. Suck me."

No hesitation from me this time. I opened his fly, finding his dick flaccid. I made a show of licking and fondling him like Blake was just another date. Inside I was a raging storm of fear and uncertainty. The wolf seemed about as into it as he would be about waiting for a load of wash to get done. Why the hell was he making me do this! 

"Don't swallow right away. I want to see my cum in your mouth," he grunted at me as I began feeling him edge.

That was one of the more difficult commands I'd been given in here. His spunk shot to the back of my throat and it was so tempting to just let it slide down, but I guess Blake wanted me to taste him, to add to my humiliation like he did at every opportunity. I pulled away, opening my mouth and tilting my head back.

"Hold on." The camera light on his phone turned on. "Now swallow and say yum."

"Yum." 

The light flicked off and Blake shoved his phone back in his pocket. "Alright, asshole," he seemed almost relieved it was over. Nothing about this made sense anymore. "Your lawyer's here. Wipe that cum off your face and get your clothes back on." 

***

Seeing my lawyer for myself was when I really believed he was actually there. Blake hadn't bothered with the cuffs this time, he would have just had to take them off, giving Sharpe less time to notice and ask about the new bruises I came in with. The door to the empty conference room shut with Blake's quick exit.

"What the hell, Elliot? Another write up? For fighting, no less," he shook his head. "Are you trying to blow any chance at this appeal working?"

"I'm sorry," I whimpered. Without even thinking I slid out of my chair and crept forward on my knees. The moment my hand touched his leg, Sharpe acted like I stuck him with a hot poker. The mutt jumped back, his chair clattering to the floor.

"Fuck!"

I yelped. It was getting hard to remember that not every fur in a position of authority was here to use me. "Fuck," I mimicked his sentiments. "I wasn't thinking. I just- Please don't tell anyone." I held it together, but only just.

Sharpe didn't call the guards. "It... it's ok. But what the hell have they done to you in here. My God, Elliot. You look like shit."

"Thanks."

"I mean it. You have to tell someone you're getting victimized."

I was so not in the mood for a lecture. I just tried to give my lawyer a blowjob. My problems were now beyond a stern talking to. "Just tell me you have good news."

Sharpe sighed at my question dodge. "I have news. It could be good, but it won't be immediate." He picked his chair back up. "Maybe you'd feel more comfortable if you got back in your chair?"

I was still kneeling, hiding my head in my hands. "I don't know. Seems like I spend most of my days down here."

"Elliot! My sunny disposition can only take this so far. Snap out of it and help me, help you!" If he failed at law, I'm positive his courtroom theatrics would translate well into community theater.

I forced a smile and sat back across the table from my floppy-eared would besavior. 

Sharpe was immensely pleased with his motivational speaking. I could see him relishing in the smile I gave him. Finally he pulled out some papers from his briefcase. From the glossy look I worried I was getting another copy of that orientation booklet. I read that damn thing until it started to get me sick.

"Green Horizons!" Sharpe proudly proclaimed like that would have any meaning to me. His eyes rolled but his smile remained plastic perfect. "I talked to my old professor, and said if he was me, he would hold off on filing the appeal just long enough for you to get some credit for making some self improvements."

I put my head back into my hands, wishing it was cave I could hide in. So my appeal wasn't even in motion. I'm gonna fuckin' die in here, I thought with a groan.

"Elliot, it's not as bad as it looks. Although, those write ups are not helping... Green Horizons is a state sponsored program. It runs twelve weeks and it's all about coming to terms with your crime, and having a plan to avoid committing those crimes in the future."

I looked up at him. "Do I really look like a potential serial killer to you?"

Sharpe laughed. "Of course not. But getting the certificate of completion will look awesome when we do the appeal. Plus, there is the possibility, if the other party is willing, to meet the furs whom you've impacted with your crime."

"Wait, what?"

"The program reaches out both ways. Greener horizons for everyone. The victims can get closure, the perpetrator gets a sense of forgiveness. Win-win."

Sharpe carried on about the program he was going to make me enroll in. I was in the past. "She has a daughter."

"Huh?" Sharpe was on some other topic.

"Had a daughter. The wolfess... the one I..." I couldn't say it, but Sharpe was there, he knew this. "She didn't even come for the sentencing."

"The wounds were fresh. She might be willing to work with Green Horizons now. And, not that I want to jinx it, but if we can get her to forgive you-"

"Forgive me?"

"Or, at least give a positive review to the judge. It would look great."

I tuned out most of the rest of Sharpe's oration. My thoughts fixated on the wolfess. In the unlikely event she would meet with me, what could I possibly say to her? I'm sorry I caused your mom to die, please rescue me from my living hell and I promise not to throw any more bombs off of overpasses. Even though it really wasn't a bomb. Now rescue me.

There was no way I could see this going well.

***

Back in the cell with Dimitri, I was standing at attention while he laid on his bunk. He made me recount everything that happened with my lawyer. I tried to read how he was processing it, but he just stared blankly at the underside of the top bunk.

"And then he had me write a thank you letter to his professor, for pulling some strings to get me in the program. I- it'll be on wednesdays. Will you let me go?" Part of me would have been fine if Dimitri said no. 

The tiger shrugged. "Yeah. You can go." He sat up and I flinched. But instead of hurting me, Dimitri dug in his pocket, bringing out an orange.

My mouth watered at the sight. Blake made sure I was taken back only after I'd missed the remainder of breakfast.

Dimitri watched me struggle not to ask if I could have it. Then he dropped it, letting it roll towards me. I stayed standing, only my eyes following the succulent citrus.

"Hungry?"

"Yes, sir." 

Dimitri enjoyed seeing how much will power I had. "My pet didn't tell me how it was with Blake. Did he hurt you?"

Food first, is what I would have said, if I had an ounce of guts. "He didn't hurt me, he just scared me, sir." I lied, but I didn't want Dimitri to get in trouble for me. At least not over Blake. "He's afraid of you. That's why he wasn't alone to get me." Stroking the tiger's ego couldn't hurt either.

Dimitri smiled at that. "Eat."

I dived for the orange. It was devoured in under a minute. He watched with a certain amusement. My hands and muzzle were sticky with juice. Dimitri let me wash up in the sink, talking to me when my back was turned.

"While you were gone, I got one of Vince's notes."

I froze. Did Hash write to me? "Did you want me to read it?" It was hard not to sound excited.

"Nah. I had Jake read it to me. Before I tossed it, I looked at it. I tried to pick out the letters you taught me. A lot of what he wrote looks nothing like what I learned."

"That's because Vince writes like crap. I can barely read it most of the time. Sir." I looked over at my corner and pointed. Dimitri nodded and I grabbed my Green Horizons brochure. "I got this from my lawyer. Did, did you wanna look at some of the words?"

He patted next to him on the bunk. My tail swished and the humiliating ordeal Blake put me through was push to the back of my mind. I think I was back to being Dimitri's good boy.

***

I stood behind Jake in the lunch line. Dimitri moved through faster than us, so when a gap appeared Jake turned to me. 

"I think I have a message for you." His quiet voice was nearly lost in the noise of the cafeteria.

"What do you mean?"

He moved down the line, letting the kitchen workers scoop some rice onto his mystery meat. He held his hand in front of my face. He'd written something across his palm.

# <3's E.R.

"It was written with a different pen, at the bottom of the letter.”

I felt my heart skip and my skin flush. Hash's note. And he even wrote it like a text message, probably because I said it was one of the things I missed. Jake had the audacity to roll his eyes at my swooning. Fuck him. I was in love.

A whistle cut through the background din. Dimitri was looking at us impatiently. I guess I'd have to forego the usual argument I'd strike up over portion size and food selection. Next time, I mouthed at a ferret who was doling out tiny squares of brownies.

***

The Yard was as depressing as always. The only ray of sunshine was Hash. I couldn't wait to get close to him. So much to talk about!

I waited for Dimitri and Vince to do their macho criminal business conference. As soon as they finished I made straight for my coyote. Mid-step a huge hand that could only be Dimitri's landed on my shoulder, stopping me. 

"I'm taking Regal with me today," he told Vince. 

"What? Why? Am I in trouble? What did I do?" I sputtered as the tiger dragged me away from where I wanted to be. 

"Relax. You've been a good boy. If anything, I probably was..." He trailed off but I accepted the unspoken apology for his being a douche earlier. 

"So, why are you taking me with you today?" And more importantly, why was I not consulted before you fucked up my daily dose of Hash. 

He kept his hand on me, just so there were no questions about who I belonged to when got into feline territory. "I felt like killing that panda that knocked you around. You probably know that. I have anger issues."

"Really?” I looked at him, chancing a light smack just to see what kind of mood he was in.

Dimitri laughed. "Fucking smartass. Anyways, I also felt angry at myself.” His hand slid lower on my back and we walked in silence for a bit. "I don't like the thought of you getting hurt.”

I didn't either. Good to know we were on the same page. "Does that mean I'm coming with you every time we're on the Yard?” Touching motives, but I did not want to lose the little contact that I had with Hash. And that was something I would fight for.

Dimitri shook his head. "No.”

"Then wha-” 

He pointed at the collection of rusting exercise equipment at the core of the feline territory. "You're teaching me something, I'm going to teach you something. You're too cute to be defenseless in a place like this. You're gonna learn to handle yourself.”

My ears flattened involuntarily, but judging by his broad smile, he did not share my concerns about the direction this was heading.

"Ok, pup. Show me how much you can lift.”
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I looked at the barbell with the big rusted weights on it. "Sir,” I whined. Dimitri was standing in front of me, wide stance with his arms folded over his broad chest. "Look at me, I'm more bone than meat. There's no way I can pick that up. Can't I just watch you workout?”

"No.”

I truly appreciated what he wanted to do, but this might have been a physical impossibility. Isquatteddown, trying to mimic what I'd seen the felines dowhen lifting. A gust of wind washed across the Yard, my coat fluttered and gripped the bar. With everything I had I pushed with my legs, noises I'd never made before accompanied my strainedeffort. The weights left the ground and my arms threatened to leave my shoulder sockets.

"Grrah! Fucking hell!” I shouted. My hands slipped and the weights clattered against the cracked pavement, having fallen the three inches I'd managed to get them up. "This is impossible,” I panted.

"Don't get discouraged, Regal. We all gotta start somewhere.”

Damn it. I smiled. I wanted to hate how when he used my name I felt so proud. I got this urge to please the tiger, to earn this little bit of respect that might make me more than just his pet. I wanted to hate it, but it made me feel sogood when he did it. "Sorry,” I mumbled, rubbing my arms.

He lifted the bar, effortlessly, and put it back on the bench. Fucking showoff. "Maybe we should just focus on using what you've got.”

"Yes,” I agreed, still getting my breath back. "Let's do that.”

Dimitri proceeded to coach me in the fineart of dirty fighting, specifically how to best thumb a fur in his eye, and how I should go about nut-punching someone bigger than me. Thankfully there wasn't a live demonstration. I was a little unnerved with the emphasis he put on me striking first, because, in his words, if I couldn't take the fucker out in my first strike, I was a dead fox the second they got a paw on me. Thanks for the vote of confidence, Dimitri.

"Alright. Do somepush-upsuntil we go in," Dimitri concluded my first lesson.

I spread my arms, motioning towards my meatless frame to remind him.

"Don't argue, pet. The least you can do is tighten up what little you have." He poked a finger into my shoulder.

"Ouch!" I grumbled. "Fine," he might have had a point, but I still wasn't happy. "But I expect to get permission to cum tonight." His eyes narrowed. "I-if that's ok, sir," I smiled hastily. He lifted his hand and I shut my eyes, wondering why the fuck I couldn't keep my mouth shut. But his hand came down gently, ruffling my hair. I opened one eye, just in time to be treated to one of the tiger's rare affectionate smiles.

Despite how much I hated the physical exertions he put me through, I was grateful the big jerk was with me. Even with a few glares and mean looks from some of the other felines using their Yard time to workout, being with Dimitri gave me this feeling of invincibility. I've been getting that feeling more and more lately. I started thinking about what I could do to show him how much I appreciated his protection.

***

Back in our cell that evening I waited for Dimitri to finish using the sink. Even with the early spring chill in the air we both worked up quite a sweat. It was not a feeling I liked. My fur was damp and plastered to me in a most irritating manner. And I mourned the loss of that scent I got from using Jake's shampoo during my last shower.

Dimitri tossed me the towel he'd just used and flopped down on his bunk. I did what I could to wash up. Even taking off my shirt to scrub as much of me as I could. I left my shirt off to air out. I couldn't resist taking a quick look at my arms, justin caseI somehow magically sprouted defined bicepsafter putting in twelve minutes of hard work. 

Nothing yet.

"You don't get them over night," Dimitri called.

He startled me and I blushed at getting caught checking myself out. He patted the bunk, and I hopped next to him. His arm slid around me, fingers running through my still drying fur. The cell doors were open, but everyone knew enough to give Dimitri his space, so if he wanted to fool around with me, who was I to object?

"Sir?" I hummed innocently. "Can you let see what I'm working towards? It might motivate me."

Dimitri raised an eyebrow before scooting forward so he could pull his tight prison shirt off in one yank that mussed his hair ever so slightly. The hard lines of his physique softened at the edges from his vivid orange fur. The absoluteaesthetic beauty of a body put into muscular overdrive was enough to take my breath away.

My ears flattened, not from fear, but from a sense of reverence I felt he warranted. I touched out, putting my palm to his arm. 

"My little pet likes?" the bass in his voice tickled along my spine.

"Yes, sir." I traced the stripes that slashed the perfect orange with my sensitive artist's fingers. I pulled my legs under me, kneeling low on the bunk so I could face him as he leaned lazily back against the wall. My hands brushed over every bulge of corded power in his arm. My pointy muzzle was drifting closer.

The television was on but Dimitri wasn't using his headphones. I think the way he ignored me as I all but worshiped his arm was mostly for show. I tested his stoic resolve. My nose pressed to his bicep, giving it a soft nudge. He looked away from the television. His face was nearly devoid of its usual malice and simmering rage. This might be my chance to pull down that wall I'd put so many cracks in.

My eyes stayed on his arm. The pointy tip of my tongue slipped through my lips and I ran it along one of his stripes, adding that whimper he liked to hear from me.

His right hand reached over, adjusting his crotch lewdly. A low rumble of approval as I moved my exploration from his arm to his chest. I crawled closer, turning to straddle one of his splayed legs, his eyes burning through mine until I had to look away. 

I took a deep breath, hoping I knew what I was about to do. "Sir?" He nodded. "Why haven't you ever..." my hands slid down his chest, feeling out his eight pack, "taken me from the other end."

I felt his cock twitch against my leg. Another low growl, almost below a fur's normal range of hearing. "I don't know if I want to tell you, pet."

"Why not?" I bent my head forward, flicking my tongue over the hard pebble of his nipple. "You know I wouldn't tell a soul."

A hand pressed to the back head, stroking my hair. "I know that. I just don't want you getting too full of yourself."

I pulled his bud with my lips until it popped free. "Too full of myself? Well, now you have to tell me or who knows what my wild imagination will come up with."

His big hand smoothed down my hair again. "It's not that interesting," he closed his half lidded eyes for a moment, deciding if he'd tell me. "I was going to. Back when you first got here. Do you remember what it was like when you first got locked in here, pet?"

I started to regret bringing this up. Of course I remembered. It was seared so permanently in my memory I don't think there's enough alcohol in the world to wash it away. "I remember, sir," the soft whimper that accompanied my words was genuine. I don't think Dimitri picked up on it.

"I kept looking for a reason to fuck that sweet ass. But then by the time you gave me one all I could think about was how you could barely fit me in your mouth, I kept telling myself, enh, he doesn't deserve that yet. Finally I realized that I was putting it off because I didn't want to hurt you more than I had too."

I wrapped my arms around his neck, hugging him tight enough to choke a smaller fur. I fucking knew he cared about me! Sure it's all rather demented, but it's Dimitri. For him to forgo anything for me is a miracle. I hated the humiliation and the pain that he did put me through, but I shudder at the thought of how bad it could have gotten.

My eyes stung and my brain reeled at the gamble I was taking, telling me it's not too late to stop. Just blow him and spend the evening laying against him on his bunk. I took a deep breath of Dimitri. The hit of his masculine musk was enough to fuzz my thoughts long enough to get this out. "I, I think I can take it now." I felt his shoulders tense under my arms. "Tox, you know, that raptor that was kinda weird, yesterday he gave me some lube that he smuggled in. A-and Tront, that stallion, I- I was able to take him. I think I'm ready for you."

Silence.

"Regal," his hand patted my back. "Don't make this kind of offer unless you're sure. Once we start, I don't think I have the self control to stop. And it will hurt."

"I know, sir. I want you to do it."

Dimitri pulled me off his neck, breaking what I thought was an iron grip with ease. I was holding him so tight to stop myself from shaking. I didn't want him to think this was out of fear. If he thought this was about self preservation, it wouldn't be as effective. Through sheer force of will I stopped any trembling before it started.

"Why?" Dimitri asked, his eyes locking onto mine.

"You protect me. You've protected me from every other fur. You're even teaching me how to look out for myself now."

"You're teaching me," he nodded at the box of papers in my corner. "I think that makes us even."

I shook my head. "Not enough. I want to show you that you own me for as long as I'm locked up. A-and I'm ok with that. I'm willing. You can have all of me, and I won't fight it... just, when you know that, maybe you won't get as angry with me when I screw up."

Dimitri stroked my face. "Regal... I'll try." He held jaw, making sure I wouldn't look away. "I mean it. I will try not to get mad at you, but..."

This was the first time I ever saw a pained expression on the tiger's face. I flexed my nonexistent muscles, "but it won't happen overnight?"

He smiled and let his hand trail down my body, coming to rest where my cock was touching his leg. "I guess we could start with getting rid of that no cumming without my permission rule."

I grinned wide and my ears perked back up. "Thank you, sir!" My gamble was paying off already. "Should I go get the lube?" His finger was tracing the outline in my pants so it didn't take a psychic to see what was on his mind.

"You're sure you can handle this, Regal?"

To keep hearing that note of concern in his voice, I'd let him try and fist me! Though I sure wouldn't want that idea planted. I nodded resolutely. "Yes, sir." A lusty curl to his lips sent me scrambling to dig the lube bottle out of my box.

I heard him get off the bunk as I rummaged, the unmistakable rustle of his pants coming off. "I'm curious," he remarked, "when were you planning to tell me about the raptor's gift?"

I hesitated. "I... was going to tell you. But I forgot. R-remember, you said you'd be forgiving when your little pet screws up."

"Calm down," he laughed. "I'm not upset. But I have to wonder what else you might have tucked away in there."

He said it with a laugh, but it hit to close to home. I was still hiding the stash of snacks I was planning to trade for Hash's gift. "I'm hiding a shovel. It's a tip I got from a mole for being a good fuck. I'm planning on tunneling us an escape hole as soon as my muscles grow in," I joked nervously.

Dimitri was amused and the issue was dodged for now.

I found the bottle and sprung to my feet, spinning to face Dimitri. My breath caught in my throat. He was completely naked. Fuck, he was huge. I scanned over his body, zeroing in on that tree trunk he called his cock. For a second I wondered how much of a difference it would make if he did opt to fist me.

He held his hand out and I passed him the bottle, my eyes still flitting to his dick. It seemed so much bigger knowing where he was going to put it this time. I took off my pants while Dimitri inspected the lube. "Use as much as you need, sir." Hell, use all of it.

He sat down on his bunk, motioning me closer with a finger. I shuffled to him, replaying all my previous anal experiences. Very few were pleasant. Dimitri patted his lap and I bent over it like I was going to receive a spanking.

Dimitri began to pet my back. "You're breathing hard. Just try and relax."

Easy for him to say. "I'll try, sir." He lifted my tail out of the way while admiring my hole. I could feel his already hard dick stiffen further against my side. Was it too late to get something to bite down on?

I yelped at the cool wet touch of Dimitris lube coated finger pressing on my pucker.

"Relax," he rumbled in what he must have thought was a soothing tone.

Don't fight it, I told myself. Remember what Tront said. Something about it being easier if I don't resist. Dimitri's finger pushed in and I clenched. "Fuckfuckfuck," I whined. What seemed like a good idea at the time was now looking like one of my dumbest.

"Talk to me, Regal. Does it really hurt that much?"

"N-no," I took in a deep breath, willing some calmness to return. "Just a little apprehensive. Sorry, sir."

His finger withdrew and I heard more lube getting squeezed out. Think of an open field, the ocean, giant canyons. Think of wide open places, I kept telling myself as his finger returned. It went in smoother this time. I could feel the twist of that thick digit.

A high pitched sigh let Dimitri know when he found my sweet spot.

"Better?"

"Uh-huh," the twisting continued, interspersed with occasional swipes at my bundle of nerves. With the addition of a second finger came the burn. It wasn't pure pain, though.Every timehe'd scissor me wider, he'd reward me. Before long I was hard, leaking pre onto his thigh.

The fingers left abruptly. "Up, pet," Dimitri ordered.

I stood on shaky legs as the tiger pushed himself into a reclined position, again pulling me forward with a motion of his finger. The same finger that danced on the line between pain and pleasure. I crawled over him, straddling his hips, ready to ride him face to face. 

I could feel his slick cock like an exotic dancer's pole, erect and ready, resting between my cheeks, the head pressing and leaking into the base of my bushy tail. I tried to smile at his determined face, and from an awkward position I lifted myself up, Dimitri's hands assisting, as I angled my lubed hole over his tip.

Oh God! He should have used more fingers, his dick was so thick, I felt like I was trying to sit on a soda can. Dimitri's hands tightened around my waist, dragging me down. I moaned, deep, transitioning into a pseudo howl. He was impaling me!

"Stop! God, please, sir! It hurts!" I gasped as the stretching stab stole my breath away. I knew he was getting deep from the slacking of successive rings of muscles whose resistance melted against the invasion. Most of the pain was focused at my entrance.

In the distance I could hear Dimitri cooing something encouraging, but my senses were driven to the brink of collapse.

I grunted, unsure if I was clenching or tearing open. "I can't!" I breathed out what would have been a scream if I could have mustered the energy. "I can't take any more," my shoulders sagged forward and I closed my eyes against the sparks that were fluttering in front of them. Dimitri's hands were at my shoulders, holding me up.

"Regal."

I mewled.

"Regal," he shook me, my eyes opening. "I'm in. You need to loosen up or this will really start to hurt."

I snorted at his understatement, but part of me actually felt a weak sense of accomplishment. Dimitri was in me. He was as deep as he could get and I was still alive. More or less. Was the hard part over? I had trouble remembering anything that happened before this moment. What did he tell me to do? Oh... Loosen.

I put one hand on his stomach, the other wiping away the drool running down my chin. First the breathing, as soon as I was sure I wouldn't blackout I could relax whatever muscles I still had control over.

"You are so fucking tight," Dimitri grunted.

I managed a nod. "You're... so fucking big."

He laughed. Clearly flattered. "I don't think I can last that long." That makes two of us. "Ready?”

Not even close. "Yes, sir.” I braced myself for another wave of pain, not entirely sure how he was going to go about fucking me, seeing as I was in no position to do much more than hope my insides weren't irreparably damaged. 

Dimitri's fingers dug deep into my sides. I moaned in relief as the tiger managed to lift me. The slow friction inside me was mind blowing. My hands shot out, digging into the soft short fur on his stomach, the feelingof emptiness as I was lifted off his hot throbbing cock wasworse than the pain. Once that first hellish push had me stretched enough, there was a certain pleasure to be had. 

The pulsating from Dimitri's member felt like a second heartbeat. With each lift I got more into the rhythm, a second wind brought me strength enough to take over from Dimitri. His hands let go, one of them finding my own pulsing cock. He began to jerk me off as I moved up, raising until only his head remained in me, and then a slow slide back down. Each ride brought me closer to ecstasy. 

"Sir," I panted. "I, I'm going to cum," his hand pumped me faster, prompting me to bounce off his bucking hips faster. 

My warning turned to a scream as I lost control, my load jetting into the tiger's palm. He kept milking me, even through the full body orgasm that caused enough quivering and clenching to bring forth a geyser of his own. 

My unintelligible sounds were lost in his orgasmic roar. I'd never had him cum as much as he was now. Dimitri flooded me with his seed until it started leaking back out. When he was finally spent, he let me slump forward onto his chest. 

I closed my eyes, drifting in and out of sleep, catching the odd bits of a one sided conversation.

"Goddamn. You were so fuckin' good." A hand started scratching behind my ears. "Good boy."

***

I woke up to the sound of running water. Dimitri was at the sink, rinsing his hands. "Got you all over me," he said.

"Sorry," I mumbled, shifting to my back with a wince. I could still feel the warmth from where he'dbeen laying. 

"Nothing to be sorry about," he mumbled back.

"What time is it?" did I sleep all night?

"You slept a few hours. I guess I wore you out." He was dressed again. "Hate to leave, but I've got some work that needs tending to before lockdown." As he passed the bunk, he bent over, rubbing my ear between thumb and finger. "I'll be back as soon as I can."

I moaned at the pleasant touch.

Dimitri was at the door, he turned around, "I'll get Jake to come keep you company."

"No. Don't bother," I said to an empty cell. I guess my reflexes were a bit slow still. This was one of the times I really missed coffee. For a few minutes I tried to remember if Sanders or Styen had any instant in their cells. Not that I had anything to trade, but maybe Dimitri would treat me.

Jake's arrival drew my attention. I guess I wasn't the only fur who had been taking an afternoon nap. The red fox yawned and rubbed at his eyes. "Hey, Jake," I called from my back.

He shrugged. "Smells like sex in here." He pulled out the small stool to sit at the cell's desk. The second his ass touched the hard plastic he bolted back up, uttering a sharp curse.

I laughed, remembering what he and Kalvin got up to.

He flashed his teeth in a mock snarl. "Bet you won't laugh tomorrow when you start feeling whatever Dimitri did to you. Move over."

The joke was on him. I was already feeling my abdomen start to cramp. I shifted closer to the wall, leaving the other fox enough room.

Jake laid on his stomach, his head turned away from me. I couldn't tell if he was going back to sleep. "Jake?" His ears flicked. "Did Hash say anything on the Yard?"

His head moved in what I assumed was a nod. "He asked if you got his message. I told him you did and that you said for me to tell him some sort of lovey bullshit for you."

"Aww. Thanks Jake." I almost reached over to pat his back before remembering how sore it had to be. "You're a great friend." It was hard not to wag my tail, but managed. "What sort of 'lovey bullshit' didyou say I said?" I was trying to picture the scene exactly.

Jake made a noncommittal grunt. "I just said 'lovey bullshit.' You're the poet, use your imagination."

"Actually, I'm a street artist. And while I do incorporate words into my installations, I wouldn't call myself a-"

"Regal," Jake interrupted. "I don't really care."

"Oh." Well, that hurt. "I still appreciate you. Even if you're cranky when tired." I lay quietly for a few minutes, listening to the ambient noise of the cellblock and Jake's rhythmic breathing. I was awake now. No sense trying to sleep yet.

"Jake?"

An annoyed grunt.

"Wanna know what me and Dimitri were doing on the Yard?"

"As loud as the two of you were in here, I know it wasn't sex related."

I felt my skin flush. Just because they couldn't see us didn't mean they couldn't hear us. Great. Now now the whole cellblock knew what I'd been up too. "Dimitri was showing me how to defend myself."

No response from Jake.

