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  A Warm Bed Chapter 1


  Chapter 1 --

  Noctem

  

  

  (August 17th)

  

  It was late, late enough that most places -- those that weren't night spots or open 24 hours a day -- were closed, and a young fox, less than 30 years old, walked calmly through a downtown street. He was well dressed, a suit, a tie, his headfur trimmed and professional, and his right paw was gripped around the straps of bags full of whatever it was he had so recently purchased.

  

  He pressed the keyless entry button on his keys, and listened as the driver's side door of his car unlocked. He walked toward his car, shifting the bags in his paws, and pressing the keyless entry button for trunk button as well. He stopped as he watched it pop open, stepped up to it, and stowed his bags away.

  

  As the fox carefully placed the bags, a cat far younger than the fox silently made his way up to the trunk as well, timidly creeping up along its side. He could have been no more than 15-years-old, if that, and his gray fur was matted and dirty, stained darker in some places, just like his clothes...an outfit which appeared to be the only one he owned.

  

  "Excuse me. Sir?” The cat spoke, looking down at the bent over fox, his expression slightly intimidating...for his age, at least, "You got some smokes?”

  

  The older fox looked up at the cat, un-phased by the light street-punk expression, and stood up, "For you? No.” He looked away and closed his trunk, "Hassle me again in a few years when you can at least PASS as old enough.” Without even affording the kid a second glance, the fox made his way around, toward his door.

  

  The cat jogged around the car and up to the door, as well, holding it closed while leaning against it, "Why don't you give me your wallet, then, so I can buy some?” The boy unsheathed a butterfly knife from his front jacket pocket, and held it to his side, still making sure the fox could see it.

  

  The clean, pressed, Vulpine nonchalantly turned his eyes to the knife, "You happen to be holding that wrong if you're expecting to hurt anyone with it.” He stood relaxed, but making no stupid movements to startle the kid. Truth be told, it didn't matter how he held the knife; it was still a knife. Luckily, the fox had some experience dealing with angry teenagers. He looked the boy over to see just how dangerous he might be, and tried to figure out where he fell between criminal and scared kid, before having any real reaction.

  

  The cat gulped hard, "Just give me your wallet man...” He gripped the knife harder and raised it up to wave the tip at the fox, "Don't make me hurt you...”

  

  The fox just stepped closer; he could tell the boy was wavering already, "You don't wanna' do this, kid.”

  

  The cat leaned away, "But I will.”

  

  The fox simply smiled at the cat leaning back, successful in moving the feline out of the way of his door-handle, and grabbed it, "Try it on someone more easily scared...” He pulled the handle and forced the door open suddenly, pushing the kid away, "Night kid.” He turned to get into his car.

  

  The cat quickly grabbed the fox by the shoulder to turn him around, "Man, just give me something; anything! I don't care what it is!”

  

  The fox's shoulder rolled, and he spun his arm, catching the cat's quickly between his bicep and side, and twisting, "Drop the knife, and close your mouth.” He jerked the boy's arm quickly, and he immediately listened, letting the knife tumble to the ground. The pain was a good enough persuader. "You know...” the fox began, still not letting go, "maybe you shouldn't do things like this unless you're good at them.”

  

  The cat whimpered, "Okay! Just let me go! Please...?”

  

  The fox jerked quickly to let go of his would-be attacker, but his coat flared a bit as he did, inadvertently giving the cat a perfect view of the bulge in his right front pocket, where his wallet was at, "The thug bit doesn't suit you; you're not tough enough. Try getting quick instead; pickpocket might work better for you.” He scoffed, "Now, if we're done here...” the older fur pushed the street kid away a bit with his fingers and began to turn, yet again, toward his car...

  

  ...but he didn't make it far.

  

  Simultaneously, with his left paw clenched tight into a fist, the cat punched the fox low on the left side of his back, directly in his kidney...while the other paw dived deep into the older fur's right pocket, hurriedly wrapping around and retrieving the wallet. "FUCKING ASSHOLE!” wallet in paw, he ran away, hoping the punch inflicted enough pain.

  

  The fox stumbled and leaned against his car, not quick to chase anything after that shot, and just held his back, "Well...at least he's made this Saturday more interesting than most...” he stood up and breathed deeply to ignore the pain as he took off his jacket and threw it into the still open car, "...gotta' give him that.” He locked his car, rolled up his sleeves, watched the young cat disappear into an alleyway, and, with a breath, charged after, building up as much speed as he could and ducking into a second alley, a bit farther down.

  

  Breathing heavily, while running full sprint down the alleyway, the cat struggled to keep his pace, "I...gotta'...stop...smoking...” Once past the alley, and along onto the next street, he slowed his pace and jogged down the sidewalk.

  

  To the cat's right, a fox hidden in shadow saw the stepping into view at the end of the second alleyway. The fox was only a few yards away, and took two large strides before bursting out of the alleyway and tackling the cat onto the concrete.

  

  The cat got the wind knocked out him even more so than the running had already done as he crashed onto the concrete, losing grip of the older fur's wallet, which landed somewhere nearby. Completely drained of his strength, he decided just to lay there and let the fox kick his ass, too tired to defend himself or even mount an argument.

  

  The fox didn't realize the wallet flew out of his assailant's paw, or he would have grabbed it immediately. Instead, he held the boy tight by his shirt and slowly pulled them both to their feet, growling an inch away from the exhausted cat's face, "This requires cover...” He dragged the cat into the dark alleyway he'd burst forth from and slammed him against the shadowed wall.

  

  The frightened cat whimpered, still too weak to put up a fight, and, instead, just held the fox's arms, which were still gripping his shirt, "Aw...c'mon man...fuck!”

  

  "Gimme my damn wallet!” The fox pushed his attacker turned victim harder against the wall, "NOW!”

  

  "I don't have it...”

  

  "Bull SHIT!” The snarling vulpine sandwiched the cat between himself and the wall, his breath landing heavily on the boy's neck as he growled, slowly lifting him off his feet, "Hand it over!”

  

  The cat just whimpered, "I don't! You knocked me down...and I...I lost it...”

  

  "What? I'm supposed to go looking for it so you can sucker punch me and run off again!? No FUCKIN' way!” the boy was pulled an inch away from the wall just to be slammed against it again. "Reach into your fuckin' pocket and hand it back to me right the FUCK now!

  

  "Man! Just please don't hurt me!”

  

  Without another word, the fox pressed the kid against the wall with one paw and began patting him down with the other, feeling no bulges on the young cat's thighs or ass, and growling again as he lowered his voice, right by the boy's muzzle, "What did you do? Toss it and keep my cash?”

  

  The cat whimpered pathetically and squirmed, like nothing more than a scared kitten trying to escape the vulpine's grip, "I don't have it...” He realized he also didn't have his knife on him, and sunk even farther inside, "Oh shit... I'll do anything... just don't hurt me! Please!”

  

  "Bull shit! You probably stuffed it somewhere none of the other street punks'll go fishin' right?” The fox grabbed the scared kitten's groin suddenly, "In here maybe?”

  

  The cat's eyes widened, "Hey man, what the fuck!?” He squirmed against the wall, still unable to get away, "HELP! SOMEONE HELP ME!!!” he screamed...but it was late, and the only ones out were those who wouldn't help him anyway.

  

  "Oh? Freakin' out now? I must be warm!” The fox let of the boy's crotch and shoved his paw quickly into the struggling cat's pants without warning...his fingers all over the hidden sheath and balls inside the boy's briefs. As he fished lower and lower they lit finally upon a fold of cash tucked behind the boy's tight nuts. Not even thinking it couldn't be his, the fox just smirked, "Didn't have it, huh?”

  

  The boy didn't want it to happen, but it did anyway: he felt his sheath thicken as the foreign paw explored his groin, "Fuckin'...” he whimpered, "Just take it man!”

  

  "Oh...I'm takin' more than that...” the fox let his paw linger as he felt the kitten thicken against it, but did manage to pull his paw out and shove the money into his pocket without looking at it. "Scared?” he pressed himself against the boy as hard as he could as his fingers found the clasp of the kid's pants.

  

  "No! Please, I'll do anything...”

  

  "ANSWER ME!” The fox undid the clasp with a brutal jerk and let the cat's pants fall, bunching at his ankles, and leaving him in only his tight white and stained briefs.

  

  "YES! Yes... I'm scared!” The boy began to feel sick at what was coming.

  

  The fox growled deeply as his muzzle inched close to the hapless kitten's ear, "How many people have you made feel like this before you stole everything they had on them?” He hooked his fingers in the young teenaged boy's briefs and jerked them down violently, leaving him exposed to the warm late-summer air from the waist down, "How many people begged you to leave them alone?”

  

  "NONE!” The young cat screamed, "I always stopped when they gave me a cigarette!” He shook, absolutely terrified of what this guy was going to do, "They told me to leave them alone...” he whimpered, "...only because I was begging. Man...just please leave me alone...”

  

  "Bullshit!” The fox lifted a foot-paw and caught both the cat's briefs and pants with it, pulling them off his feet, which were still dangling above the ground, "None!? You just pulled a fuckin' knife on me, attacked me, and stole my wallet! You expect me to think you're INNOCENT here!?” He quickly unzipped his own pants without unbuttoning them.

  

  "I swear!” the cat whimpered, nearing the point of tears, but still fighting them back.

  

  The fox pulled his dick out, already hard, twitching, and wet, and it pressed it firmly against the frightened kitten's hip, "Then what the FUCK did you think you were doing tonight!?”

  

  The boy openly cried finally, "Don't...please don't...”

  

  "ANSWER ME!”

  

  "You were the first fur I threatened!” The cat sniffled, "The knife was for protection...oh, please, God, don't...”

  

  "Is this the kind of life you want for yourself?” The fox's voice was much lower now, but his breaths were heavy, his cock still pressed hard against the shaking cat and throbbing as it dampened his fur.

  

  "No! I never wanted this!” The dirty, cold, shaking feline looked toward the street, his eyes cloudy with tears, and his voice weak, "Help...” he trailed off into crying, "Someone help...”

  

  "You brought this on yourself.”

  

  The cat just sobbed, "I'm sorry...”

  

  "I could fuck you until you bleed...ride you in this alley, toss your clothes at you and send you on your way. And no one,” the fox grinded his cock against the cat harder, "NO ONE would care!” He growled and licked the kid's neck, "You want that?”

  

  He whimpered and shrunk away from the licking, "No...please...”

  

  "You're lucky someone else hasn't already done it...and you're lucky...” Suddenly the fox let go of the boy and stepped back, watching him fall on his naked ass, as his entire tone changed back to the calm, condescending one from before, "You're lucky, that unlike YOU, I don't take anything without asking.” He calmly began tucking his cock away as he looked down at the boy.

  

  The cat laid on the cold concrete, sheepishly redressing himself as he continued to cry, grateful and afraid at the same time, looking up at the now increasingly frightening adult. Before he could pull his pants up, though, the fox's foot-paw was on them, holding them tight against the concrete.

  

  "I didn't say you could get dressed. Peel those underwear back off. You'll sit there exposed until I say differently.” The fox looked down sternly at the street punk, who did as he was told, still very afraid, "Did I make my point yet? Or do I actually have to fuck you, to get it through your head?”

  

  The kid gulped hard, "You made your point, sir...”

  

  "The street is no place for someone your age. Go home, where it's comfortable and warm. Go to school, and, for God's sake, make something of yourself.”

  

  "I don't have a home...” The boy looked away, ashamed.

  

  "You have to. You're not even in high school yet.” The fox squatted down beside the young cat, "It's illegal for someone your age to not have a guardian of some kind: a parent, legal guardian, ward of the state, something...”

  

  The cat, calming down now, wiped away his earlier tears, "I ran away from home. My parents were drunks, they'd fight all the time, with each other and with me...so I ran away...”

  

  "Well you can't stay here, and...” the fox sighed and looked down, "the government will only send you back to them...so there's no way I can convince you to go to the police.” He looked back up, "But anything's better than the street.”

  

  "Can I put my pants back on sir?”

  

  "No. Not until I know you're going to listen to me and find a home. You could die here, kid.”

  

  "So what...? I've got nowhere to go...” the cat sighed. "It's been a few months since I ran away, and I've done okay this long. I'll be fine.”

  

  "You could come with me...” The fox smirked, something of the attitude he had while he had the cat against the wall coming back to him, "Something tells me you wouldn't like the stipulations, though.”

  

  "Stipulations?”

  

  "You're too young to work, and I couldn't send you to school without getting in trouble for harboring a runaway. And I don't think you'd like the ways I'd expect you to...” the fox reached a paw forward and touched the end of the boy's sheath, "pay for the room & board.”

  

  The cat jumped slightly, having thought the fox was done with that. He gulped after a few tense moments, not entirely sure what to make of the situation, "I...uhh...” He looked up at the older fur, remaining silent.

  

  The fox just smiled and chuckled, "I told you you wouldn't like the stipulations...” He moved his paw, "I'm not exactly what you would call a 'Good Samaritan.'”

  

  "Now can I put my pants on sir?”

  

  "What did I say?”

  

  "...when you say so...I can.”

  

  "Not just that...I said you weren't getting dressed, or going anywhere, until I knew you were going to be off the streets. Until I knew you'd listen to me, and find a home.”

  

  The cat looked away, down toward the ground, realizing there were only two choices, and neither of them meant this guy would go away, but at least one did have a home in it: a home and a bed, "I...I'll go with you...” He didn't look back up

  

  "Not three minutes ago you were begging me not to fuck you...and now you're willing to come home with me?”

  

  "Three minutes ago I was screaming for help...” with a deep breath, the cat looked finally looked up, "and nobody came. Nobody's coming. It...” he looked down again, "it's dangerous out here.”

  

  "I'm not the parenting type...and you're not my responsibility.” The fox put his finger under the kid's chin and lifted it to make him look at him again, "You have to keep that in mind. I want to see you off the street, but I have no real obligation to help you for free. Are you...sure you're willing to deal with the costs?”

  

  The cat thought for a few brief moments, "Are...you saying if I accept, that I'll never be able to leave?”

  

  "Not until you're an adult. Not until you can live on your own. Until then, you'd be mine...every day, every night, whenever and however I wanted. No clothes, no friends, just me and my house. You'd be my...pet.” The fox raised an eyebrow, "Is that a price worth three meals a day, shelter from the rain, a hot shower, and a warm bed? Is that worth a home?”

  

  The cat drifted off into a fantasy, the thoughts of sleeping in a real bed again, guaranteed food, and the actual luxury of a home again seeming priceless, especially while sitting, half naked on the cold concrete of a dank and dirty alleyway.

  

  "It is sir. I'll do it...”

  

  "I'm tempted to make you prove that...right here.” The fox stood up, his cock still hard from before and straining against his pants, "But perhaps I should get you cleaned and fed first. You can put on your pants now, by the way. You won't have them much longer.”

  

  "Thank you...” The cat quickly put his briefs and pants back on, only then realizing just how dirty and stained they were.

  

  The fox waited for him to stand, "There are rules in this.”

  

  The cat dusted himself off while standing, "Those are...?”

  

  "I'm your master now...and I expect to be addressed as such: sir, master, and so forth, unless I tell you otherwise.”

  

  Ironically, he cat was just about to ask for his name. "Okay...” he rubbed his shoulder.

  

  "Second, you can ask for anything you want...whenever you want. Whether or not you get it is a different story, but you can always ask. However, you never take or get anything withOUT asking.”

  

  "That's...fair...”

  

  "Third, no one can know about our arrangement. Though, I doubt you'd be too quick to admit to it to anyone, anyway.” The fox didn't wait for him to respond to that rule, "Now, go find my wallet, wherever you left it before you put my money under your nuts,” he huffed, still not realizing that wasn't the case. "I'll be waiting here for you,” the older fur leaned against the wall, giving the boy a chance, if he really wanted, to run, to get out of the deal, and to stay on the streets.

  

  The cat nodded silently a few times, before speaking up while walking towards the street, where he'd been tackled, "Okay sir...”

  

  The fox waited silently, not even bothering to watch the boy go, even closing his eyes after a moment as he relaxed against the brick wall. The cat, meanwhile, found the wallet across the street in the gutter and, luckily, everything was still in it. With it in paw, he walked back to the alley, only looking forward to a warm bed tonight, and thinking of nothing more.

  

  "I found it...” He walked over to the fox and held the wallet out, "Here you are sir.”

  

  The fox opened his eyes and looked down at him with a smile, "You came back...” He gently took the wallet from the boy and opened it to make sure his license and everything else was still inside, but saw, unexpectedly, that all of his cash was still sitting within, as well. He blinked slightly and looked up at the cat again, "What's your name, kid?”

  

  The still frightened little cat, looking barely more than a kitten, hesitated for a moment, "J-Jeffrey Anderson...sir...”

  

  "Mine's Scott...” The fox swiftly stowed his wallet in his pocket and extended an arm, drawing the little cat closer by his shoulder, "And, uhm...I'm sorry I didn't believe you about the money.”

  

  Jeffery smiled softly, "Thank you...”


  ~


  There we go! A Warm Bed officially returns!


  *

  Starring:

  Frost Rime Borealis

  as Scott

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Jeffery Anderson

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Well, well!


  Everyone: say hello to Jeffery and Scott!

  How might we expect this little arrangement to go? How long will Jeff continue to believe that his new warm bed, hot showers, and food are worth the "price" Scott is making him pay? And what of Scott? How much of his motivation here was to get the boy off the street...and how much was more...carnal?


  Only time will tell.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 14 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...for all 15 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 2


  Chapter 2 --

  Principium

  

  

  (August 17th)

  

  Scott's paw rested still between the young cat's shoulder blades, as he led him down the alleyway in silence...not having much else to say, and expecting that, if the boy did, he would say it.

  

  "Sir...?” Jeffery spoke up to fill the silence, "What do you do for a living?

  

  "I can't say,” the older fox smiled down at him. "Sorry. It's just that it's a...sensitive job...when it comes to my sexuality. And I think most of what happened tonight would be a bit too much for my bosses and, uhm...” he paused, looking for the right terminology, "those affected by my position, to handle. I've gotta' do what I can to keep this side of me separate from my professional life.”

  

  "What about your family?”

  

  "I have a brother who lives a few states away...a sister who's still living with our mother and father while she goes to college...and then there's my parents. I don't see any of them too much, though...why?”

  

  "Just making conversation, Sir...sorry...”

  

  "Don't be sorry.” Scott scratched the kitten's shoulder, and silence fell back over them, Jeff simply walking with him the rest of the way to his car.

  

  Scott unlocked and opened the passenger door for Jeff, and walked around to his own side, while the cat got in. He hopped into the driver's seat and closed his door, but didn't start the car, "Last chance...”

  

  "It's okay...” the cat looked at his feet in the floorboard, "I'll be okay...”

  

  Scott started the car, "Then let's get you fed. Fast food okay, for tonight? I've already eaten, and it's kind of late.”