"I'm pretty sure Hash knows how to fight, but if you want, the next time we get some time together, and aren't both recovering from rough sex, I can show you some stuff."

The red fox turned his head to me, a slightly perplexed look on him. "Why do you think I'd need that?"

"I did, sort of, beat you up. And if I can manage tha-"

"It was one punch!" I tried to hold back a smirk, but it was a little funny when Jake got this animated. "I wasn't expecting it. If the guards hadn't stepped in, I'd have kicked your ass."

"Sure, dude. Keep telling yourself that."

Jake growled, but compared to Dimitri's, his sounded like a high pitched trill. I cracked up, soon Jake was laughing along.






 
  A Fox Behind Bars part 29

  





29.


The yellow glow from the frosted slit of a window brightened the cell that morning. My arms felt like there were about to fall off. In fact, I would have welcomed the loss of my arms at this point. But at least their pain took my mind off the pain in my ass and stomach.

"You'll feel better soon. You just aren't used to that kind of exertion," Dimitri said.

Was he talking about the push-ups he had me do, or the sex? I guess it applied to both. The sex was worth it. The workout, not so much.

I slept on the bunk again last night, using the tiger as a pillow. And when we woke up, he listened to me whine with a patience only Hash had ever shown me. Mostly it was about not being able to lift my arms, but I also bitched about my life in general. Dimitri grunted in sympathy.

I'd noticed a new bruise on his knuckles. Whatever business had been important enough to interrupt our postcoital relaxation yesterday must have involved a disagreement. I was cautious enough not to bring this up.

At breakfast Dimitri told me to wait at the table while he and Jake got the trays. I used my alone time to consider the problem in my cell. The hidden stash of snacks was becoming a dangerous liability. I had to get them out before Dimitri had a reason to find them. I couldn't ask Jake for help. I had the feeling I was being enough of an imposition on him already. My next closest friend in Cellblock-H was Sanders. I looked down the row of tables. 

The lion was sitting with a few seats away with his own group of friends. I checked on Dimitri and Jake. They were still in the slow moving line. Now was probably the best chance I had to test the waters. 

I slid along the bench, gritting my teeth at the effort. The felines had begrudgingly accepted my presence at their tables, but I was still thought of as Dimitri's annoying pet. Sanders hadn't noticed me and the lions across the table chose to pretend I wasn't there.

"Sir?” I tapped Sanders on the arm as he finished laughing at a cheetah's tawdry story.

Sanders turned to me. "'Sup, Regal?”

"Sorry to interrupt, but I was wondering if we could talk later. Like, if you're not busy this evening.”

"Sure. We can talk now if it's important.”

I glanced at where Dimitri was. He was already at the fruits and vegetables. "It can wait 'til later. Thank you, sir.”

"Regal, you really don't need to call me sir,” Sanders said with a laugh.

I apologized again and quickly slid back to where I was. Those displays of deferential respect had become a survival mechanism. I'm sure Sanders could not relate, but I would try tone it down when I talked with him.

Dimitri and Jake returned. Dang, Dimitri had Jake carrying two trays. The red fox did not like it when Dimitri made it so obvious that I was his favorite. As Jake placed my tray down I tried to mouth a thank you at him but he was already starting to sulk.

"Wow." I had a mountain of fruit salad and two cinnamon desserts. "Thank you, sir!" It was going to be hard feeling sorry for Jake when I had the best breakfast in the whole prison.

Halfway through my sorted stack of cantaloupe cubes, Dimitri cleared his throat.

"Got a note from Vince. I think I'm going to have you two take the day off."

Jake and I exchanged glances, both coming to the same conclusion as we thanked Dimitri in unison. I was given the note to read anyways, in case there was something Dimitri might find important. I skimmed over the sex acts Jake and I got a reprieve from. Smart move on Dimitri's part, giving us a vacation. Jake didn't look like he'd be able to lay on his back yet, and if a fur wanted anal from me, well, it would have been an unpleasant experience for all involved. 

I got to the bottom, reading to a disinterested Dimitri and Jake, who was barely awake at this point, "remember to collect from Clov, if you didn't get to him yesterday. Don't tell Ellie, but Herb is getting out of the infirmary tomorrow and has been blaming the fox for you breaking his-" I stopped and looked up.

"How is that at all fair!" I whined.

"It's ok, pup. I'll talk to Vince today, and if he's not ready to move on the snitch, I'll make sure he has another accident."

My tail swished. "And I can help," I started to lift my arm to show off my still nonexistent muscle, the tightness was still there causing me to wince at the effort. "Fuck it. I can still kick him in the nuts, if you need any help."

The cafeteria seemed to quiet around us at the rarely heard sounds of Dimitri's laughter. I beamed. Maybe I wasn't the strongest fur in here, but I'd like to see anyone else able get that sort of reaction from Dimitri.

The one thing that killed my high was the lack of a note from Hash. I checked all the margins, the back, even rereading it quickly before handing it back to Dimitri, in case I missed some sort of code. Nothing. With an inward sigh, I drowned my sorrows in a pile of honeydew melon.

***

Vince was, in a word, apoplectic when he met us out on the Yard later that day. "The clients, Dimitri! What are you doing to me? I've got two disappointed gazelles and a dingo threatening to do to me what he paid to do to him," he gestured at Jake.

Even with Greg's attempt at intimidation - that worked on me and Jake - Dimitri was unperturbed. "They need the day off. Jake," he snapped his fingers and the red fox meekly scampered to his side. Dimitri turned him around so his back was to Vince, then lifted Jake's coat and shirt.

I couldn't see from where I was, but given my vivid imagination and Vince's blanch, I could imagine a grid of purple and blue whip marks discoloring the red fur everyone was so inexplicably crazy about.

"Fucking hell!" Vince muttered. "I don't care how much extra he pays, Hash, make a note, we're not doing business with that damn hare again."

"No," Jake spun out of Dimitri's loose hold. Becoming the sudden center of attention seemed to rob him of his speech. He looked helpless, his jaw opening but nothing coming out.

I stepped in. Regal to the rescue! "You can't do that to him," I said to Vince.

Greg reached in his pocket and took a step forward, halting at Dimitri's growled words, "back off, Greg."

Vince's enforcer took his hand out of his pocket and took a step back, much to Vince's annoyance.

"He likes it," I said, moving to place myself between them. "I won't pretend to understand why, but it's seriously like the only thing he looks forward too in here. Let him keep having this once a month and I promise I'll take his jobs while he recovers."

Jake nodded in fervent hope.

Vince's ear twitched. "And whyexactly, do you need an 'off day,'then?"

Dimitri rumbled, "because I said he does."

My back to the tiger, I casually held up my hands, giving Vince an approximation of Dimitri's length. He rolled his eyes and seemed to understand my point.

"Alright," Vince pinched the bridge of his muzzle, fighting off the beginnings of a headache. "we can work something out. I've got bigger issues we need to talk about anyways."

The one eared wolf looked around for potential eavesdroppers. I guess the prostitution rings were so normal in here that they didn't warrant the discretion of Vince's other enterprises.

"Clov," he said.

"I got him to transfer the funds," Dimitri said dismissively.

"You had to knock out one of teeth to do it," Vince gesticulated. "This is the worst fucking timing. The scalies are already pissed over that raptor that got sent to solitary after you thrashed one of Piter's pack. They stopped using the Pack's bookies. And worse, they're not paying up on the shit they already owe."

"The lizard's problem is with Piter."

Vince's ear twitched again. "You know that, and I know that, but those scaly fucks must not have got the memo."

"What do want me to do about?" Dimitri's patience was running out. "Stop collecting?"

Vince picked at the stub of his missing ear, sheepishly looking at the rest of us for support. "I was kinda thinking you could explain the situation to the scalies in your cellblock. If they stop the boycott, so will the others."

"No."

"I got the ok from the Alphas, and they agree that if you just tal-"

"No."

"You were there! They'd listen to you if you told your side of-"

"Vince, I swear to God-"

The wolf held his hands up in appeasement. "Alright! Fine. Be responsible for a gang war if that's what you want. I'll just leave it out there, that if you have the time, the Pack would really appreciate it, and some sort of a bonus would be in order."

Dimitri growled and stormed off, too angry to address the issue of Herb. Once he was out of earshot, Vince turned to me. "He's your cellmate, see what you can do. Otherwise we go with plan B. Jake tries to explain things tonight," he looked to Jake, "avoid eye contact with the dragons, they might view it as a challenge."

I was shocked. "Wait. Jake outranks me?"

Vince gave a half shrug. "He's been here longer."

That was a blow to my slowly healing ego. "Dimitri will take care of it." I had no way of backing that up, but it sounded better than saying, maybe I can sweet talk him, or I'll see if I can throw enough sex at him. "Why can't you just go over and talk to them right now?"

"Protocol," Vince said. Then he pointed to one of the guard towers, "plus, if they think we're about to start a riot, they'll shoot first and ask questions later."

The activist in me wanted to organize a mass protest where the four major factions march to the center of the Yard for a nonviolent sit-in. But the realist in me called me an idiot. "Ok. I'll talk to him this evening."

"Good luck, Ellie. Try not to get too fucked up. A lot of paying furs would miss you."

"Thanks for the concern," asshole.

With the business taken care of, Hash and me, and Jake the third wheel, were left to ourselves. 

Hash grabbed my arm, "what happened yesterday? You had me scared to death. I thought Dimitri noticed the note and, and..."

"It's ok," I put my hand over his. "Dimitri was just teaching me how to fight." Hash's worry turned to confusion. Then more confusion as I tried to explain how that all came about, but his relief that I wasn't in trouble was palpable. His hand never left my arm. It was the most intimate display we could safely have alone in the open.

"I guess that's good news. Just don't go picking fights with everyone now," he teased.

"Only if I need to keep you safe." I loved that coyote. "Hey, how are your racing roaches coming along?"

"Great! I've got everything all set. Now I just need to get Vince's permission, and work out what his cut is, and how much I need to give the guard to turn a blind eye."

Hash told me about the track he can fashion with rolled pages from some magazines. The conversation even managed to draw in Jake. The red fox was particularly interested in how Hash was going to determine odds. The talk of numbers had me glazing over, but for Hash I pretended math and gambling was fascinating.

Before our Yard time ended I told Hash about my lawyer's plan to put me the Green Horizons program. He hesitated, "I think the Pack can get me enrolled in that too. If you want me to."

"Of course! Why would you even need to ask me?" More Hash time was always a plus.

He touched his jacket buttons, snapping and unsnapping them. "It's just that those kinds of programs can get pretty personal. You might not want me distracting you..."

"Hash, if there's one fur in here that I want in my personal life, it's you." I ignored the mock gagging coming from Jake. "Please, if you can be there with me, I want you."

Hash took my hand. "I want you too. I will have Vince get me in, but promise me that you will tell me if my being there makes you uncomfortable."

"You-"

"We'd still have the Yard and church. And anything else I can come up with. Now promise me. I'm not going to stand in the way of you getting out of here early."

I sighed. "Ok. I promise." He mouthed a silent, I love you, and I mouthed it back just as the klaxons sounded an end to our time together. 

***

The cell was thick with Dimitri's smell. He must have had quite the workout. I sat quietly on his bunk while he dried himself, waiting for just the right moment.

"Sir?" 

Dimitri turned from putting the soap and towel back on his shelf.

"Can we talk? I mean, without you getting upset?"

His eyes narrowed. "What did you do, pet?"

"Nothing! It's nothing I did. I just wanted to talk about what Vince said."

I heard his low growl, but he plopped next to me on his bunk. He took a minute and finally, "go on."

"You know I'm always on your side, so if you still say no, I'll be ok with it. But after you left, Vince said if you weren't going to smooth things over with the scalies, Jake had to try this evening."

Dimitri raised an eyebrow and looked at me. "Jake?"

"That's what I thought." I got a little creative, "I asked him why he doesn't go over and talk to the Scalies out on the Yard, but he's such a pussy compared to you, sir. I know you wouldn't let Jake get hurt, and I'm pretty sure he wouldn't even make it to the scaly table in the common area unscathed. So..."

That disquieting growl again. "So, my options are to forbid Jake from doing something stupid, and deal with the fit Vince'll throw... Or, fuckin' do it myself." I stayed silent, letting the tiger think. "You see why I like to keep out of everyone's business, pet?"

"Yes, sir. Sorry."

Dimitri reached over, his hand cupped around the back of my neck as his thumb rubbed in small circles at the base of my ear. "It's not your fault, pup. I guess I'll talk to them." He gave a deep sigh. "Remind me what the fuck Vince wanted me to tell the lizards."

***

I did what I could to suggest what Dimitri should say, and how he might want to phrase it without using any casual speciesism, but in the end Dimitri was going to do whatever he wanted. I just hoped any violence would be minimal. 

I popped into Jake's cell and told him the good news that Dimitri was going to talk with the scalies. In his own way he was thankful, but I don't think he quite knew how to express it. He just sort of sat there and blinked. I think I was starting to earn his trust.

Jake took advantage of this unexpected continuation of his off day and stayed in his cell to sleep while Dimitri and I went down to the common area. I was pleased to see Sanders at the feline table. He was playing checkers with a lynx that I didn't know. 

Dimitri and Sanders exchanged nods. "I don't know how long this is going to take. Try not to get into any trouble while I'm gone." He pointed me towards the felines table and headed off towards the group of scalies.

I looked at the table claimed by the scalies. Two raptors were playing cards with a scaly that looked at least partly draconic. All three of them had a fair share of scarring on the scales I could see. The prison tried to regulate the sharpness of any of the inmates natural armaments, but it was hard to keep up, especially when it came to species whose survival once depended on how fast a missing razor sharp tooth or a broken claw could regrow. 

Speaking of teeth, I could see one of the raptors face was swollen, with a dark bruise about the size of the one on Dimitri's knuckles. That must be Clov, assumed. I wonder how Dimitri's meeting was going to go and if Clov would hold a grudge about his tooth. I'm glad he didn't take me with him.

Shaking off my concerns, I cautiously approached Sanders and his companion. The lynx ignored me, focusing on his game, but the lion was much more welcoming. 

"Hello again, Regal."

"Hi, si-anders," I caught myself before calling him sir again. 

He grinned at my catch and invited me to sit. The lynx grumbled under his breath at my daring to be there, but he knew I was under Dimitri's protection. If I wasn't preoccupied with what I wanted to ask Sanders, I probably would have taken more offense at the way the lynx kept looking at me like I was the one being an asshole. 

"Jake's not joining us?" Sanders asked.

"No. He's resting."

Sanders double jumped the lynx's pieces. And as the lynx swore, he turned to me, "not hurt, is he?"

"Um... Not too bad. He said it always takes him a couple of days to recover after a session with Kalvin."

"Damn. And everyone's ok with this?"

I shrugged. "It's not really up to me, but I guess everyone involved is ok."

"I can talk to Kalvin, if that's the issue."

"No! That's not-" I wasn't sure how much Jake would want me talking about it, but this was Sanders. "Dimitri already offered, but Jake says he likes it."

"He likes getting the shit whipped out of him?" He asked incredulously.

The lynx knocked on the table, "get your fucking head in the game." Then he glared at me.

"Pretty sure you lost this one," Sanders said.

I looked at the board. The lynx was down to three pieces, compared to Sanders's seven. The lynx saw this too. He stood up angrily and stormed off. "Fuckin' dog is bad luck," he called back as he entered his cell.

"Don't forget the dessert you owe me tomorrow," he yelled after him. "Don't mind him. He's just a sore loser. So, you said you wanted to talk?"
"Yeah... I'm saving up to buy a bag of chips. I've got two candy bars and some mints, so I'm real close to having enough to trade, but I was wondering if you could keep my stuff in your cell. Just for, like a week? Please?"

Sanders scratched his chin. "Dimitri doesn't have much of a sweet tooth. I don't think you need to worry about him eating you snacks."

I looked away, more than a little embarrassed I even needed to have this conversation. "Hedoesn'tknow I have them."

Sanders let out a low whistle. "Going behind Dimitri's back? That's potentially hazardous." 

"I know!" I gave Sanders my best puppy dog eyes, the kind that occasionally worked on Dimitri. "It's not for me. I swear it. I'm just trying to get my friend a gift. He's more than a friend actually. And he's in a different cellblock, which really sucks. But he's been so nice to me since I got here. I don't think I would have made it this long without him, and I just want to give him something in return, even if all I can do is get him some spicy chips." I let my ears flatten. "I can pay you for your help. Take one of the candy bars. I'll work extra hard this week and get enough to make the trade by next friday."

Sanders picked up one of the checker pieces and spun it like a coin. I watched it wobble across the table.

"I'll do it. But I'd like something other than a candy bar."

"The mints?" That was the most valuable item I had to trade. It would set me back by two candy bars.

Sanders shook his head.

"I don't have anything else. Unless you mean-"

"No," he waved away the idea of sex. "Information. And a favor to be named latter."

Shit. Everyone told me to avoid owing other furs anything. I should have been more careful, but the thought of how happy Hash would be when I gave him the bag of Volcanic Ultra Hots had me feeling reckless. "W-what sort of information?"

The lion put his hand over the checker piece as it wound down, and leaned close. A glance at the upper cells, "Jake. Does he have the same," he searched for the right word, "arrangement that you have with Dimitri?"

"You mean, does Dimitri consider him his pet?" I felt the warmth in my cheeks, This wasn't an area I felt comfortable talking about.

"Yeah."

"No. Not the same as with me, at least."

"Do you know if Jake's serious with anyone?"

It hit me. Sanders had a thing for the quiet red fox. My earlier concerns for Jake's privacy took a backseat to my sudden interest in playing matchmaker for him. "As far as I know, he's only ever had one boyfriend. It was a one sided kind of love that ended up with Jake getting locked in here."

"Love?" Sanders asked with a hint of distress.

"Yeah, but it's ok. The wolf he was with is dead." I probably shouldn't have smiled at that.

"Jake didn't kill him, did he?"

"What? No. Nonono, Jake was in this unhealthy relationship, but he says it really was love. He never told me how the wolf died, but it must have happened after he was locked up. Since then, I guess he's kept to himself when he can." 

Sanders nodded thoughtfully, fiddling with the checker piece. "Thanks, Regal. Do you know who you're going to trade with?”

I shook my head. "C-could you, maybe, recommend someone?”

"I'll buy you the chips next time I do some commissary shopping. You can just drop off whatever you've got and we'll call it even. No sense risking getting more furs involved."

"Thank you, Sanders. You're one of the nicest furs I've ever met." That was true. Even counting before I ended up in prison.

"Don't go spreading that around," he said with a smile. 
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I got sunday's note from one of the Pack's messengers while I stood in the breakfast line, arguing with aferret. Well, actually Dimitri was given the note but he just passed it back tome. I slipped it into the waistband of my pants and continued my trouble making. 

"I'm just saying, if I wanted a mouthful of pesticides, I'd get some next time I'm in the maintenance shed.”

The ferret clinked his spatula against the pan of hashbrowns, his neck tensing with sinewy tendons. "And I'm just fuckin' saying, I don't know if the goddamn potatoes are organic.”

"Could you check the box? It might say on the box.” I wasn't being unreasonable. If I had to eat this slop everyday, I would at least like to know what it was.

The ferret leaned closer, a sheet of plexiglass sneeze guard the only thing separating us. "Do you see this tat?” He touched the white teardrop, inked into the skin and follicles in the black fur under his eye. "Do you know how I got it?”

I looked at it. It was a little off balance and there was no shading at all. "A novice tattoo artist and a keg of cheap beer?”

The spatula flew at the plexiglass, sending a spray of grease and potato. The ferret was yelling at me while a rat and stoat struggled to restrain him. I scrambled after Dimitri, deciding I could live without my breakfast starch.

A guard started yelling right as I wedged myself between Jake and the big tiger. They both looked at me and I gave them an innocent shrug. I can't help it if the kitchen is staffed with psychos.

***

We sat at the same table we always do. I took out the note and and skimmed to the bottom. In a hand writing much more elegant than Vince's tiny scrawl was Hash's post-script. I didn't read it at first, I just traced the letters with my eyes. They flowed, liquid like, in a world of sharp edges and uniformity. 

Cn't w8 2 c u.

He can't wait to see me! I sighed wistfully, thinking of that sandyfurredcoyote. The thoughts of what we could do nestled together in the back row of pews... I shuddered and wishedbreakfast was over already.

Jake's elbow caught me below the ribs. I yelped and turned on him. He coughed and dipped his head towards the tiger across from us. Shit. Dimitri was looking right at me.

"C-can I read you Vince's note? Or did you want to wait 'til you're done eating, sir?”

Dimitri stared at me, giving the distinct impression he could read me with more literacy than a college professor. Sweat prickled under my fur. 

"Just give me the short version,” he said and went back to his eating.

I let out a deep breath. Maybe I was paranoid, but next to getting killed, my biggest fear was the two lives I was trying to live coming into contact with each other. There was no predicting how Dimitri's turbulent psyche would handle it if he learned my universe did not solely revolve around him.

I looked away from Dimitri, hiding behind the letter. "It says Jake gets to orally service a rhino - have fun with that - and then get fucked by a raptor. Both out on the Yard.” I looked over at Jake. "The raptor wants anal and oral. Let's hope not in that order.” Jake didn't find that as funny as Dimitri and me. 

I got to my jobs. "Damn. I have a wolf that wants head sometime during lunch. Why do they always interrupt my meals? And then even if I have time to eat after, it all tastes salty.” I shook my head. "And two gazelles want to fuck me... in the shower. There's not a lot of privacy in there,” I looked at Dimitri.

"Don't want to do it, pet?” Dimitri asked.

No, I did not want two strangers fucking me in a crowded prison shower, but all that was rather moot given where my life was at the moment. "I was wondering if you could stay near me, sir? It'd make me feel safer.” The showers were always one dropped soap away from a gang rape, I couldn't do this without Dimitri.

"Oh, you'll definitely be in the stall right next to me. I'm gonna wanna see this.” He licked his lips.

Close enough. "Thanks, sir. Now, as for what Vince wants you to do,” I smiled at his look of annoyance. Like Vice could ever tell Dimitri what to do. "He says you shouldn't touch Herb. Apparently he's got some sort of a brilliant plan, but all Vince writes about it in the note is how clever he is for coming up with it.” The fuck he did. Anything clever was probably Hash's idea. I focused back on the note before thoughts of love distracted me. "Aaand, he wants to talk to you about how things went with the scalies last night.”

I put the note down and watched Dimitri, waiting for his silent anger to fade. "Sir? How did your meeting go?” I'd been to afraid to ask him last night for fear of aggravating him.


He stabbed his spoon into the pool of pudding on his tray. "I don't know. Almost killed Clov.”

I stopped eating. It scared me that when Dimitri said something like that, chances were he wasn't being metaphoric.

Dimitri noticed my staring. "I guess they got what I was saying, but that green fucker said he wanted one of my teeth. You believe that shit? He said it would 'make us even,'” Dimitri's lips curled into snarl. "That fucking lizard better thank his heathen gods I didn't rip out his fucking tongue when he said he wasn't going to pay up!” His fist slammed down making the long table shake.

I had to calm him down. "Thank you, sir!” I squeaked loud enough to get his attention. "For not letting that idiot get you in trouble. I don't want to lose you for even a day. Even if they deserved it, I hate it when you take a risk like that. I get scared for you, sir.” My ears flattened and I watched Dimitri's features soften. 

"You worry too much. I wouldn't leave my pup to fend for himself.” The faintest hint of a smile played on his lips. "Eat your food before it gets cold.”

I obeyed, awestruck that I was really able to calm him down. 

***

Dimitri and I got back to the cell with just enough time to clean up after breakfast. Dimitri always spent more time on his grooming sunday mornings than any other time. 

"You going to the service again?” he asked over his shoulder.

I knew, for whatever reason, Dimitri was fairly religious. I was agnostic, but knowing Hash would be there, I was perfectly willing to pretend to be a fanatical zealot if it came to that.

"I'd like to, sir. If it's ok with you.”

"Of course it's ok.” He toweled off and turned to look at me. "You going to the Orthodox, or are you ready to try Reformed?”

I chewed my lip, trying to find the best words. The Carnavist schism between Orthodox and Reformed was still something I didn't understand, and I refused to let Dimitri think species had anything to do with me going to the service that the canines seemed to have claimed. I honestly couldn't care where I went as long as Hash was there. 

"I think I'd like to go to the Orthodox one again. The, uh, preacher had an interesting sermon last week that he said he was going to follow up in his next one.”

Dimitri nodded, satisfied with my reasoning. I took my turn at the sink and glanced at the ceiling. I'd just lied about church so I could cuddle with my boyfriend and maybe get the chance to give him a hand job. If there was an Carnavist afterlife, I was probably screwed. 

***

My tail had a mind of its own, insisting on wagging out a tempo that matched my excited pulse the closer I got to the cafeteria-turned-chapel where I'd find Hash. At first sight of him I barely held back from running to him, flinging my arms around him and begging for a kiss. Instead, Istrolleddown the back row of pews on a shaky gait. 

His arm stretched out, offering me the perfect place to plant myself. His arm tightened around my waist, pulling me into him.

"I missed you so much, Regal,” he whispered in my ear sending chills.

"Hash,” I whined, summing up all my wants and all the unfairness of the universe into one mournful word.

The cafeteria/chapel slowly filled with a procession of the bored and the desperate, but my world was a warm embrace. 

"Did you talk to Vince about getting in Green Horizons?” I asked his shoulder.

"Yes,” he whispered to the top of my head. "His Pack connections said I was already in, and it'll be official as soon as the office staff comes in monday.'

I hummed in happiness. "And my lawyer tried to make it sound like it was such a big deal. They let any riff-raff in.”

Hash's cradling arm wiggled so his fingers could find my ticklish flank. I squirmed, struggling to stifle my laughs. "Someone's in a good mood this morning,” he said.

I caught hold of his hand. "That's 'cause I get to be with you.” 

I felt Hash shift, checking that we weren't being watched, then I felt his nose nuzzle through my hair, a kiss that curled my toes was placed on my head. I spent the rest of the morning in a little slice of heaven. We didn't say much, we just held each other taking comfort in the other's presence. And that's what I needed. 

Hash was the shining beacon showing me a way through the dark sea I was lost in.

***

Dimitri was back at the cell before me. I stayed as long as I could with Hash but eventually the guards made it clear that I needed to leave. It sucked, but at least we spent the morning together.

The tiger was interested in what I thought of the service. I swore under my breath for not paying the slightest bit of attention to that point. 

"I... thought it was interesting. He talked about redemption and atonement again,” That sounded safe. The preachers always talked about that, I think. "I've been wondering if that Green Horizons program counts as atonement...” 

Dimitri gave the matter his full attention, putting more thought into an answer than I put into the lie. "I would think so,” he said. "As long as you're trying to make up for your wrongs.”

I nodded hoping that would be the end of our theological discussion. 

Dimitri reached on his shelf and brought down the Green Horizons brochure. "I've,” he stopped and glanced at the cell door. The inmates were locked down until the lunches started, but there was always the guards to worry about. He looked back at me. "I've beenpracticing,” he handed it to me. "I think I have the letters memorized.” He looked at me. 

I tried to understand what he was driving at. He glanced at the glossy paper in my hands and I got it. Dimitri was not accustomed to asking for anything. His power and size gave him the right to demand whatever he wanted but he was looking for a third option with me. I was touched. Really. 

"Sir, can I start teaching you some words now?” I asked. 

Dimitri gave an unconvincing nonchalant shrug. "I guess I'll let you, pet.”
I smiled just enough to let him know he wasn't fooling me. "Thank you, sir.” And I was thankful. Being in prison, if you ignore the sex and violence, was a lot like living in a permanent detention. Or, maybe being grounded, I couldn't say, as my upbringing was pretty loose in terms of structure. Discounting the drama and pain, my biggest struggle was with boredom. 

Having Dimitri as a friend and not just a domineering bully was the best thing that could have happened to me. It was more than killing time with teaching him, I meant it when I said I wanted to show him I was thankful he was with me. 

***

I felt oddly nostalgic when I got to thecafeteriafor lunch. It was in an identical cafeteria, in a different wing, where Hash and I spent the morning together. As much as I wanted to revel inthose warm memories of only a few hours ago, I had to keep my mind clear for what was to come.

I started picking at my meal while still in the chow line. I wanted to eat as much as I could before some wolf came to take me away and do things to my mouth that, if I dwelled on too much, would put me off my lunch. 

I'd managed to finish half of my turkey sandwich as we reached the end of the line. That was when the wolf whistled, calling our attention. Damn it. I looked for Piter, the bastard and his pack had slowly been taking over their own tables at one end of the canine territory. The wolf motioning me was on the other end, farthest from Piter. 

I looked up at Dimitri. "Sir?”

He was looking at Piter's distance from my client too. He took my tray. "Go on, pup. You know where I'll be when you're finished.”

I sighed heavily and shuffled toward my job. The wolf was joking animatedly with the other wolves he sat with. This was the first time I'd been to the canine tables in the cafeteria. I still got some angry looks, but not as many as I got when Dimitri first brought me with him to the feline tables after my first week spent cowering in the corner of his cell. 

The wolf was tall and strong. He didn't look much older than me but being a wolf, he was having a much easier time in here than I was. The white fur of his muzzle blended into a black, mask-like pattern that covered the rest of his head, fading to a light gray from what I could see of his neckline. 

I stood awkwardly as he talked loudly with his friends. "No fucking way!” he slapped his hand on the table, bursting with laughter at another wolf's claim. "Dude, if it had been me, I would've shot that guy then fucked his bitch!”

This caused another round of uproarious laughing. I cleared my throat to get his attention. Unfortunately, it worked. The wolf ran his eyes over me, causing me to cross my arms, shrinking under his gaze.


"You, Ellie?” 

I nodded, not bothering to correct him.

"Hey, guys!” He jerked his thumb at me, aiming the eyes of the wolves. "My rent-a-bitch.”

Of course the idiots found that fucking hilarious. Ha. Ha. I stared longingly at the door to the kitchen. "Did you want to go?” I asked quietly.

"Horny fox,” another wolf joked.

My wolf found that pretty funny too. "Aren't they all?” He looked up at me. "What's the hurry? Sit down for a minute,” he moved over, leaving me just enough room between him and the gray wolf next to him. I tightened the hug I was giving myself, unsure how to get out of this situation.

"It's loud out here. Let's just go-” I was cut off.

"I paid up front. Sit your ass down while I finish my fucking lunch.” An edge of menace crept into his voice and I learned where the limits of his tolerance were.

My ears flattened in defeat and I squeezed into the gap he'd made for me. As I sat I felt a sharp tug on my tail, nearly knocking me off balance. My head spun to see who did it, but it could have been any of the canines in this tightly packed space.

"Sit, boy,” said a wolf with brown fur across from me taunted.

I gritted my teeth to keep from telling him to fuck off, and curled my tail around me. I lowered my head and tried to pretend I was invisible. It didn't work.

"My name is Otto,” the client said, his offered hand smacking my shoulder lightly to make itself known. I unfolded my arms and made to shake his hand before he added, "it'll be my dick you're suckin' today.”

Asshole. 

"Oh c'mon,” Otto chuckled. "That was funny. Laugh.” His eyes narrowed and I knew I wasn't being given a choice.

"Heh,” I offered weakly. It was enough to amuse the wolves. I sat there mutely, still wishing I could disappear as the wolves talked loudly and crassly, occasionally pausing to make fun of me. This sucked.

"Hey, Otto,” said the brown wolf across from me. "Why didn't you buy a red fox? Too much money for you?”

"Naw,” Otto deftly countered the jab. "If I wanted a hole that loose, I'd fuck your mother.”

Stupidly, I snickered at that, drawing their attention again. "Where are my manors? Are you hungry, Ellie?”

I shook my head, my hands frantically fumbling with the tip of my bushy tail.

"I'm not fuckin' with you this time,” Otto insisted. But I wasn't going to take the bait. Otto reached on his tray, snapping the dry, stale cookie in half. "You want a cookie?” he cooed mockingly.

"No,” I said softly. Deep down I knew he wasn't going to let it go so when he wagged the crumbly cookie under my nose and prodded me again I gave in. "Ok... thank you, sir.” I reached for the cookie only for Otto to snatch it away.

"Not so fast, Ellie,” Otto lifted the cookie over my head, probably making a dig at our relative height. I looked up, squinting to keep the falling crumbs from getting in my eyes. "Beg for it,” he said cooly.

Just get it over with, I reminded myself. "Please, sir, can I have the cookie?”

One of the surrounding wolves watching the show offered this helpful advice, "pretend you're begging for wolf cock, bitch.”


A familiar stab from deep within warned me the pain was taking root. "Please, master Otto, please let your bitch have a cookie,” I whined, pulling my arms up to my chest like a feral dog. Goddamn it, I wasn't going to let them make me cry. Their laughter felt like tiny pins pricking my eyes.

"Alright, alright, little fox slut,” hepatronizedme like he was doing me a favor. "Open up.”

I obeyed, my eye pinched tight, and Otto let the cookie fall, hitting the back of my throat. I choked and coughed, still chewing the cookie as fast as I could.

"Hope he can take a cock better than he takes a cookie,” laughed a wolf to my left.

I had an excuse for my eyes to be watering now, and I blink furiously, demanding my body not betray me like this. Dry, damn you! Through my blinks I saw Otto starting to rise. He picked up the other half of the cookie, giving me a half smile, "cheers, Ellie,” he said and stuffed it in his mouth. "I'll see you bitches later,” he told his friends, getting an enthusiastic round of applause.

I jumped up and walked straight for the door, not daring to look at anyone. My jaw clenched tight and my breath came if sharp bursts. Previously, I always let the client lead me to one of the back store rooms, but as I banged on the kitchen door I didn't give a damn if Otto was following me or not.

The heavy door swung open, a hedgehog in a hairnet and grease stained apron opened his mouth to say something, but I brushed past him. If I looked like I knew what I was doing and walked like I had a purpose maybe no one would question me. It seemed to work, I made past the ovens before a voice stopped me.

"What's the rush, Ellie?” Otto called after me. "They charge by the hour, you know. Must really be eager for a big mouthful of cum, eh, you hot bitch?” My breath hitched in my throat, just loud enough for him to hear over his own chuckle. "Ellie? You fuckin' crying?” 

"No!” I spat angrily. "The cookie was dry. I'm choking,” you asshole. 

"Riiight,” he drawled suspiciously. I stopped walking and let him take the lead, my face turned towards the wall so he wouldn't see it. I hated him. I hated my traitor emotions. I hated prison. I hated almost everything.

***

The store room door opened on a room packed with tall metal carts in plastic sheaths. I looked closer. Oh, good. Looks like we'll be having banana nut muffins for breakfast tomorrow. That's worth living through this hell. My snarky thoughts were wasted kept to myself.

The light flicked on and I blinked. I'd hoped Otto wouldn't have found the switch and we could have done this in the dark. Stupid to think I was that lucky. I kept my back to the wolf, hearing the door click closed.

"Turn around,” Otto's voice deepened with unmasked lust. "Take off your shirt.”

I could have fought it, saying all I was told to do was suck him off, but I wasn't a fighter. I slipped my shirt over my head, looking for anything to put it on. Nothing, so I dropped it next to me. Otto walked up to me. A sloppy mix of bitterness and resignation replaced my despair, but my nose was still stuffy, when I opened my mouth to take a breath, Otto mistook it for a wanton gasp.

"You want it bad, don't you, cock-muncher?”

"Yes, sir,” I whispered. 

"Take off the rest.”

My eyes widened. He wanted me naked. My jaw clenched along with my fists. I tilted my head up to see Otto's face. Who was I kidding? My muscles relaxed and I tugged down my pants, forgetting any thoughts of rebellion. 

Otto reached out, his hand dropped low. I yelped, he had my dick in his hand. "No!” I leaped back. The room was small and Otto was fast. He pinned me to the wall with his left arm, his right hand caressing neck. 

"You really want this,” he said it as a statement, not a question. His thumb traced my lips. All of my strength couldn't budge the arm pressing into my chest so I tried a new desperate approach. 

I kissed his thumb. "P-please, sir. Let me suck you.” The pressure on my chest eased and I took the chance to slip down the wall, kneeling awkwardly eye level with Otto's crotch. But at least I didn't have to worry as much about his hands.

"Beg for it,” his rough voice commanded from above.

I sniffled through my running nose. "Please, you glorious wolf-god. Let me have your cock.”

His hips bucked, banging my head against the wall. "Keep it up,” he growled and pulled down his fly.

"Y-you're so big. I'd do anything to taste your seed.” I meant none of it, but that wasn't an issue for Otto. He was getting off on making me say it, not whether I was honest. Otto started stroking himself, pointing it right at me. I looked up at him, cautiously sticking my tongue out and touching it to his head. 

The taste of his precum and the scent of his musk did nothing for me. Occasionally I was able to get into my work, but this was not one of those times.

"More,” he demanded, his hand pumping faster. "Tell me how worthless your ass is.”

I shook my head. "Don't make me do that,” I whined. It would hurt too much, and I was barely keeping it together as it was. I licked at his cock, hoping it would appease him long enough to let me come up with more empty praise. Instead Otto slapped me with his free hand.

Fine! "I'm worthless.” Is that what you fucking want? "I'm just a slut. Use me, master, I'm just a hole,” my voice finally cracked. Not that it mattered. Whatever Otto was waiting for me to say, he heard it. He yanked my head back, slamming his slick cock into my mouth. I knew what to do, where to put my tongue, how much to bob my head, I was become quite an expert in this area. 

Between my skill and all the jacking off he'd been doing, Otto only lasted a few minutes. I swallowed down his cum with a sob. 

My sorrow went unnoticed now that his needs were met. I stayed kneeling, watching Otto zip his pants and flashing me a smirk before he walk out. He didn't think I was worth a good job, or even a fucking thanks! 

As I pondered that I leaned against the wall, pulling my knees to my chest. How could a day that started so well, leave me feeling like shit by noon?
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There was a knock on the door. I looked at myscatteredclothes. It had only been a few minutes since Otto left me naked and crying. Was he back? Was it a guard? Was it one of thekitchen staff looking for an easy target? I hugged my legs closer and shut my eyes. 

The storeroom door opened. "Regal?”

"Jake?” Goddamn it. I wiped the back of my arm across my runny nose, swearing at the trail of snot left on my fur.

The red fox was quiet for a minute. "Are you ok?”

I laughed bitterly. "I'm fuckin' great.”

"I saw what was going on out there, and I asked Dimitri if I could come check on you.”

"Really?” Jake wasn't the type to involve himself. "You asked to come check on me?”

He shrugged. "Want me to get someone else?”

"No!” I don't think I even wanted Jake to see me like this. "I'm fine. Just go.”

Jake bent down and picked up my clothes. Obviously no one ever listened to me, why would I think Jake would? At least he had the decency to avert his gaze while I was naked. I took my clothes and Jake turned around. "Did he hurt you bad?”

"Nothing important. Only my feelings.” I wiped my eyes on the back of my shirt.

"That always hurts the worst.”

Coming from a fox whose idea of a good time was getting tied up and whipped, he probably knew what he was talking about. Jake stood there with his back to me. I wasn't sure if it was an invitation to talk, but on some deeper level I needed to. "He made me say how worthless I am... I think I believe it.”

Jake started to turn around but stopped. "Don't be an idiot. Fur's like Otto are the worthless ones.”

"Yeah, well, furs like Otto aren't the ones having to suck cock so they get stabbed.” It was a jerk thing to say. I knew Jake was trying, but keep in mind I was emotional and in no mood for motivational-poster quality pep talks.

"I don't mean physically. I mean your feelings are stronger than his. It takes a lot more strength to give up control than it does to hit things. Otto wouldn't last a week in your place.”

He had a point, but it didn't make me feel any better. "I don't want to give up my control. Why are we the ones who are always at the bottom?”

Now Jake did spin around. "You're a fox, Regal. Act like one. We're survivors. And it doesn't matter how bad things get, we're clever and strong enough to survive for as long as it takes. 

"This is prison. No one's having a good time. But look at all you accomplished while bitching and moaning about how poor Regal has it sooo bad.” He started ticking off my alleged accomplishments on his fingers, "You've made friends. That's something I couldn't do even before I ended up here. You think you've found love. That's something most furs on the outside never have. You're always whining about being Dimitri's pet, but it's really you who's taming him. There's not a fur in here he wouldn't kill if you go crying to him about someone being mean. And most impressive: I know you're not going to have Otto killed, all because you're strong enough stick to whatever stupid moral code you have.”

I sniffled and wiped my nose again. He was right. I'm a self-centered prick. I stood up, not bothering with my clothes, and closed the short distance between us. He flinched like I was going to hit him, but my arms went around his neck. I hugged him tight. "Thank you,” I whispered. "And for the record, you do have me as a friend.” He didn't hug me back, but I was ok with that. He was doing the best he could.

While I threw my clothes back on, Jake looked at the racks of muffins on the tall carts. He lifted the plastic sheath and took a deep breath. I could tell what was on his mind. "We should take some for Dimitri and the others, too.”

"Others?” Jake asked.

"Hash, Vince and Greg.” See, this is why I have more friends than him.

He shrugged and started snatching the muffins. We could only carry one in each pocket without them getting dented or bulging too much. That meant we had to eat ours quickly before we left, but Jake said he was in no hurry to get out to the Yard. I remembered he'd be spending his time in the maintenance shed with clients. 

***

I looked out from the slightly opened kitchen door, scanning thecafeteriafor sign of Piter and his pack, and, now, Otto. Thankfully, most of the canine tables were already clear. I turnedto Jake, "hey, um, do me a favor and don't tell anyone about how I was back there, ok?”

Jake nodded.

I wasn't proud about my mini-breakdown. And I didn't want Dimitri or Hash to get upset. They would try to fix things for me and I couldn't let them. I cared about them too much to see them risk getting in trouble. 

We walked quickly across the linoleum floor. Dimitri was watching us, and I couldn't help but smile when I sat down across from the big tiger.

"Everything go ok, pet?” he asked.

"Yes, sir,” I lied, but it was better when I was around him.

"Good. You can tell me all about it later. Let's get going,” he started to rise.

"Wait, sir!” I dug into my pocket and pulled out his muffin, presenting it to him. He looked at it, lost as to what it could mean, I helped him along. "I was in the room they were keeping tomorrow's breakfast dessert. I brought you one... and we got some for Vince and the others.”

He understood now. "Good boy. That was... thoughtful.”

"Thank you, sir,” I chirped. "It's from both of us,” I smiled at Jake, he looked startled that he was mentioned.

Dimitri nodded and took a bite that covered half the muffin. "Hope you got some for yourselves,” he said with a mouthful of muffin.

***

Vince's eyes looked dark, like he hadn't slept in awhile. I felt a little sorry for him, before remembering the way he treats Hash.

"So I got this brilliant plan,” he told Dimitri. "We get Herb to rat on Piter. We even give him some hard evidence if we can. No matter how the shit goes down, we win and only have to deal with one problem.” He looked at Dimitri, waiting for some kind of approval. He'd have a long wait.

Dimitri shook his head. "That it?”

"Well... No. See, I was thinking,” he smacked Hash on the arm, starting my fur bristling and signalling the coyote's turn to speak. 

Hash wasn't looking happy at all. "He wants to give Regal some notes to carry around and hope that Herb finds them on him.”

"Abso-fucking-lutely not,” Dimitri said.

"It's brilliant!” Vince shouted. "Herb doesn't know shit about Pack politics, and he's gunning for Ellie. What's the problem?”

Dimitri took a step forward, making Vince jump back to keep out of arm's reach. "What the fuck do you think the panda bitch is going to do to Regal?”

My tail swished at Dimitri sticking up for me. I really wasn't liking Vince's brilliant plan.

"Nothing!” Vince put his hands up, trying to calm Dimitri. "I'd never let anything happen to him. Think about it this way: our fox walks past Herb's cell this evening. In his hands are a few carefully worded letters imp... inp...” he snapped his fingers.

"Implicating,” supplied Hash.

"Implicating Piter in all sorts of shit, some of which I got an Alpha to plant enough evidence to make look real.” Vince pointed at me, "he's fast. All he has to do is drop the letters and run. His name stays in the clear and his ass remains unraped.”

Dimitri stared at Vince and I began to worry he was considering it. In a low growl he warned Vince, "if you ever come to me with something this stupid, it's your ass that you better hope remains unraped.” 

I so wanted to give Dimitri a hug and a blowjob. 

"Dimitri! Is that any way to talk to your business partner? I was just suggesting it. We could use Jake if you'd rather.”

And to think, Jake was smuggling a muffin for that bastard! It gave me an idea. "Sir?” I got Dimitri's attention. "Can we give them their gifts?”

The tiger looked down at me, his eyes distinctly asking, what the fuck are you doing? To which my eyes tried to respond, trying to deescalate this situation before before we all end up in solitary. No one can pull a shank when they're enjoying a fresh banana nut muffin, right?

He sighed and gestured at Vince. "It's up to you. This fucker was just about hand you over to Herb.”

True, but he's an idiot who doesn't know any better. "Sir, I'm sure he really thinks that me and Jake wouldn't be in any danger. Obviously he's wrong and you're right, and now he knows that.” I spun to Vince, talking fast before he could say something else stupid, "we got you muffins!”

Vince's ear flicked and his head tilted in confusion. I waved Jake over and he reluctantly dug out a muffin out of his pocket, handing it to Vince.

"Uh... Thanks,” Vince said, looking at the muffin. 

Greg reacted about as confused as Vince did, and to be fair, it was a rather surreal thing for me too. Handing out muffins to what - I had to keep reminding myself - were hardened criminals was something I never would have imagined myself doing.

Hash was the only one that didn't look at me weird. With him, it was different. He knew me, and our affections were strong enough to damn near count as a psychic phenomenon. 

My plan seemed to work. Vince was a lot less abrasive with muffin crumbs on his face, Dimitri almost cracked a smile, and the issue of sending me or Jake on a suicide mission was tabled for the time being.

"Alright,” Vince said as he licked his fingers, "I'll keep thinking. But remember, you didn't like any of my ideas at first. Keep that up, and I'll start to take it personally,” he smiled at Dimitri.

Dimitri snorted and looked over at the Yard's exercise equipment. "We done here?”

"Not yet. I want to know how things went with the scalies.” Vince motioned at Greg.

The big wolf nodded. "Come on, bitches.” He started off towards the Pack's territory. "Duty calls.”

Asshole. How about a little gratitude? As I trailed after him I heard Dimitri tell Vince not to bother booking anything for me on the Yard tomorrow because I was going to be with him. I guess he was going to give me another lesson in hitting a fur when they weren't looking and then making me dopush-ups. My arms were sore just thinking about it. 

***

"That was cool,” Hash said quietly as wedroppedfar enough behind Greg and Jake to have some privacy. "The way you distracted Vince.”

"Thank you. I am smart.”

"Don't forget modest,” Hash smirked.

"And sexy,” I offered helpfully.

"Yes. Sexy too.” Hash punched my arm playfully. 

I really wanted to wrestle him to the ground, but there was no way I could see that not turning into wild public sex. Thankfully - or unfortunately -Greg, the walking contraceptive, wasthere to keep my mood in check. He was talking with a guard who was sneaking a smoke as he leaned against the maintenance shed. The guard might have been the same wolf that unlocked the door last time.

I watched as Jake was introduced to a burly rhino. I felt so powerless again. Jake told me we were tough enough to shrug these situations off, but I've seen the way he shuts down. It's not healthy. 

Hash caught wind of my mood, leading me away from the shed. "Your eyes look red.”

Fuck. I rubbed at them. "Is it really noticeable?” Did Dimitri notice?

"Only a little. But I worry about you.”

Whenever he talked like that, I felt like crying for a different reason. "It was just a sucky lunch. Don't worry about me.”

Hash chanced taking my hand while we walked the fringes of the Pack's territory. "I love you, Regal. I can't help but worry about you.” We neared two wolves and Hash let go of my hand. "Are you ok?”

We walked on for a bit. I didn't trust myself to speak until I was sure I wasn't going to rip open my fresh wounds. "That wolf at lunch. I'd like it if Vince didn't do business with him again.”

"Ok. Did he get rough?” Hash's tone got darker. 

I shook my head. This is what I was afraid of. "Never mind.” Hash opened his mouth to speak. "Please. Let it go.”

Hash closed his mouth and we kept walking. I quickly changed the subject. I didn't want us to fight if I wasn't going to see him tomorrow when Dimitri took me to go workout.

***

Things began looking up again in the evening. For a while I thought Dimitri might have been suspicious as I gave him an account of what Otto did with me, but I left out the shit he put me through before we got to the storeroom, just saying that he insisted on finishing his meal. Dimitri brought it back up while we stood in the slow moving line for the showers.

"Did you like being naked when you sucked him off?”

I glanced around at all the furs who were suddenly eavesdropping on us. "What? No. He didn't even take off his pants, but I had to undress in front of him. It made me feel cheap, sir.”

Dimitri cracked his knuckles absently. "I've seen what Vince charges. You're anything but cheap.”

Seriously? One of these days I was going to have to see how much money we were talking about, but not knowing took some of the pressure off me. 

"I think I want to see you naked more often,” he said.

"Oh.” What the hell was I supposed to say to that? Couldn't we have this discussion somewhere a little more private? "If I sleep naked... will you keep me warm?”

His eyebrows raised. "Is my pet asking for a blanket... or permission to sleep on the bunk?”

My ears flattened. Dimitri may have softened with me a little, but his moods could still swing towards the sadistic, and when he asked me a question, I usually answered it wrong, giving him the excuse he wanted to punish me. 

"I- I guess it's up to you, sir. Sorry. I wasn't thinking. Um... Please don't take away my pillow.” My tail wrapped itself around my leg.

"Regal... I just want an honest answer. You're not in trouble.” Dimitri look honestly surprised. It was like he didn't know why I might still be afraid of him sometimes.

"I like it when you let me sleep in the bunk with you,” I said quietly, trying to keep my voice steady.

"I like that too.” 

The line moved slowly, but finally we came to the counter to get our fresh uniform for the week. A jackal was handing out the clothes. It got my hopes up that maybe I might actually have a shot at getting something that fit. I hated the speciesist undertones, but I was not above playing the Pack card.

The jackal's attention wasn't entirely on his job. He kept turning around to talk sports with a raccoon who was stacking sets of uniforms to get handed out.

Dimitri was behind me in line, so at least I didn't have to worry about getting separated. But now I knew why the line had been moving so slowly. I cleared my throat, getting the jackal's attention.

"Hi,” I scratched my ear, shamelessly hinting at the obvious canine connection I was hoping he would feel. "Do you-”

A set of clothes was thrust into my chest, the jackal was already turning around, shouting, "Emerald Harbor sucks this year. They can't handle the coin toss without someone taking a fucking injury.”

I looked at Dimitri, he didn't push me forward so I chanced asserting myself. I knocked on the counter. "Excuse me.”

The jackal laughed at something the raccoon said before turning back to me. "What?”

"I was kinda hoping you might have a size smaller. See, every week I get a uniform that's way to big an-”

"Nope. That's all we got.”

"Are you sure? Maybe in the back th-”

"No,” he interrupted and turned back to the raccoon. "A quarterback can't carry the whole team.”

I started to walk away, resigned to another week of baggy fashion. Dimitri caught me by the arm. He took my set of clothes, tossing them at the back of the jackal's head. The jackal spun around, ready to fight until he saw the huge tiger leaning on the counter.

"Look. In. The back,” Dimitri enunciated in a low growl.

The jackal nodded, stepping back. I held in a laugh as he nearly knocked over the raccoon as the two looked through the stacks for something in my size.

"Thanks, sir.”

Dimitri shrugged. "No trouble. You seemed... off. I assume it's something I did.”

Was he experiencing guilt? "No, sir. You didn't do anything. I thought I did something wrong and got nervous. I don't want to disappoint you.” Dimitri sighed and his hand came to rest on my head while he watched a precarious stack of uniforms topple over. I looked up at him. "We should work on our communication, sir.”

"Yes we should, pup.”

***

It took some time, but I finally had a shirt that didn't look like a dress. I think the jackal might have been angry, but it was hard to tell with the way Dimitri's presence intimidated him. 

Dimitri took me and Jake to the shower stalls nearest the far wall of the steamy room. I looked for the two gazelles but they spotted me first, walking up to us. They must have known me by whatever description Vince gave them.

"Ellie?” said the taller of the two. They both had the long horns typical of their species shorn to little nubs only slightly longer than the loose, wet hair that framed their similar faces. The fur pattern they sported left the top half their faces a brown that reminded me of dead leaves, and the lower half that looked like the same off-white as the grimy tiles. The two colors were divided by a thin strip of black that ran from the corner of their eyes down their flanks.

Even before my eyes drifted to the impressive lengths hanging between toned runner's legs, I found them attractive. Avant garde street art was something I loved and felt made a real difference, but to see furs like these gazelles or Dimitri - especially when they were naked - made me wonder if I should have been a portrait artist.

The gazelle waved a hand in front of my eyes. "Hello? Ellie?”

I blinked. "Yeah. Sorry. Oh, I prefer Elliot, if that's ok with you.”

The two gazelles exchange a look that was hard to read. "Sure, Elliot,” the taller one said. "I'm Jess and he's Blair.” The other gazelle waved, but his eyes were fixed on the towel wrapped around my waist. Fair enough. I was already leering at them.

"This is Dimitri,” I looked up at him with a half smile. I didn't need to introduce him, but after what happened to me at lunch, I felt a lot safer if they knew who it was who had my back. 

"We know,” Jess said. "The wolf we talked to said we should find you in the company of a big tiger. He neglected to mention just how big.” I knew where Jess had his eyes now. Blair tapped his shoulder and they exchanged another cryptic look. "Would you care to join us?” Jess asked Dimitri.

"No,” Dimitri growled.

"That is a shame,” Jess said. He motioned me to follow him.

"No.” Dimitri pointed. "Corner stall.”

Jess gave a nod. "Sure.” 

We all followed the tiger to the far end of the showers. Jess and Blair walked on either side of me. Both put their arms around my shoulders in near unison. 

"We're going to be famous, you know?” Jess said to me. "We're in a band.”

Blair spoke to me for the first time. "Coffee Dregs. Maybe you heard of us if you're from around New Cal.”

I'd never heard of them. But I wouldn't want to upset a fur who was about to tuck me. "Sounds familiar. Did you ever have a gig at Club Gossip?” It was the nearest venue to where me and me ex-friends were squatting. 

"No. Our sound is too extreme for a place like that,” said Jess. 

"Yeah. That's a place for DJs. Not real musicians,” Blair was quick to add. 