  

  "I'm not that hungry either,” Jeff lied as he buckled himself in. He was very hungry, but his growing nervousness at where his night was headed, had his stomach too tied in knots to even think of eating. "Thank you, though...Sir.”

  

  The fox put the car in gear and left, reaching over shortly after they'd gotten underway and scratching the kitten behind one of his ears, "Well we still need to get you cleaned up...”

  

  "Yeah...” Jeff chuckled and found himself leaning toward the paw, oddly comforted by the friendly, almost fatherly, scratching.

  

  Scott made the drive back to his house in relative silence -- only small pleasantries exchanged here and there -- and soon enough, they were in his driveway, his car was off, and he was stepping out and popping his trunk. Before he could go about unloading his bags, though, he decided to see how receptive his pet would be to commands...even those far simpler than would later be expected.

  

  "Could you grab my bags for me, boy? There's not much: just some things I bought today.”

  

  "Yes Sir...” The cat did as he was told, sliding out of the car, joining the older by the trunk and lifting out the bags. With all the bags in his arms, he clumsily closed the trunk and quickly followed the fox to the house.

  

  Scott opened the door and let the boy in ahead of him, "Just sit them on the floor. I can put them up tomorrow.”

  

  Jeff walked in and placed them on the floor, out of the way, and then turned and stood, staring expectantly toward his new 'master.'

  

  The fox closed the door and turned to look at his pet. A soft chuckle parted his lips, a barely audible sign of approval at the cat's so far willing attitude, "You look like you have something to say. Or...maybe like you're waiting for something...?”

  

  "Well...I was expecting you to tell me where I can get clean.” Jeff caught himself and stammered to amend: "Sir.”

  

  Scott shook his head through a laugh, "You don't have to add it to EVERY sentence.”

  

  "Sorry...”

  

  "Don't be. I appreciate the fervor.” He moved along, to answer the boy, "And, I'm more than a little tempted to clean you up, myself...but I'll let you take some things slow for the first night.” The adult pointed to a hall leading off from the living room, "The bathroom is down there. You can't miss it. You're gonna' need to take off your clothes for me before you go, though...that way so I can get them washed and put away...”

  

  The cat gulped. Despite the earlier mentioned rules, he wasn't expecting that, and, even if it wasn't as embarrassing as before, he didn't like it. "R-right here?”

  

  "Either that or I can take them off for you...” Scott sparked a wicked grin, "...again.”

  

  "No...erm, no Sir. It's okay. I'll do it...” First Jeff slipped off his shoes, and then took off his shirt, simply dropping it to the floor. After an obviously timid pause he unclasped his pants, sighing deeply before pulling both them and his underwear down at once. Once fully naked, he used paws and tail to hide his young sheath, "Uhm...just leave them here?”

  

  The fox thought for a second of telling the cat to stop hiding himself, but, instead, just nodded and waved the kitten away, as he walked over and picked up the clothes.

  

  Jeff quickly scurried away to the hallway the bathroom, still embarrassed about being naked. Once there, he pushed the door closed but he didn't lock it, worried that if he did, it would upset Scott. So far, the adult fox had seemed nice enough, but Jeff wanted to keep it that way...and he was still a little scared of him after the display in the alleyway. Happy to actually have the opportunity to be clean again, though, he let himself forget about Scott and where he was, for the moment, and wasted no time in turning on the water and stepping into his first hot shower in months...

  

  Elsewhere, Scott put the cat's clothes away, and stripped out of most of his own -- down to only his slacks -- before heading to the living room to sit and wait for the teenager to finish his shower.

  

  Over half an hour passed before Jeff stepped out of the shower. Only one towel was left on the rack, and he reached for it instinctively. But the feeling of its slight dampness on his paw pads gave him reason to pause. He wasn't sure what he thought of sharing a towel with Scott, of knowing that he was drying himself with something that had so recently dried the fox. But, then again...that was nothing compared to what would be expected of him soon...

  

  Giving in, he dried himself off with the damp towel, and ventured back out, down the hallway and to the living room, "Sir...?” He looked around cautiously.

  

  "Yes?” From the couch, Scott turned to look toward the hallway.

  

  "Oh! There you are!” Jeff stopped in the entry to the living room, from the hall, "What...what time is it?”

  

  "Bit after 12...why?”

  

  "I was wondering...I wanted to ask if I could go to bed. It's been a long night...”

  

  "I'm curious,” the fox smirked, ignoring the request for the moment. "Where do you think you're sleeping?”

  

  "I...I don't know,” Jeff's gaze dropped...

  

  ...and Scott's smile widened, "Don't you?”

  

  The cat took a breath and looked up again with nervous forced grin, trying but failing to look like he was okay with it, "With you, Sir?”

  

  Scott nodded, "And that means you can go to bed when I do. Until then, you can join me on the couch.”

  

  Jeff huffed a defeated breath, "Okay...” He walked over timidly and sat next to Scott, still only wearing the towel, and feeling very nervous that Scott had gotten shirtless in his absence.

  

  The fox, though, didn't let him sit long, "Stand up...”

  

  "Uhm...” Jeff stood, "A-alright...”

  

  Scott reached over quickly and removed Jeffery's towel, leaving the damp cat naked before him, ass in perfect view, but the rest of his pride facing away.

  

  The cat immediately covered himself up with his tail, tucking it between his legs.

  

  "I said no clothes...and this counts,” Scott tossed the towel aside. "Now you can sit back down, if you want.” He smiled and patted his lap, to make it clear WHERE the boy could sit.

  

  Very quietly, Jeff responded, "Okay...” before sitting down carefully on Scott's lap, to the side like a child would do with Santa Clause.

  

  "Try to relax...” The fox slipped an arm around the kid's waist, his paw landing softly, low on his stomach. "This is your first night. I'm not looking to traumatize you by just suddenly fucking you or anything. Even if it is...” he tightened his grip, pulling the cat closer to his body, the fur of the kitten's back and the fur of the fox's chest meeting, "...tempting.”

  

  In an attempt to relax himself, Jeff spoke up in a half-joking tone, "If I had that cigarette I was asking for, I wouldn't be so nervous...” He gave out a forced chuckle and blushed when it was apparent how fake it sounded.

  

  Scott's paw encircled the boy's tail, slowly lifting it away from his genitals and pushing it aside, "Now, now. You had the chance to leave...both in the alleyway when I sent you after my wallet, and then again in the car before we left. But you didn't...”

  

  "I know...” the cat sighed. "I'm just nervous, ya' know?”

  

  "I know.” Scott laid his paw on the kitten's thigh, his fingers very lightly trailing its inner side, closer and closer to the boy's nuts, and his eyes glued on them and the small feline sheath above, "But I think you'll get used to it eventually.”

  

  Jeff gulped hard, also watching his new master's fingers, and tuning out the rest of the world. The fox let just one finger slowly run across the cat's balls, enjoying the feel of their soft recently-cleaned fur, and of them tightening ever so slightly under his touch.

  

  Jeff gasped at being touched, this time consciously enjoying it, "I...”

  

  Scott lingered the tip of his finger before letting it find the kitten's sheath, "You...?”

  

  The cat gulped hard again, and looked at the older fur, obviously very nervous, "I...I'm not gay...”

  

  Scott gently slid his fingers, now two, along his new pet's sheath, "I know.” A third finger, forth, and a thumb joined the exploration of the tight gray package, "What's your point, boy?”

  

  Jeff fought back the urge to purr while feeling Scott tease his sheath, "I just wanted you to know.” His sheath began to swell slightly, his master's unexpectedly gentle fingers managing to turn him on.

  

  The fox felt his pet's sheath swell and looked back down at it, as he slowly wrapped his paw around, still putting as little pressure on it as he could.

  

  And Jeff just leaned his head back, moaning as softly as he could. No previous sexual experience -- or what could pass as one -- had ever been this intimate, and it was more than a little overwhelming being with another male.

  

  Scott leaned his muzzle by the boy's ear as he continued to tease the young, swelling sheath. "I'm growing a bit...uncomfortable, boy. I want you to unzip my pants for me, unbutton them and my boxers, and take a good look...” he paused for emphasis, "...at your master's cock.”

  

  The cat clenched his eyes hard. He didn't really want to, but he'd agreed to the costs of his new life. He couldn't start fighting them already, "Yes Sir.” He reached down, and unzipped his master's pants slowly, allowing the fox's scent to rise up into the air and causing the teenager to gulp again. Closely following the unbuttoning of his master's pants, the fox's cock immediately stood tall and proud, though still hidden by the older fur's boxers, "Oh God...” Jeff tremored, a shaking paw unbuttoned his new master boxers and freeing the vulpine dick within. He glanced at it only briefly, though, before looking away.

  

  "Relax. Focus on this...” Scott stroked Jeff's sheath a bit more firmly, "You were enjoying it a moment ago. You didn't even seem embarrassed when you swelled.”

  

  Jeff purred quietly, and did as he was told, focusing on Scott's touch and hoping it would all somehow end soon, and he could go to bed.

  

  "You're going to have to look again. You'll be seeing it far more close and personal very,” the fox chuckled, "and I mean VERY soon.”

  

  Jeff held his breath, shamefully loving what was being done to him but hating what his master apparently wanted him to do back. He looked down, though, and hesitantly reached a shaky paw over to wrapped it around Scott's sticky shaft...not jacking it off or squeezing...just holding it.

  

  "Good boy...” It twitched in the new pet's grasp, more than once, as the fox's pre flowed down its length and onto Jeff's paw.

  

  The cat simply held it, in complete disbelief that it was actually happening. It was hotter than he believed -- hotter, it seemed, than his own -- and his master's pre-cum was soaking into the fur on his paw. Only adding to his disbelief, though...was the fact that it was actually a pleasant feeling...not entirely welcome, but admittedly pleasant.

  

  "What say find somewhere more...comfortable?” Scott let go of his pet and put the paw that had been on the cat's sheath, on his ass and gently pushed, "The bedroom is just past the bathroom.”

  

  Pushed to his feet, Jeff stood in front of his new master, still dazed about the situation, and still not speaking.

  

  Finally, the fox snapped his fingers, "Boy!”

  

  Jeff jumped slightly, because of any anger in his master's voice, but just from the volume. "Sorry...”

  

  Scott simply pointed toward the hall.

  

  The cat immediately headed in the direction of the bathroom and beyond, walking briskly out of fear of upsetting his new master. Scott stood and followed, holding his pants with a paw, but turned into a different door than the bedroom, pointing at the bedroom so Jeff would know to continue on and not follow him.

  

  Jeff nodded and obeyed, entering and sitting on Scott's -- or now his own -- new bed. It was softer than he remembered a bed being. Was it because his new master's bed was particularly plush, or because he'd been sleeping so long on far harder surfaces? He did his best to ignore the thoughts, though. When Scott came back, certain unpleasantness would be sure to continue, and as he waited, his paw found and stroked his sheath. Despite himself, the young cat was aroused, and he wanted to stay that way. If this was going to happen, he felt he should make the best of it and find whatever enjoyment he could.

  

  Scott walked into the room a few moments later with two straps of woven nylon in his paw, and his pants re-buttoned to keep them up. He sat a long length of the cloth down on his dresser, and his pet saw the a metal clasp at its end...it was a leash.

  

  "Lift your chin...” the fox walked closer to the kitten, with the other strap still in his paw.

  

  Jeff was scared of any fur with leashes big enough to fit him, but listened anyway, feeling even more afraid of what he might do would do if not obeyed.

  

  Scott leaned forward, gently slipping the other length, a collar, around Jeff's neck, "It's official. Now you're here for good...” He clasped it with the sharp sound of snapping plastic.

  

  The cat flinched at the sound, more for what it meant than any discomfort at it being too loud. "For good...?” he spoke quietly to himself before looking up at the fox...his master.

  

  Scott stood up again, "Take my pants off for me, boy. Boxers too.”

  

  Slowly, the reality of the situation sinking in, Jeff hooked his paws into the waist of his master's pants and boxers and tugged them down his legs, letting them fall past the fox's knees into a heap on the floor.

  

  "You get a gift tonight.” The fox moved closer, as he stepped out of his pants and boxers, close enough that his cock, with his pet sitting, was inches from his face, the scent probably smothering, "Since this is your first night, and all.”

  

  Jeff gulped hard, staring at his master's twitching tip, and then back up at him, "I don't think I can...”

  

  Scott shook his head, "That's not what I meant. I meant an ACTUAL gift. It's something you should appreciate. I can't say that you will...but you should.”

  

  "What is it, then?” The cat caught the smallest hint in the fox's eyes that perhaps he was being too casual, and quickly amended himself before it was a problem, "Sir.”

  

  "You get to choose how this happens. So what scares you more? Having me put this,” Scott ran a paw across his cock, "in here,” and placed that slightly damp paw on his pet's muzzle, "or having me put it inside you somewhere else?”

  

  "Having it somewhere else,” Jeff answered without hesitation. "That terrifies me.”

  

  "Well then...I guess that means you've got a very new taste to get used to...very quickly...” Scott rubbed his pet's muzzle.

  

  Jeff closed his eyes and sighed heavily, afraid of doing it wrong, but knowing it was going to get done one way or another. Before anything else happened, though the fox lifted his kitten's chin, and leaned down while the boy's eyes were closed to plant an unexpected kiss on his lips.

  

  Jeff opened his eyes and flinched away, "What was that for?”

  

  Scott licked his lips, "Because I could.”

  

  The cat responded quietly, "Oh...”

  

  "Why?” Scott moved closer, crawling onto the bed, and forcing his pet to have to lean father back, until he was surrounded by his master.

  

  "Uhm...” Jeff felt nervous about being enwombed like that, but tried to stay calm, "I don't know. I thought maybe you had a reason, like because I was cute or because you wanted to...” he stalled, "But, 'because I could' is a good reason too...I guess...”

  

  "Well...you ARE cute.” The fox kissed the boy again and placed a paw firmly on his chest.

  

  Jeff blushed. Kissing a guy was oddly exhilarating, but that feeling was soon overshadowed by nervousness at his master's unexpectedly strong touched. Scott paid the nervousness little mind, though, tilting his head and slipping his tongue into his pet's muzzle. His fingers scratching the boy's chest, he used his paw to push him down, forcing him to lie on his back and following him with his kiss. The cat just laid back and let himself be kissed, not feeling entirely uncomfortable with kissing back, but still not doing it...

  

  Scott slowly pulled back from the kiss and moved off of his pet slowly, his paw still holding him to the bed, "Are you ready to show me what a good pet you can be?”

  

  Jeff gulped, sorry now that he didn't actually kiss back; that probably would have made it last much longer, "Y-yeah...”

  

  The fox removed his paw from his kitten's chest, and repositioned himself until he was leaning against the headboard of his bed, his legs extended fully, and held his cock in one paw while calling his pet over with the other.

  

  Jeff complied, turning over and crawling on all fours until he was directly above his master's cock.

  

  Scott leaned forward and grabbed his pet's tail, tugging it a bit roughly to the side, to get his kitten to turn his body so he was lying across the bed. The cat's eyes widened as he looked up at his master, scared of the sudden roughness, until again, those gentle fingers caressed his package.

  

  Scott smiled, "I might want something to play with. Needed to be in reach.”

  

  Jeff just sighed, "Okay...” He looked at his master's cock standing silent and ominous, "So, do I just start?”

  

  The fox laid his paw on his pet's ass, again enjoying the soft, newly cleaned fur, "Go for it...”

  

  Jeff hesitated slightly, trying, in a few brief seconds, to remember everything he'd seen females in porn do when giving head, but nothing in particular came to mind. Instead, he just dived downward, took his master's cock into his muzzle and started sucking, doing a very good impression of an infant attached to its mother's nipple as opposed to what was expected of him.

  

  Scott grunted and twitched at the warmth and suction, but smirked and gripped his pet's ass, hard, "Never gotten head before, kitty-cat?”

  

  The cat listened to his master, realizing what he really meant was 'FUCKING DO SOMETHING!', and started to bob up and down slowly, clumsily raking his teeth against the fox's cock as he went.

  

  "Slight improvement noted...” Scott loosened his grip on his pet's ass. "But you can still do better than that. You have a tongue just like a girl does.” He trailed a finger to his pet's tail base, "And you'd better start using it quick or I may have to take back my gift and make use of another orifice that you'll need less,” he poked at his pet's tail hole with the finger to accentuate his next word, "SKILL to please me with.”

  

  Jeff clenched his eyes tight, now very consciously trying to do better. He pulled up off slowly, licking along the under side of his master's cock, and then dived back down. Doing his best to ignore the reality of what he was doing, he took as much of the shaft in as he could, repeating the process a few times: suckling hard when pulling off and then effortlessly sliding back down.

  

  "Oah...good boy...good boy. I knew you could do it.” The fox kept a finger at his pet's hole pressing as if threatening to push it in, as his other hand found the back of the boy's head, not forcing his head into any particular motion, just lightly laying it there in appreciation of his pet's improved efforts, "So how does it feel having something like this in your muzzle for the first time?”

  

  Jeff kept his eyes closed and didn't bother to respond, still trying very hard to concentrate on doing it right, as his master's finger reminded him of the consequences of doing it wrong. After a going down a few times, he brought his paw up to lightly wrap it around his master's knot, giving it a light, hesitant squeeze, only knowing it's supposed to feel good, but not how much pressure to use.

  

  "Oh!” Scott smiled and finally moved his threatening finger. "Someone's getting a little more into this than before, aren't they?” He ran his paw under his pet and lightly wrapped his fingers around the boy's tight little package again, "Go ahead and squeeze.”

  

  Relieved to finally know his tailhole was safe, the cat purred both in appreciation and in the involuntary but admittedly welcomed arousal from the fox's touch. With his paw still on his master's knot, he squeezed harder, since there wasn't any negative response from doing it before.

  

  "I can't help but wonder,” Scott moaned a bit and rolled his hips, once, in-time with his pet's bobbing head, "how a straight boy without a knot, has any idea how to play with one.” He chuckled a little and started applying pressure to his pet's head in-time with his bobbing, to make him go down even farther on his length. He wrapped his fingers around the boy's sheath, openly jacking it off for the first time in the night, as he tried to see just how into this a straight boy could be.

  

  Jeff purred deeper and moaned around his master's cock when he felt him starting to jack him off, even after the earlier foreplay. He resisted against the paw on his head, though, not wanting to deep throat it, out of fear of choking.

  

  "Don't fight...” the fox growled and pressed harder on his pet's head, not planning to choke him or ram it all the way in, but tempted to thanks to being somewhat annoyed that his kitten was fighting at all. "I've already warned you I can put it somewhere else,” he squeezed the boy's sheath and jacked him off harder and faster, feeling the cat's tip poking out and hoping to soon have his pet's whole dick out and in his paw.