I bit my tongue. Everything in my nature urged me to point out how wrong they were. But again, my job was to make them cum, not rant about the universal validity of all forms of art. "Must be hard to book gigs anywhere when you're in prison.” I tried to keep any bitterness out of my voice. 

Jess and Blair laughed. "Are you kidding?” Jess asked. "This is a great career move for us.”

We reached the stall and Blair leaned in, his mouth mouth touching my ear. "Do a good job and maybe we'll write a song about it.”

I yelped as Jess yanked my towel off and pushed me under the running water. I growled softly and brushed the wet hair from my eyes. Jess had his arms around Blair. The two of them exchanging a deep kiss. I glanced over the low tiled wall. Dimitri was watching with only the slightest interest as he lathered shampoo into his striped fur. 

Jess and Blair broke apart. Their cocks were glistening with more than just water. Together they pointed down and I knew what I had to do. It filled me with disgust to kneel on the germy floor, not that I had any alternatives. Blair's strong fingers tapped along my muzzle. The water stung my eyes as it trickled through my hair but I tried to watch the gazelles, partly out of fear and partly just to witness the ascetic beauty of the subtle caresses they traded. 

Blair looked down at me. "You know who he reminds me of? That one groupie. You remember her?”

Jess squinted, studying me. "That one at the motel up north.”

"Yeah. When it rained all weekend.” Blair's dick poked my lips. I opened wide, something I should have done sooner but I was trying to follow their conversation and figure out why I was reminding Blair of a female. Blair moaned at the motions of my tongue. 

"Don't bring her up. That vixen took six hits of that acid we had. She was fuckin' brain dead by the time I got my cock in her.” Jess wasn't waiting for me to finish with Blair. He moved in close, their hips pressed together as he angled his dick against my cheek. "Open up, Elliot.” I choked on Blair, his long shaft coated in my spit as I hurried to start on Jess. 

Jess grabbed a handful of my hair, stopping me from going all the way down on him. I watched as he gave Blair another long kiss before getting back to me. "Suck us both at the same time. We have this contest to see who shoots their load first.”

"Yes, sirs,” I said instinctively.Theircocks were already pressed together from the way they embraced, but it was still pushing the limits of how much could fit in my mouth. One ofthem helped, pushing on the back of my head until it was physically impossible to take them any deeper.

Jess laughed at my groans, "you're going to want to try harder, Elliot. See me and my brother play this game where the one that shoots first has to suck you off, while the winner fucks you from behind.”

I choked again, not on cock this time. Did they just say they were brothers? My sensitive fox ears picked up an interested hum from Dimitri's direction. Whether it was the incestuous make-out session, or inspiration for some new sadistic game he thought up, I could not tell. 

It was taking longer than usual. Neither one wanting to lose, and I wasn't able to get them a deep as I was used to. My jaw started hurting as the minutes ticked by, Blair was digging his fingers through my hair, Jess pulled on my ear, causing me to moan every time he gave it a sharp tug that came when his pleasure spiked. Precum ran down my throat, they were leakingso much.

I was trained too well to think of asking for a break. Instead I took a risk and brought my hands up, one to fondle each gazelle. Nothing extravagant, just trailing my nails over their taints. Blair's moans grew louder and the hold on my hair tighter.

I tried letting them know it was starting to hurt, but my strangled voice was lost beneath the running water and their own screams of ecstasy. My hands frantically reached further between their legs, ghosting upwards through their glorious canyons to the bases of their stubby tails. It was working, between my hands and overworked mouth I felt Jess starting to buck his hips.

Jess hissed and pushed his brother away. Blair proclaimed victory as Jess rammed my face, flooding my mouth with his seed. I struggled to swallow everything but Jess was now solely focused on himself, carelessly pumping even after his last spurts. When he was done with my mouth, he pushed me away.

Blair was laughing, still rock hard. "I win.” Without giving me time to catch my breath, I was being pulled off the floor and push against the slick walls. 

I whimpered at the touch of Blair's fingers, loosening me. He proved how good of a musician he must have been, expertly finding the sweet spot he was looking for. I was already hard, a natural reaction to the taste of the cocks that were just in my mouth. My pleasure doubled when Jess slid between me and the wall, sandwiching me between the two gazelles. 

I moaned, burying my head into Jess's neck, my hands rubbing the wet fur over his taut chest. Jess grabbed hold of my muzzle, jerking my head up and roughly invading my mouth as his brother began pushing into my other hole. The taste of his tongue mingled with that of Blair's cum. I thought I was in heaven. 

Jess sank in front of me, unbothered by the unhygienic state of the floor. When I felt his hot, wet mouth take me, I almost went crazy. Blair's arms locked around me, holding me as my limbs turned to jello. The two gazelles fell into a rhythm that had me shrieking with every thrust and suck. A week's worth of pent up frustration splattered into Jess, my full body shuddering tipped Blair over the edge and I felt him flooding into me. 

Panting to catch my breath, I wiped the water from my eyes again. Blair pulled out with a sweet tickle that made me sad it was over. The two gazelles left me slumped under the running water, thanking me for a good time - something few furs ever bothered to do - and treating me to another view of them exchanging affections that were anything but brotherly. 

When I looked up, Dimitri was leaning over the low wall, grinning faintly. I smiled right back, getting the feeling my day wasn't over just yet. 
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I saw Herb was back in his cell. His hand was in a brace and his fingers were wrapped. It was only a glimpse I got as I walked behind Dimitri back to our cell after the showers. Maybe it was the lingering endorphins from the great sex I had with the two gazelles, but I hoped Herb learned his lesson and would keep to himself now. I doubted it, but I could still hope.

The cell doors locked shut behind me so the guards could take a headcount. I looked to Dimitri. Only if he did not have any orders was I free to while away my time in a manner of my own choosing. My options were limited to sitting quietly and mourning the state of my life, rereading the same limited material I'd been reading for weeks, or doodling on the back of incomprehensible legal papers. It surprised me to be hoping Dimitri might have something for me to do.

I could see in his eyes, he did. It was always a coin flip whether I'd like what he had planned, but it was better than the mind numbing boredom.

"Clothes off, pet.”

My hand hesitated for the barest of moments. I unfastened my pants, but Dimitri had caught my pause.

"What?” he demanded

I could have played dumb, I could have lied, but something about him - maybe the fear - kept me from lying as much as I could have. "I... I finally have a uniform that fits, thanks to you, sir. It's like a present and I wanted to wear it for awhile. Sorry. I know it's stupid,” I smiled at him and pulled off my shirt, folding it nicely and putting on top of my pillow in the corner. 

"Such a good pet,” Dimitri said with something akin to pride. An infectious pride that had my tail wagging in spite of everything.

I stood firm, watching him watch me. I made no attempt at hiding my nakedness behind my tail or hands. Dimitri was my protector as much as my owner, I didn't feel as violated by his gaze as I used to. I could see he was enjoying what he saw. He crooked his finger and motioned me closer. His heat radiated through his clothes as I stepped into him, welcoming the security of being held with those powerful arms.

Dimitri's hand ran down my spine, making me shiver. I wished he would take his shirt off. His fur would have been so much softer than the starched prison shirt stretched across his chest where I pressed my face. 

"It was fuckin' hot. Watching you get fucked in the shower.” I could feel his cock stir, the bulge twitching against my stomach. "Watching the gazelles compete like that... I'm going to make you and Jake compete.”

I knew better than to complain, but I whimpered softly. It was the only way I could voice my objections.

Instead of the understanding I was looking for, Dimitri grabbed my tail, lifting it so his other hand could have free reign to fondle his property. I yelped as he pinched and squeezed. The tiger rumbled in approval, letting go of my tail. "Suck me.”

I slid down, keeping my face pressed against him. The rock hard bumps of his abs reminding me again of what I'm missing under that shirt. From my knees, I nuzzled his cock, straining against his pants. Through the fabric I could smell his arousal, mingled with the smell of damp fur and the soap he'd used in the shower. The happy noises coming from above, caused by the light touch of my nose, spurred me on. I liked that I was able to bring him pleasure.

I struggled to open my present, yanking at his fly until he chuckled softly and helped me with it. "Eager pet.”

I pulled down his pants as far as I could over his wide stance, taking another deep breath of Dimitri's natural musk. The warm scent of raw power and masculinity traveled through me like a drug. I lapped at his balls, soaking the already damp fur until I heard Dimitri moaned and his dick stiffened to its full awe inspiring length.

His head glistened with precum. Salivating, I licked it, collecting the bitter salty flavor on my tongue. I looked up to see Dimitri's warm smile before opening wide and took as much of him as I could.

I sucked hard, stroking what didn't fit in my mouth. When he wanted more, he palmed the back of my head. It hurt a little and I had to angle myself for it to fit, but I didn't keep him waiting long before I was deep throating him. My throat closed around him like a tight sheath. 

My muscles relaxed and Dimitri took over. I didn't struggle, and in return he wasn't excessively rough while face fucking me. He was even considerate enough not to hurt my ears when his hands held the sides of my head. 

"Good... boy... my pet,” Dimitri grunted in time with his final thrusts. 

I swallowed mouthful after mouthful of his seed. Finally, when he was empty and I'd licked him clean, I was scooped off the floor. Dimitri was saying something soothing, but the second my head hit the pillow I was gone. 

***

The sharp clinking of a baton on the metal bars woke me with a start. The grey wolf in his crisp guard's uniform, standing in the cell's doorway had me scrambling to the floor, my sleep fogged brain thinking that I might actually have a chance at hiding in the back of the cell. 

The wolf holstered his club and held his hands up, urging calm. "Elliot Regal?”

My name. Why was he here for me? I choked back a scream. "Y-yes, sir.”

He stepped into the cell and I cringed. Where the fuck was Dimitri?

"Do you remember me?” He smiled at me. "It's Chad I-”

Recognition kicked in. "Friday. You saved me from being hurt. I... Thank you, so much.” When Blake took me out of the cafeteria, Chad was the only one standing between me and a beating. Sure, Blake filmed me while I was forced to suck him off, but if Chad hadn't stuck his neck out, promising to check up on me, what Blake did could have been a lot worse.

The gray wolf shrugged. "This place is pretty fucked up. You know, since I stood up to Blake, my schedule's changed to nothing but graveyard and weekend shifts.”

"I- I'm sorry, sir.” 

He just chuckled. "It's not your fault... Are you naked?”

I wrapped my tail around me, blushing. I really hoped Dimitri's desire for me to be naked more often was just another passing interest that I could slowly talk him out of. Like when he made me ask him for permission to cum. Chad kicked my clothes to me from the corner. He took a step back, outside the cell and looked down the walkway. I hurriedly dressed.

Chad was leaning on the railing, gazing down on the common area. I stood before the cell's threshold, almost afraid to cross it without Dimitri's permission.

"Is that your cellmate?”

I guess that counted as a guard ordering me out of the cell. I stepped to the rail. "Yes, sir.” Dimitri was sitting at the scalies table again. I knew it was business, and I knew Dimitri thought it would be nice to let me sleep, but I still felt a sting in my chest. I was hurt he didn't tell me he was going to talk to them again. I had no right to know what he and Vince talked about, and I had almost no impact on anything they might decide, but still...

Chad kept watching the big tiger. "You don't have to tell me, but are you ok being housed with a feline? I mean, you're not getting hurt, are you?”

I swallowed hard. Chad seemed nice, but he was a guard. And Dimitri was reforming, really trying. I would never want to get him in trouble. What I wanted to tell Chad was how much Blake abused me. How I was given over to Dimitri because Blake thought the tiger would inevitably kill me. I wanted to point at Piter and say he raped me. I wanted to say how I've become a sex slave. I wanted to say a lot of things. But Chad was a guard. "No, sir. I get along great with my cellmate.”

Chad nodded. I doubted he believed me. "I took this job for the experience,” he told me. "I'm studying criminal justice. I thought something like this would look good on my resume when I apply to the Federal Intelligence Agency. Real world experience, you know? Better than lectures and textbooks.”

I stayed quiet.

"I'm starting to second guess my career choice,” he said with a bitter laugh.

"It would suck more if you left.” I wasn't sure if I should have said anything, but that wouldn't stop my mouth. "If all the good furs give up, nothing will ever change. It's never easy being the first to fight corruption. That's why my art is underappreciated, and that's why Blake is giving you the graveyard shifts.”

Chad looked at me. "You're an artist? I thought you blew up a car.”

"N-no! That's not what happened,” my breath caught in my throat.

"Sorry, Regal. Don't get upset,” his arm lifted off the rail, like he wanted to comfort me, but his training kicked in. He knew how that might look. "Let me tell you how I see it. You might be innocent, every fur in here might be innocent. But it's not the job of correctional officers to pass judgement, that's for the judiciary - probably as corrupt and flawed as everything else - to decide. All we officers are supposed to do is see that the sentences are served.” 

My hand started to tingle. I saw I'd taken hold of the railing. Squeezing without noticing. I let go and shook my hand. 

Chad's lupine ears were tilted back. "Hey, I'm really sorry.”

"It was an accident,” I whispered. It was. A stupid accident. 

"Anyways,” Chad said after an uncomfortable silence, "I said I would check on you. I think Blake's got me watching Cellblock H as a punishment, so I'll probably see you around, Regal. Take care.”

I stood glued to the spot as Chad left. 

"Thank you,” I mumbled after him. My mind swirled with replays of everything that led up to and happened since that day on the overpass. 

When my head cleared and my vision came back into focus I found I'd been staring at Dimitri. He was still seated with the scalies. But his eyes were locked on me. 

Fuck.

***

I slunk back into the cell. Fear coursed through my veins. I didn't do anything wrong. A guard ordered me to dress and leave the cell. I don't even think I disobeyed anything Dimitri said. He left me sleeping, it's not like he said not to leave. 

Then why the hell was I panicking!

I stripped off my clothes, like it would hide any evidence of a crime I couldn't understand but was sure I'd committed. Too afraid to get back on the bunk, I huddled in my corner, clutching my pillow tight. 

It was torture, waiting for Dimitri's inevitable return. A million times I talked myself out of and back into fear. If I still had an ounce of backbone, I might have kept my clothes on and waited for Dimitri out on the walkway, somewhere there might at least be a witness. But I was a pussy.

When Dimitri did return he almost didn't notice me back in my corner. His face wasn't the expressionless mask, or the storm of rage I was expecting. He looked at me with concern. 

"Are you alright?” he asked.

I swallowed. "I'm not sure. A-are you mad at me?”

"No,” he looked perplexed now. "Should I be?”

I shook my head frantically. "I just thought you'd be mad. The guard- He kinda made me get dressed, and then I was out of the cell...”

Dimitri sighed and sat on his bunk, resting his head on his fist. "Regal... I know I fucked you up. But, if you could not look at me like that... at least, not all the time, I would really...” he trailed off. 

Somehow, my fear turned to guilt. I think I hurt him. I was his biggest defender - maybe his only defender - but every other day I was scared into a blind panic that I was wrong and Dimitri wasn't changing. That I'd missed some sign and it was only a matter of time before he went back to his old self.

I was so used to life screwing me, time and time again, it was hard for me to accept something good might have happened. I was so alone, abandoned by friends, kept locked apart from Hash, I wasn't seeing the companion I had in the tiger who lived with me. And as bad as it was for me, I shudder at what Dimitri must have endured in the years he'd spent in this hell, locked away in solitary.

The fear fell away and I stood. He was staring blankly at the wall below his television. His head still cradled in his hand. I walked to the bunk, not waiting for permission, I sat next to him and pulled my legs under me. "Sir?” He didn't stir. "Dimitri?” I whispered softly.

That got his attention. 

"I'm sorry,” I told him.

He shook his head sadly and opened his mouth to say something.

Who knows where my fear went, but it was gone for the moment and I dared to cut him off so I could speak my peace. "Wait. I know what you'll say. That I don't need to apologize. But I do, and I'd like it if you let me.” I waited. Dimitri wavered between surprise and confusion, but he nodded his consent. 

"You do scare me,” I began, "and it might be a long time before that changes. But you are changing. I see it and I think you do too. You know I trust you. I wouldn't be your pet if I didn't,” I nuzzled his shoulder. "It's that I don't always believe what I see, that I'm sorry about...” I was confusing myself now. "What I mean is that I'm doing a shitty job of showing you that trust. Do you see what I'm saying?”

Dimitri lifted his head and put his arm around me. "I think so. Don't worry about it. It's just that look of fear... I've seen it far too many times from far too many furs. It just caught me off balance after I thought we had such a good day.”

I couldn't resist putting my arm as far around him as I could. "To be fair, it wasn't just you this time. That new guard was here. He reminded me of what I did to get sent to prison.”

"Want me to hurt him?”

I laughed. "No,” silly, "he didn't mean it. It just caught me off balance,” I echoed Dimitri.

He adjusted his arm so he could scratch behind my ears. "That does happen sometimes.”

***

Monday was off to a great start. Dimitri let me sleep in the bunk with him, and he didn't make me fetch his shoes when I woke up.

"You're with me on the Yard today,” he said while I watched him go through his morning routine from the comfort of the warm bunk. "I know you hate working out, but this is for your own good.”

"I know, sir,” I mumbled. It wasn't so much the physical exertion - though I did not like that - it was the not being with Hash. 

"I don't want see you get pushed around by everyone.”

I didn't point out the irony of what Dimitri had said. "Tonight, will you let me teach you some stuff, then?” I asked. Dimitri smiled at my new confidence. The old me would have been far too cautious to ask for anything in return. 

"I will think about it, pet. But you might be too tired,” he laughed.

***

Dimitri, Jake and I stood in the food line, getting our breakfast. I think the kitchen staff was starting to know me... or at least knew I was under Dimitri's protection.

A goat, who I had words with about the food before, was scooping out scrambled eggs. When he saw me, he rolled his eyes.

"They're not organic,” he growled out as his scoop clacked down on my tray.

My smile was genuine. "That's too bad. Thank you telling me, though.” I almost let it go at that. "Um, do you know if the eggs come from chickens that are free-range?” I honestly tried not to annoy him, but the question would have gnawed at me all day.

The goat tugged at his apron, his jaw clenching tight. He gave a quick glance at Dimitri, then said through gritted teeth, "The eggs are from a powdered concentrate. The ingredients list a bunch of shit I think are preservatives and flavoring. They are not certified organic, and I have no fucking clue if the hens were free-range. The box says nothing about it. Do you want me to drop what I'm fuckin' doing and get you the name of the brand?”

"No. I see you're kinda busy,” I ignored his sarcasm, "maybe next time.” I smiled again and moved along. I couldn't be sure, but I think the goat muttered something about me fucking myself. Oh well.

On our way to the table I saw Dimitri was looking at me. "What?”

"Do you make that shit up just to fuck with furs?”

"Huh?”

"'Free-range?'” He chuckled.

"Hey, that's important. Happy chickens lay tastier eggs. And it's just cruel to keep them locked in cages their whole lives. How can I enjoy an egg knowing it was laid in suffering.”

"Pet... we're locked in cages. Fuck the chickens.”

I nodded. "Then you see my point. Very few happy furs in here. Most of my art deals with social inequalities, but believe me, if I ever get to do another piece, I'm going to give a lot more thought to the issue of desperately needed prison reform.”

"Again with the art. I think I liked it better when you were too afraid to talk to me,” he ruffled my hair.

Liar, I thought with a smile.

Halfway in our crossing of the cafeteria I heard a sharp whistle. I spun to see a brown furred wolf trying to nonchalantly amble over to us. It was obvious the wolf was a Pack messenger, but Dimitri, being Dimitri, turned back around and kept walking to our table.

I sighed and followed after Dimitri and Jake. Dimitri likes these little power games, like I'm to important to wait for some wolf, so I'm going to make you walk farther than you'd have to. I, on the other hand, like to think we're all in this together and would have liked it if some of the furs in here stopped rubbing their dominance in everyone's face. But at least Dimitri wasn't humiliating me as much these days. 

Usually the seats where the three of us sat had this little bubble of privacy, but this morning I could see Sanders was sitting right next to Jake's spot. I poked Jake in the ribs with my elbow and winked. From the angry look he gave me, I don't think he got what I was trying to say. Sanders had a thing for the red fox, but apparently, Jake had not picked up on that.

Dimitri set his tray down. "Sanders,” he greeted in his standard deep monotone.

"Hey Dimitri. Regal,” he nodded. "Jake,” he added a little growl to his voice. It went unnoticed.

"What do you want?” Dimitri asked.

Before Sanders could respond, the Pack messenger that had been following us finally caught up. "Dimitri? Got a note for-”

"Give him the note and get lost,” he waved towards me.

The wolf was obviously used to dealing with that sort of treatment. He tossed the paper to me and headed back for the canine territory. I shouted a quick thanks after him, but I wasn't sure if he heard it over the noise of the cafeteria.
I tried to divide my attention between the note and listening to what Sanders was saying to Dimitri.

Skimming, the note, something about the odds for a game Vince wanted Dimitri to take bets on. Oh, the scalies are back to doing business with the Pack. I'd have to congratulate Dimitri on his pivotal role. Fuck. I had a date for lunch. So did Jake. Blah, blah, blah. And then I came to what I was looking for.

At the bottom of the letter, in that beautiful flowing script was my personal note from Hash. My heart raced. It was longer than the brief coded sentence fragments he'd left me before. My attempts to keep up with what the two felines were talking about went out the window. All my focus was on the letter. I even tried to picture the coyote writing it. I don't think it was an accurate portrait of Hash that my mind painted, because he was naked the way I was imagining it.

R. I dreamed about us last night. I know we won't get to see each other today, so I'm going to spend my whole day figuring out how the two of us can reenact my dream the next time we're together. Stay safe for me. 

XOXO
H.

Holy shit. Did that mean we'd finally make love? And I was sure about my phrasing. What me and Hash would do is make love, not fuck. Even if we would have only enough time for me to drop my pants so my coyote could do me in the kitchen storeroom without any foreplay, I wasn't going to let my thoughts cheapen it by thinking of it in the same way I thought of what my clients did. 

"Pet!” Dimitri pounded the table. I jumped, dropping the note.

"S-sorry, sir!” I looked around as the three of them stared at me. Apparently I missed something that required me to give an answer. "Uhhh...” I let that hang eloquently.

"Sanders wants to play a game of checkers with you this evening. I told him to ask you himself, but you're ignoring him.” I tried to offer an abject apology but Dimitri silenced me with a gesture. "Did you want us to spend the evening in the common area?”

"W-whatever you want to do is fine with me, sir.”

Dimitri sighed, resting his chin on his fist. "Honest answer, Regal,” he ordered.

"Oh. Yeah. Always nice to get a change of scenery, right?” But Dimitri was back to his breakfast, not bothering to respond.

"Alright then,” Sanders said, trying not to let the awkwardness of the situation show. "I'll see the three of you later. And, bring your A-game. I'm getting my commissary order delivered today so we can make some bets,” the lion gave me a knowing nod.

My chips! The timing couldn't have been better. I wanted to wrap Sanders in a big hug. I assumed it would take weeks to order the chips I traded for, but he'd got it for me in only a couple of days. I couldn't wait to give those chips to Hash. Finally a chance for me to show him some gratitude.

Dimitri finished shoveling down the last spoonfuls of his non-organic, from powdered concentrate, probably not free-range, scrambled eggs. "Do you want to read what the note says?”

I nodded, but suddenly realized it wasn't in my hands. "Sorry, sir. I dropped it,” I said as I ducked under the table to find it.

"I've got it,” Jake said quietly.

"Then you can read it,” Dimitri said.

I shot up, banging my head in the underside of the table. My heart rate quickened. Suddenly my future rested in Jake having the discretion to leave out Hash's love note. I rubbed the back of my head and really hoped the red fox wasn't in a bad mood. 
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I sat helpless at the table. Once again I had to play spectator as my fate was in the hands of another. This time it was in the hands of Jake. He held the letter on which Hash had snuck a love note to me. If he read it to Dimitri, I had no idea how things would go. 

Jake was a perpetual wildcard. I did everything I could to endear myself to the red fox, but he never fully opened to me apart from sharing how he ended up in prison. His life had been one shit storm after another and somehow I made it even worse. I listened to his quiet voice as he read the letter aloud like Dimitri ordered. I dared not look at him for fear Dimitri would pick up on my trepidation.

"I have to see Otto during lunch,” Jake read.

My mind shifted gears. I knew we'd been pimped out during our lunch time, but I'd skimmed over any of the details. "No,” I whined on Jake's behalf. Otto was a bastard who got off on making others hurt. I looked to Dimitri, "he's... he's an asshole. Please don't make Jake do this.”

The tiger studied me, I knew instantly he'd picked up on something. I looked away, towards Jake. Instead of any of the reactions I could have expected, Jake looked pissed, on the verge of snarling. I had to look away from that too.

"Jake knows I don't care if he does it or not,” Dimitri said. "Is Otto the wolf you sucked off the other day?”

"Yes, sir,” I said, still wondering why Jake was suddenly angry.

Dimitri grunted. "You got a problem with Otto?” he asked Jake.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Jake shake his head no.

Dimitri shrugged his broad shoulders and gave a wave for Jake to keep reading. The red fox did, his voice more grating than before. "Tront bought Ellie for the lunch hour, too,” a nasty gloat in using the nickname Vince gave me.

This got more of a reaction from the big tiger. "What the fuck? I told him we had plans out on the Yard. How the fuck does he expect you to work out if you're dealing with a horse cock ripping up your insides?”

My ears flattened. Dimitri's mood had a way of affecting me that went beyond simple fear. I genuinely didn't want him unhappy. "It'll be ok, sir. I'll tell Tront I have plans, so he has to go easy on me.”

Dimitri gave me a derisive snort, but I think he'd stepped back from the edge of a bad mood. Between his sulking and whatever I did to piss Jake off, the rest of my breakfast passed in silence.

***

I was still lost in my own thoughts as the klaxon sounded and we were herded back to our cells. Tront was big, and a guard. I wasn't sure what good my asking the stallion to go easy on me would do. But he was also nice - for a guard - and like most of the furs in here, inmate or guard, they didn't want to make an enemy out of someone like Dimitri. I guess I'd try honesty, and tell him Dimitri doesn't want me too tired out if things started to get out of hand.

My thoughts shifted again as I made my way down the walkway to Dimitri's cell. I noticed Herb hadn't left his. If you were wealthy enough, you could live off of commissary food and never have to visit the cafeteria, but Blake recruited the panda as a snitch and they both had a grudge with me. It wouldn't be long before he was back to making trouble. I shuddered at what the two of them working together could do to me.

I stood just inside the door to Dimitri's cell, waiting for him to tell me what to do. I watched him flop onto his bunk after turning on his television. The cell door clanked shut and it looked like I was free to entertain myself.

I took a few sheets of legal papers out of my box and started to sketch. It was an escape, much the same as Dimitri tuning out the world with inane daytime television. I let my mind wander, my hand reproducing things I'd seen. A tray of scrambled eggs, a checker piece, my tattered box across from me. Eventually I was reproducing some of the tattoos the inmates sported. The swirling pattern in Kalvin's ears, modified from solid lines to coiled rope and barbed wire to better suit the hare's hobbies. Max, one of Piter's thugs, had a webwork of lines, I drew them as chains, he didn't deserve the wet looking inking he had. He should have something more representative of how enslaved to his baser instincts he was.

I was at it for well over an hour, only stopping when a tingling told me I'd lost feeling in my legs. I stretched them out, rubbing my numb calf, frowning at the pins and needles of blood flowing again.

"Pet.”

My pen dropped and my full focus was on the muscled tiger, lazing on his bunk. "Yes, sir?”

He had his headphones draped around his neck, the definition of carefree boredom. "Did you want to use the table?”

I blinked away my incomprehension. Table, like ninety percent of Dimitri's cell, had always been off limits to me. "C-Can I?”

"Yes.”

I picked up my things and dropped them on the small surface. Then I did the first thing that came to mind, I leaned over the reclined tiger and gave him a hug, squeezing as hard as I could just so he'd feel it.

The cell's table was a small square of concrete that jutted from the wall, right under the shelf that held Dimitri's TV. There was a small plastic stool under it, not comfortable at all, but so much better than hunching over on the floor.

I smiled, my tail wagged, noticing Dimitri was watching me instead of the TV above my head. I liked it when furs watched me work. It was part of the thrill I got when spray painting my masterpieces onto the sides of an overpass or onto a downtown billboard back when I was free. 

After a time, Dimitri sat up, propping a foot on the edge of the table to get my attention. "Let me see some of your drawings.”

It wasn't a request and I might have been in the middle of one, but I wasn't bothered. My pride actually swelled at Dimitri taking an interest in what I was doing. I passed him the papers. Oddly enough, his opinion would mean more to me than all the mentions I'd managed to scrape in a few underground art blogs that seemed so important to me at the time. 

"Hmm,” he rumbled. "These are pretty good.”

"Really?”

"Really.” He held up a sketch of a vulpine skull, stripes drawn over it like camouflage. "Those are my stripes, aren't they?” 

The question took me off guard. My eyes flicked between the sketch and the fur pattern on his forearm. "Y-Yeah. I guess it is, sir.”

He smiled softly. "You know how to give a tattoo?”

I shook my head. "No. I never tried. I don't even have one.”

He chuckled. "I know. Half the furs in here would know if you had one.”

Not funny. But I smiled just so he wouldn't think I was rude. "Have you ever wanted a tattoo?” I knew he obviously didn't have any, and the way he struts around the showers, I'm sure there were a lot of furs that would have noticed if he had one too.

"No,” he motioned down the length of his powerful frame. "Tiger. God gave me a set of badass tats when I was born.”

I laughed. If you didn't know us, you could almost think we were just two friends, two equals, hanging out and having fun. I liked what Dimitri was becoming.

***

I caught Jake on our way to lunch, tapping his arm and getting him to fall behind Dimitri enough for us to talk. He still looked angry and I didn't know why. It started when I tried to get him out of having to service Otto.

"Hey, Jake, did I do something wrong?”

His eyes narrowed. "I'm not a fucking pussy,” he hissed. "I don't need you to fuckin' say what I can and can't handle.”

"I'm sorry,” survival instincts kicked in,apologizefirst, decide if you mean it later when you're safely away from getting your ass kicked. "I just wanted you not to have to gothrough wha-”

"I got rid of Hash's love note. Dimitri won't find out. Whatever debt I owed you, I paid. Whatever you think you owe, forget about it. Just stay out of my business. You made me look weak.”

He left me standing stunned. I was just trying to be nice. What the hell? I would have still been standing there trying to figure out what sort of prison protocol forbid us low ranking inmates from looking out foreach otherif I wasn't shoved forward by the tide of hungry furs at my back.

I made it through most of the food line without causing trouble. I was too preoccupied to worry about preservatives in my applesauce. A crumbly square of indistinct pastry was scooped onto my tray when I heard a familiar sharp whistle. I tensed, wishing for the thousandth time that I could turn invisible.

Otto and four other wolves were loitering at the food line's exit. I stepped closer to Dimitri, knowing we'd have to walk by them. I looked at Jake. He had that distant look in his glazed eyes, no sign of any resistance to his fate. 

Otto approached, backed up by his comrades. "See!” he shouted, pointing at Jake. "I told you fags I could afford a red fox.”

Was the asshole that insecure that he couldn't let it go when one of his friends laughed at him for renting me, with my consistently underappreciated gray fur, instead of a fox with a vibrant red coat? If I wasn't trying to stay behind Dimitri, out of Otto's sight, I would have given the wolf one of my speeches about the inherent aesthetic pleasure that could be found in all furs, and how he was shallow to give into peer pressure so readily. Then again, maybe I wouldn't have. He is an asshole after all.

Otto whistled again, "Over here, bitch.”

Jake started walking, his head bowed, eyes locked on the tray of food he probably wouldn't get to enjoy. I bit down on my lip, Dimitri was letting him go. Every part of me screamed to tell the tiger that Otto didn't deserve Jake, that this was wrong. But what good would it do? Jake would just get mad at me, Dimitri would probably end up in a fight, and all that would accomplish nothing because there was an endless number of furs just as bad or worse than Otto, all looking to take advantage of anyone weaker. 

I tasted copper. Damn it, I bit too hard. While I probed at the stinging wound with my tongue, Otto finally noticed me. 

"Ellie,” he sounded closer but I stayed motionless, pretending I was as transfixed by my lunch as Jake had seemed. The cruel lilt in his voice chilled me. "You can come sit with us again. I can't let you suck my dick this time, no matter how much you wanna, but if you're real good, maybe I'll let you lick my fingers when I'm done with my main course.” 

I didn't need to look up at him to know he was leering at Jake. All I could do was stare at my lunch and wonder why Dimitri was still standing there. Couldn't we go sit down, far away from Otto?

"Close enough, dog,” Dimitri's deep voice growled. "You paid for Jake. If you even want to talk to Regal, it's going to cost you.”

"Be cool,” Otto said. "We were just going to have some fun. Let your other bitch come sit with us.”

"Why don't you come join us?” Dimitri suggested. The menace was palpable.

Otto attempted to laugh it off and turned to leave. I didn't understand. First Dimitri hangs around to watch them take Jake, instead of his customary disinterest, and then he lets Otto walk without so much as a threat.

When the big tiger did make for our table he glanced over his shoulder at me, noting my perplexity. "I had to see what you're going to be working towards.”

"What?”

"Give it a month,” he glanced at me again, "maybe two. And you'll be ready to kick his ass.”

We reached the table, my mind still racing to catch the thread I missed. Leaning in, "What do you mean, sir?”

He let out a long breath. "Regal, I'm not going to make you tell what went on, but Otto did something to you. No one fucks with my pet and gets away with it,” he said affectionately. It would have been touching if he wasn't telling me I was going to have to get into a fight.

I wasn't going to do it. I couldn't, and I don't mean I wasn't physically capable of beating up a wolf. The way Dimitri was teaching me how to fight dirty, I was sure I'd have a fair chance by the time he was done. No, I just didn't want to. All Otto did was humiliate me. I refused to give him the satisfaction of getting in my head... or the potential to do it again. 

Time ticked by and I was starting to wonder where Tront was. I even had enough time to cram down my sandwich. It was a rare chance to appreciate something. Dimitri nodded over my head and I spun to see who it was.

***

Tront. As he escorted me through the prison's maze of halls he explained his tardiness. "That tiger seemed pissed when I took you before you finished eating last time. You did get to finish this time, right?”

"Yes, sir. I'm sure Dimitri appreciates your being thoughtful.”

"Yeah, well as long as I don't have to watch my fuckin' backevery timeI'm in H-Block, that's good enough for me.” He stopped me in front of one of the doors we passed,unlocking it and pushing me in before anyone else wandered down the hall.

It was another conference room, indistinguishable from the others I'd been in. The sound of his heavy utility belt hitting the floor got my attention. He looked at me. "Fuck, this is so wrong.” Of course, that didn't slow him down as he lifted me onto the table, and began pulling my clothes off. "I haven't had a day off in nine days,” he grumbled, his hands getting rougher as they tugged off my pants, leaving me naked on the cold tabletop.

"You should see what my schedule looks like.”

He laughed. Standing between my spread legs, looking me over without a hint of the guilt he wanted me to know he felt. He jerked his head, tossing back a few loose strands of hair. My ears flattened in a show of submission. I knew how big he was, but I knew I could make it through. It gave me some measure of confidence. That measure of confidence blossomed when I saw the guard take two small packets of lube from his shirt pocket.

My tail wagged in time with the prize that he dangled in front of me. "Bet you thought I'd forget.”

I nodded, too happy to speak.

"You want this?” he swung them in a wide arc, my head following.

"Yes, please,” I whined. Tront let go, dropping them into my waiting hands. This would make my job so much easier and so much less painful.

Tront unbuttoned his crisp uniform shirt, displaying his broad chest and the hint of a six pack. Not as defined as some physiques I've seen, but I could tell Tront worked out. Slowly. I put my hand on him, waiting for him to tell me to stop, but instead, he encouraged me. "How do they feel?”

I moaned in response. They felt firm, like Dimitri's but Tront's fur was more bristly. I couldn't help but think it wouldn't make as good of a pillow as Dimitri's chest. 

"My turn,” his voice low. His hand slipped between my legs. I gasped but he didn't stop, grasping my dick, tugging lightly. He was only teasing me, and I whined plaintively as his hand moved lower, cupping my balls. He rolled them with his thumb, pressing down with only a fraction too much force, making me whimper as the air left my lungs.

"You like that?” he chuckled.

I shook my head. "No,” I said emphatically. Even as I spoke, my body couldn't hide its reaction. There was something about his confidence, how he held all the power, that on a baser level, I did find exciting. But that in no way meant I wanted the stallion to squeeze my nuts. 

Tront did not pick up on this subtle distinction, his fist tightened. Not a lot, not enough to even crumple a delicate paper crane, but from my shrill yip, you would have thought I was about to be gelded. "Sorry, sorry,” he said with a laugh. "I won't do that again. Promise.” 

As soon as he let go, I clamped my legs shut. "Not funny.”

He rubbed his hand over his hair. "Yeah. My ex never thought that was funny either.”

"Gee, I wonder why he's an ex.” My arms crossed.

"Don't be like that. What if I got you a soda, like last time, after we fuck?”

I considered for a moment. "Deal.” I am such a whore. I splayed myself out on the table, trading my dignity for a simple luxury I used to take for granted. 

"C'mon, Regal. I can't do this if you're just gonna pout.”

I sat back up. "Really?”

"What, really?”

"You couldn't fuck me if I wasn't into it?”

Tront shrugged. "I'm sure as hell not going to rape anyone. I might be jaded about my job, but I'm not a bad fur.”

All was forgiven. A wide smile cut across my muzzle. I knew there was a reason I liked that horse. "Ok... um, pull up that chair.”

While he wheeled it over, I tore open both lube packets, spilling the slippery content onto my palm, thinking over what I was about to do. I wanted to prep myself. I'd had it done to me often enough, so I figured there couldn't be anything to it.

"Ready?” Tront asked, holding out his hand.

"Actually, I was wondering if I could try to loosen myself for you?”

He looked at me suspiciously. "You're not still-”

"No, sir. Not at all. I- It's just, I never tried it and maybe... you could watch and tell me what I do wrong?”

"You never touched yourself back there when you're jerkin' off?” he asked incredulously.

"No...” Not that I wanted to share any of that with him.

He grinned. "Who am I to turn down a pregame show?” He dropped roughly onto the chair, watching eagerly, like this was a strip club and not a federal prison.

I leaned forward, doubled over between my knees on the edge of that table. I won't lie, it felt weird to be running my slicked fingers through my crease, on full display to Tront, who was starting to unzip his pants. Weird, but not wrong. My biggest complaint, as my finger gently worked the chilly lube around my pucker, was that I would havepreferredto do this in front of Dimitri, or Hash, or Tox. I just didn't feel as close to Tront as I did with them.

"Oh, fuck yeah!” Tront's self control was beginning to strain. I wasn't actually trying to tease him, it was my first time fingering myself. I didn't want to fuck up, so I took it slow, gently stretching my hole with extra care. "God, you look so fuckin' hot,” Tront moaned.

I added more fingers. Feeling my velvety soft inside was a thrill enough to get me hard, even if I couldn't find that damn elusive gland that seemed wired to pleasure me in away that could almost make me consider intelligent design. I looked up, focusing on the massive rod, engorged to full attention, Tront idly stroked. That will be in me, I knew. It spurred me on, gritting my teeth against the burn as I stretched.

"Ok,” I said with something less than confidence, "I'm ready for you.”

"Come here,” he patted his lap and beckoned with both hands, and like a feral pup, I slid off the table and took the step to him. I bent low, almost a bow, running my hands over his hard thighs. My nose nudged the veiny monolith and I let my tongue moisten it. "So fucking hot,” he proclaimed while guiding me into straddling him.

I put my arms on his shoulders, knowing what to do the instant his hands pushed down on my waist. I lowered myself, willingly impaling myself, grunting but never clenching or fighting it. Like a good boy. And like a good boy, the friction of of his cock stroked along nerve endings that had me mewling. I was a puppy getting scratched in all the right places. 

I sat there, feeling my body adjusting to Tront. The stallion had one arm wrapped around me, insuring I wouldn't fall backwards, the other hand traced a line softly from my stomach to my lips. Slowly at first, and with small movements, I began to ride him. His cock filled me but it wasn't enough to get me past dribbling my precum down his front. Part of me knew he wouldn't want me shooting my load onto his abs, but part of me hoped I would have gotten the chance. Was I doing this right? Maybe it had to do with me doing all the work while Tront just sat there, with a determined expression of bliss, while I move up and down like his dick was a pogostick. Too much work for me to focus on my own needs. 

After a handful of minutes, Tront's moans took on a familiar urgency. His hand on my back pulled me into his chest, the other squeezing my side, stopping my rhythm. I swear I could feel the heat of his hot cum, painting me so deeply the next fur to fuck me would come out smelling like horse jizz.

Tront held tight, letting me tremble to coax out every last drop he had. "Fuck,” he breathed onto the top of my head, "I hate being single.”

Surprising myself that I had the energy to still speak, I told the hard chest, "I'd help you out there, but I'm kinda spoken for by at least two other lovers and a really good fuck buddy.”

Tront laughed hard, jostling me. "Regal, that made my day. Lemme get you that soda I promised.”

I grumbled at having to leave my warm perch, and I whimpered at the ticklish feeling of Tront's softening dick pulling out. He left me alone, uncuffed, with just a box of tissues to watch me clean up. I know thelikelihoodof me making an escape from this hell was remote and doomed to failure, but it still meant a lot that he trusted me likethis.

That thought had me smiling as he returned with two cans of cola. "Cheers, Regal,” he said as he tossed me one.

***

We chatted over our sodas. Well, Tront chatted, I mostly listened to him vent his frustrations. It was hard to empathize with how he lamented the lack of ethics, the level of corruption, and the long hours, when I was the one who had to live through it every day. He at least got to go home at night. 

"That new guard,” I spoke up, "Chad, he's not like some of the others.”

Tront laughed sharply. "I know the wolf. He's new. Give it time. When the Pack starts throwing money at him, or the scalies get him hooked on shrooms... No one can resist the easy rides.”

I shook my head refusing to be that cynical. "You're still good. You didn't let this place corrupt you.”

Again he laughed. "You say that right after I fucked you.”

"No fur is perfect, but that doesn't change that you're trying to do what's right.”

Tront looked at his empty soda can thoughtfully. "You know, Regal, I'm glad we waited until after the sex before having this talk.”

We shared a laugh at life's little absurdities. As he opened the conference room door to take me back to the cafeteria, he stopped me. His face twisted in indecision for a moment. "Don't tell anyone you don't have to, but Blake's got cellblock-H scheduled for a cell search this week, as soon as he's got enough furs on duty, and I don't want to see you get written up for anything.”

Without further comment he left, having enough trust in me that I'd follow. And of course, I did. 
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"Jake's still not back?” I'd just spent at least half an hour getting my ass plowed and enjoying a soda. The cafeteria was starting to empty. 

Dimitri ignored my question as I sat down across from him. "How'd it go?”

"Really good, sir.” I looked around but Tront seemed to have ducked out as soon as I was through the doors. "I think he's afraid of you.”

Dimitri smiled. "He should be.”

"He gave me a little information you might like to hear.” I learned in, my eyes shifting theatrically. "He says Blake wants to do a cell search in H-Block this week.”

"Good boy.” The look of approval, faint though it was, sent a shiver down my spine. Earning praise from the tiger was a real accomplishment, and one that very few furs were capable of. 

He drummed his fingers on the table. "Five minutes. After that, Jake'll have to find his own way to the Yard.”

My ears flattened, but I knew better than to argue with him. I had no idea what Otto was making the red fox do, but whatever it was I was sure the fox would need time to recover. The minutes ticked by while I sat looking down at the table, my head and ears bowed in worry. Dimitri had to know the five minutes were up, but he didn't leave. I made a mental note to thank him for this somehow.

"What the hell?”

I jerked my head up too see what got a reaction out of him. Behind me, Jake was making his way up the aisle on his hands and knees. Otto was behind him, nudging Jake with occasional kicks. It was causing a scene with those still in the cafeteria. The bastards found it hilarious when Otto commanded Jake to speak, eliciting sharp barks from the crawling fox. I jumped up, my blood boiling. 

"Sit your fucking ass down!” Dimitri's roar was like getting yanked by a leash. I dropped down, turning to ask why he'd let this happen, why the guards didn't care, why the Pack said they existed solely for the mutual protection ofcaninesyet let assholes like Otto get away with what he does. A hundred angry questions I wanted tospit at him, even if he couldn't know any of the answers. 

Out of the corner of my eye I caught a flash of movement. Faster than recognition sunk in, Sanders was storming straight for Otto. Just like Dimitri's style, there were no warnings, no witty one liners. The lion grabbed hold of Otto's shirt collar, jerked him off the ground and slammed him down onto one of the middle neutral tables, a surprised wombat fell backwards as his tray was smashed under a wolf.

"Out. Now, pet,” Dimitri hissed.

Sanders didn't wait to see if his slam was more than enough to take the fight out of the wolf. He started raining heavy blows that threatened to break bones and tables. I made it to Dimitri's side the same instant the cafeteria erupted in chaos. Any furs not on the Yard or gone back to their cells were up, either rushing to join the brawl or sprinting for an exit. I lost sight of Sanders and Jake in the crowd. Dimitri dragged me effortlessly through the cafeteria doors right as a team of guards rushed by, closing them behind us.

We walked quickly. Well, Dimitri walked quickly, I had to jog to keep up with his longer gait. A localized alarm started to blare. We didn't slow until we were standing out on the Yard. I tried to make sense of what happened.

"You ok?” Dimitri asked.

I nodded, I think so.

Vince and his pack walked over to us. "What's with the alarm?” the wiry one eared wolf asked.

Seeing that Dimitri wasn't going to give more than a disinterested shrug as an answer, I offered my observations. "Sanders beat the shit out of Otto.” I'd be lying if I said part of me wasn't happy about this.

"Too bad. I like doing business with them. Both pay up front.” He shook his head. "Speaking of money, Herb got word to me that he's looking for a good time,” Vince said to Dimitri. The tiger's fists clenched and for a split second I was worried there was about to be another fight. "I told him to go fuck himself.”

"Literally,” I laughed as the tension ebbed.

"Huh?”

"Nevermind.” I could see Hash snickering, and that was enough for me.

***

I kicked at the dirt, bored with whatever Dimitri and Vince were talking about. Behind me the sound of doors opening caught my attention. "Hey!” A few furs were being let out after the situation in the cafeteria was under control. Last out the doors was Jake. He staggered and looked a little out of it. 

I walked quickly to him, followed by the others. He looked at me with the same blank eyes I'd seen when he left.

"I'm fine,” he said as he pushed my hand off his shoulder, getting even more uncomfortable as Vince leaned close. The wolf tilted Jake's head to the side and we could all see the flakes of dried blood around the fox's nostrils.

"What the hell happened?” Vince demanded.

Jake shook his head out of Vince's grasp. "I'm fine,” he repeated softer.

"Did your date do that? Hash, who'd he fuck today?”

My fur bristled. Vince didn't even know who he set Jake up with, and Dimitri cared more about getting me out of there than he did helping Sanders and Jake. "What happened to Sanders?” I interrupted.

"I didn't see him. The guards were sending a bunch of furs back to the cells. Maybe that's where he is.” Jake's attempt to avoid Vince's question proved futile when the wolf grabbed him by his muzzle more forcefully this time and repeated his question. Jake shook his head no as best he could, "someone knocked me over during the fight.”

Maybe the others couldn't tell, but as a fellow fox, I could see he was lying.

"We're leaving,” Dimitri announced.

"Whoa, hold up,” Vince said. "I've got a fur in Cellblock-H that I need you to collect from.”

Dimitri was already walking away. "It'll wait.”

I gave quick looks to Hash and Jake. "Hash?”

"Don't worry, Regal. I'll look after him.”

I nodded a quick thanks and ran after Dimitri before he had a reason to call me.

***

Away from the walls, with nothing to block the wind, the Yard was cooler. Half the furs didn't bother to take coats, and many of those that did had taken them off. But that didn't mean I wasn't starting to get cold. I walked closer to the big tiger, hoping to absorb some of his body heat.

We should have stayed with Jake. Not just during the fight in the cafeteria, but out here. I wanted Dimitri to be as protective of the red fox as he was of me. I guess it was asking a lot for that to happen, but Jake needed an anchor. He was just drifting aimlessly on an ocean of the whims of anyone stronger than him. I spent so much time feeling sorry for myself, but it really could be worse. I always believed we had to look after the less fortunate, even if you were only marginally better off. 

Dimitri's protective hand rested across my shoulders as we came to the feline held area of the Yard. His thumb stroked along the side of my neck. A weird mix of possessiveness and affection that I was learning to appreciate more and more each day.

"You were really going to jump into the fight.” He said with slight disbelief, it wasn't a question.

I didn't trust myself to keep the accusations from spilling out. Sanders and Jake were our friends - more or less - and we left them. I admit that learning the convict code was proving difficult, but I did understand the difference between right and wrong. 

"I guess I'd be pointless to have you take out Otto now. There anyone else you've got an issue with in here?”

"Piter,” I said without reservation. Out of all the jerks I've had the pleasure of meeting, that husky was the only fur I thought of as irredeemably evil. And not just for what he'd done to me, but for the way he treated Jake, and his own pack... and everyone else.

Just as quick as my answer was Dimitri's sharp laugh. "He would kill you. I can teach you how to protect yourself, but I can't work miracles.”

"And you wouldn't want to lose your bitch.” I bit down on my tongue. My mouth has a way of bypassing any common sense. I waited for the hand on my neck to start tightening.

"I wouldn't want to lose you, Regal.” 

Was he agreeing, or was he correcting me? Fuck it. As long as I'm not in pain, I'll let the whole matter drop. And at least my anger was good for something. It proved a pleasant distraction from the hostile stares the other felines were casting at me. His hand left me as he moved to scare off a leopard who was using the bench Dimitri decided he wanted.

Dimitri sat on the bench, and summoned me closer with a snap of his fingers. "I'm cold,” again my mouth shot off without consulting the rest of me. "Are you sure you don't want to just sit there and hold me?”

Dimitri rolled his eyes. "Drop and give me fifteen. That'll warm you up.”

"Yes, sir,” I replied with zero enthusiasm, getting down on the cold and gritty ground while he sat there watching. Great. Now I'm unhappy and uncomfortable. 

"One,” I sighed and bent my arms until muzzle nearly touched the ground. My record was twenty-three push ups before my arms would give out, so I wasn't too concerned about this... until I tried to rise. Of course, I thought bitterly. Dimitri was pressing down on my back. I twisted my head to find out what he wanted me to do.

He was bent forward, lazily keeping me still with his left arm. "Come on, pet. I know you're angry. Use some of that and push.”

"I'm not angry,” I lied with a grunt. Putting all my strength into it, I felt Dimitri's arm moving with me. My arms locked and I reveled in getting the first one out of the way.

"You can tell me why. I meant it when I said I was trying to control my temper.” I must have been taking to long. With only the slightest increase in pressure my arms buckled and I was lying on the asphalt.

I know I do a lot of stupid things, but telling Dimitri I thought he was wrong, and that it was a dick move to abandon our friends like that, would not be the one that gets me killed. "Two,” I strained at it again. He wasn't letting me up as easily as last time.

"C'mon, pup. I'm barely touching you.”

"I'm trying,” I growled. I don't know if that bullshit about channeling my anger was working or if Dimitri was easing up, but I made it off the ground again, before collapsing back down.

"Three,” Dimitri counted. I was planning on catching my breath, but he wasn't giving me much of a choice.

I made it to six and a half before my body decide to say fuck it and refused to do anything more thanwheeze. His hand left my back, not that it made any difference.

"Good effort, Regal.”

Why did he have to use my name. Exhausted as I was, I still wanted to be angry at him. "You said... fifteen,” I panted. six and a half wasn't good. 

"I'm making a point. Do you know what it is?”

I rolled onto my back, pulling in my aching arms like a dead bug. "That you can do whatever you want to me?” 

Dimitri chuckled. "No. I think you already know that.” He tilted his head, looking up at the same pale blue sky I was looking at. "Could you have done fifteen if I hadn't pushed you down?”

He looked down at me. The question wasn't rhetorical. "Yes, sir.”

He nodded. "I counted you doing twenty-three last time we worked out. You could have done fifteen by yourself. But then I got involved and you could only do six.”

"Six and a half,” I corrected him before a big foot nudged my side and shut me up.

"What I'm saying, pet, is that you might have wanted to go fight for Jake, and maybe you might have gotten in a lucky shot against Otto. But it wouldn't have been just you and Otto. The place was in pandemonium. Now, Sanders, he can handle himself. If he'd needed any help, he could have brought half the fuckin' felines in the cafeteria with him. But what went on was something personal that he wanted to do on his own.”

"But it-” I finally regained some control over my mouth and shut it. There was no point in arguing.

***

Sore and exhausted, I followed Dimitri back inside after our Yard time was up. Jake met us at the door looking somewhat better. The distant look in his eyes had gone and in its place, a more familiar one of resigned indifference. He didn't say anything as we walked to our cellblock, but Jake barely spoke under the best of conditions, so it was no help getting a read on him.

I caught a glimpse of Sanders in his cell. I was so relived the guards didn't haul him off to solitary confinement I started to shout a greeting and wave. Dimitri was quick to put a stop to that. 

When we got to our cell and the doors locked for a half-assed headcount, Dimitri growled a warning at me. "I'm starting to wonder if I'm spoiling you. You used to be more obedient.”

The comment surprised me. It had been a long time since one of his erratic mood swings, I guess it was foolish to hope they were something he'd gotten over so easily. I'd weathered the worst of them, back when he would hurt me and I feared for my life. If all he would do to me now is snarl and growl, I'd do what I'd always done. Wait it out until he calms down.

I whimpered an apology and withered into my corner, hugging my knees tight to my chest and tried not to draw attention to myself.

***

Dimitri, as always, chose to show up at the feline table fashionably late. And after his not so veiled threat of reminding me of how a good pet behaves, it was fine with me. Absolutely fine. No complaints.

Styen was in the middle of losing his second checkers game of the evening when we got there. With only four seats bolted to the table, Jake and I ended up awkwardly sharing one again. I really wanted to start talking, but given the thin ice I was on, I just sat there giving Dimitri my best puppy dog eyes. 

Styen was eager for a new diversion. "Dimitri, did you see what Sanders did in the cafeteria? I was outside and he's found a sense of modesty somewhere.”