  

  Jeff whimpered. Feeling his master push harder and hearing the fox threaten him again, he gave in and stopped resisting, only hoping Scott wouldn't force it too far. He kept purring, though, both wishing for and dreading his own impending release. It had come before, in his own paw, but never in someone else's. That was a fact he was excited to see change...but not when that other paw belonged to an older male.

  

  Scott smiled at the obedient little whimper and lessened the pressure, wanting badly to force it into his pet's throat, but being careful not to. "Good boy...” he moaned a bit more loudly, thrusting very lightly into the boy's muzzle, in time, "you'll be a pro in no time.” He pushed back his pet's sheath, forcing the feline's cock farther out and into his dampening paw, chuckled as the slick flesh slid across his pads, "You certainly don't look so straight, right now.”

  

  The cat tried to ignore what his master was saying, but it did stick in his mind. It was probably best to keep Scott from talking. He pulled off his master's cock, until just the tip was in his mouth, and sucked hard on it while snaking his tongue down the length. With his paw still on his master's knot, he pulled his fingers away slightly, until only the fur on his fingers was brushing over it, and then gave it a sudden, hard squeeze.

  

  "Mmph!” Scott stifled a yelp -- albeit a happy one -- as jerked at the feeling and thrust against his pet's muzzle, squeezing the cat's own cock in the process.

  

  Jeff choked slightly when his master thrust up, but he quickly recovered to whimper with the need to be finished off. Scott's torturous teasing was becoming too much for the much younger and more sensitive cock...his constant river of pre serving as a reminder of the fact.

  

  The fox just moaned and kept right on thrusting against his pet's muzzle, too overtaken at the moment to think about avoiding shoving it too far in, let alone to keep talking to his kitten. He managed only the shortest of comments, "Squeeze my knot boy...squeeze it...” He kept jacking off his pet's leaking shaft, and looked down at it, watching it cover his paw in pre...and then suddenly let it go.

  

  Jeff whimpered again, feeling his master let him go, but listened like a good boy, anyway, this time, squeezing his master's knot simply in the hope that it was what he needed to do to get him to jack him off again.

  

  Scott, though, had moved his paw for a decidedly different reason.

  

  Though muffled from behind his paw, Scott moaned as he licked off a large amount of the cat's pre. His breathing grew heavier and heavier as he humped in a rhythm against Jeff's rising and falling muzzle, and suddenly, his arms were around his kitten's waist. All at once, he turned the boy even farther toward him, and the warmth of his muzzle completely engulfed his pet's dripping cock.

  

  The sudden feel of his master's mouth around his aching cock was enough for the cat to immediately blow his load into the fox's throat. He stopped sucking the elder fur's cock to mewl loudly around it with his first blast of his seed...but after that, while he squirted out the rest of his first assisted orgasm, he purred deeply around the larger cock, and got right back to work squeezing and toying with his master's knot, hoping to reward him with an equally well-deserved orgasm.

  

  Scott had only been aiming to get a better taste of his pet's pre, but was just as happy to receive the immediate reward of his kitten's full load. He sucked it all down, playing with the teenager's spent cock with his tongue. A more sexually dominant fur or not, Scott still loved the taste and the feel of it in his mouth, and used that to spur him along as he humped harder and faster against his pet's muzzle, against or into his poor pet's throat with almost every thrust.

  

  Jeff sucked hard while pulling back, and wound his tongue around his master's cock when going down, even as the fox plunged it into his throat again and again. He squeezed his master's knot every time he fully sheathed the vulpine in his muzzle and, with his other free hand, he began playing with the older fur's sack, hoping that would be enough for him to finish.

  

  The fox let the cat's cock fall out of his mouth to growl, and, though every instinct told him to thrust in, he pulled out instead until only a bit more than his tip was still inside his pet's muzzle. Hoping to give Jeff his first real taste of another male, he growled, gripped his kitten's body and unloaded himself in thick streams inside the boy's still suckling muzzle.

  

  Once his master's first jet landed, Jeff immediately stopped sucking, glad his master got off, but not terribly comfortable about actually swallowing the fox's seed. He kept on, though, playing with the older fur's sack and massaging his knot. He was thankful now that it was over; his jaw was beginning to hurt.

  

  Scott breathed heavily on his pet, and kept his legs around the boy's head, trying to keep him from moving too far once he noticed Jeff had decided to avoid swallowing. The last of his cum dribbled out and into Jeff's muzzle and Scott laid still, half basking in the afterglow, and half waiting for his kitten to either give in and swallow or have some reaction to the taste. The cat, though, simply let it dribble out, soaking into his chin and throat fur, and dripping down onto the fox below him, not wanting to swallow it or actually taste another male.

  

  Scott looked down at his pet, watching it dribble out before moving his legs and pulling away, "You've been such a good boy. Don't you start upsetting master now. I want to see you taste it...” He leaned down, wiped off a bit that had come out, and stuck it to Jeff's lips.

  

  Jeff laid his ears back and stopped purring from the release, somehow having expected his master to have not noticed him avoiding to swallow, "But...I...”

  

  "You what?”

  

  "I DID taste it.”

  

  "You know what I mean.”

  

  "I just want to go to sleep, master. Please...I don't want to...”

  

  "I told you that you were mine before we did this. And, to be fair...you're lucky I'm not punishing you for trying to not taste me. Or for any of the other bits of...uhm...defiance you've shown.” The fox returned the finger to the cat's lips; his eyes and smile were soft, but his words were stern, "You've got a lot to learn about being a good, obedient pet, and I've been very lenient tonight...so don't make me regret it.”

  

  Jeff responded very quietly, completely defeated, "Yes sir...” He reached out and held Scott's wrist with a paw, then looked at him in the eyes as he took his master's finger into his mouth, licking and suckling the cum out of the fur.

  

  Scott smiled and sat up, using his other fingers to wipe up what he could of the cum not yet soaked into his pet's fur around his muzzle, then slowly drew the first finger out and held the others up for the boy as well, "Believe me when I say I'm not just doing this to be mean. It's a taste you'll have to be used to soon enough, unless you want me to take care of my needs...another way...every time.”

  

  The cat closed his eyes tight, trying to somehow get his master to stop talking, while taking in the rest of his fingers and licking off the slightly cooling semen.

  

  "Was that so horrible?” Scott laid his wet paw on the side of his pet's neck gently, his thumb playing with the cat's new collar.

  

  Jeff opened his eyes again and looked at his master while swirling his master's load around in his mouth. It was gooey and salty, obviously not the most appetizing or pleasant of things to have in one's mouth, but he remained obedient. He swallowed it after a few moments of taste, to finally get rid of it and hopefully end this, "Can I go to sleep now, Sir?”

  

  "Master asked you a question, kitten.” the fox reminded softly, as he gently rubbed Jeff's neck with his fingers, and shared a soft, warm smile with his pet.

  

  Now afraid of 'being punished' for defiance, Jeff couldn't bring himself to answer honestly, "That wasn't horrible at all...”

  

  Scott tilted his head a little, not sure if his pet was being truthful, "You don't have to be afraid to be honest, if it was.”

  

  "No, no, it was okay...” the cat nodded quickly.

  

  Scott smiled more and pulled his pet closer by his neck until the cat's head was by his, and then kissed him on the forehead, "Ready to sleep now, boy?”

  

  Jeff was silently relieved, "Yes, master...”

  

  The fox shuffled a bit as he pulled back the covers and slipped himself under, and, without another word to Jeff, pulled the cat down with him, holding him close and obviously planning to have the cat fall asleep against him. He pulled the covers tight around them both and cuddled close to his kitten, pulling the boy's head against his chest, "Warm?”

  

  "Yes. Thank you...master...” Jeff gulped slightly while closing his eyes, just hoping to be asleep fast and not wanting to think about tonight or what tomorrow would be like.

  

  "I have a question for you, before you go to sleep,” Scott began unaware of his pet's hope for silence. "And I want you to try and relax. Actually think about this, and answer it honestly.” He touched his muzzle to the top of his pet's head, "Please, don't be afraid to be honest, boy. I will never ever be mad at you for something you say.” He paused, giving Jeff a chance to hear and believe that before he continued, "I know...that what just happened wasn't something you really enjoyed or wanted. But all things considered -- the shower, the warm bed, and the fact that you'll wake up tomorrow to your first real breakfast in months -- do you regret not taking your chance to get out of my car and leave?”

  

  The cat thought and breathed heavily, trying to fight away the tears and the urge to say 'yes,' still held back by the fear of what the fox who had a very tight grip on him, might do. He was still grateful for what was promised in the deal: the food, the shelter, the protection, and all those things, which, only a few hours ago, were mere fantasies. There were still many questions, which had yet to be answered and would contribute to the answer of such a question. With a gulp, he fought his fear, and told the truth, his eyes clenching as he feared some form of reprisal, "I...I'm not sure yet...”

  

  "Thank you for being honest. And I hope, soon, that your answer will just be no.” Scott loosened his grip on his pet near completely, leaving his arm to only rest on the boy, "I'd like you to stay right where you are, but if you don't want to, you don't have to sleep this close to me...not tonight.” Scott closed his eyes without waiting to see what the cat would do, "You just make yourself comfortable. You deserve it.”

  

  Jeff, though, simply blinked and slowly closed his eyes...but it was warm there, and he didn't move an inch.


  ~
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  And hmmm...


  Jeffery didn't move. What did that mean?

  Is he becoming more comfortable with the situation?

  Did he perhaps like the feeling of sleeping that close to someone, even if it was a male, and even if it was the male who he's just realizing he's completely given himself over to? And if so, was it just an issue of physical comfort? Or emotional too?

  Or, then again, maybe he's just scared...too scared of his new master to move or do anything to upset him?


  And what of Scott?

  He seems to be trying to make the cat comfortable...even while using him as his new sex toy. But what, exactly, is he trying to do?

  Does he care about making the kid comfortable with this? Does he care about giving him a home, and is just too weak to fight his libido? Or are his motives here, in the end, just sex?


  Hopefully we'll find out, soon enough...


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 13 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...for all 15 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 3


  Chapter 3 --

  Eruditio

  

  

  (August 18th)

  

  Jeffery turned over in bed, waking to the warm morning sun shining down into his face, and groaning in dissatisfaction, "Mmm...too early...”

  

  He smacked his lips a few times and coughed at the remaining unpleasant taste of male seed, which immediately brought him to life. He sat up harshly and grabbed hold of his head, trying to soothe the pain of a headache, before looking around the room and noticing he was alone.

  

  "Master?” the kitten mewled as loudly as he could manage without further upsetting his aching head.

  

  There was a long silence, save for the groans of the little collared feline, and some faint, indiscernible noises from somewhere else in the house...but even after a few long moments, no one came.

  

  Jeff groaned again with displeasure, too tired, hungry, and weak to want to leave the bed but doing so anyway. He wandered out of the bedroom and slowly crept down the hall, very timid in his every step, as if scared of going somewhere he shouldn't. "Ma-” he coughed again struck by the sharp pain in his temple as he did, and then called out again "Master...?”

  

  Those small discernible sounds grew louder and louder as the young cat made his way into the living room. It was a repetitive thumping, backed by deep, guttural grunts and the light clinking of metal against metal -- perhaps a chain -- from a door off of the living room to a new room that the new pet had yet to see. The door was cracked.

  

  Jeff gulped hard, both to continue to try and wash away the unpleasant taste of morning breath and fox-seed...and out of fear. Noises like that were only heard in scary movies, just moments before the giant freak with the chainsaw or axe came busting through a wall. The cat's natural curiosity, though, over shadowed any rational thought of avoiding the noises. He went to the door, and opened it a bit more to poke his muzzle in, "M-master?”

  

  Behind the door was the basement, and not far from the bottom of its stairs, Scott swung a stiff right hook through his pet's line of vision, his fist colliding hard with a heavy punching bag. He was wearing only a pair of dark lounge pants and thin cloth gloves, and his fur more than a little mussed, both from last night, and, it seemed, the exercise he'd woke for today. The hook that caught his pet's vision, though, was his last, as he extended his arms and hugged the gently swinging bag to stop it from moving, and then turned to look up the stairs, with a panting smiling.

  

  "Hey there! I'm sorry, Kitten: it's barely dawn, and I wasn't expecting you up. I should have already had breakfast made.” He began taking off his gloves, "Let me get on that...”

  

  Jeff wasn't sure whether to sigh in relief, of gulp in nervous fear. The imaginary monsters that the fox was housing were all gone, but he wasn't sure what he thought of having a master whose idea of exercise was punching something. "I'm sorry...I didn't mean to disturb you.”

  

  Scott, still smiling, shook his head, "You aren't disturbing me.” He padded up the stairs, two at a time, and put a paw on the boy's shoulder, "How's my new pet doing this morning? You okay?”

  

  The cat smiled weakly up at his master, "Fine, just hungry.”

  

  "Are you sure?” Scott scratched his kitten's shoulders as he led him through the open door, "You look kinda rough.”

  

  "Well...” Jeff looked away, for some reason too nervous to be honest, "I usually don't wake up this early either.”

  

  "Is that all? Not sick? Not hurting or anything? Just tired?” The fox trailed his paw up to his pet's head, playing with his headfur and scratching between his ears as they made their way through the living room.

  

  "That's it, Sir.”

  

  Scott smiled down at him, "Okay. But you make sure and tell me if you're ever feeling bad, so I can take care of you.” He took his paw off of his pet and opened the door to the kitchen to let him in.

  

  Before Scott could usher the little naked kitten in, though, Jeff paused and timidly spoke up, "A-actually...”

  

  "Hmm?”

  

  "I, uhm...I have a headache,” the cat smiled again, weak and unsure.

  

  "Well why didn't you say so?” genuine concern in his eyes, Scott held the door open wider and waved the cat in. "Go. Go sit down and I'll grab you some aspirin.”

  

  Jeff walked in and sat in one of the chairs at the breakfast table, watching his new master hurriedly rifling through his cabinet for the right pill bottle. Aspirin in paw, Scott snatched up a glass as well, taking it to the sink and filling it with water, before returning to his pet with both.

  

  The cat couldn't help but smile at how immediate the fox was to help him, and took the glass from him as his master twisted open the bottle. "Thank you, Sir.”

  

  "No need,” Scott tapped two pills into his paw, and held them out to the boy. "I figure we'll lead with this. But if you need something stronger later, I've got that too, okay?”

  

  Jeff just nodded, surprised at how often his master had already brought a smile to his face, despite the events of the previous night. The fox's eyes on him the whole time, he popped the two pills and washed them down, and only then was Scott content with stepping away

  

  "Let me know if they don't help, okay?”

  

  "I will, Master.” Jeff set the glass aside as he watched his master walk off toward the fridge, "Are...are you always awake this early?”

  

  "Usually...yeah,” the fox nodded as he the refrigerator door, "I don't often need more than about 5 hours of sleep. So, if I go to bed any earlier than one, I'm usually up before the sun.” He leaned over, his nose in the fridge, "Is there anything in particular you'd like?”

  

  Jeffery thought for a moment, not really about what to have, but reflecting on the fact that he was about to have an actual breakfast. "Uhm...” he failed, though, to think of any way to make it spectacular, "Bacon and eggs?”

  

  "Sure thing!” Scott chuckled and went about digging through the fridge, "And here I was worried that I'd have to get out the waffle iron or something. But eggs & bacon is easy...” He stood up from the fridge with the eggs, bacon, and a few other things in his arms.

  

  The cat sat patiently, looking around the kitchen. He realized it was pretty big for one guy, but remembered Scott's answer to the question 'what do you do for a living,' and figured it'd probably be best to ignore it, "Master? Could I ask you a few questions?”

  

  Scott didn't look back at his pet, busy getting pans out and turning on the stove, "Anything you want, boy. Just like I told you last night.”

  

  "Am I your first pet? Or, like your first, uhm, non-feral pet?”

  

  "Of your sort? Yes.” The fox busied himself with making the cat's breakfast, "I've had short-term pets before, who were basically just boyfriends or playmates who liked the idea of being controlled and used. It was okay, but they almost expected to be treated badly...and I didn't like that aspect. I think someone,” he cracked an egg, "can be a pet and still be treated with some kindness.”

  

  With the words, 'be treated with some kindness' fresh in mind, Jeff smiled, happy Scott wouldn't be terribly mean, "That's nice to hear. Uhm...also...there was something you kind of avoided answering last night and I'd like to know the answer. If I ever get tired of this, of being your pet, am I allowed to leave?”

  

  "No.” Sizzling was heard from the stove.

  

  The cat was suddenly more afraid of his master, and responded pleadingly, "Why not?”

  

  "Because you have nowhere else to go...at least not until you're an adult,” Scott clicked on the fan above the stove as he picked up a spatula. "You don't expect me to put you back out on the street, do you? Plus...” he picked up the salt and shook a bit onto what must have been the eggs, "how do I know you wouldn't just immediately go to someone and tell them everything?”

  

  Jeff spoke weakly, looking down at the table, his smile fading completely away, "I guess that already answers my next question...”

  

  "That doesn't mean you can't ask it.”

  

  "Well...not long after I ran away from home, I called my mother to let her know I was alright. I told her I'd stay in contact with her...” Jeff looked up at his master, the older fur's back facing him. "I'd still like to talk with her every now and then...” he continued before Scott could say anything, "I won't tell her about you or my situation, or anything else! I'd just wanna' talk to her, so she knows I'm okay, and...so I know she is too...”

  

  "You still have a relationship with her? After your parents' problems ran you away from home?” The fox pulled down a plate quickly, as if something had been on the stove for too long.

  

  "She's still my mother; I miss her sometimes. Not my father, though: he was the problem.” Jeff nervously rubbed his arm, "They would fight all the time... and he'd fight with me...and I'd fight with HER when I tried to convince her to leave him. Eventually I got tired of...of getting hurt and being scared. So I left by myself...”

  

  Scott huffed, "Wouldn't know the feeling,” but it wasn't clear whether he meant Jeff's reasons for leaving, or his continued feelings for his mother. He sat the plate aside, two eggs already on it, as he picked the spatula back up, "How do you like your bacon? Chewy? Crunchy?”

  

  "Crunchy...” The cat gulped, "So can I talk to her? Maybe like every few weeks or something?”

  

  "Depending on how good you are...” Scott kept moving around his pet's bacon with the spatula, "But if so, it'll never more than three feet from me. The leash will make sure of that if you give me reason to use it.”

  

  Jeff sighed out of relief, "Thank you Master...” and completely ignored the threat of a leash.

  

  "You're welcome, boy.” The fox put his paws on his hips and popped his back, "And I'm sorry I can't let you leave anytime soon. After a few years, when you're 18...I can only hope that you'll appreciate what I've done for you enough that you won't go to the cops. And maybe even enough to let me help you get on your feet.” He picked his pet's bacon up with the spatula and laid it on the plate too. "Even as an adult,” he turned around, a smile on his face as he walked to the boy, sitting the plate on the table, "I'd like to do my best to keep you off the street.” He leaned in and kissed his kitten on the forehead, "Enjoy.”

  

  Jeff, again, smiled that unexpected smile, looked down at his food, "Well so far, I don't regret deciding to be your pet, Sir...”

  

  "What changed your mind?” Scott scratched his pet between the ears, "Last night you didn't have an answer.”

  

  "Well, since then I've slept in a real bed,” the cat chuckled. "And now there's the food and the aspirin and-”

  

  "Oh!” Scott cut him off. "How's your head? Any better?”

  

  "A little bit. I'm sure the food'll help too.” Jeff poked at his bacon with his fork, as he got back to what he was saying, "But mainly...it's that you said I'll be able to talk to my mother. I really miss her.” He looked back up, "...and, besides...what I did last night: it wasn't so bad.”

  

  The fox sat down in another of the chairs at the kitchen table, alongside his pet, "Really? You're not dreading it happening again? You seemed pretty shook up last night.”

  

  "Looking back on it: I was just overreacting. I mean...so what if it tasted bad? Is that such a horrible thing? I get to sleep in a bed here. I get real food. I get...” Jeff was going to say something about how friendly and kind his master was being, in general, but something made him think better of it. "I get to not be alone, like I was when I was on the street. But the last time I had any of those things...I had to be afraid of getting beaten. I...I had to watch it happen to my mom.” He shook his head and smiled up at his master, "Having all of this...it's worth a bad taste in my mouth, now and then. And...just because I did that doesn't mean I'm gay...even if...you know...”

  

  "Even if you enjoyed parts of it?” Scott tapped his fingers on the table and smirked, "Even if you came?”

  

  The cat blushed, remembering that he <b>did</b> cum, "Well no, I was going to say, even if YOU'RE gay...Master.”

  

  "And I am.” Scott tapped the edge of his pet's plate, "You should eat.”

  

  "Yeah... sorry...” Jeff cut up some of his egg and ate it joyfully with a piece of bacon.

  

  "I have a question for YOU now: one you avoided answering last night while your...” the fox feigned a cough, "...mouth was so full.” He repositioned himself in his chair, "How exactly does a straight cat, born without a knot...know how to play with one?”

  

  Through a mouth full of food, Jeff barely managed to answer, "...Porn.”

  

  Scott laughed, caught off guard by the simple answer, "Well, wasn't that anticlimactic? Not even an 'I experimented once' story!”

  

  The cat giggled, a childish laugh, betraying his age, "Sorry...I've just never questioned my sexuality.”

  

  "Good.” Scott put his paw on the kitten's knee, "And you're sure you're comfortable with this, now?”

  

  Jeff ate some more eggs before answering, taking some time to think and formulate an accurate answer. But somehow, he didn't even notice the paw on his knee, "With some things, yes. Like I said...it's worth it.” He looked up at his master, "Sorry I wasn't...'better' last night.”

  

  "It's understandable. It was your first night. Besides...we haven't gone over every little nuance of the rules yet, anyway.” The fox smirked again, "Which is why you weren't punished last night.”

  

  Jeff licked his lips, "Uhm, other than refusing to...s-swallow...what rules did I break?”

  

  "Well, a lot of them were small things: things that I couldn't, in good conscience, be upset about...but things you'll have to work on, nonetheless. Like THIS for instance...” Scott looked at his paw, on the boy's knee.

  

  The cat, only now even registered its presence there, and he blushed, surprised that he was so comfortable that he hadn't even noticed it, "What about it?”

  

  "You want to keep your master happy. That's the role of a pet. It's what affords you a warm bed, extended cable, and free food...and it's also what affords you SPECIAL rewards like calling your mother.” Scott cleared his throat and moved swiftly along to his lesson. "This,” he squeezed his pet's knee, "is physical contact. Now what about this tells you that it's not sexual?”

  

  Jeff swallowed hard, "Uhm...nothing...?”

  

  "Exactly! For all you know, I could have put my paw here with the intention of moving it somewhere far more enjoyable for myself...and, judging from last night, for you as well. So...how should you react?”

  

  "Uhm...” Jeff put his fork down on the plate and reached down to pet his master's paw, "Is there something you...have on your mind, Sir?”

  

  "And that would be a fine reaction indeed! But since I may have no sexual intentions at all, you could also be more subtle...like...” the fox applied pressure to the inside of his kitten's knee, "...simply spreading them apart for me, like you're telling me I have complete access if that IS what I'm after.”

  

  Jeff did just what his master suggested and looked him in the eyes, "And if it IS what you're after, Master...?”

  

  Scott slid his paw up the kid's inner thigh and cupped his balls gently, "Then I'll make it clear very quickly...”

  

  The cat's eyes fluttered closed and he began purring loudly, as his paw petted up and down the fox's forearm, "But Master...you said I'm here to please you.”

  

  "I'm gay, Kitten. Doing this DOES please me.” Scott moved his paw away, "But not yet...”

  

  "Not yet...?”

  

  "We should probably wait for your head to stop hurting first. And we have to finish our little lesson, too...”

  

  "My head's feeling a lot better, actually.” The second the words left his mouth, Jeff wondered why they had. He could have lied. His 'aching head' could have held Scott at bay. Why didn't he? And why didn't it bother him more that he hadn't?

  

  The fox smiled, "And are you finished eating?”

  

  "Yes, Master. It was very good, thank you.”

  

  "Okay...stand up for me.”

  

  Jeff stood, pushed his chair in and stood expectantly.

  

  "So, to continue our lesson...” Scott stood up as well, "What if I were to do something...like this...?” He circled behind his pet and put his paw around him and on his hip.

  

  Though he hesitated, the cat nervously lifted his tail and looked up at the fox behind him, "Yes, Master?”

  

  "Hmmm...” Scott smiled a wide and surprised grin, "I would have been perfectly happy with you simply leaning into me on this one. I wasn't expecting the jittery tail lift until this...” he ran his paw along his cat's ass, upward to his tail base. "But you're picking things up so quick...maybe we don't need this lesson.”

  

  Jeff gulped and shakily answered, "I don't...think we do...”

  

  The fox smiled and shook his head, "Relax. So long as you can keep up what happened last night, there's no need to rush into...THAT...just yet. I told you I'm taking it easy on you, remember?” He lowered his pet's tail on his own...

  

  ...and Jeff let out a sigh of relief.

  

  "Okay...so you understand the subtleties. Master's touch...” Scott touched his pet's hip again, like at first, "...needs to be reacted upon.”

  

  The cat leaned back against the larger, older fox, lightly rubbing the back of his head against his master's chest, "Like this?”

  

  "Good boy.” Scott trailed his finger to the cat's tail base, loving the feel of him even if he wasn't going to top the boy anytime soon, "Now on to other rules.” He rubbed gently on the cat's tail base, "You've done very, very well to never call me Scott, and I wanted to tell you that I appreciated it.” As he spoke, his fingers left the cat's tail base and gently lit upon his hole.

  

  Jeff flinched away from his master's finger, "You're welcome, Master...”

  

  "Uh-uh. No flinching...no recoiling. It shows you don't trust your master...” The fox slipped an arm around his pet to hold him still, and continued lightly exploring the flesh around his tailhole, "I said I won't hurt you...right?”

  

  Jeff held still, very aware of that rule now, "Yes. I'm sorry Master; I didn't do it on purpose.”

  

  "I know, I'm not mad. You're still very new to this. Now...back to what I was saying...” Scott applied only the smallest bit of pressure to his pet's hole, not enough to push in, but just to see if the young cat might enjoy the feeling.

  

  In his master's arms, the cat bit his bottom lip to hold back what would have been a very audible whimper and closed his eyes tight, certain he was about to be fingered for the first time.

  

  "You haven't called me Scott, and I even had to stop you from calling me master or sir TOO much last night. And I appreciate that a lot.”

  

  "Thank you, Sir.” In any other situation, Jeff would have wondered what point his master was trying to make, and what rule he was getting to. But the constant, firm pressure on his hole had him more than a little distracted.

  

  "But you could be doing a little better.” Scott lessened the pressure for an instant, only to push again, slowly beginning to pulse and massage the boy's warm, reflexively tensed hole, "Like I told you, last night, you don't have to say it every time you open your muzzle, but there are certain times I expect it. Like when I ask you to do something for me. A request or order followed by an 'Okay' isn't the same as a 'Yes Sir,' or a 'Yes Master.' There were quite a few times last night you missed that. You think you can you try a little harder for me?”

  

  "Yes Sir...” Jeff's voice shook as he nodded.

  

  "Now...those are things that Master will never be mad at you for messing up on. They're just little things you can do to make him happy, and to be rewarded for being a good pet.” The fox applied no extra pressure, still simply massaging the virgin tail hole to show his kitten that it wasn't so bad, "But there are other rules you CAN be punished for...”

  

  Jeff stayed still, feeling a slight tingle in his sheath as his master continued playing with his hole, "What are those, Master?”

  

  "You know some already: like don't try to leave and don't try to tell anyone about this, but there are others.” Scott put his muzzle on his pet's shoulder as he rubbed just a little more firmly, in wider circles around the cat's ring, "No clothes in the house, ever. I'd like to see my pet in all his glory. If you're cold, you can have a blanket -- maybe one you'll be sharing with me -- but no clothes. Unless of course...there's something I'd like to see you wear, that is.”

  

  The cat's eyes relaxed, half-lidded in pleasure. He breathed more heavily and leaned back against his master's chest more, enjoying being toyed with back there. He moaned very quietly, trying to concentrate but having difficulty. And in his mind, he cursed himself, but not for liking it. He cursed himself for honestly not caring that he did.

  

  "Second: never lie to Master. if I ask you a question, I want the truth. Always. Even if you think it's something I don't want to hear.” Scott snaked his other fingers between his kitten's legs, gently massaging behind the boy's nuts, "Understand, boy?”

  

  Jeff's purring grew, "Yes Master.” His sheath began to bulge outward the tip of his dick meeting the cold, air conditioned air.

  

  "Third...and this is one you broke repeatedly last night. Never tell Master no...and NEVER-” the fox pressed his thumb hard against his pet's hole, spreading it and threatening to finally push the thumb in, "fight back when Master wants something!” He held his cat with the arm around his chest and pushed more, but still not actually pushing the digit inside.

  

  Surprising them both, Jeff only purred louder, "Yes Master.”

  

  "Master can be very, very nice, and make you feel very good...but that could be Master's dick there right now too.” Scott licked his pet's neck, "I will never ask you to do something that will hurt you, just to see you hurt...and I will never ask you to do anything that wouldn't be expected of a pet. You remember that, and I won't have to punish you.” He pressed his thumb harder, "Because as good as I can make you feel...I can definitely make you regret breaking my rules.” Slowly, the vulpine's thumb began to spread his pet's hole, just barely burrowing its way inside.

  

  The cat continued purring, completely ignoring the screaming thought 'YOU ARE STRAIGHT!' flying through in his head...and just letting himself focusing on how good it actually felt. All the while, he simply spewed out the same, now nearly robotic phrase, "Yes Master...”

  

  Scott pushed his thumb in with the softest of pops as the cat's ring closed around his joint, "You're a very good boy...a very, very good boy, and you'll do fine here.” He licked his kitten's neck again and lowered his other paw to the boy's crotch, rubbing his package for a moment before stroking the young feline's cock completely free of its sheath.

  

  Jeff began breathing heavier, never, at any time, thinking a moment like this would be so pleasurable. He answered his master in a dreamy tone, "Oh...yes Sir...yes...”

  

  The fox, wasting no time, pawed at his pet as fast as he could move his paw along the boy's slick feline cock, and began pumping his thumb into the kitten's hole. He felt him shudder and twitch in his grasp from both sides, and he lifted his muzzle to his pet's ear, nipping it lightly.

  

  And that was all the boy could handle. Jeff moaned out loud, with a sudden and quick orgasm, cumming hard into his master's paw and onto his stomach and chest, as he clenched tightly down around the fox's thumb. And like that...just as soon as it had begun, it was over; the poor virgin kitten could only take so much.

  

  Scott murred at the feeling of his pet's orgasm against his body and slowed his pumping fist, squeezing out the last few drops onto his paw. And then, without a word, he lifting that paw to the kitten's muzzle, testing to see if the boy would be as quick to react to master's silent commands when not being 'tended to' himself.

  

  And the cat hesitated only slightly, before obediently licking Scott's paw clean, swallowing as quickly as he could. Still dazed from his orgasm and from the fact that the thumb hadn't been all that bad, he simply hung his mouth open, in silent and calming breaths.

  

  "You're getting the hang of things...” Scott slowly removed his thumb as his fingers moved busily out of side behind the boy. "Such a good kitten, cleaning off Master's paw. You did me proud...kept me from having to remind you of your lessons...” suddenly, his already hard cock, just freed from his lounge pants, was lying against his pet's crack, "Kept me from having to put this where my thumb was.”

  

  Jeff gulped, missing the feel of his master's thumb, but afraid of having it replaced the vulpine's prodding rod, "I'm glad I made you happy, Sir.”

  

  "Now,” the fox completely let go of the boy, and stepped back, his tip leaving a streak of pre on the kitten's fur as it slid down and away from his ass, "How about you show me just how good of a boy you can be for your master?”

  

  Jeff turned, eyes shifting to his master's cock, and began to kneel. Once all the way down, he looked up at the fox before shakily placing his paw on the vulpine's sticky shaft. Only once the older fur grinned down at him, did he take the cock-tip into his mouth and begin to suckle, as his paw stroked its length...but his eyes never left Scott's face, watching to make sure that this was indeed what he wanted.

  

  Scott reached down and rubbed the back of his pet's head. "I knew you'd understand. Such a smart kitty.” He scratched softly, "Now, show Master just how much you appreciated that meal and all the attention he just gave you...”

  

  The cat halted his paw's stroking and slid his fingers around the fox's knot, squeezing it gently as he sucked more and more of the hard vulpine dick into his muzzle. He closed his eyes and began purring, hoping that its vibrations would feel good for the older fur, and, as he did, he twisted his head around the shaft, back and forth in a corkscrew fashion, certain, despite his lack of experience, that it would please his master.

  

  Scott almost growled as he gripped the back of his pet's head, "That's it, Boy. That's such a good boy. Keep it up. We're gonna' give you a nice, big taste today, aren't we?” He resisted the urge to push his kitten farther down and fuck his face like he'd done the night before...wanting to let him go at his own pace since he had been so good this morning.

  

  Jeff let Scott's cock slip out of his muzzle, and then licked all the way down his length...momentarily moving his paw so he could get a good lick of his master's knot. And then he continued downward to his balls, assuming correctly that the fox had pulled them out because he wanted attention paid to them as well. He took the left into his mouth, gently caressing it before he snaked the right in with his tongue as well...and as he rolled them and teased them, he busied his paw, again, with stroking the fox's shaft.

  

  The fox smiled, expecting his pet to perform as well as he could, but not expecting him to go so much farther, like this. As he rattled off phrase after encouraging phrase, "Oh God, Kitten. That's it. Just like you enjoy it...like you love the taste...like you want me in your muzzle. Such a good boy: more than I could ever ask for,” he scratched his kitten behind the ear, moaning aloud at the all attention he was giving him.

  

  Jeff licked over his master's sack as a whole, like he was double checking to make sure he hadn't missed cleaning part of it. And then, immediately, he brought his head up again to suck on the fox's cock tip, letting it sink slowly back into his mouth until it touched the back of his throat. There, he stuck his tongue out further than the reach of his muzzle and licked at Scott's knot, only barely...only teasingly...grazing it.

  

  Scott couldn't help but start humping against his pet, being teased and attended to so well that he already found himself begging for release, "Come on, Boy...I need this. Make Master cum...”

  

  With one paw, the cat reached up and rolled his master's sack gently, hammocking and massaging his balls...and with his other paw, he squeezed the vulpine's knot, harder this time, and petted the edge of his sheath, hoping that it was just as sensitive an area with foxes as it was with cats. And all the while he was pulling away and sliding down, bobbing his head off and onto his master's cock like a corkscrew again, suckling and pulsing his tongue.

  

  Scott humped in time with his pet's bobbing, resisting the urge to go faster, but not worrying if he was going too deep. He couldn't believe the attention he was getting from someone who, just last night, had barely wanted to be touched. "I'm so close, Boy...so close. Bring me over the edge, Kitten...come on.”

  

  With the paw he was using to massage Scott's nuts, Jeff hesitantly let them go and ventured further back, burrowing then into the fox's lounge pants. After a few brief seconds, he pushed his middle finger into his master's tail-hole, hoping that that would do it for him.

  

  And it did.

  

  The fox yipped and grabbed his pet's head, forcing his cock farther in and growling as his orgasm hit him violently, "GOD!” He gripped the boy's hair and came hard into his muzzle, most of it shooting straight into the cat's throat, but some filling his mouth as well.

  

  Jeff attempted to pull away, the instinctive fear of being choked being FAR too overwhelming. Scott, though, gripped the back of his pet's head tighter, his cock leaving the back of the cat's throat, but going no farther, and the rest of his load filled the boy's mouth just as it would have anyway.

  

  The cat whimpered lightly, the urge to continue pulling away still fresh in his mind, but Master's threat of 'punishment' a few minutes prior held him at bay more, even, than the vulpine's paws. And so he knelt there and swallowed down as much of the older fur's cum as he could, trying desperately to avoid coughing on the great and pungent volume.

  

  Spent, Scott gently pulled himself out, dragging his tip along the cat's tongue to deposit the last drops of his seed, and gently rubbed the side of his pet's neck with one of the paws that had so recently been holding him still. He let out a long, breathy sigh, but said nothing.

  

  The boy's eyes still closed, still displeased with the taste of cum, Jeff swallowed it down, coughing loudly when its thick and gooey feel tickled his throat. "Ugh...shit...” he turned away from his master's hips and covered his mouth, still coughing and trying to get the strange feeling out of his throat.

  

  The fox stared down at the coughing kitten with a relaxed but blank expression, his breaths slowly humming back to normal as he waited silently for the boy to recover.

  

  Jeff swallowed hard and looked up at his master innocently, "Ugh...” He let his tongue hang out a little, exhausted after such a thorough blowjob and the fit of coughing that followed.

  

  Scott just continued his blank expression, though, kneeling down in front of the boy as the paw that had never left the cat's head slowly gripped his headfur again. The grip was light, but tight enough to keep the boy from pulling away...and there was nothing clear in Scott's face, but whatever his expression was, it didn't seem happy.

  

  "M...master?”

  

  "You pulled away...again.” The fox tilted his head slightly, his nose very near to his pet's.

  

  Jeff frowned and folded his ears back, now getting very afraid again, "I'm sorry Sir! It's just...just that deep throating is new to me...and...I thought I was going to choke...and I...” He trailed off, knowing the fox wouldn't see any of that that as an excuse.

  

  "Relax, Kitten. I'm not gonna' hurt you,” Scott raised an eyebrow. "You'll do better next time, right? So there's no reason to punish you. All I really wanted was an apology, anyway.” He let go of the boy's headfur, the threatening grip replaced by a gentle pet.