The lion smoothed down his already slicked mane. Looking everywhere but at Jake. I swear, he looked like he was turning red with embarrassment. "I told you. It was a slight disagreement that I had to settle.”

"Bullshit, dude. That's not your style.” the panther turned to Dimitri, "come on. I need some details. You know I live vicariously.”

"It was some sort of personal shit. None of my business,” Dimitri said.

Styen rolled his eyes just in time to witness Sanders bring a close to their game of checkers. "Fuck.”

"Still the champ,” Sanders laughed. "Who's next?” He joined me in looking expectantly at Dimitri, though for a different reason. 

"Pet's got something to say,” Dimitri finally relented to one of us. 

"Thank you, sir,” my ears flattened reverently to stroke his ego. They sprang back up as I turned to Sanders and Styen. "One of the guards told me they were going to search the cells in H-Block this week. He didn't know when exactly, but I thought you furs should know it's coming up.”

"Damn it,” Styen said. "Looks like I gotta clean tonight.” He looked at me with a mischievous grin, "Oh, and you should probably just flush that white powder I told you to hold. It's not sugar.”

"Wha-,” I started to proclaim my complete ignorance of whatever the hell Styen was talking about before he quickly interjected while laughing wildly.

"Just fuckin'with ya! You should have seen your face!” he pounded on the table trying to get control of himself.

I would like to think he was a decent enough fur to have kept his jokes to himself if he'd known the mood Dimitri was in, but there's really no accounting for what some find funny.

"Styen,” Sanders shook his head, "your sense of humor is going to get you killed some day.” I nodded fiercely in complete and total agreement. "Thanks for the heads up, Regal. Hey, Dimitri, it's commissary day, you mind if I tip your fox?” Sanders had a much better grasp on the delicacies of my situation.

I held my breath, thinking for a second that he might say no.

"If you think he deserves something. But nothing powdered.”

The table was quiet for a moment. None of us sure how to interpret that.

Dimitri sighed. "This asshole's not even funny and everyone laughs their asses off. I make a joke and get crickets.” He reached over to me, gently tracing the worried crease of my lips until they curled into a smile.

It felt good to be laughing again. But Dimitri had to start giving me a little warning before he starts to brood. The stress was going to start me shedding if it went on much longer.

***

I loved the times I spent hanging out with my friends in the common area. It was times like these I could really imagine having a normal life. Sanders and Styen were loose with the snacks we gambled with, promising ample rewards for the mental stimulation we foxes could provide. It was nice to know I had other uses beyond the physical.

Jake was playing Styen. I stood leaning on the table so Jake wouldn't have to share half a seat. Sanders thought he was being subtle, but he was watching Jake more than the game that was being played. Dimitri tried to fake an interest for a while but now divided his attention between the bigwall-mountedtv, staring menacingly atPiter's pack, and making the occasional comment about how he couldn't see the draw to checkers.

Jake didn't need the help, but I made sure to make breathy little moans after either of them made a good move, just to fuck with Styen in some goodnatured payback for his earlier attempt at humor. 

Naturally, my fellow vulpine won handily.

"Good game, Jake. You cheat as skillfully as Sanders,” the panther laughed. "So, what's your fancy? Chocolate? Mints? Nuts... of several variety?”

Having been silent through the game, leaving me to do his trash talking, he cleared his throat and meekly asked, "last time I had hot coaco. Can I have another cup?”

"Sure. You don't mind, Dimitri?” he asked the distracted tiger as the two of them left for his cell.

"Whatever,” he waved his acquiescence while maintaining hard eye contact with Piter's new thug - the one with the silver teeth - in some weird alpha male ritual that made absolutely no sense to me.

"Looks like it's you and me, Regal,” Sanders reached to reangle the board and we began setting the pieces. Checking to see that Dimitri's back was to us, he mimed opening a bag of chips and mouthed when do you want them? I also gave Dimitri's ample back a quick look and shrugged a few hand gestures I hoped would be interpreted as, after the game, if that's cool. He nodded.

Keeping his voice low, not that Dimitri would have cared what we talked about, he started asking questions. "Is Jake ok? I didn't mean to almost start a riot, but, y'know...”

I knew. Sanders was definitely into Jake. "He was a little shaken up, but he's stronger than he looks.” Dropping my voice to below a whisper and giving a cautionary glance to the tiger back, "thanks for stepping in. He says he doesn't need anyone, but it's really great for him to know he's got furs who care.”

Sanders nodded, holding back a self satisfied grin.

The lion's opening game was fast and heavy on piece trading, leading to his opponents falling into near automatic patterns of reactionary moves, and making conversation easy. 

"Before I ask Dimitri to set something up for me... when I... took you for a test drive...” He cleared his throat. "Would that be something that Jake would be up for?”

My hand hovered over a piece. Prison wasn't a place you could go on a traditional date, but was taking advantage of forced prostitution the only route to kindling a relationship? Sanders was patiently waiting for my foxy brain to think it through.

"Weellll,” I drew out, "I guess, speaking as a fox in a similar predicament... uh, I do kinda like it more when I'm with someone I know.” 

"So, it'd be a good way to get to know him a little better,” Sanders said with a smile.

"Hm...” 

"What?”

"I- Nothing,” I pretended to study the checkerboard.

"Regal, bro.”

I wasn't sure this was something I should be discussing, but the normalcy Sanders treated me with made me desperate to please. "I don't know if it's a good idea. He sort of shuts off when he, you know?” The lion nodded, getting what I meant. "Jake puts up a lot of walls. He'll do whatever you want him too, but earning his trust and getting to open up, I have no clue how to do that. Don't tell him I said anything.”

"Of course not,” he said distantly. 

I wanted to help them, but I truly had no ideas. Jake and Styen came back to the table. The red fox's muzzle was tinted brown from the hot chocolate. He licked his lips and grinned, genuinely happy, and making me genuinely jealous that Dimitri lived such a minimalist lifestyle. Not that I'd get to use it much, I still wondered how nice it would be for Dimitri to have a hotplate, or a radio, or even a clock in his cell. 

My daydreams were rudely interrupted by the big cellblock doors opening to admit two guards. And of course, they headed right towards me.
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The two guards approached our table where we were just trying to have a pleasant evening. It felt like an intrusion. If I wasn't worried about whether hiding under the table would look suspicious, I would have even thought about mimicking the hostile disposition some of the other inmates were so skilled at affecting. 

I sunk lower, trying to make myself small and nonthreatening. I was sure the guards were there for me. Probably to drag me off to Blake, where he would finally follow through on his threats to give me the slow agonizing death he said I deserved. 

The taller of the two guards, a zebra, tapped the clipboard he carried against the metal table top. "Sanders, you got yourself a write up. Sign here.”

I hated myself for it, but I felt a sense of relief that it wasn't me. At least he wasn't at risk of getting gang raped to death. 

"What for?” The lion was not a great actor. His look of surprised innocence was more forced than the plot in a cheap porno movie. 

"Don't fuck around. I've got lots of these to get to.” He yanked back the clipboard and skimmed it. "You were part of that fight in cafeteria three. Says you lose thirty days of commissary privileges, and thirty days of earned good behavior time.”

Styen whistled. "Damn! That is kinda steep. You do know this shit-hole is run on the motto 'blind eyes don't get poked.'”

The other lupine guard swung his baton, banging the table like a gong. The wolf snarled, "that sounds like a fuckin' threat, pussycat.”

Styen threw his hands up. "No, sir! Just saying, no harm, no foul.”

"There's a member of the Pack in the infirmary. You think that shit's gonna go unanswered? Maybe you've got some more bullshit cliches to spew?”

Things were tense. The entire common area was looking at us, more than a few inmates were ready to throw fuel on the fire. Sanders cleared his throat. "I'll sign that, now.”

The zebra kept a hand near the radio clipped to his belt, eyes scanning for threats. Without looking, he pointed to spots on the clipboard.”Sign here to indicate you got this. Sign here to accept the penalties, here if you want to challenge. Leave it blank and it'll be assumed you wish to challenge.”

Sanders had already signed and was waiting for the zebra to notice the clipboard held up to him. "No challenges.”

The guard nodded, backing away. "Let's go,” he called to his lupine companion who was still eyeing Styen, ignoring the horde waiting for an excuse to spring.

The wolf growled, then looked at Jake and me. "Fucking pathetic,” he snorted.

We exchanged looks as soon as the wolf was leaving. Was it because we were sitting with felines? Was it because we were forced to sell our bodies? Was it because we were sharing a seat? I guess he could make an argument, but it was still pretty rude. And probably speciesist. 

"Well. That sucks,” Sanders said. "Fuck it,” he gestured to the checkerboard, "who's next?”
While Sanders and Styen started playing, I began to formulate a plan. It wasn't anything complicated, but I didn't want Sanders' sacrifice to go unnoted. I wouldn't have to wait long before putting things into action, as Styen was not that good. I waited for the lion to gloat over his win and then look to us foxes for a real challenge.

"I've got a better idea,” I smiled, waiting for the go ahead. "Because you're having a bad day, what if you let me and Jake play a match. The winner gets to kiss you until it puts a smile back on your face?”

Sanders was grinning. "I'm liking this.”

"And the loser?” Dimitri's deep voice startled me.

"Uh, i-if it's ok with you, sir, the winner kisses Sanders, and the loser-”

"Makes out with me?” Styen interrupted hopefully.

"-has to let the winner have the seat to themselves, next time we're out here. If you're ok with it, sir.” I could feel my face warming. I didn't mind submitting to the big tiger - or, at least I could say I accepted it - but I wish I didn't have to make it so blatant in front of our friends.

Dimitri thought for a moment, maybe just to make me blush harder, before deciding. "Alright. Styen, get your ass up so they can both sit in their own seats for the match.”

"Why not,” Styen said with a laugh. "Since you asked so nice.”

I jumped up to take his seat, "Thanks, Styen. This shouldn't take me long.”

Jake looked at me from across the table. He looked hurt. I wish I could have let him in on my plan, or at least tell him to trust me. I know what I'm doing... I think. But contrary to what a lot of furs believe, we foxes do not have a secret language that lets us communicate silently. 

I let Jake go first. That expression of confused betrayal real stung. If I wasn't planning on throwing the game, it would have been distracting enough to give him an edge anyways. My work was further complicated by Dimitri taking an interest. His gaze was as powerful as the rest of him, like a physical pressure bearing down on me.

To Jake's credit, he brought his A-game. I made an effort to keep the score even until half the board was clear. Then I began to strategically lose.

"What the hell, pup,” Dimitri laughed, "that was a horrible move.”

"Oh,” I feigned surprise. I wasn't trying to be that obvious, but a few bad moves were all Jake needed to begin the slaughter. The game came to a speedy end.

I made a show of looking disappointed - not too disappointed, I didn't want Dimitri to punish Jake - and begrudgingly congratulated him. Styen was quick to point out that as winner, Jake had a certain duty to perform.

He didn't look as happy as I thought he would have. He slowly lapsed into that damn trance like state he always hid in. 

I watched the glimmer in Sanders eyes fade. He could see Jake wasn't into it. 

Damn it. I could have sworn this would have worked to break the ice. 

Jake straddled one of the lion's spread legs. He put his hands around Sanders' neck and slowly began grinding into his stomach. 

Styen was quick to retake the empty seat. "This ain't a strip club, San. You're allowed to touch the foxes!.”

I think my next project will be to get Styen laid.

Sanders ignored the advice and kept his arms at his sides, letting Jake dance to the music in his head for a while. 

When the red fox did lean in, kissing his way from the dip in his collarbone, along the thick neck, Sanders was smiling. An automatic response to the ticklish pecks Jack trailed on his path to the lion's lips.

It all looked good, but the passion was an act, and I felt horrible for this being my idea. The wet sounds of Jake putting everything he had into the meaningless kisses made my ears flatten. 

I think I've made a mistake.

***

I walked into Dimitri's cell with more wealth than I'd had since the day he made me transfer all the money in my account over to him. Four candy bars, a packet of hot chocolate mix, and the all important bag of Volcanic Ultra-Hots that I would give to the coyote I loved. Just thinking about it made my heart flutter.

"Pet,” Dimitri waved me over from the doorway where I stood. "Show me what you got. I need to make sure you didn't get any contraband or shit that's gonna cause trouble when they do the cell search.”

"Yes, sir.” I didn't care if he took everything, just as long as he'd leave me the chips. Keeping my fear in check, I shuffled with my arms full of winnings to where Dimitri sat on the bunk. 

He picked through the candy bars, tossing them onto the bunk. When he got to the packet, he shook it. "What the fuck is this?”

"Hot chocolate mix,” I said meekly. 

"Styen gave you this?”

I nodded.

Dimitri shook his head. "Funny,” he said without humor. "There was a time where I would break his arm just on general principle.” He looked at me as he took the bag of chips. "I think you're a bad influence on me, pet.”

"Sorry, sir.” I held my breath. 

He studied the bag. I don't think he could make out the words yet, but the images of fire and a volcano left little that needed reading. "You eat this shit?”

"Yes. Sometimes.” Maybe.

He shook his head again, smirking. "Put this stuff in the shelf. And ask me before you eat any of it.”

"Yes, sir.” I scooped up my winnings and the second my back was to him I bared my fangs in cathartic release. He couldn't just let me have them and do what I want, could he? By the time I set the snacks down, any hint of disagreement was gone from my face.

Dimitri had his headphones on. I stood there for a moment until he gave a quick flick of the wrist, dismissing me. As infuriating as he was, I still intended to show him how much I appreciated the restraint he did show today. Positive reinforcement, if you will.

Deep breaths, Regal. You can do this.

I pulled off my shirt, facing away from Dimitri, toward the emptying common area. Dimitri liked me staying vulnerable to him. What better way to entice him than to get naked with my back to him. Completely open and unprepared for anything he might get the urge to do.

I stretched my back and folded my shirt. Still no reaction, so I waited for the last stragglers to leave the common area. There was a guard down there somewhere that was supposed to take a headcount, but this was as private as it would get for me. I slid my pants down and kicked them into my corner.

This time when I turned around, Dimitri was looking at me. Keeping my eyes peeled for any signs of displeasure, I crept to his bunk and slowly, deliberately, I crawled up next to him, along the flat mattress.

Dimitri took his headphones off. "Is this your way of asking if you can have a candy bar?”

"No, sir.” There wasn't a lot of room between his back and the wall, but if I sat sideways with my legs stretched out, I could sit behind him. "It's my way of saying thank you.” 

I put my hands on his shoulders, having no idea what I was doing. The only experience I had with massages are the ones I get from Tox, and kneading a boney fox is entirely different than trying to relax a muscle that felt harder than the cell's iron bars.

"And what am I being thanked for?”

I hesitated. It wasn't a question I'd prepared for. "For being so kind to me. Even when I mess up.”

"The important thing is that we try.” He patted my legs. "You are trying to give me a back rub, right? You aren't just poking at me?” He laughed.

"If you weren't so big, maybe you could feel it,” I said in mock indignation.

He leaned forward and I feared for a moment that he took it the wrong way. But he just pulled his shirt over his head. I almost gasped at how beautiful his vibrant fur was. He probably would have kicked my ass if I'd ever said his fur was beautiful, but my mind was still free to think what it wanted.

"Is that easier?”

"Yes, sir.” A thin layer of material really had no impact on how hard my hands could ineptly squeeze, but it was a lot nicer to see the contours of his muscles, and be able to trace his stripes with my eyes.

Ten minutes later and my hands were starting to cramp. That's when I brought my mouth into play. At first small kisses around his shoulder blade. It gave me the opportunity to take a few deep breaths of his scent. I think it made him pleased when I did that. Soon I was leaning over to get my kisses lower. 

"Come here, pet. Where I can see you.”

I stopped my futile attempts at rubbing him and slid around to his side.

"There.” He pointed at the floor in front of him.

Without hesitation, I got to the floor and knelt, looking up at this giant, this god of savage power. It never failed to remind me how small and powerless I was compared to him. My tail curled close and my ears flattened. 

"Spread your legs.” He tapped at me knee with his foot. 

I did. And there was no hiding my reaction as Dimitri undid his pants, his cock flopping out. 

"Does my pet want this?”

"Yes.” I don't care if he's mocking me. I just want him happy. A happy Dimitri is a safe Dimitri. "Can I suck you off, sir?”

"I don't know.” He made a show of scratching his chin in thought. "I remember when you used to beg me not make you choke on this. I think I'm starting to miss hearing you plead.”

"I-if you want... I can pretend...” I really didn't want to. It took a lot for me to get to this point and if I thought too hard about the early days, I'd probably get depressed.

"No. I like my pets honest. But how badly do you want my cock?”

"I want it real bad,” I whined. I inched closer on my knees. "Please let me get you off.” I put all my acting into it, surprisingly it was easy. A large part of me did want it. 

My advance came to a sudden stop. My dick jabbed into the rubber sole of his shoe that blocked me. "Slow down,” he rumbled. "I want to get more comfortable. Take my shoes off.”

I hunched over, tugging at the knotted laces, urgently wanting to get done with whatever Dimitri thought of as foreplay. His feet were as big as the rest of him, and it wouldn't be the first time he'd made me kiss them. I took a chance and ran my tongue over the top without Dimitri's permission. I repeated my act of willing debasement until my point was made. 

Hearing his low hum of approval, I slowly brought my head back up. My eyes wide with desire for that monolith of flesh between his legs. "Please,” I begged as pathetically as I'd ever done.

His imperious nod was all I needed. Voraciously I lapped him to full attention, his pre dribbling on my nose as I slurped along the underside. 

My jaw stretched wide to take in the tiger's glistening head. The familiar salty taste grew stronger, overwhelming almost. Coupled with the warm musk I was inhaling, my senses were driven wild. Primal desires to be rutted by this true alpha male screamed out. 

Dimitri brushed a toe against my dick, reminding me of how painfully hard I'd gotten. I cast my eyes up, whimpering as well as I could with a mouth full of cock. No words were needed. He knew what I wanted, and I knew the only hope of getting what I wanted lay in being his good pet.

He smiled down at me. "It's like your mouth was made to suck my dick.”

I hummed an agreement, still focused on relaxing throat enough to get his full length down. It was exhausting work, and my senses were overloaded. The sights, the taste, the smells, it was like my world contracted down to just this tiger. His toe grazed against me again. The shiver added to my twitching throat muscles and vibrating hums that all went towards pleasing Dimitri.

Ages of working him in and out of my mouth began coming to a climax. His hand cupped the back of my head, the only warning that he was almost ready to end this. The only other half coherent thought I had aside from reminding myself not to panic when he stopped letting me up for air, was a mourning over not having done well enough for him to at least let me hump his foot. All he would do is tease enough to keep me hard and desperate, then he would take away anything I could have found a way to grind against.

My head was finally slammed down, capping off the intense geyser of Dimitri's cum. My throat constricted wildly, frantically swallowing to keep up with the sticky flood. It took longer for his balls to empty than it would have taken me to jerk off from start to finish. When his hand left my head, I collapsed back, my lungs burning for air.

"You did good, pup.”

Faint praise, but it meant the world to me. "Th-thank you, sir,” I rasped between deep gasps of glorious fresh air. "I try.”

"How would you like it if I let you get off now?”

I was drained, but natural urges are so much more powerful than frail bodies. "You mean, you'll let me jerk off right now, instead of making me wait until you're not here?”

"Kind of,” he smirked and wiped a drop of sweat from his nose. "I was thinking about suspending that rule, and a few others.”

I could feel my ears starting to go down. There was an even chance I would like whatever he was hinting at. An almost exhilarating feeling, waiting to hear his latest decree. If I didn't have to live and die by whatever whims he chose to call rules, I would almost find the suspense fun.

Dimitri brought himself up and laid out on the bunk. "Lay down here,” he patted the narrow space. On his side with his back against the wall there was just enough room for me next to him.

I got on my back, crossing my legs at the ankles and folding my hands over my stomach. I tried really hard to look relaxed, not wanting him to feed off the deep unease I got whenever Dimitri did something new.

"Comfortable?” he hummed, looking down at me as he propped himself up on his elbow.

I nodded. It was a lie.

"Good. Here are the rules,” he ran a finger across my chest, holding it in front of my face as number one. "You can't touch yourself.” A second finger sprang up. "You have to enjoy this.”

His hand pulled away and I was left looking into his eyes. I swallowed hard, the air was starting to feel thin. "I-is it going to hurt?” I whimpered.

He shook his head, worryingly casual about that answer, and brought his hand back before my face. "Lick.”

I gave Dimitri's open palm as much enthusiasm as I'd just given his dick. My mouth began to get dry. I'm not sure if it was from overuse or that nagging sense of fear over what the big tiger planned to do to me.

Mercifully, he took his hand away. My tongue still stuck out in mid-slurp. My eyes locked on his again. I gasped, suddenly aware of where his hand went to.

"You like?” he asked. His big hand enveloped my fox cock. I wasn't small - for my species, anyway - but it did not escape me how easy it would be for Dimitri to use his strength with devastating effect.

"Y-yes, sir!” Anything to keep him happy right now.

He smirked softly. He knew I was speaking out of fear. Then his hand began to move, stroking me with a delicate touch I wouldn't have thought he had.

"Ohh, God,” I moaned. I was already hard from the act ofgivinghim a blow job. It wasn't taking much to get my heart pumping and my slit leaking. I guess the fear of Dimitri ripping offa vital piece of me was entirely unfounded. If anything, his grip was too loose. With all the lubricating spit, it was like he was barely touching me.

"Harder,” I directed through gritted teeth. This brought a laugh. I turned as much of my attention to him as I could.

"Pets don't make demands.” His pumping slowed.

No! I needed him to finish! "Please! Please, don't stop.” I could feel my eyes sting. My fists clenched handfuls of the thin mattress, common sense fought my body's demand that it take over the job. But Dimitri would have punished me if I touched myself right now.

His gripped tightened, but he'd stopped pumping, merely cupping my tip. I whimpered again, close to tears. This was just plain mean! Even when I bucked my hips, Dimitri would move with me. It was hopeless. I looked back into his eyes. "I'm really sorry. Can you pleeeease forgive your pet?” I wasn't sure what it was I was apologizing for, but my wet puppy dog eyes were irresistible.

I sighed from deep within when the pumping resumed. All of the thank yous I began to moan soon degenerated into one longobscenegroan, finishing with a near-yelp as I came hard.

I pried my fingers loose from the mattress. They were numb, much like the rest of me. I used the last ounce of my strength to wiggle closer to Dimitri, nestling against his warm body. 

Dimitri brought his hand up. His fingers pressing together then parting, trailing some of the sticky strands that coated them. His eyes narrowed as he examined my mess. "So, this is what you get pumped into you every day.”

My eyes widened as he held his hand closer, his broad tongue dabbed his palm. His lip curled in a lazy snear. "Engh,” he shrugged. "Not as bad as I thought, but I wouldn't wouldn't want to see this as part of lunch daily.”

"I guess it starts to grow on you after the first few gallons.”

He chuckled. "Alright. Move your ass so I can rinse this off.” An eyebrow rose. "Unless you're too comfortable right now and would rather clean this for me.”

I definitely was comfortable. I could have slept if I closed my eyes. But if I was being given a choice, I wouldn't want to set any precedents that might encourage me having to add my own cum to the regular feasts I was fed. A quick roll and I fell off the bunk, thumping onto the intolerably chilly floor.

While Dimitri washed his hands the cellblock lights went out, signaling the close to another day. 

"Regal,” he said from the dark. "You know, I've never done that before. And it goes without saying...” 

"I'll take it to my grave,” I promised. A real promise too. The enormity of what he had done began to sink in. The most dangerous fur I'd ever met, the fur who reduced me to his pet, had tasted my cum after he'd jerked me off. With the lights out and no one watching, a let myself smile, ear to ear, at this token of trust Dimitri had given me. 

He took a deep breath. "And on that note, I think I recall making you a promise. Something about,” he coughed to clear his throat, "letting you teach me something. If you weren't too exhausted.” His voice rose slightly at the end. Almost, if I didn't know better, like he was a little hopeful that I wasn't completely drained yet. 

To be honest, I was dead tired. But when it came to Dimitri, I was beginning to learn just how much I could push myself when properly motivated. 

"I'll grab some paper,” I chirped and dove for my box. "Could you please get the light?”

Our light was only Dimitri's television, tuned to a blue screen, but it pleased me to no end at how fast it was flicked on. Looks like we were both eager to continue what had turned into wonderful evening. 
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The gratingklaxonwoke me with a start. My eyes stung when they were hit with the harsh, unforgiving lights of the cellblock. Before I rubbed the sleep from them, before I letthe dull headache register, before anything, I was off the bunk and fetching Dimitri's shoes. My morning routine had become a habit. It didn't occur to me until I was kneeling there, holding the cheap, worn out, canvas shoes that I might not have to do this every morning.

Last night was great. The best I can remember since my hell began. Dimitri and I stayed up real late, first working on how he could phonetically sound out unfamiliar words, then just talking like we were friends. It was an amazing feeling to not have fear breathing down my neck for once. And earlier... I still don't know if I can believe it happened, he jerked me off.

I probably could have nuzzled into that big tiger who let me sleep in the bunk with him, and started the day with a simple good morning, sir.

While my thoughts wandered Dimitri swung his legs off the bunk and yawned loud enough to be confused with a roar. He stretched out his arms while I slipped his shoes on. His hand ruffled my hair affectionately. My tail swished and I knew it was going to be a good day.

While Dimitri washed up in the cell's sink, I hurried back into my clothes. I really wished I had something with caffeine. The late nights were starting to catch up with me and I hoped Dimitri would be ok with me taking a nap after breakfast.

After the morning headcount we filed out of the cell. Passing by Jake's cell the red fox slipped out, following a few steps behind Dimitri and me. I looked over my shoulder to wave a hello, but it was just ignored. I knew he was mad at me but I wish he could just see I was trying to help.

The cafeteria's noise did little to help with my headache. Maybe next time I saw Tront I could ask him how I'd go about suggesting coffee be served at breakfast.

The line moved slowly and it gave me time to look around. There were more guards than normal. I assumed this was a temporary precaution after the brawl that broke out yesterday. Piter's pack was now taking up almost a quarter of the canine tables. It was scary to think of the machinations going on right below the surface all around me. 

A tap on my shoulder. I jumped but it was just Jake. I smiled thinking he'd gotten over my recent attempt to fix him up with Sanders. Apparently thinking the same thing I was, he shook his head no and pointed forward. The line was moving.

A biscuit was dropped onto my tray. I looked at the sad little morsel and wondered if I could ask for a second. One look at the badger who was passing them out and twitching tendons and bared fangs told me no, so I moved on. Deciding who I could pester without risking my life was a bit of an artform behind bars.

A ladle of thin translucent gravy was poured over the biscuit. I looked up. It was the goat I'd been getting used to seeing behind the counter.

"Hi,” I said.

He rolled his eyes and tried to reach past me to splash some of the gravy onto Jake's biscuit. 

Undeterred, I pressed on. "I was gonna talk to someone about it, but do you know if the kitchen has any coffee machines? Because I think it would be awesome if we could get cup of coffee with breakfast, instead of that bitter orange juice we always get.”

The goat blinked. I backed up, worried for a moment he was going to pitch a ladleful of gravy at me. "Yeah, sure. We can do that, but just for you. Organic, artisan, fair-trade shit if you want. Fuck, I'll tell ya what, we'll even get someone to wait tables. That way none of you ungrateful shitheads even need to stand in line.”

Well fuck you too. I sighed and moved along to catch up with Dimitri.