  

  The cat nodded quickly, "I'll do better, Master! I promise!”

  

  "Good.” Scott nuzzled against his pet's nose lightly and kissed him again, softer than his kisses from the night before.

  

  Jeff purred lightly, but was hesitant to kiss back...and the fox let out the softest of growls at that hesitation. Jeff obeyed the unspoken command immediately: stopped purring, opened his mouth, and let his tongue softly enter the older fur's muzzle. He was still unsure, still iffy about kissing another male, but he knew better than to fight.

  

  Scott slid his tongue along his pet's only once, suckling lightly on his bottom lip before he pulled away, and then cupped his pet's muzzle in his paw, "You're threatening to be punished more often than you realize.”

  

  The cat suddenly felt weak and very fragile, but didn't pull away from his master's paw. "I-I'm sorry, Sir...”

  

  Scott smiled finally, "...but you're getting better constantly!” He rubbed his kitten's muzzle gently, "Like what you just did for me.” He wiped away the smallest bit of cum that had dribbled from the corner of his pet's muzzle, but didn't try to make the cat lick it off this time.

  

  "Thank you for being so lenient with me, Master.”

  

  The fox touched his nose to his kitten's, "There you go again: showing even more improvement. You'll do fine here.” He leaned back, "I WOULD like to know what just happened, though.”

  

  Jeff just blinked, "What do you mean, Master?”

  

  "Last night you would barely touch me...but just now, you were going at that like you were a pro! Like you LOVED what you were doing. Why the change?”

  

  "Well, Sir...it's a skill right? And it's not that hard to be good if I try hard enough. I was just seeing if I COULD be. If I'm going to have to do it a lot, I might as well do it right...right, Master?”

  

  Scott laughed aloud, "Well...that cold, calculated, little answer explains why it was good, Kitten. But it doesn't explain why you're getting so much more comfortable with it.”

  

  "As long as it keeps you from putting your dick somewhere else...I'm happy.” The cat smiled guiltily.

  

  "You know it'll happen eventually, right?”

  

  Jeff gulped, "Y-yes. Yes Sir...”

  

  Scott leaned closer to his pet, his nose nearly against the side of the boy's muzzle, and his breath heavy his neck, "And I'm looking VERY forward to it.”

  

  Jeff remembered back to when his master used his thumb, and considered the difference in size between it and the fox's cock, which was MUCH larger. He said nothing in response, mind occupied only with thoughts of how bad it could actually be...

  

  "After all...You enjoyed my thumb so much...” the fox gripped his kitten's ass and moved even closer, nipping at the boy's lower lip, "...maybe even tonight.”

  

  "Uh...I...” Jeff stuttered like an idiot, trying to formulate some response, any response. Last night's fear of being raped, plus the fact that he still wasn't gay, though, were keeping him from really saying much of anything. His new master's thumb was good, but actual sex? That was still too much.

  

  "Or not!” Scott smiled wide and hopped up quick, his balls and near-completely re-sheathed dick still hanging from the hole in the front of his lounge pants. With a smirk, he nudged his pet with his footpaw, perhaps showing that he was only kidding...but there was no real way to tell. "I think, right now, though -- before our day gets underway -- we should get cleaned up. We're both a bit messy...you more so than me.”

  

  The cat blushed and flashed an unsure smile at his master's...joke? "Yes, Master...” he looked up at the fox, "Together right?”

  

  "Good boy!” Scott peeled away his lounge pants, "...you're learning so fast.” He threw the pants over his shoulder and smiled down at his pet...opening his arms wide as if calling the boy to him.

  

  Jeff smiled softly, and stood, "Uhm...” He put a paw on his master's shoulder, using it as a brace to jump up into the fox's arms.

  

  "Oop!” The fox caught him a little uneasily -- not having been sure if his kitten would actually do it -- and then smiled before touching his nose to his pet's, "Good boy! Keep this up, and I'ma' have to buy you some treats!”

  

  Jeff could only blush through a proud but embarrassed smile, as he was carried from the kitchen.


  ~
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  So...


  Jeff seems to be getting a little more comfy doesn't he? Some kindness on Scott's part, a few promises, and, at least for the moment, not making him raise tail...and Jeffery is acclimating quite nicely. Still nervous...still unsure...but definitely starting to enjoy the benefits more than he's scared of the price.


  Will Jeff's trust be rewarded? Is he right to be so comfortable with the fox? Or will Scott betray that trusts?


  And what of Jeff? He's getting used to this so fast...maybe he's not quite as straight as he thinks?


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 12 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...for all 15 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 4


  Chapter 4 --

  Cevebit

  

  

  (August 19th)

  

  Scott parked his car in his driveway, turned off the engine, and let out a long breath before opening his door and stepping out. He was, again, in a full suit, and as he closed his driver's side door he opened the back and pulled out a black leather bag.

  

  The fox locked his car with its keyless entry, and turned to look at his house. This was it. This was the moment he'd been dreading since he'd left for work. This was the point at which all of this could so easily blow up in his face. This Monday afternoon was when a largely libido fueled Saturday night decision would either prove disastrous or auspicious.

  

  He'd left a boy he barely knew alone in his home for eight hours today...a boy whom he had, three times in the last two days, forced oral sex upon. Had that boy taken the opportunity in those eight hours to run away? Would Scott now spend months of his life fearful of the police knocking at his door? And if the boy were gone...how many of Scott's things might have gone with him?

  

  He tried to remain optimistic and hopeful, though, that Jeffery was simply waiting inside for the return of his host...his master.

  

  Scott made the short walk to his front door and slipped his the key in, only to find it already unlocked. And with another steadying breath, he gently pushed open the door, "Kitten?”

  

  And two sharp and cheerful words met his ears: "Hi Master!”

  

  Jeffery was there. Not only had he stayed, but he was waiting to great his master at the door.

  

  The cat smiled up at the elder fox, making sure to stay behind the door as to keep his naked body out of sight from the outside world. Moments before, he'd heard the car approach, and quite literally leapt to unlock the door and greet his master's return.

  

  It wasn't a surprise that Scott was home, but it was certainly welcome; the house wasn't huge, but it was far larger and emptier when Jeffery was alone.

  

  Scott, though, despite his best forced optimism, WAS surprised. He smiled and stepped in, careful not to open the door too widely, and his leather bag followed closely behind in his right paw, "Well isn't this a wonderful surprise?”

  

  Jeffery grinned proudly, happy he'd chosen correctly to greet his master, "How was your day, Sir?”

  

  "It was a little stressful. But it always is,” the fox closed the door behind him. "Much better now that I've found you waiting so attentively here by the door, for me, though.” He reached forward and scratched his pet under the chin.

  

  Jeff purred lightly, noting the large briefcase-like bag in his master paw, "What's that?”

  

  "It's my bag.” Scott looked down at it, "Have to carry it in my palm, now, because I got tired of my st...” he cut himself off -- less than discretely -- and looked back up, "I got tired of people calling it a purse when I used the strap.” He walked on past his pet, into the living room, "So how'd my kitten do on his own, today?”

  

  "Uhm...fine. It's a little boring without anyone here to keep me company...”

  

  "We'll have to do something about that, then!” Scott, so pleasantly surprised to see his kitten still being here, felt the boy deserved a reward. Maybe he'd like video games? But he kept his muzzle shut for now, to avoid making a promise he might not keep.

  

  The cat followed his master into the living room, thinking about asking something, but nervous about upsetting the currently happy fox by being insistently nosy. However, as was often the case, his curiosity got the better of him, "I can ask you anything... right Master?”

  

  "Of course you can.” Scott sat his bag on the couch, tossed his jacket over the top of it, and walked over to his liquor cabinet by the entrance to the kitchen. None of its contents had been touched; the surprises continued. "Like I said before: the question is whether or not I'll answer you.”

  

  Jeff sat on the couch and watched his master get himself a drink, "Well...you never really answered me before when I asked what you did for a living, and I'd really like to know. I mean...it's gotta' be something good, since you wear suits, have a pretty nice house, and stuff like that.”

  

  The fox finished pouring himself a small glass of Grappa, and put the bottle away with a laugh, "If it looks like I'm doing well, that's probably just because I'M the only person I have to support...not because my job pays all that well.” He took a sip, "But do you remember why I told you I couldn't answer that question?” He reached into the bottom of the liquor cabinet and pulled out a small lockbox, "When you asked...I explained why I didn't want to say. Do you remember?”

  

  Jeff sunk back into the couch, realizing it wasn't too good of an idea to ask, "Yeah, I was just...I...okay. Never mind. I'm sorry, Master...”

  

  Scott walked over to the couch, sitting the scotch down on the end table closest to the boy, and then walking on past, "Don't be sorry about that, Kitten. I want you to feel comfortable with talking to me and asking me things. Just because I don't answer, doesn't mean you did anything wrong to ask.” He walked to the phone on another small table on the other side of the room, and sat the lockbox beside it. Opening it with a key on his keychain, he fished out a couple of cords, hooking one of them into the back of the phone and into the wall. A precaution he'd taken that morning as he wasn't sure, yet, that Jeff wouldn't call somebody he shouldn't, "It's just a very sensitive job. I could be in a lot of trouble if my sexuality...or you, especially...were to become public knowledge.”

  

  The cat thought for a moment, and then asked, half-jokingly, "Do you work with the Army?”

  

  Scott chuckled and smiled at his pet, "Does this look like an army uniform?” He walked over to the couch and sat down beside his cat, his footpaws rising up and onto the coffee table.

  

  Jeff smiled up at his master, not feeling nervous anymore with pursuing the conversation further, "Well...no, Sir. But that was the only thing I could think of where you might get in trouble for being gay...”

  

  "Well...first of all, they changed that law.” The fox raised his arm and put it across his pet's shoulders, "But...you really want to know, don't you?”

  

  Jeff leaned against his master's side, "I do...”

  

  Scott smiled at his pet leaning against him, and rubbed the boy's arm softly with his paw, "Remembering my 'Master's touch' rule...or just making yourself comfortable?”

  

  The cat mewled and giggled innocently, "A little of both, Master. After eight hours without anyone else here... it's a nice change to have you home again.”

  

  "Well,” Scott smiled at that and kissed his kitten on the head, "I guess you're not going anywhere...and I think you've done a pretty good job of proving yourself worth Master's trust. But I still have to ask: do promise me you won't tell anyone what my job is, once you know?”

  

  "I promise, Sir...”

  

  The fox let go of his pet and motioned to his bag sitting under his jacket just to other side of the boy, "See for yourself.”

  

  Jeff immediately dragged the bag from under the coat and placed it in his lap, opening it with a child-like enthusiasm. And inside, he found folders filled with papers, and books labeled 'Teacher's Edition.' He smiled, and looked back up at his master, "You're a teacher?”

  

  Scott nodded, "High school. I teach Sophomore English, and I have a creative writing class.” He smiled wryly, "See why it's not that great of an idea for my bosses and students to find out I have a fifteen-year-old pet?”

  

  "Well, Master...I'm not exactly fifteen.” The cat looked up, concerned, "In...uhm...” he thought briefly, "...about five months I will be.”

  

  Scott blinked, "Oh...I just assumed you were. I mentioned something about it in town, and you didn't argue.” He shook his head with a laugh, "Though, that doesn't exactly make it better, now does it?” He smiled and ruffled the boy's headfur.

  

  "No it doesn't.” Jeff smiled impishly, comfortable enough, for the first time, to actually consider joking with his master. "And you're sure you want me to call you 'Sir' or 'Master' and not...” he scanned the papers in his paw, "Mr. Hammond?”

  

  "Okay! That's enough snooping for you.” The fox snatched the papers and bag back away from his kitten and set them aside.

  

  "Aww...” Jeff's wicked grin didn't disappear, "You mean you DON'T want to pretend that I'm one of your students?”

  

  Scott just smiled back, "And what makes you think that I don't make them call me 'Sir,' too?”

  

  "Not 'Master,' though?”

  

  "I doubt I'd get away with that one.”

  

  The cat smiled and shifted back up close to his master, leaning against the fox's side, this time, without even being prompted. Quietly sinking into the elder fur's grasp -- as Scott wrapped him up in his arm again -- he mused over the fact that his master was a teacher and wondered what he must be like at work. He probably ruled with an iron fist.

  

  "Wait,” he suddenly broke the silence. "You're a teacher?”

  

  "Uhm...” Scott looked puzzled, "Didn't we just cover that?”

  

  "Oh. No. Sorry, Sir. What I meant was...” Jeff thought for a moment, "Isn't it like...the eighteenth?”

  

  "Nineteenth.” The fox corrected him.

  

  "Right. So then where were you today?”

  

  Scott stretched out his answer in confusion, "School?”

  

  "But isn't it a little early? Like...doesn't the fall semester not start until later?”

  

  "Oh!” Scott chuckled, "No. You're right: it's next week. But I have to be in before then so I can get things ready. There's meetings and lesson plans and all that stuff I have to do.”

  

  "Oh! Okay then. Thank you for explaining, Sir.”

  

  "Any time.”

  

  With a smile, the cat relaxed back into the silence: his thoughts again on Scott as a teacher. Though now they were preoccupied with wondering if the fox had ever 'enjoyed the company' of any of his students like this. And soon enough, he was picturing all manner of species of boys his own age tucked away under his master's desk, during class...

  

  Scott nuzzled the top of the boy's head, rousing him from his thoughts as he laid against him, "Y'know...I was thinking of introducing you to some of your other duties, as a pet...” he slipped his arm back around his kitten, "but I think that may have to wait. Why would I want to deprive myself of having a cute, naked, fourteen-year-old kitty cuddling me?”

  

  Jeffery was surprised at how he smiled just from being called cute, "Thank you, Master...” He nuzzled against the elder fur for a moment before venturing a better response, "But what other duties, Sir?

  

  "Well...not everything a pet does is sexual. Like this, for instance.” The fox scratched the back of his pet's head, "You cuddling with me and nuzzling me and everything -- which, for the record, you're doing a great job of -- shows master affection and keeps him company. It keeps me happy without it having to be anything sexual.”

  

  "Well that's what pets usually do with their masters, don't they? They usually cuddle up with them just to be there, right?”

  

  "You mean the non-anthro kind?”

  

  "Yeah.

  

  "That's true.” Scott smiled again, "Still, though...I'm impressed with how great of a job you're doing.” He leaned his head down closer to his pet's, "But...how would you like to show Master even more affection?”

  

  "Uhm...” Jeff thought for a moment, and then nervously placed a paw on the fox thigh, giving it a light squeeze, hoping that that was what he'd meant, "Like this?”

  

  "Not quite...” Scott moved the paw away, "Thank you for the thought.” He turned and tilted his pet's head to look him in the eye, "But what I meant was this...” he touched his nose to the boy's and kissed him lightly on the lips.

  

  Taken by surprise, the cat hesitated for a moment before deciding to kiss back, still slightly uncomfortable about kissing another male. Unlike the night before, though, Scott showed no signs of disapproval with his pet's hesitation, too pleased with his performance overall. Instead, he just very gently tilted his head, his paw gently rubbing the boy's arm in the hope of relaxing him, as he cautiously slipped out his tongue to touch his kitten's lips.

  

  Jeff mewled slightly, and did his best to follow by example. Closing his eyes, he accepted his master's tongue to tease at his lips and leaned up into the fox's muzzle, shamelessly letting himself sink into this new intimate feeling with another male. What tiny bit of dissension remained washed away -- perhaps too easily -- at the simple thought that they were alone, and he was accountable to no one, should he actually enjoy this.

  

  The fox probed, still gently but more intently, with his tongue, trying to slip it between his pet's lips, as Jeff purred in defenseless abandon. He felt like as though this was proof Scott wasn't a bad guy, that he could be gentle and loving. It was comforting, and he accepted it; he let his muzzle open just what little was needed to let his master's tongue inside, and held his own tongue to hang back and give his master some room.

  

  Scott traced the tip of his tongue along the inside of his pet's lips, and along his teeth, though he was a bit disappointed not to find the teenager's tongue too. Gently, he slipped his tongue back out and, lightly suckling on his kitten's bottom lip, pulled away with a smile.

  

  The cat opened his eyes dreamily, before blushed heavily when he saw master smiling only inches from his face...a smile which he couldn't help but return.

  

  "You almost seemed to enjoy that!” Scott rubbed the back of his pet's head with his paw, "Though...I think I'll need to give you a few lessons on participation.” He chuckled and gave the boy a quick peck on the lips again.

  

  "Well, I'm not that used to kissing...like, at all, Master,” Jeff shrugged with an embarrassed grin. "But, after a while, once I start learning the ropes, I'll do better.”

  

  "You did fine. Just next time, don't let Master's tongue be so lonely, okay?”

  

  Jeff just smiled more, surprised by the amount of forgiveness for his continued mistakes, "Yes, Sir.”

  

  "Oh!” The fox seemed shocked momentarily, "Didn't you ask about your other duties?”

  

  Jeff thought for a moment and then nodded a few times, "I did.”

  

  "Well...” Scott cleared his throat and began, "I don't want you to think you're like a slave here or anything. I won't ever make you wash my clothes. You'll never have to clean a mess you didn't make, unless you're just helping me out while I clean. And I will always be the one to cook for us. Really, for the most part -- outside of when it's time to play -- you'll basically just get to sit around and relax.”

  

  "Those sound like some great duties, Master.”

  

  Scott chuckled, "You watch it. Calling me 'Master' after being a smartass, doesn't magically negate the fact that you were smartass,” he poked the boy on the nose. "And you DO have other duties. I wouldn't have brought this up if you didn't. Like...for instance...” He looked at his feet on the coffee table, "Master's had a long day -- and it'll be even worse next week when he's dealing with high-school students. It would be nice to have someone to slip off his socks & shoes for him.”

  

  The cat looked at his master's feet, and nodded, "I can do that, Sir.” He leaned forward, slipped off the couch and knelt on the floor so his master's feet were in front of him. Without wasting any time, he unlaced one shoe, removed it, and then did the same for the other. Once both shoes were off, he hooked his fingers into the legs of his master's socks, and tugged them off as well, "There ya' go!” He placed the fox's shoes underneath the coffee table with his socks draped over them, and then moved to sit back up onto the couch where he was before.

  

  Scott smiled at his kitten, "Good boy. Master may also ask for foot rubs, or backrubs...” he paused, "...neither of which are sexual. I'm not into foot play, like some people; I just enjoy a foot rub from time to time.” He smiled, "Also, though this one is a bit more sexual, I like the idea of being completely undressed by someone else when I decide to get out of my clothes. Not just my shoes.”

  

  "Of course, Master.”

  

  "Other than that...and little things here and there I may be forgetting...I guess the general rule of thumb would just be to show Master affection. Make sure he's comfortable, happy, and to keep him company.” The fox scratched his chin, "I guess that's really it, except for when I decide to actually...” he smirked, "make you mine.”

  

  Jeff looked up confused at his master, "I thought this,” he momentarily toyed with his collar, "made me yours.”

  

  Scott chuckled, "Oh, no. It does. I just thought you'd rather me say something like that than to say,” he paused and clicked his tongue, "when I fuck you.”

  

  "Oh...” the cat looked away, still scared of that idea. "But that won't be for a long time right?”

  

  "You think time will make it any easier on you?” Scott slipped his arm around the boy and pulled him close, again. "Your first time will always be -- and feel like -- your first time...no matter when it happens.”

  

  "Yeah, I know. I just, like...in my mind, I don't think I'm ready...” Jeff looked up at the elder fur, hoping for some sympathy, "You know what I mean?”

  

  "And you really think that's gonna' change?”

  

  Jeff looked away, defeated by the fact that he knew his master was right, "No...I guess not.”

  

  "So...what if I said I wanted to do it...” the fox's sentence broke in a long pause, "right now?”

  

  Jeff didn't answer...thinking for a long while and debating in his mind whether or not he should go with his gut instinct or go along like the pet he'd accepted to be. Yesterday, after all, Master used one of his fingers and it didn't feel too bad -- not as bad as he expected anyway -- so would it really be so terrible to actually have sex? While he was thinking about the situation, though, his sheath, unknown to him, began to swell from the reminder of his master's fingering the day before.

  

  Scott watched the cat's sheath swell, but could tell how uncomfortable he was. Assuming the boy was confused by all this, he decided to say nothing about his kitten's sheath, "Boy?”

  

  "I don't know Master. The straight part of me wants to say no, but it's one of the things I agreed to do, isn't it?”

  

  "Well...how do you know I'm not actually asking you, right now? It seems to me: you need to come up with an answer.”

  

  "From what I know of you master, you aren't one to beat around the bush.” The cat looked up at the older fox, "If you ask me something, chances are something very similar is about to happen.”

  

  "And...?”

  

  "I don't know. I just figured that you were telling me that you wanted to...”

  

  "And assuming I am?”

  

  "Like I said: I'd have to go along with it...but you know I really don't want to.”

  

  Scott silently ran his fingers through his pet's headfur, his other paw lighting onto the boy's thigh as he kissed him softly on the head.

  

  Jeff suddenly realized his slight arousal, but did nothing to hide it, knowing that was against the rules, "I...uhm...”

  

  "You...?” The fox was still gently playing with his pet's hair, and began to rub the boy's thigh.

  

  "I mean...does this mean w-we're gonna' to do it? M-master...?”

  

  "Master said he wouldn't hurt you, right?”

  

  Jeff gulped hard and nodded quickly, but didn't say a word.

  

  "Then relax and trust him.” Scott scratched his pet's inner thigh and nuzzled at his ear, "I don't want you to be afraid. Just relax, and be a good boy. Show master that you trust him...”

  

  The cat spoke hesitantly, trusting the fox, and that he knew what he was doing, but still afraid of the pain since he knew his master wasn't exactly small, "I trust do you, but...doesn't it hurt the first time?”

  

  "Is that trusting me?” Scott leaned away, "I haven't even said I'm going to do it, yet. But I have said that I won't hurt you, right?”

  

  Jeff replied sheepishly, "I'm just scared, Master.”

  

  "Mas...” the fox paused and looked his pet in the eye, deciding not to call himself 'Master' for the moment, "Listen, Jeffery. I don't want you to be scared. I may expect certain things from you that you won't like...but I really am trying to make them as easy on you as I can.” He held his arms out, "Please...show me you believe that I'll be good to you. I don't like feeling like you don't trust me.”

  

  Jeff bit his bottom lip, figuring it would be better to trust him than to disobey his master and risk getting punished, "I trust you...” He leaned over into the elder fox's arms, nuzzling against his chesty.

  

  Scott touched his nose to the top of the boy's head and kissed him there, "Don't worry. You'll be fine.” He let go of the kitten just a bit, "You want to loosen my tie for me, boy?”

  

  "Uhm...okay.” The cat turned slightly and began toying with his master's tie. "I mean, yes Sir.” Eventually, he figured out how to untie: with his paw holding the knot, he simply pulled it back, forth, and down, very happy that it seemed to work just like it did in the movies.

  

  "Cute...” Scott chuckled. "First time messing with a tie?” He leaned his head down a bit to let his kitten know he could pull it off.

  

  "Uhm...” Jeff blushed while, with both paws holding the tie, he lifted it up and away from his master, causing the collar of the fox's shirt to stick up against his neck, "Yeah, it is.”

  

  "Well we can't have that.” The fox smiled and motioned at the coffee table, so the cat would know that he could toss the tie there, "I'll have to teach you how to tie one. It's a skill any male needs.” He unbuttoned the top button of his shirt, and looked down to continue on to the next, "Plenty of females, too.”

  

  Jeff looked forward again toward the coffee table as he threw the tie there, "Why do I need to learn how to tie one though?”

  

  "Well...when you're done here, and when I help you get your GED, and then put you through into college...what happens if your job wants you wearing one?” Scott looked up and smiled, his shirt now unbuttoned three down.

  

  The cat nodded at the fox's comment about eventually having to wear a tie, but was too preoccupied watching him undressing himself. Something his master said earlier echoed in his mind, "Do you want me to do that for you, Master?” He motioned with his muzzle to the remaining buttons on the shirt.

  

  Scott smiled and leaned back, his arms across the back of the couch, "Go right ahead...”

  

  Jeff slowly began undoing the remaining buttons on his master's shirt, smiling up at him from time to time, as he had a feeling that Scott liked it when he did. Once the majority of the buttons were done, he began to pull his master's tucked-in shirt out of his tightened slacks to get to the remaining button. After they were all done, he opened the front of the shirt, lightly petting the fox's flat, soft, white furred abs.

  

  The fox smiled and put his arm back around the boy, pulling the cat's head gently against his now exposed chest. He then slid his paw down Jeff's side, until it was lightly rubbing through the fur on his pet's stomach, just like Jeff had been doing for him, "Relaxed, yet?”

  

  Jeff giggled and nuzzled against his master's chest, "I am.” He tilted his head up and smiled again at the older fox.

  

  Scott smiled back, and poked his nose against the teenager's forehead, "I'm glad.”

  

  "It's...it's nice.” The cat kept smiling, beginning to trust both his master's skill with what he was planning, and his earnestness to be gentle, "Surprising...but nice.”

  

  "What is?”

  

  "I dunno. I was just expecting you to be...a lot meaner, a lot more forceful.”

  

  "Well, I gave you reason to expect that, didn't I? Back in the alley?” Scott smiled wryly, "And have I really not lived up to those expectations? I wasn't exactly gentle last night.”

  

  "You could have been worse.” Jeff looked up at his master with a soft, appreciative grin, "Thank you, Master.”

  

  "No need.”

  

  "Sure there is, Sir. You could have...” Jeff paused, and gulped. Despite his gratitude, the next words out of his muzzle still made him uncomfortable, "...'made me yours' a lot sooner than this.”

  

  "True. And I still haven't even said that I'm doing it tonight, now have I?” the fox winked, and then poked his kitten playfully on the nose, "but what say you get back to what you were just doing?”

  

  "Yes Sir.” Jeff reached towards the fox's waist and carefully undid his belt. After it was unclasped, he attempted to pull it away, but with his master sitting on it, it required a bit of muscle to tug it free of its belt loops.

  

  Scott moved his hips a little to help the boy be able to slip it out of its loops, and smiled once it was removed, "You didn't have to work so hard: my belt could have stayed on. You only have to unbuckle it to get my pants off...” He chuckled, "I understand not being used to a tie, but I'm sure you've worn a belt before!”

  

  The cat blushed lightly through his continued smile, "Yeah. Sorry, Master. I wasn't thinking.”

  

  Scott smiled back, "No need to be sorry. You can go through all the trouble over me you want! I was just trying to make things easier on you.”

  

  Jeff moved along, placing the belt on the floor, and turned to his master's waist again, grabbing a hold of the button there. Not nearly as nervous as the first time, but still a little uneasily, he unbuttoned and unzipped Scott's pants, then looked up questioningly at the elder fur.

  

  "Go on...” the fox scratched behind his pet's ear.

  

  Jeffery purred at his master's encouraging petting while looking back down at the fox's crotch. Taking in a shaky breath, he exhaled deeply before hooking the front of Scott's boxers with his paws and pulling them down over the older fur's sheath and balls. "Okay...” he reassured and steadied himself, taking in another deep breath as he placed a paw nervously on Scott's sheath.

  

  Scott murred lightly as his sheath twitched in the boy's paw, "All this nervousness is adorable.” He swell in the light grasp, "Lick at it a little, Kitten.”

  

  The cat replied sheepishly, "Yes, Sir.” He leaned forward, hesitating only when he caught a strong whiff of his master's vulpine musk, but continued anyway, until his muzzle was less than an inch from the sheath's tip. He slid his paw away and to Scott's thigh, licked his lips, and closed his eyes, before finally obeying to his master...aware and grateful that the fox was letting him go at his own pace today. With a strong, broad lick, he slid his tongue from the bottom of the vulpine's sheath to the top, where he stopped and kissed the opening before gently licking around its edge.

  

  Scott murred, almost growling as he bit his lip, "That's it: nice and gentle.” He moved his hips a bit and once again scratched at the boy's ear, as his tip very slowly began to slip from his sheath to meet the friendly feline tongue.

  

  Jeff smiled and blushed rosily at his master's compliments, not hesitating for a moment to repeat the same motion, except this time, licking at the emerging tip. Purring deeply, he began to massage Scott's cock through its sheath, all the while with his tongue gently encircling the salty, pointed tip.

  

  The fox petted the back of Jeffery's head lightly and moved his other paw to the boy's shoulders, "Lean back up, Kitten.”

  

  Jeffery sat up on the couch, opening his eyes to look at his master submissively, "Did I do something wrong, Sir?”

  

  "Nono!” Scott shook his head quickly and smiled, "Not at all.” He patted the cat on the head lightly and stood up, turning to face the boy as his pants began to fall. He let his shirt fall off of his shoulders and onto the floor behind him as well, and within seconds, only his pants around his ankles, and his boxers bunched under his nuts left him more clothed than his pet, "Little more help, Boy?”

  

  The cat moved over and with both paws clasped around the boxers' waistband, tugged them down to meet the pants around the fox's ankles.

  

  Scott smiled down at his pet, who'd had to lean rather close to do that, "Y'know...while you're there...”

  

  Jeff looked up and smiled at his master, not saying a word. He sat on the edge of the couch and held onto Scott's hips with a paw, the other extending forward and cupping master's low hanging sack. He massaged it gently, rolling the fox's balls back and forth. After a few moments of the sensuous teasing, he leaned forward and took just the exposed top into his lips, pressing down hard as he attempted to push his sheath back and force his shaft out.

  

  The fox smiled wide, murring near-uncontrollably as he lightly stroked the side of his cat's muzzle, "That's it...tease it out, kiddo.” He bit his lip again as his cock slipped farther and farther out, slipping more and more into the young suckling muzzle in front of him.

  

  Jeff accepted his master's already leaking cock into his mouth, sucking lightly and using his tongue to coax the remaining length and fledgling knot free. He moved his paw off of the fox's hip and instead took a firm hold on the growing knot, squeezing it and turning his paw around it. He purred innocently when that caused master to give out a loud moan of pleasure.

  

  Scott let out a low grunt after the moan, and licked his lips reflexively, "Harder, Boy.” He ran his fingers through the kitten's head-fur and gripped it lightly, not enough to hurt, but enough to get a hold on him

  

  Still bobbing up and down on half of his master's cock, licking all around it, and sucking gently on its head, the cat squeezed hard on his master's knot again, just like he asked. He opened his eyes and looked up at the fox, smiling inwardly when his master's face, scrunched up in pleasure, murred deeply in approval. Still massaging Scott's nuts, he squeezed them questioningly too, hoping Master liked that as well.

  

  Scott did like it, but the problem was that he might like it too much. He growled softly and let go of the boy's hair, careful not to pull it. "Ok, Boy. That's good. Stop,” he could barely manage to speak through holding his breath.

  

  Still purring, Jeffery pulled back, a string of precum and saliva breaking the bond between his muzzle and his master's cock a second after pulling away. He moved his off of the fox's knot, but with the other, still toyed with his the older fur's heavy sack, "Was I doing good, Master?”

  

  "Very!” The fox pushed the young cat's shoulders hard, knocking him back onto the couch, at first startling the boy, until he spoke, "I think someone needs a reward!” He showed his teeth and smiled wide, dropping to his knees in front of his kitten and quickly spreading the young fur's legs.

  

  Jeff's eyes went wide, upon realizing what master was after, "I...uhm...Master, I don't-”

  

  "Shhh...” Scott leaned in and licked along his pet's nuts and up to his still slightly swollen sheath, "You want your reward don't you?”

  

  The cat tried to think of any good reason to reject Master's blowjob, but couldn't think of anything, "Master...I'm YOUR pet. I'm supposed to please you.”

  

  "What did I tell you yesterday?” Scott answered for his pet since he told the boy as much the day before, "Master's gay...” he licked again, "this DOES please him.” He nuzzled against and under the boy's nuts, taking in the soft, gentle scent and shuddering as he licked there, his nose buried against his cat's fur. Slowly, he pulled away to lick and nipped at Jeff's nuts, before moving back to the swollen sheath.

  

  Jeff moaned innocently, and as his master began licking and nuzzling against him, any resistance simply disappeared from his mind. He purred deeply while leaning back fully for Master to take advantage of his young body.

  

  The fox ran his paws up and down Jeff's thighs, not wanting to move away from the warmest buried spots of his kitten's groin and their soft pubescent scent, but doing so anyway, and taking the end of Jeff's bulging sheath into his lips, to try and coax the boy's cock out into the open.

  

  Jeff squirmed lower onto his back so he could wrap his legs around his master's shoulders and hold his head gently to his loins, purring and moaning at the fox's attention to his quickly filling sheath.

  

  Scott snaked the tip of his tongue into the end of his kitten's sheath and was greeted by the hard, and bit still spongy, pointed tip of his pet's cock as it finally slid free and across his tongue, into the fox's waiting muzzle.

  

  The cat hesitantly placed his paws on the back of his master's head, purring deeply. He wanting to push the older fox down, to have him start sucking, but felt more than a little awkward trying to be even slightly dominant. So, instead, he just lied there, moaning blissfully, purring in pleasure, and letting master go at his own pace.

  

  Scott licked along the length of his pet's cock, from where it began out of the sheath, along its small barbs, and finally across its tip, taking in the drop of precum forming there, before opening his muzzle wide and letting the feline cock slide across his tongue and into his open muzzle as deeply as it could probe

  

  Jeff gasped and instinctively thrust upward while pushing his master's head downward, lust overshadowing his previous concerns, "Oh, Master...!” With his eyes tightly shut, he purred deeply, very amateurishly thrusting up to meet the fox's muzzle every time he went down.

  

  The fox wondered for a moment if he should punish his pet for being so forceful, for thrusting against him like that, but decided not to. The least he could do for the boy is let him enjoy this...especially with what he was getting ready to do. He relaxed and let his pet hump against him, but tried to slow the motions down, consciously trying to make sure the boy didn't cum.

  

  Jeffery continued whimpering and shaking nervously, never expecting to ever be fucking his master's muzzle like this. After a few more thrusts and hard sucks from master's muzzle, he very dreamily spoke up to master, "K-keep...going...I'm getting...c-close, Master...” He mewled loudly after finishing his sentence, giving the fox a generous squirt of pre, while thrusting even more forcefully.

  

  Scott used the greater strength he had to push upward, breaking his cat's grip on his head, and slowly licking up the boy's length, a string of precum and saliva breaking between his muzzle and the young feline's cock much like had happened with his own moments earlier. "Calm down, Kitten...” he gently blew on his pet's twitching cock as he lowered his muzzle to the teenager's nuts again, nuzzling there and taking in the now much stronger scent.

  

  The cat whimpered again, very innocently purring at his master's nuzzling but not purring as loudly as before, "But, Master...”

  

  "Shhh...” Scott nuzzled more and licked at his pet's nuts, loving the taste of the light sweat there in his fur as he lifted them up with his tongue and buried his nose behind them once again, breathing deep an licking firmly through the fur there.

  

  Jeff whimpered loudly, but trying to remain as quiet as possible after the 'Shhh.' Still though, he begged for master to finish him off by squirming lightly and mewling like a kitten in heat. The fox, though, simply raised his paw and softly and gently stroked the begging kitty's stomach...while his muzzle nudged and nuzzled lower, looking for his pet's still-virgin tail hole with his muzzle and his tongue.

  

  Very shakily, mostly out of nervousness, Jeffery momentarily broke his short silence, "Master...please...?” He mewled, begging for it like a good pet, and trying his best not to sound demanding.

  

  Scott, though, simply ignored him. And soon enough he finally found his pet's hole and licked against it roughly, pushing his tongue stiffly against the warm ring of flesh as he wrapped his paw around the young cock, squeezing hard, but not stroking.

  

  The cat mewled once again, dribbling out another stream of pre onto his stomach. It had felt good before when Scott fingered him, but feeling his master's tongue licking there was beyond compare.

  

  Scott licked harder and more forcefully, imagining his cock there against the hot flesh of his kitten's pucker instead of his tongue, and began to lose himself, his tip dripping pre nearly constantly onto the floor as he began jacking his pet off as hard and fast as he could.

  

  Jeffery began purring deeply, every now and then giving out a yelp when master's tongue almost penetrated but didn't. He wrapped a paw around his master's, jacking off with him and hoping to cum very soon. With his other paw, he tried to reach between his legs and pet the elder fur's head, but couldn't reach, and instead just took to petting the top of the fox's muzzle as encouragingly as possible, "Ungh! Master, I'm close...!”

  

  That caught the fox's attention and he let go yet again. It wasn't that he was trying to deny his pet an orgasm, or even teasing him. He hoped, actually, that if his kitten was worked up enough, the topping wouldn't be a problem. But letting him cum would ruin all of that.

  

  Satisfied at his attempts to rile the boy up, and at how wet and slick he'd made the hole his nose remained buried in, he decided it was time to move along. Finally pulling his muzzle away, he began climbing up onto the couch with the cat. He slipped in between his pet's legs, and held the boy's knees until his kitten's thighs were around his waist and their muzzles met.

  

  "It's time...” Scott's cock tip brushed lightly against Jeffery's ass.

  

  The cat looked his master right in the eyes. He afraid of what was going to happen, but the fox's repeated promises not to hurt him were still fresh in mind. Breathing heavily, he placed both his paws on master's forearms, holding onto them for dear life, "Master...?”

  

  "Yes?” Scott moved his hips until his tip slid in the cat's crack, and began to shift it about, searching for to find the warm flesh of his pet's hole, still wet from his rimming.