Our trays ladenwithsub-parfood, we headed to our table. A hesitant jackal stood up from one of the aisle seats and made his way toward us. He clutched a folded piece ofpaper between two quaking fingers and his wide eyes were locked on Dimitri. I remember having the same reaction to Dimitri when first forced to interact with him. He's big and mean looking, who wouldn't be scared under the circumstance? But now whenever I looked at the tiger, all I could see is how far he'd come from the monster I used to think he was.

"D-dimitri?” stuttered the jackal. He flinched as the note was snatched, Dimitri never slowed.

The messenger must have been new. I stopped by the shaking fur. "Hi, I'm Regal,” I held out my hand. The jackal looked at me like I was crazy. I took back my unshook hand. "Next time, you can just give me the note to give to him, if that would be easier.”

"I-I was told I had to give the note directly to Dimitri.”

"It's ok. I'm kinda like his,” I paused to try out words. Pet? Bitch? Personal servant? "Like his secretary. I always sit by him, so just keep that in mind if he looks like he's in a bad mood.” I smiled a goodbye and left after my companions. I could feel the jackal's eyes on me and I felt a little proud of the impression I was making simply by confidently taking a seat at one of the feline tables.

Like I said, aside from the outcasts forced to sit at one of the middle neutral tables, if you were part of one of the major species, you really didn't have a choice about where or with whom you could sit.

Dimitri flicked the note to me as I sat. "Is it just me, or is the food around here getting worse?” I asked while I unfolded the paper.

First thing I did was to skim for a note from Hash... Nothing. I turned the paper over, hoping I missed something. Swallowing my disappointment, I read Dimitri what was written. Vince had Jake booked for a scaly in the kitchen at lunch and two furs in H-Block were renting him for some fun this evening. At least the locations were convenient. 

I got to my part. It was hard to conceal my disappointment as I informed Dimitri I was going to have to spend the entirety of my Yard time in the maintenance shed. It was light on details. "It doesn't even say who I'm going to be with,” I whined.

My Yard time was the only chance I had to be with Hash. It might seem sappy, maybe even naive, but with all my heart I loved that coyote, and he loved me. Since the first time we met, Hash has been the only fur that has always been honest with me, that took an interest in me beyond my holes, that did everything he could to watch out for me, even if his situation wasn't much better than my own.

It was just so unfair to be kept away from him at the whim of any horny fur with a few dollars.

"Skip it, then,” Dimitri said with a mouthful of biscuit and gravy.

He said it like it was that simple. Believe me, rarely does a night go by where I don't dream of telling Dimitri I don't what to be a Pack whore. I don't doubt that he'd be fine with that. But the repercussions... I'd become a marked fox, not just because of the money the Alphas would be missing out on, but because of what I'd represent. I don't think any of us foxes like the way we're treated, not to mention the fennecs, the coyotes, and any wolves who were dubbed omegas. If I found a way to assert myself, others would follow. That could never be allowed.

And even the best case scenario would mean I would never be allowed to see Hash again. Every time I go out on the Yard I'd have to be near Dimitri for protection. And just thinking of how many pushups I'd have to do every single day I joined him for his workout... My arms were starting to feel sore just thinking of it.

"It's ok, sir. I'll do it.”

I finished reading the rest of Vince's note. It was mostly a list of names that Dimitri was supposed to remind of their debts. It was a testament to his fantastic memory that I only had to say the names once and he could remember them. It was a cool talent, like when he could recite sitcom scripts from memory, but for the unfortunate furs and scalies who owed Vince or the Pack money, I'm sure they had a different perspective.

***

Dimitri let me sleep when we got back to his cell. Of course, I had to sleep naked, but at least he let me curl up on the bunk next to him while he watched his daytime television. It was a fitful sleep, full of dreams where I was falling.

I guess I should have been glad when Dimitri woke me up to start getting ready for lunch. But there was nothing out there for me today, not if I wasn't going to spend time with Hash. I put on my clothes and a fake smile and followed Dimitri back to the cafeteria. It was odd because it felt like I'd just been there.

Lunch passed in a blur of self pity. Dimitri was lost in his own thoughts and in no mood for conversation, not that he talked a lot normally. Jake was getting his ass pounded by some raptor that made me wish Tox would hurry up and arrange another get together. All I could do was sit there, glumly stacking rubbery carrot sticks into towers and await my turn at another unpleasant prison-sex experience.

***

"You don't have to,” Dimitri reminded me as we walked down the hall toward the warm breeze coming from the outside.

"I understand, sir.” On the bright side, Spring was finally here. Maybe I could imagine what I was missing while locked in the dusty maintenance shed with whatever horny, potentially dangerous, fur gets to violate me however he wants. That was a cheerful thought.

We pushed through the doors. I immediately noticed who wasn't waiting for us with Vince.

Vince clapped his hands together. His one ear twitched, betraying the nerves his toothy smile tried to hide. "My favorite furs from Cellblock-H,” he said with a forced laugh.

Dimitri was unimpressed.

"Greg?” Vince raised an eyebrow at his fat enforcer.

"Let's go, bitches,” the big wolf barked and waved for me and Jake to follow.

Vince stepped closer to Dimitri, speaking low and fast.

I didn't move. Greg called to me again, but I still stood there looking at Vince.

He finally noticed, sighing. "What is it, Ellie?”

"Where's Hash?”

Vince rubbed the top of his muzzle like I was bothering him. "Just go take care of your job.”

"H-he isn't in trouble... is he?” 

Vince laughed sharply and angrily mumbled something too quiet for me to hear before turning to me and saying, "it's nothing you need to worry your pretty little head about. Now go, before I make Greg drag you.”

Greg put his hand on my shoulder, ready to follow through with Vince's threat. I looked to Dimitri, silently pleading for his help. I could imagine him getting annoyed with my helplessness. 

"Vince, don't upset him.”

Vince glared at me and stepped closer to Dimitri. He motioned the tiger to lower his head but ended up having to rise on his toes to whisper something into Dimitri's ear. I watched closely for any change in the tiger's expression, any clue that the dread tightening in my stomach was unwarranted. 

When Dimitri's expression did change it was to one of his many looks of hostile irritation. He pushed Vince away, almost knocking the one eared wolf over. "Go with Greg,” he said to me.

My ears flattened. "But-”

"Don't make me say it twice, pet.”

Greg laughed at my obedience as I turned to follow him and Jake. It wasn't fair. I deserved to know. I needed to know. But all Dimitri had to do was growl a threat at me and I left with my tail between my legs. 

I kicked at a stone as we walked down the gravel path that edged the Yard taking me toward the Pack territory. It skipped past Greg, inadvertently drawing his attention. He stopped, waiting for me to slowly catch up. Greg had his meaty paw around Jake's shoulder, caressing it in a way that made me want to squirm. I don't know how Jake put up with it as he stood next to Greg.

"You wanna know where Hash is?” the big wolf asked.

I nodded.

"It'll cost you. How about you owe me a blowjob and your next three desserts?”

Is this what I'm reduced to? The only bargaining chips I have left: my body and the crappy desserts the prison was mandated to include in thebarelyedible meals? He wassmirking, already knowing I couldn't refuse. My mouth opened when Jake shook his head. It was quick, only once, but he definitely told me not to agree.

I hesitated too long. Greg looked at Jake. I winced, expecting him to backhand Jake, but all the wolf did was laugh and shake him by the shoulder. "Fucking cock-blocker. You're lucky I'm not that into foxes.”

I kept following them to the shed, wondering what Jake knew, and if I should have been quicker with my response. Would I have a chance to find out when I was through? Vince made it seem like this was going to take all of my Yard time.

There was a guard standing by the shed. A nervous looking wolf like most of the guards who'd been paid off by the Pack. I stood back with Jake while Greg went to talk with him. I took the opportunity to try and question the red fox. 

"Jake?”

He ignored me. I started to wonder if he stopped me from getting answers just to fuck with me. I didn't want to believe he could be that mean though.

"Jake, what-”

"Let's go, bitch,” Greg called to me. 

I glared at him, muttering "fuck you,” under my breath, reasonably sure he wouldn't beat me up with a guard right there, even if he heard me.

I started to ask him when the client would show up when he shoved me into the darkened shed. "Shout out if you need a real cock to get off on. I'll be here,” he chuckled and slammed the door, leaving me in the dark.

***

I fumbled for the switch. The dim bulb flickered to life.

"Surprise.”

I nearly jumped out my fur. "Hash!”

The brown coyote stepped toward me from the shadows. I didn't wait for an explanation, throwing my arms around him, voraciously slamming my mouth to his. He was just as eager, snaking his tongue past my lips.

The sensation of ourtaste-budsrubbing together sent a shiver down my spine. My tail swished once, wrapping itself around the back of Hash's leg like it could keep us lockedtogether like this forever.

Unfortunately, the cruel biological need to breath did force us to part, gasping.

"God, I love you, Regal,” Hash told me.

"I love you too,” I whispered back so he wouldn't hear the lump of emotion strangling me.

We stood embracing each other while oxygen unfogged our brains. A horrible thought struck me, demanding I break the silence. "It's just us, right?” The only reason Hash wasn't pimped out was because Vince found him useful. What if that was over, and just out side was a big angry fur looking to make us both-

"Of course. Don't you remember? I told you I'd find a way for us to get some time together. Just the two of us.”

I squeezed him tighter. My body shook with relief as his hands caressed me in almost the exact opposite of what I saw Greg doing to Jake. "Just us,” he whispered to me while I tried my hardest not to cry again.

"How?” How did he manage to perform this miracle?

He took me over to some bags of grass seed he set up like a little couch where we could hold each other while he told me. It was the cockroach race he'd been working on for months. He finally tried it out last night and made a good profit off the bets he took. I congratulated him, excited my lover had some good news.

He laughed. "I don't think I'd celebrate yet, Regal.”

"Why not? It worked out, right?” I remembered Vince hinting that Hash was in trouble.

He shrugged. His smile taking the edge off my worry. "Well... It sort of worked. I ran the race and everyone had fun, no fights over the outcomes, but...”

"But what?” 

"I don't think Vince is going to let me try that again. See, the roaches I'd been keeping are smarter than I thought. I had about a dozen in this milk carton, just so I had enough, and later last night, they did what we all wish we could do and made a jailbreak.”

I looked at him wide eyed.

"It wouldn't have been a big deal, I mean, this place is infested with the little guys, but for whatever reason they seemed to have taken a liking, or disliking maybe, to Vince. Around four this morning I - and the whole cellblock - were woken up by Vince screaming like girl in a slasher flick. He was covered in roaches.”

"Oh my God!” I wasn't sure if I should feel sorry for Vince or burst out in uncontrollable laughter. I did both. And so did Hash.

When we finally settled down he continued. "He took everything I made off the race. Then he yelled at me for a few hours and then he made me get rid of all the race stuff. I managed to talk him into letting this happen. He knew that was why I did it in the first place, and he's not a total asshole.”

"Really? The whole roach thing was for us?”

Hash nodded. I was speechless. No one had ever gone through trouble like that for me.

"I told you I love you,” Hash said, pulling me closer. "This, all of this, Vince, Piter, the prison, it's all one big setback. But none of it matters. You know why? Because you and me are going to make it out of here.”

I wanted to believe him. More than anything I wanted to believe him. But it all looked so difficult. He kissed the top of my head and I let go of my negativity with a deep sigh.

"So,” I said, "this was pretty expensive. What can I do to make it worth it?” I looked up at him with what I hoped came off as a seductive expression.

"Regal, don't be silly. Just being with you is enough. Besides, you have to be sick of sex by now.”

"This is different,” I rubbed a hand over his chest. "This time I'm with someone I want to make love to.”

I felt Hash's hand glide down my spine. "We don't have to you know. I'm perfectly fine just cuddling.”

I answered him by sliding my hand under his shirt, feeling his soft fur brush between my fingers. He got the message and we both hurried out of our clothes.

It was the first time I'd seen him naked. He was beautiful. Not in the almost feminine curves of Jake or the raw masculinity of Dimitri, but in a realness that made me want to drag my tongue over every inch of that slim coyote body. He blushed at my staring.

"Sorry.” We both laughed and I made no move to stop looking, nor did he do anything to stop me. His eyebrow raised and he glanced at what else was beginning to rise. I licked my lips, ready to go down on him, but he caught me by my elbows.

"Let me,” he said. 

I folded my hands, not sure what to do with them as Hash knelt before me bathing my dick in his hot breath. It took all my restraint and some thoughts about the least erotic things I could to resist cumming right there.

"I'm just going to get you wet,” Hash said, "I want you to finish inside me. Ok?”

"I- I don't have any lube.”

"I can handle it.”

I began to protest, not wanting him to ever feel uncomfortable, but he silenced me by wrapping his lips around my length. Oh God. I could feel every swirl of his tongue. My breathing got more ragged and I started to run my fingers through his hair, ready to gently pull him off if I got too close, if I still had the willpower. I squeezed my eyes shut.

Suddenly his mouth left. Even in the warm weather I felt a chill on my spit coated prick and groaned. When I opened my eyes Hash was bending over some the stacked seed bags. His back arched and his tail curled up to show me the prize.

"I've never done this,” I confessed as my hand trembled, getting to feel how magnificent those two orbs felt. "I've always been on the receiving end. You have to tell me if it starts to hurt.” From my experience I could only assume it would hurt. But then again my experience was almost always with furs who were using me for their own pleasure, never even think about what I went through. It would be different with me and Hash.

"Regal, trust me. I can handle it.”

I wasn't going to take any risks. I dropped to my knees, my turn to ready him. Still salivating from the visual feast this coyote was, I ran my dripping tongue through his valley delighting in the sweet moaning my licking produced. That moaning became high pitched howl of pleasure when I spread those cheeks and put a wet finger to his tight pucker. Hash twisted and grunted as I worked to loosen his ring of muscle. By the time I felt he could take me, my eager coyote was air humping the stack of bags. 

"Regal, please, don't make me wait any longer,” he moaned. 

I had no intention of prolonging this anymore than I had to. It did cross my mind that our first time would have felt more natural if I was the one one the bottom. Maybe I was getting used to it being that way. Again I pushed away my self doubt. This was about our love, not my personal hell.

It was like slipping into a hot velvet glove. Every thrust I aimed to glide over the bundle of nerves that sent waves of ecstasy through my quivering coyote. His muscles pulsed, pulling me in, urging me deeper.

I leaned over his back, still pumping in rhythm with his rocking. "I love you,” I panted at him.

He turned his head as far as he could, planting a kiss on the side of my muzzle. That moment sent me over the edge. I unleashed a torrent into him. Somehow he managed to get tighter, clenching, wringing me dry of everything I had to give him.

We both collapsed in a heap at the base of stacked bags. I didn't dare close my eyes, not wanting to sleep away a second of our time together.

Why couldn't this moment last forever?
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My time with Hash was over too quickly. He told me to stay strong and that he would definitely see me wednesday when the Green Horizons classes began. Having to leave him felt worse than anything Piter had done to me. Making love to the coyote was like winning the lottery. Walking with Jake back to the prison doors was like watching that lottery ticket get ripped up.

Jake and I didn't speak as we walked down the gravel track but as we reached our door I could see Dimitri wasn't waiting for us. "Where is he?” I asked and got no response from the red fox.

Dimitri had a way of standing out in a crowd. You could tell when he wasn't around. I shrugged and turned to suggest we go in, but Jake already had that idea and was walking away from me.

I hurried to catch up. I'd been in here for a while, but suddenly not having the big tiger next to me made everything ten times scarier. I could feel the eyes of every predatory inmate on me. Jake stealthily fell in behind a small group of canines for protection. They didn't notice as I did likewise. 

We broke off when they passed H-Block, the two of us rushing up the stairs to avoid run ins with any of Piter's pack.

I let out a deep sigh when I made it to Dimitri's cell in dual relief at making it unmolested and seeing the big tiger was there.

"Sir, where were-”

"Shut it,” he growled at me. "Pets don't speak.”

What? My jaw snapped shut. He was mad about something. All I could do was look to him, silently pleading for an explanation. He pointed at my corner and I sank into it, hugging my legs close and resting my head on my knees. 

I watched him out of the corner of my eye, afraid to even make eye contact when he was like this. He put on his headphones and I was all but forgotten. Hours crept by under the constant threat of Dimitri getting bored of television and turning his unpredictable anger on me.

"I hope that fucking outburst was worth it,” he said with a snort.

I whimpered involuntarily. He still had his headphones on but I knew that was directed at me. Did he expect me to slavishly start obeying Vince too now? Or was this about me not jumping at his command to follow Greg? Either way, it made me angry at how unjust it was. I didn't do anything to deserve this. 

I was reaching a breaking point. A fox could only live under the constant fear of pain and death for so long before it started to lose its potency. I could live with being Dimitri's pet and fuck toy, but I was not going to be his mindless zombie. He could not expect me to give up feelings. He knows I care about Hash, even if he has no idea how deep those feelings run. Why wouldn't I have worried about my coyote?

My head jerked up. I realized my ears were up too, and the fur on the back of my neck was starting to bristle. I took a chance and looked at the tiger. He controlled me in every way but it still wasn't enough for him. 

But one glimpse at those bulging muscles, one look at those hands strong enough to snap my neck like a twig and I knew my anger was wasted. I was pathetic next to him. Anyone could see it.

My head drooped back to resting on my knees. The dark clouds of despair gathered.

Then, just as I was at my lowest, I remembered what Jake said to me about not needing to be the strongest or fastest. I was a fox, damn it. Speciesist or not, we always were know for our intellect and how clever we are. It was time for me to start living up to that stereotype.

I closed my eyes and concentrated, running through every scenario I could think of to get Dimitri's mood to draw back from the murderous edge of the spectrum.

I ruled out talking my way out of this. I couldn't speak fast enough to calm him before getting beaten to a pulp for disobeying him again. Sex was risky. He might be convinced to fuck me if I got naked, but it would be more than obvious I was manipulating him. He would not like that at all.

I had to be more subtle... Got it!

My hand slid next to me, discreetly teasing a sheet of paper and my pen from my box. Careful not to move more than I had to I started to print in big, clear, block letters. It took me awhile as I chose each word with great deliberation and wrote without drawing attention to myself, but it was finally done. 

I glance down next to me, reading and rereading it a hundred times. It was as good as it would get. I agonized a few more minutes over whether or not to fold it. I went with not.

Now came the tricky part. I had to get Dimitri to look at it without crumpling it outright. My brain sifted through its options. None of them were good, but I think I'd settled on the most promising approach. I swallowed my pride and put my plan into action.

Clutching the paper between my teeth, the writing facing out, I slowly shifted my legs until I was kneeling, looking toward Dimitri and willing him to notice me. Just let this work, I prayed to a universe I wasn't sure was listening, you owe me.

On my hands and knees I inched forward. Dimitri's head swiveled and I froze, dropping my gaze to the floor. The fraction of a second I saw his face it looked pissed. My muscles tensed and my tail curled between my legs. Seconds passed and I wasn't yelled at or hit. I took it as tacit approval and crawled onward.

The note was yanked from my mouth giving me just enough time to fight down a yelp before Dimitri's foot pressed to my shoulder and with all the effort of kicking a stray feral, pushed out sending me sprawling against the wall.

I scrambled back to where I started, shrinking into a tight ball, trying to watch Dimitri out the corner of my eyes again. He didn't ball it up and shove it down my throat, so that had to be good, right?

He was looking at the paper. He kept looking at it for almost as look as I spent writing it. I held my breath.

He took off the headphones and looked at me and I cringed. "This first word...”

I pulled my legs under me, getting up on my knees and clasping my hands together in front of me. With my best puppy dog eyes I looked up at him.

"Please?”

My head bobbed in an enthusiastic nod. He looked back at the paper again. I sat back on my heels watching and hoping. 

Finally he looked at me. "Please... don't be mad at me?”

It was fucking poetry. The only word I could not reduce to something with fewer letters was please, but he nailed the rest. I nodded fervently enough to risk whiplash.

The big tiger sat there not saying anything. His unreadable expression began to crack. "I'll be goddamned,” he whispered. "I fucking read that.”

Barely. But I'm a fucking awesome teacher apparently. My tail wagged. Not just for his accomplishment, but for mine. There was no way he could still be angry at me when I distracted him with how useful I could be. I opened my mouth and gave him a strained expression, my tail still thrashed wildly, then snapped my mouth shut.

Dimitri tried to look annoyed, but a smile kept threatening to smash his stoic facade. "Speak, boy.”

"I knew you could do it, sir!”

"Yeah. Well...” He looked away and I was sure he was hiding a big grin. "I'm still pissed at you for being difficult in front of Vince like that.” He patted the mattress next to him and there I was in a flash, leaning into him and letting his arm wrap around me to absently tell me what a good boy I was. "And don't think you're still not going to get punished.”

My eyes narrowed. This would not do. Maybe I would have accepted this as a victory yesterday, but not today. "S-sir? Can I say something in mydefense?”

"You may. But tread carefully. You do not want to dig your hole any deeper.”

I swallowed hard. The rational part of my mind screamed for me to shut up and take what I was given, but the remnants of the old Elliot Regal would not be silenced. "I- I'm not sorry for what I did.” Dimitris hand that had been caressing my arm paused, I hurried to clarify as its grip began to slowly and deliberately tighten.

"I am sorry I didn't trust you right away. I know you'd never want to hurt me,” fingers crossed, "so I should have followed right away, but I was scared. Hash means so much to me, just like you. If you were the the one who I was afraid something happened too, I- I would have stayed right there until Vince told me what happened,” my voice cracked. A mix of real emotion and the nearly paralyzing fear that my newly remembered sense of self worth was about to get me killed. "Even if a guard told me to go, I would have stayed for your sake! I only left because I do trust you. I was just scared.” My voice caught and tears leaked every time I tried to blink them away.

It was no use trying to go on. My voice had become a shrill whine punctuated with gasping sobs. 

His grip loosened, but he didn't let go. "Regal,” he said my name. Even in his gruff voice it sounded soft and soothing to me. "You should have listened to me. It's not your place to worry about anything other than yourself and how to please me. But, I guess, under the circumstances, I can let this one slide.” His arm pulled tighter but not in anger. "Would you stop shaking. It's making me feel like an asshole.”

I choked out a laugh. Relief settled over me like a warm blanket. It had been draining, but I think I'd pulled it off. In my own foxy way I'd stood up to Dimitri, asserted my own influence over my fate. It was so freeing. I missed being my own fur.

He held up my note with his free hand. "I fucking read this,” he couldn't hold back a smile. "How fucking cool is that?”

***

That evening, after the guards took a headcount and opened the common area to us, I began to get restless. Watching a small TV with no sound while getting felt up was a fine way to pass most evenings, but my body was still high on endorphins after making love to Hash and taming Dimitri's rage. I wanted to celebrate.

"Sir?” I tapped his arm when a commercial came on.

He lifted the headphones off one ear.

"Can I go check on Jake? He's got that thing,” I still didn't like talking too directly about what it was we were forced into doing, "and maybe if I'm there to see him off, maybe... they'd know not to do anything too rough.” My reasoning fell apart, so Dimitri's confuse stare was justified.

I flexed my nonexistent muscles. "Because I'm so intimidating since I started working out with you.” I grinned, letting my natural charisma do the work.

Dimitri chuckled. "Go. But stay on the walkway, and if you start shit with anyone, you'll have to deal with the consequences.”

I jumped up and leaned in, giving the big tiger a quick kiss on the cheek. He grunted and pushed me away, but without any malice. He knew everyone in H-Block was aware I was under his protection. And after he broke Herb's fingers, I don't think anyone but Piter would risk messing with me. 

I took a quick couple of steps and stopped when I was out of view. I wasn't really in a hurry to check on Jake. The red fox would still be mad and the silent treatment would likely continue. One battle at a time, I told myself. Let me get through today and I'd work on smoothing things out after he'd had time to settle down.

I leaned on the railing and looked down on the common area. It was starting to fill up. Piter and his gang were playing cards. I tried not to dwell on them, but I recognized the husky's back and I thought back to all those video games where I played a sniper...

The rodents table was nearer the wall mounted television and they sat riveted by some show about a ventriloquist cop. It looked stupid but at least it took their mind off things. Next to them were the scalies. I heard there was a growing animosity between them and the rodents, but the scalies were equally enthralled by the silly show. I couldn't help but sigh and the stupid arbitrary differences that kept us at each other's throats and made a bad situation worse.

At the other end of the common area sat the felines. I saw Sanders and Styen were there, playing checkers as usual. The panther spotted me and waved, prompting Sanders to turn around. He motioned to me and bellow, "hey, Regal, come play a game.”

I shook my head sadly and pointed at Dimitri's cell with a shrug.

Sanders nodded and shrugged sympathetically. My sense of accomplishment flickered like a weak flame. I turned away, wanting to protect that feeling by telling myself it wasn't that Dimitri ordered me to stay up stairs or that Piter would hurt me if I got too close, it was because Jake was my top priority right now. I almost made myself believe it.

My knuckles clinked on the bars to Jake's cell. He was sitting on the lower bunk, just staring at the pictures taped to the opposite wall above the cell's table. His cellmate, a possum, was on the top bunk reading thick book. I knocked again, and the possum lowered the book.

"Mind if I come in for a sec?” I asked both of them, but Jake still didn't give any indication he was aware I was there.

"If you must,” the possum said and went back to his book.

I walked in. Jake blinked and looked away from the pictures as I sat down next to him. There was little point in trying to talk so I just looked at the pictures he'd been staring at. 

I zeroed in on the one of him and a wolf, there arms around each other's shoulders, both wearing souvenir shirts for the concert they appeared to be at. Jake looked so happy in that photo. I knew that had to be the boyfriend that talked him into smuggling drugs. Jake said he was dead. 

The red fox shifted uncomfortably. He looked annoyed and jerked his head toward the door before leaving. I followed. Jake leaned back on the rail and folded his arms across his chest, purposefully not looking at me.

"Would it help if I apologized,” I offered.

He shook his head no.

Of course not. I sighed and just stood next to the bitter fox. I had no idea what Sanders saw in him.

***

Within minutes I caught sight of two furs making their way down the walkway toward us. I stretched my arms, loosening up to look intimidating. 

The taller one was an ibex. What would have been his impressive curving horns were cut into two plateaus that rose from a sea of course light brown hair. His shorter cellmate was a stout solid looking raccoon, only a few inches taller than me but much more imposing.

The raccoon looked up at his cellmate. "The red one, right?”

Fuck you. 

The ibex nodded. "That's what the Pack said, Ron.” 

"Good. It'll be hard enough getting it up with your ugly ass watching me.”

The ibex scoffed. "Don't flatter yourself.” Then he looked at Jake and licked his lips. "I am going to tear that bitch up.”

I stepped forward, blocking their way. 

The ibex towered over me. "You got a problem?”

Many. Foremost right now was my nerve deserting me. "Only if you're going to hurt my friend. If Jake comes back in pain, you're both going to regret it.”

The raccoon, Ron, poked my chest with his finger. "Big talk. You think you can back any of it up?”

"N-no. But Dimitri doesn't like it when someone abuses his foxes.”

The two furs exchanged a look. "Hey, no need to blow this out of proportion,” the ibex said hastily. "Like I said, Ron, I can't wait to give him a respectable fucking that we'll all enjoy.” 