  

  Jeffery teared up immediately, flinching from his master's cock brushing against him, "Please...I-I...I don't want to hurt.”

  

  "Shhh...it's okay...” the fox brushed his pet's head-fur lightly with his paw, looking him in the eyes as comfortingly as he could. "Master really wants this...but he promises he won't hurt you to get it. Now, please...just think of how good master was making you feel: his finger yesterday, his muzzle and tongue just now.” As he spoke, his tip finally found and poked against the boy's hole very gently, "Just relax.”

  

  Jeff gulped hard, realizing that, no matter what, it was going to happen...and just submitted as best as possible, his eyes never leaving his master's, "I'll...do my best, Sir.”

  

  Scott growled very low, and began pushing in. His tapered tip spread the cat's hole, but not yet even as wide as his thumb had the day before, and he was careful to stop before his tip pushed in all the way to the shaft, "S-see...?” His voice was strained as he held himself back from going farther, "Not that bad...like my thumb, right? You okay?”

  

  Liking it so far, the cat mewled, and through half-lidded eyes responded to master's question. "I'm...okay...” He continued breathing heavily, skeptical about whether or not this was actually happening.

  

  Scott pushed farther. He went as slow as he could, but all-too-soon, his cock had tapered into the full girth of his shaft, which slid in a bit more freely and quickly, as it was all the same size from there on. He stopped again, though, with no more than a half inch of his shaft buried inside.

  

  Whimpering again, this time out of the pain of being stretched so wide, Jeff nervously spoke up, "Master...it hurts...” Squirming, hoping somehow to make it feel better, he unintentionally squeezed down hard on the elder fur's cock.

  

  Struggling not to push in farther, the fox opened his eyes and looked at the boy, "How bad?” With nothing to keep it from slipping in more, his length inched in a bit farther without him really meaning to. And at the feeling of the tight warmth, he could only whimper as he push even more past that, unable to control himself, "A-are you okay?”

  

  With every bit of extra length, the pain grew worse and worse, "It burns Master. Please stop...” Not expecting his master to listen, Jeffery cried softly, half from the pain, and half from the fear of it getting only worse from there.

  

  Scott leaned in close, putting his head against the side of his kitten's, "Shhh...relax. Please relax...okay?” It was everything he could do to keep himself from forcing himself entirely into his pet. He was still inches from the beginning of the knot, and he wanted nothing more than to feel himself buried balls deep in the kitten...but, for now, he didn't move. "You have...to c-calm down or it'll only hurt more...” he petted the side of Jeff's head, "Deep breaths...okay?”

  

  The cat listened to his master and shakily took in long, deep breaths. It helped a little, but not much...his tail hole still burning and unknown to the both of them, bright red from being once being so tight, and now being stretched so unexpectedly wide.

  

  "Master's gonna' do this very slow. So just keep breathing...okay?” Still petting the side of the boy's head, Scott spoke as softly as he could.

  

  Shakily, full of pain and the fear of how much more this could hurt, Jeffery softly responded, "O-okay...M-master...”

  

  Slowly, the fox began pulling back, remembering from his own first time, that having it removed too quickly can hurt almost worse than putting it in. He went as slowly as he could manage, but when his tapered tip was the only thing left, the pressure from the cat's ring forced it out immediately as it closed up and clenched tight.

  

  With tear filled eyes, Jeff looked up to his master again, hoping it was over, but having the sickening feeling it was only beginning, "Y-you're done? I...I thought you wanted to...to...” He tried to ignore the still thumping pain in his read, not wanting to let that get in the way of doing his job...of pleasing his master.

  

  "I want it...I want it a lot...” Scott's tip still lightly touched his pet's hole, "I wanna' thrust back inside of you right now, and I wanna' hold you here while I make you mine.” He let out long, strained breaths, just talking about it making him almost do it.

  

  The pain still very fresh, the thought of master continuing only made the cat's tail hole sting more as it clenched tightly, afraid of being penetrated again. The boy, though, just lied there quietly, dreading the possibilities, but letting Master do as he will.

  

  "But you've been too good...” Scott swallowed hard and panted, "too good of a pet, and too good in every other way...for me to hurt you like this.” He nuzzled the side of Jeffery's head, his tip finally inching away from the boy's hole, "I can't watch you cry.”

  

  Jeffery only teared up more so, though for a decidedly different reason: thankful that his master changed his mind for now and in absolute glee as to why, "I...I don't know what to say.”

  

  "Nothing,” the fox looked down at his kitten's cock, still hard, but subsiding, and began sliding himself down the boy's body. "Thank you for letting me try, Kitten...” he licked along the boy's tip.

  

  Jeffery gasped when Master's attentions there return, but the now growing devotion to the FOX's happiness overwhelmed his own need for release. "Master...I'm sorry...” he sniffled, "...let me make it up to you.”

  

  "What do you mean? Make it up to me, how? You have nothing to be sorry for, Kitten.” Scott looked up with a smile, his tongue teasing along his pet's barbs and already standing him back at attention.

  

  The cat spoke softly, half hoping his master would accept, so he could stop feeling guilty, "Let me suck you first...?”

  

  "No,” Scott looked him in the eye more firmly than he had all day, to let his kitten know that it wasn't up for discussion. "I have more to make up for to you, than you do to me,” he licked again, "And you offering is more than enough to show what a good boy you are. Now, just relax.” He sucked his kitten's dick into his muzzle quickly, hoping to finally give the boy that orgasm he was depriving him of for so long.

  

  Jeffery did as he was told and relaxed, sitting still and letting his master do the work this time. He purred again, very loudly, while holding onto the fox's ears, "Mmm...Master...”

  

  The fox went to work suckling and bobbing his head, his paw fondling the kitten's balls and rubbing behind them, but being very careful to stay far away from the boy's hole. And on every upward motion, he twisted his head, playing with the underdeveloped barbs with his tongue.

  

  Jeffery mewled loudly and thrust up out of habit, giving into his master's more skilled muzzle and almost immediately spraying his entire small load into the older fur's mouth.

  

  Scott sucked it down without question, letting go of the boy's nuts and gently rubbing his inner thigh as he rode out the orgasm, twitching and spurting into his master's mouth. Gently, the fox pulled his head off and looked up at his kitten with a smile, "Good boy...”

  

  Purring between his heaving breaths, the cat's eyes remained lazily closed, but he did manage a response, "You're...proud I came, Master?”

  

  Scott chuckled and moved up the length of his pet's body, gently cradling him against his chest before he rolled onto his back on the couch, "You know what I'm proud of...” He paused for a moment with a sigh, "I'm sorry I hurt you, Kitten. We can wait,” he nuzzled the top of Jeff's head, "I don't want you hurt.”

  

  Jeffery, lying atop the fox, nuzzled against his master's chest and underneath his muzzle, "Thank you, Sir. You don't know how much that means to me...” Lying sleepily and purring against the elder fur, the thumping burn beneath his tail seemed a distant memory...as the thought washed over him, that he actually felt loved...for the first time in a very long time.


  ~


  There we go! A Warm Bed continues!
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  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Did we trick you?

  I bet you thought Scott was just gonna' go for it, right? When he was telling him to breathe deep to make it hurt less, it sounded like he was trying to be gentle but still planning to finish the deed, yeah?


  Not quite what happened, though, huh?


  And now Jeff seems even happier with the situation, and Scott's more caring side is showing itself more and more. Will the fox be able to keep restraining his baser instincts? When will the breeding finally come? And where will their relationship go from here?


  Tune in next time to find out!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 11 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...for all 15 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 5


  Chapter 5 --

  Inservit

  

  

  (August 27th)

  

  Scott stood back up and stretched his back -- quickly growing stiff from being bent over to load the dishwasher -- and looked over at the kitten to his side, "Done yet?” He popped his neck as he watched his pet busily cleaning the last pot too burnt and encrusted to be put in the washer.

  

  Jeffery scrubbed feverishly, trying to get the little stuck pieces off the bottom of the pot and determined to not be defeated. "Uhm...I might be...” hopeful, he showed his master the inside of the pot, "Is that good, Sir?”

  

  The fox nodded, "It'll do fine, Kitten.” He took it from the boy, "My own fault, anyway; I shouldn't have let it sit out all night.” He looked up from the pot, "But, in my defense, I was a little...preoccupied...”

  

  Jeff smiled and giggled slightly, "So what now, Master?”

  

  Scott closed and turned on the dishwasher, "Wasn't there something or another on TV that you wanted to see tonight?”

  

  The cat thought for a moment, "There might have been something, Master...but I don't remember. Do YOU want to watch TV?” He paused with an impish grin, "...or do you want to do something else?”

  

  Tilting his head, Scott stepped a little closer to his kitten, "Something else...?”

  

  Jeff took in a deep breath, nervous about flat-out saying it, "Well if you wanted to...y'know, do something else...we can. It's a little earlier than usual, but that didn't stop you on last night...” He blushed.

  

  The fox smiled and reached out, messing with the little cat's hair a bit, "Y'know? That's the first time you've ever been the one to bring it up.” He moved his paw to his pet's shoulder, "Thanks for the offer, Kitten...but don't worry. When Master wants it, he'll say so. And for the record, last night was special. With it being the first proper day of school, and all...I had some frustration to work through.”

  

  Jeff chuckled, "So you told me, Sir.”

  

  "Also, not that I mind the enthusiasm...” Scott smiled warmly, "but I know it's not something you like...so you aren't expected to initiate it.”

  

  The cat smiled but the blush remained. He wanted to argue against his master's, 'I know it's not something you like,' but he couldn't find enough courage to speak up, "So TV it is then, Master?”

  

  "Sure!” Scott held out his arms like he'd gotten into the habit of doing, "Hop up, boy.”

  

  Jeff giggled and complied. He wasn't entirely she why Scott liked it so much, but he'd certainly gotten accustomed to being occasionally carried around. So, placing a paw again on master's shoulder as a brace, he jumped.

  

  The fox caught his kitten swiftly in his arms and smiled down at him, lightly kissing him on the nose, "Good boy. Now...what was the show you wanted to watch, tonight? Some premier of something or another...?”

  

  "No. Not a premier, really...just an interesting episode of something.” Jeff hummed in thought while the fox carried him into the living room, "It's on that learning channel: the one with all those smart shows on it.”

  

  "When you say 'that learning channel' you don't actually mean TLC, do you?” Scott sat down on the couch, shifting his kitten so that his back was lying across his lap, "Cause there's nothing 'smart' left on that channel.”

  

  "Isn't that the baby-beauty-pageant-channel? No,” the cat shook his head as snuggled against his master, "It's one of the others. The History Chanel, maybe?”

  

  Scott raised an eyebrow, "You mean pawn shops and aliens?”

  

  "Oh. No.” Jeff's face scrunched up in thought, "Uhm...A&E?”

  

  The fox, though, shook his head, "Just hoarders and overdue storage facilities.”

  

  Jeff sighed, "I guess Discovery's no better.”

  

  "Not really. Mythbusters is nice...but ALL those channels have been taken over by third rate reality shows, now.” Scott thought for a moment too, "If you're actually looking for something semi-educational, there's a good chance you're thinking about Smithsonian or the Science Channel.”

  

  "Smithsonian! That's it!” The cat smiled wide, "Thank you for correcting me, Master.”

  

  Scott smiled and held onto the boy with one arm as he grabbed the remote with the other, "I wasn't correcting you. I was just making sure I put it on the right channel.” He opened up the cable menu and started looking for Smithsonian while lightly petting the boy with his freer paw.

  

  Jeff smiled contentedly, purring under the elder fur's paw and simply enjoying his master's company, "Well thank you anyway, Master. And not just for correcting me...but for everything you've done for me...”

  

  "Hey, now! None of that,” the fox didn't look at his pet, too busy trying to find Smithsonian. "It's not like I've done it for free, right? You've more than paid me back for all of this...”

  

  "Have I?”

  

  "Of course you have.” Scott finally looked away from the television and down at his kitten, "What do you mean?”

  

  "It's just...” Jeff averted his eyes, "I mean: I know you wanted more out of this than just...just blow jobs.”

  

  "I do,” Scott resumed his petting and menu surfing, "but I can be patient.”

  

  Feeling mildly uncomfortable and wanting to be careful to not sound TOO eager to please, the cat switched gears, "Master...doing this right here, snuggling with you, it's not so bad.” Even as he spoke, he wasn't sure why he was saying any of it. Why bother pretending it bothered him more than it did? He'd been here a week, now, so why couldn't he just admit how he actually felt? "Too bad this isn't the only thing I have to do...”

  

  "Yeah...but you agreed to this. You know there has to be more...” Still petting the boy, Scott finally found Smithsonian, but the show wouldn't be on for a while, so he muted the TV for now.

  

  Jeff was more than a little saddened about lying to Scott about what they do, but couldn't seem to bring himself to correct it, "Yes master...”

  

  "I've been gentle enough, right? I've tried not to go too far.” The fox looked down at his kitten, "I mean...I know you'd rather not do any of it, but I'm trying to make it easier. Like last week when I decided not to...well, you know...because it was hurting you...”

  

  "Yes, Master. And thank you. E-even though I...I should've just let you do it. I should've been a good boy...” Jeff wriggled around a bit and looked up at the elder fur, "I HAVE been good, so far...right, Sir?”

  

  "You've been very good, Kitten. You even were then. You asked me to stop, but you had every reason to. I was hurting you.” Scott idly played with his pet's hair, "Just because you're my pet doesn't mean I should be able to do whatever I want to you. I mean...would it be right for me to come home and hit you, if I had a bad day at work?”

  

  The cat shuddered at the thought of his master acting like his father had, "No. I'd run away again if you were like that...” He jolted, and quickly amended himself, not wanting the fox to think he was considering leaving, "But only if you did that, though, Master! I-I wouldn't do anything like that otherwise...”

  

  "Exactly!” Scott completely ignored his pet's perceived misstep, "And you'd have every right to. So why would it have been okay for me to hurt you, last week?”

  

  "I wasn't thinking of it like that when I asked you to stop, but I'm glad you listened. I was afraid that you'd take that as breaking your 'never say no' rule...”

  

  "Remember my other rule, though? That there's never anything wrong with asking? That's what I took it as: you ASKING me to stop.”

  

  "Yes Sir, I remember...” Jeff looked up at Scott and smiled again, "So I can really ask you anything, Master?”

  

  "How many times have I explained this rule to you?” The fox poked his pet on the nose.

  

  "A few times...but this question is a little different.” Jeff took in a deep breath before beginning, "At work, you're around kids my age, right?”

  

  Scott seemed a little uncomfortable with the question already, but took a breath and answered, "...Yes.”

  

  The cat blushed while continuing, "Have you ever done anything with any of them, like, sexually?”

  

  "No. Not even once.” Scott shook his head, "I've had more than one opportunity...but never acted on them. Of course, that's not to say it was out of any moral obligation or anything...it's just too big of a risk.”

  

  "So, I'm your youngest?”

  

  "Uhm...technically speaking? No.” The fox smirked, "You're my largest age difference, but not my youngest. See: when I was in high school -- I was about 16 at the time -- I had some fun with a 13-year-old...” he coughed, "Or rather...he turned 13 while we were together.”

  

  Jeff just giggled, still blushing and trying to smoothly broach the subject he'd been pressing at the whole time, "So did you mount him? Or am I going to be your youngest with that?”

  

  "Oh...uhm...well...” Scott seemed almost embarrassed for once, "No I never mounted HIM. But...”

  

  The cat's eyes widened, "He mounted YOU?”

  

  Scott just coughed and nodded, "So...you uhm...you won't be the youngest I've had anal sex with. But you'll be the youngest I've topped.”

  

  Jeff gulped nervously and shakily responded, "Well, uhm...unless you wanted to wait or something...do you think we could try again?”

  

  The fox blinked, "Wait. Is that where you've been going with all this?” Looking back over their conversation, even back at the dishwasher, he realized that it was exactly what the cat was getting at, "You're asking if I want to try and top you again?”

  

  Jeff blushed deeply, for some reason beginning to panic, "If you want to, Sir. I just, I mean...since last week, that is...you haven't even tried. But I...I KNOW you still want to. I mean...am I right, Master? Or am I being stupid?”

  

  "No. You're right. I do...” Scott nodded, "I want to nearly every night.” He began to swell just at the thought of it, his sheath pressing against his pet's back, still laid across his lap, "Every time I have one of my fingers inside you and feel how...” he took a shaky breath, "...warm you are.” He stopped himself and shook his head, "But, no. I can't. It hurt you too bad when I tried last time, and your muzzle's been doing just fine.”

  

  The cat tried not to -- still not wanting to appear too eager -- but started growing aroused too, at the thought of his master's fingers, "Last time, I just don't think we did enough to get me ready. Maybe if...this time...if you work your way up from one finger until you think I'm really ready...maybe it won't be so bad.”

  

  "Why are you trying so hard to convince me?”

  

  "I want to be a good boy, Master. I know I can make you proud.”

  

  "Kitten...” Scott tensed up, trying to keep himself under control, "you're getting Master really excited...and it's gonna' be too late to take it back, soon.”

  

  Jeff nodded and grew quiet, stopping to think this whole situation over again, debating whether or not it was really a good idea. Having Master excited and anxious wouldn't be as easy to deal with as a slower and more sensual Scott...but hopefully the elder fur would do the adequate prep-work this time and it wouldn't be so bad, "Yes Master. I wanna' try, at least...”

  

  "What about your show?” The fox placed his free paw, the paw he'd been changing channels with before, onto his cat's chest.

  

  "Isn't that what the DVR is for?”

  

  Scott picked the remote back up and pointed it at the TV, "It's about to be too late to turn back...”

  

  Jeff gulped looked up at his master, nervous about continuing, but the few reasons to continue greatly outweighed the possible consequences, "It's okay...I want you to be happy, Master.”

  

  "I...I can't promise it'll be as easy for me to stop this time...once I've gotten started.”

  

  "Can we at least take it slow, Sir?” The cat gulped again, feeling slightly lightheaded, "I want to do this for you, but...but I don't want it too hurt...not any more than it has to, anyway.”

  

  "Of course.” Scott set his pet's show to record, and then switched off the TV, "Stand up for me, Boy.”

  

  Jeff stood up, looking down at his master expectantly...and the fox twirled his finger in a little circle, signaling for the boy to turn around. Jeff did as he was told and raised his tail, assuming it would be necessary.

  

  Scott reached up and put one of his paws on his pet's soft, round, black furred rear, "Good boy.” As he rubbed the cat's ass cheek, his thumb crept into its crack and lightly brushed across the hole.

  

  The cat before him sighed out deeply, bending over bracing himself on his knees. Despite what would come later, THIS was something he'd grown to enjoy.

  

  Scott teased the boy's hole, firmly rubbing it with his thumb before he slid his paw down, where nimble vulpine fingers fondled the kitten's soft furred sack, "Nervous?”