Jake walked past me. He looked back and raised his eyebrows. I couldn't tell if he was surprised or impressed, but whatever he was expressing, it was not more anger. As soon as the three were down the stairs out of sight my legs wobbled. I grabbed the railing to keep from falling. Fuck, that was too close. I think I was starting to push my luck. As soon as I could catch my breath I intended to get back to Dimitri's cell before I did anything too stupid and assert myself to a fur who'd call my bluff. 

I was about to leave when my attention was grabbed by a noise coming from a nearby cell. I tried to place it. Thumping, grunting, heavy breathing... sex? It wouldn't surprise me, but what did surprise me was that it came from Herb's cell. I had a good idea of what that fat asshole panda sounded like when he was getting off. It even featured in a few of my nightmares. But this wasn't just him making noise. There was a strangled crying that punctuated his self congratulatory pillow talk.

I moved closer. The arrogant jerk didn't even bother hanging a sheet over the bars. Getting a look at what was happening made me want to vomit. His pants were around his ankles and his wide hips were thrusting his small cock into the face of an obviously hurting fennec.

The fennec had only been in cellblock-H for a few weeks, his transfer arranged by Piter somehow so he could compete with Vince who was attempting to monopolize the cellblock's prostitution. The fennec was being held from falling over by Herb's tight hold of his hair. With every thrust of the face fucking the panda was administering I could hear the fennec's head knock into the concrete wall, followed by a whimper and a gurgle.

My fists clenched and I stomped back to Dimitri's cell. He glanced up at my arrival, immediately taking off his headphones.

"What happened?” 

Was that concern? "You said I could pick a fight with someone. Can I still do that?”

He nodded.

"I want to get Herb.”

***

"No, no, no,” I quickly found myself protesting as Dimitri started to get up. He was talking about getting a shiv from Styen, telling me how he'd distract the guards and where I was supposed to jam the sharpened metal into Herb. Weird how he indicated the exact spot Ron had poked me.

"You can do this, pup. Just slam it in hard. You need to break through the sternum.”

"No! I- I want to try it my way.”

He stood there, concentrating on me like he had the letter. "You're... going to let him rape you until I have to step in and kill him?” 


"No. I'm not getting raped and I'm not killing anyone. I love how you're teaching me to defend myself, but do you honestly think I could stab someone? Let me try fighting like a fox.” I pointed to my head. A gesture I thought would have been self explanatory.

Dimitri scratched his chin. "You're... going to give him head and hope he has a heart attack?”

I started to explain, coming close to one of those rare instances I could lose my temper with Dimitri. Then he cracked a smile, and started laughing. A deep booming laugh that if you didn't know what it was, could be quite intimidating. Not funny.

"Vince had this idea to get Herb to snitch on Piter and let the husky handle the dirty work. I think I want to try that-”

"No fucking way.”

"But why?” He didn't even give it a few seconds to sink in.

"I told Vince no. How would I look if I changed my mind like that? As I recall, you were nearly pissing yourself at that idea.”

No I wasn't! "It's different this time. I know I can do it. You showed me how much a fur can accomplish when he sets his mind to it.” And how much I can endure. 

Dimitri looked away. For the second time today I think I made him blush.

"I'll plan it all out so I won't get hurt. Pleeease,” I whined.

"I'll let Jake be the bait,” he said.

Unacceptable. "But it's my fight. I can do it! You've taught me a lot. After he gets the note off of me I can get away from him this time.”

He sat back down. "I'll think about it.”

"Thank you so much! I prom-”

"Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Dimitri said. "Why don't you demonstrate some of that foxy intellect and find a way to put your mouth to better use.”

"Yes, sir!”
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38.

Jake's Day: A Fox Behind Bars Side Story



I dreamt about him again last night. Like every night. 

God damn him.

The top bunk creaked and I wasn't in Grenskil with the wolf any more. I was back in the Calidonia State Penitentiary. Harris, my cellmate was awake, probably still awake, I don't think the possum ever slept.

I got up quick, eager to start my morning routine so I wouldn't have to think about my dream. Brushing each tooth individually, combing my red fur until it shined, and taking note of what still hurt from the last fucking I got. Some days I wanted to know what was bruised and stretched so I could protect myself as well as I could from more pain, other days it was so I could push the pain until it was all I could feel. I wasn't sure what sort of day it was yet, but my hole hurt. No blood, but yesterday a wolf fucked me dry until I was sure he'd leave me with blisters. He wanted it to hurt me.

Harris was still reading his thick book when I glanced to see if he'd watched me finger myself. He didn't. He never did. I think I disgusted him. But he didn't try to get me to talk and I didn't have to worry about him attacking me, so he was the best cellmate I could have hoped for.

A buzzing announced breakfast. Harris jumped down from his bunk and patted my shoulder. Some half-assed familiar way of saying good morning as he left the cell. I did one more pointless ritual and marked an X on the calendar taped to the wall. A year and two months until I was supposed to be eligible for parole, not that I was holding my breath. Piter said he'd fixed it so I'd have to serve my whole sentence. He even joked that he might keep me longer if he felt like it.

That was before the husky traded me away. I'm not sure he even thinks about me any more.

I stood by the cell door and listened to the clopping of Dimitri as he strode past before I slipped out and started following. Regal was there and it was a constant surprise to me that he made it through another day.

This morning he was talking at me about some idea for a painting or something. Completely oblivious to my lack of interest or how pretentious it made him sound. He also didn't notice the way Max was watching us and saying something to that new, big wolf with the silver dyed mohawk.

I watched them over my shoulder until we were out of the cellblock and lost in the flow of inmates.

***

It was weird, walking past the furs in Piter's pack when we got to the cafeteria. I'd known some of them since I got here. I never expected any kind of loyalty, but it hurt how quickly the husky was willing to throw me away at the Alpha's command. It meant learning new routines, new pains and new ways of surviving. Such an inconvenience. Barely worth it.

"But look. There's like no green peppers in this at all. I'm not asking for more, I'm just asking for a do over. Take this back and try a scoop from over there.” Regal poked his hand under the sneeze guard to point, snatching it back to miss getting slapped by the goat's spatula.

"C'mon back here, I've got a green pepper for ya,” the goat made a lazy attempt at a threat and reached under his apron to stroke himself.

I don't know if it was chance or spite, but when the goat scooped some of the scrambled/omeletted egg-like product onto my tray, I seemed to have an abundance of green pepper slices in it.

"Fucking fascist!” Regal shouted. God, he was annoying.

At the table where we sat with Dimitri in feline turf, I ate as fast as I could. It was never up to me when or where I had to go so I tried not to waste any time. Regal still hasn't learned that. He spent several minutes complaining about the food before Dimitri threw a folded piece of paper at his head.

"Read it,” the tiger grunted.

Regal read a list of names, furs who owed Vince money. I haven't been with Vince very long, but it seemed that list of noncompliant gamblers got shorter every week. Dimitri must have been doing a hell of a job scaring anyone dumb enough to think they were outside of the one-eared wolf's reach.

"And for the foxes,” Regal said cheerfully, "you've got a wolf named Tory for lunch, and Kalvin wants your company this evening.”

I dropped my spoon. Kalvin? I'm lucky if the hare and I get to have a session once a month, it's only been two weeks since our last. He was the only one who knew how I liked it. Phantom welts tingled across my back and my dick ached for his touch. I sank deep into the back of my mind, reliving the sensations Kalvin could give me... 

Regal shook my arm. Dimitri was leaving and the rest of my food had gone untouched. Damn. I hurried to shove my tray in the bin, but still being a little out of it I tilted it too far and dropped a fork. Someone laughed behind me as I dropped to my knees to reach for the utensil. It was under the cart the bin was on and I had to stretch.

"Dude, hurry up,” Regal huffed. Then I heard him yelp with surprise.

I jumped back to my feet, ready to run but it wasn't danger. Sanders, the lion from our cellblock, was smiling, leaning on the bin and looking at us.

"Hi, guys,” he said. "Mind if I walk with you?”

Regal gratefully accepted for both of us. Dimitri was gone and might not notice we were left behind until back in his cell. 

The lion's greased down mane and toothy grin made me think of a shark. Regal was under the impression Sanders was interested in me. Fuck what he thinks, and fuck the cat. If Sanders wants me he can pay for it like every other prick in here.

***

The doors shut and I was practically alone. Harris was on his bunk, but his mind was in his philosophy books. We didn't have a TV or radio. All I had were a few adventure books and the pictures I put up on the wall.

I sat down holding one of the books but staring across at the photo of him. He was the reason I was in here. That fucking wolf. Every time I looked at that picture I wanted to tear it up, flush it away and forget he ever existed.

But I couldn't.

Not yet.

I opened the book on my lap and pretended to read.

***

"Which one of you is Jake?” asked Tory.

I blinked until my mind cleared. Back in the cafeteria. I stood up, unsure if I'd eaten anything. Regal grabbed my arm to stop me.

"You're Tory, right? I'm sure Vince made this clear, but just so you remember, the Pack doesn't allow you to hurt its members. Unless you want to be looking over your shoulder for the rest of your sentence, my friend better not get hurt.”

I looked at the wolf. He was tall, his fur a soft shade that hovered somewhere between light gray and light tan. I'd never seen him before so he had to be new. Why did Regal do this? Make threats no one would back up? It only made things worse for me.

Tory nodded absently. "Yeah. No problem.”

He had a nice voice. There was an indefinable hint of an accent - maybe northern - hard to place, like the color of his fur. I kept my eyes down and followed him through the cafeteria, past the leering inmates and blind guards, into the kitchen. He stopped in front of one of the walk-in fridges. The broken one they kept empty.

He was new, right? It wasn't chance he would lead me here. This was where they took me if there might be screaming. Fuck. 

Tory rapped his knuckles on the door and yanked it open. I hesitated for only a fraction of a second, only noticeable to me, but there was the fleeting ghost of a desire to run. 

Hah, run where? I thought to myself as I walked into the dark room.

"You bring him?” asked a voice that was not Tory's.

"Yeah.”

"Right. Turn on the light and fuck off.”

Recognition struck just as the light bulb went off, showing me the other wolf. Slim but all hard muscle, wrapped in a bristly coat of fur tattooed with an all enveloping spider web. Max. Piter's bloodthirsty thug.

The thick door thumped shut. I spun and grabbed for the handle. As fast as I was it wasn't near enough. Max's open palmslammedacross the back of my head, knocking me to the floor.

"Been awhile, hasn't it, bitch?”

I rolled onto my back. Two Max's danced in front of me and I squeezed my eyes shut.

"Very naughty, trying to run from your pal like that.” 

He kicked my thigh hard and I yelped. My eyes opened and my double vision cleared. Max squatted low looking at me as I tried not to shake. He was going to kill me, I thought. It made sense if Piter didn't need me any more. He put his hand out and I recoiled, earning some laughter.

"You stupid bitch. You've been gone a month and you've already lost your manners?”

I amended my thoughts. He was going to rape me, then kill me. I struggled to my knees and licked the back of his hand the way he liked. Max stood up, but I kept my eyes down.

"I bet you're wondering why I brought you here,” he began pacing around me. "Is he going to kill me,” his voice a mocking imitation of mine, but he was close to what I was thinking. "Can I suck my way out of this? Fucking bitch.” He straddled me, sitting down hard on my back, pressing me lower.

"That's better. You always were the best chair in the prison.” He sighed. "How's life, Jake?”

I was having enough trouble breathing, but a flick to my ear told me he wanted an answer. "Fine,” I grunted.

He snorted at the obvious lie. "What if I told you, Piter was willing to take you back? But he needs you to do something for him first.”

I'm not stupid. There was not much of a difference between serving Piter or serving Vince, but with Vince, at least my humiliation and abuse wasn't as constant. But with Piter I might live longer. "W-what do I have to do,” I croaked out.

Max got off me and sat on the floor in front of me. He pulled a small clear plastic envelope, maybe the size of a credit card, from his pocket. He held it right in front of my nose, showing me the single white pill in it. It could have been an aspirin to the casual observer.

"Put this in a drink, and get Dimitri to swallow it. It's flavorless, odorless, and dissolves fast. Easy.”

"You want me to poison him?” My voice was scratchy from disuse.

"Yes. You kill the tiger and Piter will take you back.”

"And it will go back to like it was?”

"Yes.”

"What happens to Regal?”

"Why do you care?”

That was a good question. For some reason Max took my silence as insistence.

"It's up to Piter. If he learns his place, I don't see any reason why Piter wouldn't keep him around. Always nice to have a few spare foxes.”

I stayed quiet, not wanting to think about what he was telling me to do.

"You've got a week. If the tiger isn't out of commission, Piter will not be pleased. And if you breath a word about this meeting of ours, I will personally rip your tongue out by its roots.”

It's not that I used my tongue for much outside of work, but I was rather attached to it. "Ok.”

"Be smart, Jake.” Max flung the plastic bag at me. I stuffed it in my pocket without looking at it.

"Now thank me for giving you this opportunity,” he growled. He spread his legs, resting his arms on his knees. He actually might have thought he was doing me a favor. He saw me as a dumb fox, completely broken. It was an impression I did nothing to contradict. AdefenseI learned in high school. If they can't tell you're hurting, it's less fun for them.

I smiled and let my eyes fall out of focus. I crawled forward and kissed his crotch before letting my hands find the zipper. In my mind I was back home in the cool shade of my backyard, watching myself as a disinterested observer.

His head glistened with pre and he took a fistful of my hair. If I closed my eyes, I could pretend it was Kalvin. The thought of seeing that hare tonight gave me the incentive to protect myself. I tried to read what Max wanted so he wouldn't slap me or get too rough. He was long, but like the rest of him, his cock wasn't thick. It slid down my throat without resistance.

"That's what you foxes like, isn't it?” Max lean back, his shoulders hitting the wall.

I listened to his moans and his insults. Calling me a slut and how this was all I was good for while I sucked him off. Words I've heard all my life from everyone. But Kalvin never meant those kinds of things when he'd say them. Kalvin knew our games were all about pleasure, even if he used pain to get us there. Max was the opposite. He tugged on my hair, pulling back so when he came it would flood my mouth, forcing me to taste everything.

He pushed me away while I was still trying to swallow down the last of his sticky load. "Alright,” he panted. "Get lost.”

***

The sky was a blue gray, like the smoke from a bong. I looked up as I followed Regal and Hash through the Yard. If the two were trying to keep their relationship low profile, it wasn't working. Any fur with at least one eye could pick up on their obnoxious giggling, hushed whispers and taking every goddamn opportunity they had to touch each other. They might as well be wearing shirts with targets and handing out invitations to push them around. Not that furs needed an excuse to abuse a fox in here.

They stopped at the edge of the canine territory. It was odd not having to spend my Yard time getting fucked in the maintenance shed. I wondered if Regal and Hash secretly wished I didn't have a break today so they could have their illusion of privacy. Fuck them. I had more important things on my mind than their private affairs.

Hash asked me if this was an ok spot to stand around. I nodded. For a coyote he acted pretty nice. Maybe I was hasty when I promised Regal I wouldn't fuck him. But then again, what could Hash offer me besides a friendly smile. He was just as much a slave as Regal and me.

I made a point not to get too close, ambling a few steps away. I put my hands in my pockets, touching the plastic. Damn it. What the hell was I going to do? I didn't care about Dimitri, in fact, he'd probably deserved it for what he did to me, but me poisoning him? What if he caught me? What if Regal caught me? That idiot had some misplaced sense of loyalty to histormentor. He'd say something and the Tiger would kill me. And if I said anything, Piter would kill me.

It was a no-win situation. The story of my fucking life. Maybe I should take the poison myself. Get off this shit train... It was an appealing thought, but I don't think I could bring myself to do it yet. I owed it to... to him, the bastard wolf that led me here. The son of a bitch I still loved. The wolf I got killed. I had to suffer for him. There was no way I could find peace in this world or the next until I was punished enough.

***

Back in my cell, waiting for the afternoon headcount so the guards would open the common area. Soon, so soon, Kalvin would come for me. I would get the sensations my body craved.

I stashed the poison pill in the loose binding of one of the books on my half of the shelf. It would sit there until I decided what to do. My mind was always clearest after Kalvin cleansed it. Maybe I'd decided tonight...

"Hell is other furs,” said my cellmate.

I turned away from the picture I'd been staring at again. Harris was lying diagonally across the top bunk, his head hanging upside down. His long prehensile possum tail was coiled around the frame to keep him from falling while he stretched his arms out, examining his hands.

"It's what I read about today. We look for meaning outside of ourselves, but in a universe so full of consciousness, it reduces us to seeing ourselves as objects.”

I didn't need a thick book to tell about being used as an object. "Yeah?” I said, not sure I understood.

"It means everyone sucks.”

"Oh.” I could agree with that. Harris went back to reading, done with one of his out of nowhere soliloquies I could rarely follow and the guards eventually decided none of us had escaped today. The doors cranked open and almost as soon as they did, Regal swung through.

"Hi,” he said. 

My eyes rolled involuntarily. I really didn't want to deal with his shit right now. Neither did Harris, apparently. The possum hopped down from the bunk and brushed past Regal and me. Regal mumbled some sort of an apology that was ignored.

"I don't think he likes me,” he said. "Anyways, Dimitri said I could keep you company until Kalvin shows up.” He picked at the peeling paint on the bars for a minute. "You- you know, you don't have to do this. I know you like what Kalvn does, but if you ever decide you don't...” he trailed off.

I sat on my bunk, not looking at the photos on my wall. Regal took this as an invitation and slowly came in, taking a seat on the plastic stool across from me. He was a mess. His fur looked dull and mangy, dark circles under his eyes, and he found a way to be unattractively skinny. I didn't think that was possible until I met him. I was being unkind, but he was a fox. We had to take pride in what we could, even if his fur was gray it would be nice if he'd use conditioner. 

Regal looked at the pictures then at me and I knew what he was thinking. I never should have told him about myself. I hoped it would have shown him why I didn't want to be friends, or whatever idealistic bullshit he had in mind, and why what he and Hash were doing was stupid. 

"Is that the wolf you told me about?”

Fuck. "Can we not talk about this now?”

"Sorry,” he said with flattened ears. "I was just trying to take you mind off things.” It would have been too easy if that was the last of it. I wondered how he managed to keep his mouth shut when locked in with Dimitri. There was no way the tiger would take listening to this constant babbling.

"I was thinking about talking to Dimitri about letting us play some checkers tomorrow. Sanders is still barred from the commissary for a while, but I have a few candy bars left and if we clean out Styen, maybe we could let Sanders win a few times... as sort of a thank you for watching our backs this morning. What do think?”

I ground my teeth. Regal did not want to know what I was thinking at that moment. I stood, wanting to be alone but willing to settle for putting some distance between the two of us.

As if on cue, I heard Kalvin's voice.

"Hello, foxes.”

Regal began sputtering embarrassingly. I let my instincts and training take over. Open stance, hands clasped behind my back. The hare could lead me where ever he decided. It was so freeing to willingly give up control, to not fight it or hide in the back of my mind. I trusted Kalvin more than any fur alive.

"Finally wanna get back on the bike and try our brand of fun again,” Kalvin drawled at Regal.

"N-no! I- I mean, I was just waiting with Jake... I'll see you when it's over.” He nearly ran from the cell and Kalvin laughed.

Kalvin put his hand on my shoulder. "Ready?”

I nodded. Kalvin was lenient about my quietness. If he would have ordered me to speak my obedient compliance like he said he did with his submissives on the outside, I would have. But he didn't.

"Good,” he let his hand slide down my arm. "Follow.”

It was just me and him, even walking to his cell it felt like we were alone. He held open the sheet he'd fastened to the bars and I entered.

Immediately I saw the ropes he'd made from ripped towels laid out on his bunk. I didn't see anything he could use as a blindfold or gag. Sometimes he liked to take away one of my senses to heighten the others.

"This is earlier than usual,” he said as he walked to the back of his cell. "I hope you've recovered from our last session.” He bent and retrieved a whip, fashioned from braided electrical cords, he had hidden behind the cell's toilet. "But I wanted to get to you before word got around.”

My ears flicked. What did he mean? Kalvin turned to face me but his eyes didn't meet mine. 

"I'm getting paroled.”

"When?” the air left my lunges with the whispered word.

"Friday morning. They... uh, they said I was a model inmate, and they could find a better use for the space.” He twisted the whip in his hands. "And because I'm a nonviolent offender...”

"...Congratulations,” I said softly. 

"Anyways, I wanted us to have one more session. You've meant a lot to me, and I owe you more than you could possibly know.” He forced a smile and I tried to do the same. 

"Why are you still dressed?” He quirked his eyebrow and the games began.

Kalvin stayed clothed, reinforcing the difference of our roles. I stood with my head bowed, completely exposed to the hare's scrutiny. He reached out and brushed his coiled whip across my chest. My nipples stiffened.

"I love how responsive you are,” the familiar compliment rolled off his tongue. He pushed me back, pinning me to the cold bars with only a thin sheet between me and the entire cellblock. His face was inches from mine, an unspoken command kept my eyes locked on his. He owned me when we were together.

"I'm going to make this memorable for you,” he promised. He pinched my nipple with his free hand, twisting it until I gasped. "I'm going to drive you until you use your safeword. Do you remember what your word is?”

I nodded. He knew what he was asking of me. My safeword was the wolf's name. My wolf. My angel and devil. Kalvin was one of the few furs who knew the story, and one of the fewer who knew his name. I picked the name as my safeword because it was one word I never wanted to say.

This was going to be Kalvin's parting gift. Breaking the last bastion of resistance in me.

He spun me around. I shivered as he took his time tying my wrists to the bars. He tied them low, just above my waist. The message was I'd be on my knees before we were through and he didn't want to have to retie me. He pulled on my hips so my ass was out a little more, then a rope was tied around me like a belt and he tucked my tail under it so it would be out of the way. Kalvin cared about me or he wouldn't have minded if some of the blows fell on my tail.

"Ten, to warm you up,” he announced. 

My breathing went shallow and I waited for the sweet sting. Time slowed down and I could hear the whistle of the whip slicing through the air. Then came the first moment where my body struggled to comprehend the exquisite shock of sudden pain. I drew in a sharp breath. The blow landed lower than I'd expected, leaving a diagonal line of fire down my upper thigh.

Kalvin was a pro. He hit where heaimed. If he was starting with my legs, he must have been serious about breaking me. Another strike left my right thigh marked with an X of pain. Thethird lash hit my other leg and the pain hit the threshold I lusted for. The tipping point where my body had to milk the pleasure from it or go mad from the agony.

The first ten were over and he hadn't even touched my ass. Kalvin paused to admire his work. He felt my legs, fingers tracing the rising welts. Kalvin told me how beautiful I'd look with horizontal stripes but that the cramped conditions forced him to give me a diamond pattern that turned out to be more symbolic of the inner strength my beauty hid. As our session continued and the whipping move up, for the first time I started to see the strength he told me I had.

My ass burned and his lashes began to be accompanied by grunts of effort, like he was a tennis player. 

"Fifty!” Kalvin growled and the strike nearly buckled my legs. He dropped the whip and pressed against me. I could feel his erection through his pants. He grasped a fistful of my poor ass, squeezing until I whimpered.

"This what you want, my little pain-slut?”

I wanted what he wanted. My ego was gone. I lived for his pleasure, and his pleasure was mine.

He pulled his hand away and grabbed my jaw, jerking my head up and shoving a finger into the corner of my mouth. I was hit with a tangy copper taste.

"I own you, inside and out,” he hissed and I could hear him unfasten his pants. "Everything from your fur to your blood,” he shifted and his cock was pressed against me, his free hand reaching around to cup my balls, "to your cum. You are mine.”

"I'm yours,” I whispered around the finger I'd begun instinctively sucking.

He took away the wet digit before using it to loosen my hole. I was a slut, it didn't take him long. His other hand played with my dick until I was dripping. He stopped before I was at the edge, then brought that hand to my face. "Spit,” he commanded and I obeyed.

I could hear him using my fluids to slick himself. His wet cock traded places with his twisting finger. I moaned. It felt so good I wanted to cry. His thrusts were slow and deliberate. With everything I had I tried to keep Kalvin in me. Muscles most furs don't even know they have, clenched and pulled him deeper. But all sex ends, and when he came I was left full but empty at the same time.

"Do you want to cum now?” he whispered.

"It's your decision to make,” I answered without needing to think. My mind was existing only for him, except a phantom sensation of loss at the feeling of Kalvin's seed beginning to leak back out of me. His hand wrapped around me, pumping with the same purposeful force he'd had when fucking me.

"You are perfect,” he said, so it must be true. "Cum for me.” I came, ropes of jizz hitting the sheet in front of me. He barely had to touch me.

I struggled to stay standing until Kalvin, in his divine mercy, commanded me to kneel. I dropped with a thud, the impact on my knees and the stretch of my sore and injured skin sent my mind reeling. 

"You know what I want to hear. And you know I won't stop until I get it.” I heard the crack of his whip but I was too deep in the moment to let it intimidate me.

Then the lashings started anew. A lot of furs might lose momentum after they got their rocks off, but not Kalvin. If anything now that sex was out of the way he seemed to get more into his game. Three quick strikes fell faster than I could absorb them. I let out a choking yell.

Kalvin was delighted. The perception that I might have been near my limits spurred him on. He whipped me hard and fast, not giving me a chance to safeword out even if that had been an option I would have considered. The only sounds that approached words were my pleas for more.

Sting after sting the pain went on for an eternity, until he was as out of breath as I was. "It can end with a word,” he told me before a vicious lash cut into my shoulder. "Say it.”

I shook my head as it rested on the bars, my own cum dripping into my hair.

Another series of strikes. Another offer to stop. Over and over, further than I'd ever gone. Time had lost all meaning.

From the somewhere deep in the never ending heaven, Kalvin relented. "You win, Jake,” he panted.

I win? I'd forgotten what it was we were competing over.

"I could whip you until you're a bloody corpse, but you're not going to give up.” He bent over me and kissed me behind the ear, releasing my bonds with one hand. "You did so well.”

It was always an odd feeling to drift back to reality after an evening with Kalvin. Memories missing or out of sequence. I remembered collapsing in his arms, and then laying on his bunk, my head resting on his lap. I could see a wet towel stained pink with my blood. My fur was damp. Kalvin was petting me, telling me how proud he was and how happy I'd made him. 

My tail wagged weakly. 

"You still with me?”

"Yes.”

"Good. No lasting damage, but you're going to have these reminders of me for a long while,” he chuckled.

I whimpered. He was going away. 

"None a'that, Jake. You knew this would happen some day. And before you know it, you'll be getting out too. An' when you do, you be sure to look me up. You'd be amazed at what I can do with the proper tools.”

***

I was back in my own cell. 

Someone was holding me. I was crying... Why?

Oh God. I remembered. "He's leaving,” I wailed. "I'll be all alone.”

"N-no you won't.” It was Regal's voice. He sounded like he was in tears too. "I'm here for you. You said we foxes were strong, and that we needed to stick together. I promise you I'm here for you.”

That was always like him. Full of empathy but not a damn clue about what was really possible. Kalvin was leaving and my wounds would heal, memories would fade, I would be on my own... And the wolf that I still loved was still dead.

Do you remember that moment of clarity I was hoping for? It came before the nightly lockdown. I still had no idea how I was going to make it without the monthly release Kalvin gave me, but I did decide on what I had to do with the poison Piter wanted me to use on Dimitri. 

With Harris's help I limped off my bunk and got the pill from where I'd hid it. The moment the main lights switched off, I dropped it into the toilet and flushed it away. If only everything was that easy.
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