  

  Jeff gulped, answering through an uneasy chuckle, "A little, Sir. But, this isn't bad right now.”

  

  The fox heard his kitten's the gulp, and kept playing with his nuts, letting his fingers brush the boy's sheath from time to time as well, "Sounds like more than a little. Are you regretting this, already? It WAS your idea, y'know.” As he moved forward on the couch, his other paw rose up to gently stroke Jeff's tail base and introduce his other thumb to his pet's hole.

  

  Jeff whimpered, swelling at his master's sensual, calming touch, "No, no...it's fine, Master.” A purr rose in his throat, but despite the fact that it would assure his master he was calm...he stifled it. Though he wanted to seem calm, he was too worried, still, about seeming too willing.

  

  Scott noticed the short, stifled purr, but took it for a grunt, as he pressed more firmly against his pet's hole. It was only with the flat of his thumb, for now, though not yet trying to push in...and, as he teased and pressed, he opened his other palm only to close it again, gripping the boy's package tightly in his grasp, "So long as you're sure...”

  

  The cat's purr finally escaped, only to be overtaken by an audible moan, as he succumbed once again to his master's domineering touch. He dreamily responded with a simple, "Mmm...yes, Master...” a phrase that had been repeated many times over the previous week.

  

  Scott moved his thumb away, snaking his paw down and around the highest part of Jeff's thigh, and pulled him back by his leg and his package, bringing his upturned ass directly in front of his face.

  

  Jeff simply let his master lead, as the fox moved both of his paws away and pressed his nose against the back of the cat's sack. The elder fur took in a deep breath, and Jeff looked back at his master, only seeing the top of his head but knowing exactly what was coming next.

  

  Scott raised his muzzle, licking lightly across Jeff's nuts and the fur behind them as his nose inched closer and closer to his pet's tailhole. The light scent of the cat's nether regions, as his nose traveled amongst them, caused his own pants to tighten nearly to the point that they were painful. He ignored it, though, continuing along until finally, his nose and then tongue found their target.

  

  The cat whimpered again, more loudly this time, but trailed off into a pitiful mewl, finding being rimmed surprisingly arousing. And hoping to make his master continue, he shamelessly pressed his hips backward.

  

  Scott pushed his nose harder against the boy's ass, and licked across the pucker in long, firm strokes. His paws, though, still held his kitten's thighs and were far from his sheath and balls. And his absent touch was entirely deliberate...as he hoped the feeling of his tongue would tease the boy and make him wish his master's paws were back at his groin.

  

  Jeff shakily exhaled a few times, trying his best to get his thoughts straight, "Umph...Master? I...” He idly stroked his fully swollen sheath to coax himself free, getting almost too aroused to wait and see if his master would do anything to help.

  

  The fox felt the movement of Jeff's paw shaking his young body and responded by lightly slapping the cat's paw away. He then moved his muzzle just enough to speak, though his nose was still in the fur of his pet's tail base, "You...?”

  

  "I need...” Jeff looked back at his master again, but still couldn't see his face, "I'm...hard...” He blushed, but Scott couldn't see it.

  

  "And...?” Scott flicked his tongue out along the boy's hole again.

  

  The cat whimpered loudly, "I...I...” and stuttered nervously, not exactly sure how to word the request, "I...don't know...”

  

  "Hmmm...” Scott shrugged, restraining himself from laughing at his pet, "I guess it wasn't important then.” He pressed his muzzle against his kitten's hole again, licking ever more firmly and pressing into him so hard, it was almost as if he was trying to get inside.

  

  Jeff took in a few shaky breathes, each rough and rasping through his continued purring. And after a few moments, he nervously gripped one of his master's paws in a futile attempt to pull it toward his package.

  

  The fox immediately stopped licking for a moment and let out a low growl.

  

  Jeff immediately let go of his master's paw, whimpering out of desperation, "Master...I need you...”

  

  Scott moved his muzzle again, "Then ask -- but never force -- Master. Like I keep warning you: there can be consequences.” He lightly rubbed his pet's thigh, "Now tell Master what you want.”

  

  The cat laid his ears back submissively, "I'm sorry Master...”

  

  Scott nuzzled lovingly against his pet's hole, to calm him down, "Boy...?”

  

  "Yes master?”

  

  "Tell master what you want...”

  

  "I just want to paw off, Sir. Please...? Can I?”

  

  "And what happens if you cum before it's time for me to take you...?” Scott let his paw slink slowly to his pet's sheath, "You wouldn't want to be done, and not horny anymore when I top you, would you? I promise you that that would make it a LOT less enjoyable...”

  

  Jeff just whimpered in dismay, "I just...I don't know. I want to cum, but...that'd be bad I guess...”

  

  The fox moved his paw away, "And think of how much better it'll be when you finally DO get to finish...” He began licking the boy's hole again, his tongue slipping across it with ease, thanks to how slick he had already made it. Amidst the licking, without warning, the tip of his tongue pressed against the hole and spread it open just a bit.

  

  Jeff mewled loudly and bent over more, almost immediately forgetting about his previous request, "Oah...Master...”

  

  Scott pressed harder, wanting his tongue inside of his pet at least a little, but doing his best to keep it from going too far. The cat, though, whimpered more and pressed back towards him, hoping that he WOULD go farther...hoping to feel the slick intruder slip even deeper inside.

  

  Scott felt his kitten's hole closing around more and more of his tongue, and -- worried about going too deep -- pulled back to let his tongue slide from the wet, slippery tailhole, "Feel nice...?”

  

  Jeff purred loudly in approval, "Yes Master...very nice...”

  

  "I think it's time for something a bit more solid, then...” the fox slid his paw up the back of Jeff's thigh, until his index finger was on his kitten's hole.

  

  Jeff looked back at his master, and smiled, albeit nervously. The elder fur's fingers were pleasant, but they were also a reminder of what was to come. Scott wasted only a moment of time rubbing his pet's pucker before pushing against it, his finger slipping into the tongue-lubed hole to the first and then second joint with ease.

  

  The cat whined slightly, despite having expected it. Even though he enjoyed it, and even though he'd had more than a week to grow accustomed to it, being fingered remained, still, a very alien experience, "Master...?”

  

  Scott grinned, wiggling his finger inside of his kitten, "Yes Boy?” Not waiting for the younger fur to continue, though, he pulled his finger out to the tip and pushed it in quickly to his knuckles, knowing that, after a week, no matter how rushed he was, one finger couldn't hurt the boy. Rewarded with only grateful mewling, he pulled it out to the tip again, and began sliding his finger in and out of his pet, moving it and twisting as he went.

  

  Jeff whimpered again, more and more loudly, as he unknowingly clenched down on the finger, "I...can I...paw off, now?”

  

  "We just talked about this less than a minute ago.” The fox kept slipping his finger into the cat's tightening hole, "If you cum, you'll lose interest, and getting topped will be a lot worse.” Without warning, his free arm wrapped around the cat's waist to hold him still, and, when his busy finger was pulled back out to its tip again, his middle finger joined it on the thrust inward. For now, though, he thrust them only half way in.

  

  The feeling of both his master's fingers inside of him washed away Jeff's thoughts again and made him temporarily forget his desperation to cum. He clenched down hard around the fingers, gritting his teeth and tightly gripped his knees. As his master continued, though, he relaxed more and more, the initial shock wearing off quickly as he fell back into a pleasure driven daze.

  

  Scott pushed them in deeper with every thrust -- not quickly, but not slowly either -- until his knuckles were against the boy, and then pulled them back out to their tips, "You okay?”

  

  The cat mewled loudly, repeating the same, obedient chant, "Yes Master...I am.” Inside, though, he was being a very bad boy. Master didn't want him to cum, and Jeff resolved to be a good boy, and to not ask again to paw. But that was only because it was becoming painfully clear that Scott's fingers might do the job for him, without him ever having to touch himself. Silently, he bit his bottom lip and leaned back, hoping to get more of the fox's fingers inside of him, and he could only hope his dribbling cock wouldn't alert the elder fur.

  

  Luckily it didn't, and, behind him, the fox just pushed his fingers in again and again quicker with every thrust, and spreading them as he pulled back out...doing his best to loosen his kitten's hole.

  

  Jeff mewled submissively, finally considering that perhaps the fox's cock wouldn't be so bad; his fingers surely were pleasurable, after all. He pushed back against the fingers, letting his master know that it wasn't so bad, and hopefully signaling him to continue more quickly.

  

  Scott smiled and gripped his pet's waist, thrusting his fingers into the cat, spreading and twisting them as he watched them swallowed again and again by the boy's hole.

  

  The cat could only sigh out shakily as he thrust back against the fox's digits, not even worried, like he usually was, about what his master would say about him taking control over the situation. The boy clenched down against the fingers again, eyes closed and tail raised, hoping that his master was having as much fun as he was.

  

  And he was.

  

  Breathing heavily, though probably not noticeably to his purring and whimpering pet, Scott pulled his fingers free. "I can't wait any longer,” he was too turned on, now, to ask, or to even talk about it. "Go to our room, and wait for me on the bed,” he let go of the boy, "and I wanna' see your tail high when I get there.” His voice wasn't gruff or mean, but left no room for discussion.

  

  Jeff stumbled slightly forward from his master's sudden release, but instead of commenting, he followed the tone in the fox's voice and did as told. Briskly he exited the living room, padding lightly down the hall and into Scott's -- into their -- bedroom. Once there, he climbed into the bed with a shameless and childlike enthusiasm, his dripping cock bouncing around as he scurried into position. On his knees facing away from the door, he leaned forward onto his bent arms and raised his tail as high as he could, just like Master commanded.

  

  The fox walked into the room moments later, and climbed directly into the bed with his pet. His wet cock brushed against the back of Jeff's thigh, and his white and orange fur pressed against the boy's black. Apparently, he'd left his clothes in the living room.

  

  "Good boy.” Suddenly something very cold was against Jeff's hole, and Scott's thumb, slicker than his fingers had been before now, slipped into the cat.

  

  Jeff moaned, gripping his elbows hard. Being in this position, there was no denying what was actually happening. The thought, 'Master is going to top me!' kept pulsing, again and again, through his brain...a brain which had argued against doing this every night for the past a week. So why was it it...that every logical reason to turn and run away screaming was suddenly silenced? Perhaps it was the part of him that wanted to be a good boy: to make Master happy. Perhaps it was the growing part of him wondering if he might even want this for himself. Perhaps it didn't matter. He purred contently, feeling Master's digits invade him once again. He'd been gentle so far, why shouldn't he trust him now?

  

  Scott moved his thumb in and out just a little, and then pulled it out completely. And, again, only a second later, something cold was against Jeff's hole, this time trickling gently down, from there to his tightening balls.

  

  The cat took in a deep breath and clenched tight -- his eyes, his mouth, his ass, everything -- thinking, almost instinctively, that it was the best way to ready himself for losing his virginity to another male, "Go ahead, Master.” His own cock still stood out proud, though at an angle in his current position, which let his pre dribble down onto the bed's covering.

  

  Scott rubbed Jeff's hole, smearing the cold but quickly warming liquid into his flesh, "I am...but I'm trying to make it as easy on you as I can. That's why I bought lube after what happened last time.” He moved in closer, silencing his own nervous gulp, "I'll try to stop, if it hurts too bad. So don't be afraid to tell me.” Tentatively, he touched his tip to the boy's hole and both shuddered.

  

  Jeff clenched down even more, "Master, wait.”

  

  The fox took a breath and groaned, having been ready to do it, but having to force himself to stop. He spoke, but his voice was strained, "Okay...it's okay...I'm not pushing in yet.”

  

  Nervous about asking, noticing Master's struggle to not just, 'go at it,' Jeff stammered to speak, "C-can I paw off, now?”

  

  "Yes.”

  

  The cat sighed out deeply, thankful that Master finally showed some mercy, but somehow assumed it was just the fox's anxiousness getting the better of him, "Thank you, Sir.” He repositioned himself so that his chin was resting against the bed, his left paw was clutching the blankets, and his right paw was firmly wrapped around his own smaller, dripping cock. He braced once again for what was to come, "G-go ahead, Master...”

  

  Scott rubbed his tip against Jeff's tailhole, and let out a long, shaking sigh as he felt the lubed and loosened hole spreading for him, if only slightly, "I'm pushing in, boy.” Holding Jeff's tail in his paw, he leaned forward, pushing his hips ever so slightly and feeling the warm, tight ring close around his pointed tip as he sank into his kitten...and faster than he intended, thanks to the lube.

  

  Jeff whined loudly, spread further open than the two fingers had prepared him for, but not by much. He gripped the blankets tightly, unintentionally driving his claws into the fabric, and his other paw gripped his dick almost as hard, his mind too occupied by being mounted for the first time to start pawing off as he had planned to. He whimpered and his entire body tensed up from the shock of his first mounting...and that, of course, caused him to clench his hole as well, gripping his master's pole tightly and seemingly drawing more of it inside, though making it more difficult, despite the lube, to push.

  

  The fox groaned loudly and continued pressing forward, hindered by the clenched hole, but moving nonetheless and sinking farther and farther inside, "You're doing so good, Kitten...” he gripped the cat's tail firmly and rubbed his back with his freer paw, "just relax, Boy...relax. It's going so much easier this time. Just breathe and relax...let Master in.”

  

  As expected, being prepped helped a Jeff LOT, but an unusual feeling began stirring as his master sank deeper in. A painful but exciting pressure began to build -- not quite in his in his ass and not exactly in his stomach, but somewhere else he couldn't quite place -- that sent a tingling jolt from his naval to the tip of his dick. While taking in a long, shaking breath, he loosened up enough for Scott to slide in deeper and more quickly, stabbing that odd place deep inside of him again and causing him mewl out loudly in pain, "Master!”

  

  Scott stopped himself inside of the boy, buried nearly completely, now, "Shhh...” He let go of the tail and softly rubbed Jeff's ass, his other paw still on the boy's back, "It'll be okay...just breathe, Kitten.” He leaned over his pet, careful not to move himself inside of the boy too much, "Master wants this so bad. You're so warm...so tight...” he nuzzled his kitten's back, "I'll stop if I have to...but try for Master...try to relax...”

  

  The cat whimpered in pain. Though it wasn't overwhelming like the week before, it still wasn't pleasant. Like a good boy though, he continued to breathe in long, full breaths, relaxing for his master. After a few moments of just laying there, letting the fox lead, he finally spoke, "I'm okay, Master...” His left paw, though, which was beginning to tear at the comforter, was an obvious sign that, no matter what he said, he was still hurting. With his other paw he finally started to tend to himself, in short tentative strokes that nonetheless caused him to clench down on Scott in erratic pulses.

  

  Scott chose -- because he was so caught up in it all -- to listen to his pet's words instead of paying attention to his clenching hole, or his claws punching holes in the sheets...and he continued. He pushed farther into the cat's tightening hole, feeling his stomach and knot come completely into contact with the boy's ass. He growled lightly, the feelings overwhelming him, but he resisted the urge to pull back and to ride the boy like his body was screaming for him to do.

  

  As Jeff groaned and pawed beneath him, the fox gently humped against his pet's ass. He wasn't actually pulling out, or pushing in, but just grinding lightly against the boy to get him used to the feeling of being filled, and of having something, anything, so large moving inside of him. "Such a good boy. I want to take you so bad. Are you ready? Master wants to make you his...” Still leaned completely over him, he nuzzled and nipped lightly at Jeff's shoulders. And everything was telling him to just fuck the kitten, but he resisted the urge.

  

  At the sound of 'Master wants to make you his,' the thought of why Jeff originally wanted this came rushing back to mind. He wanted Master to be happy, and with that in mind there really wasn't much doubt of what his answer would be, "Yes master...I'm ready...”

  

  Scott nearly lost himself. Nearly. He pulled out to the tip, but stopped himself just short of thrusting back in to the hilt. Instead, he slid gently back inside, letting out a loud, shuddering moan as his cock was sheathed again within his kitten.

  

  The cat whimpered as the pressure inside of him was suddenly relieved only to return just as quickly...but when his master pushed back in the boy's cock, despite the pain, let loose a generous spurt of pre onto the bed.

  

  Scott repeated the gentle, steady thrusting -- twice, three times, four -- moaning and whimpering with every slide into the cat's hole. As he pulled out for a fifth, he shuddered out against the boy's ear, "Master's...about to go...faster, boy.” On his fifth, he slid in just as steadily as before, "I'll stop if it hurts...” and then pulled out again, "I promise.” And on the sixth, he thrust for the first time, hilting himself inside of his pet and wrapping his arms tight around his stomach. Too turned on to consider taking it slow, he simply let his warning be enough.

  

  Beneath him, Jeff continued pawing off. Each time his master pushed in, the boy gave out spurts of pre, each time finding the pressure deep in his ass, and the tingling from his naval to cock-tip, more and more pleasurable than before...though it never stopped hurting. "Yes Master...faster...” He moaned out dreamily, nearing his own orgasm and too caught up in it all to think straight.

  

  The fox rode his pet, finally thrusting in and out of the cat's hole as fast as he could. On many thrusts, his tip came near completely out, and the boy's hole almost closed before he thrust back in.

  

  The vulpine growled loudly after a moment and drew himself in close. As his arms synched ever tighter around his kitten, his thrusts grew hard and quick, none drawing even half the length of his cock free of the boy. Rapid erratic thrusts tapped his knot against his pet, again and again, in time with the elder fur's desperate panting...he was getting close.

  

  Jeff mewled loudly every so often, loving the thought that Master was enjoying himself. The feel of another male's slimy cock going in and out of his ass was overwhelming, but the thought that he was actually -- though secretly and still through the pain -- enjoying it, himself, was just unbelievable. And after long, noisy moments of simply letting the fox ride him, Jeff began to thrust back. He mistimed a few thrusts but discovered quickly how much better it felt to work with Scott instead of just 'being there' for him. Though it was too quiet to hear, beneath the wet, slapping sounds of sex, beneath the kitten's own mewling and whimpering, and beneath his master's growls...Jeff began to purr again.

  

  And his final unabashed enjoyment came none-too-soon.

  

  Scott thrust hard against the boy and stiffened as he took his pet's shoulder into his muzzle and bit down...not hard enough to break the flesh, but he was too turned on to keep it gentle. He shuddered and gripped the boy tighter than before, jerking hard against him, again and again. Though his knot remained outside -- enough sense left in him to not tie the boy so soon -- his cock swelled inside his kitten and he came: stream after remorseless stream suddenly filling his pet.

  

  The cat mewled out long and loud, feeling the scalding seed rush deep inside of him, a feeling which, despite the burning pain, caused him to cum as well, spraying his own smaller load onto the bed. And no sooner had he cum, than he collapsed forward, too spent to maintain his balance, let alone hold his master's weight.

  

  Scott lost his balance as well for a moment, but caught himself on one paw, and, holding onto his pet with the other, kept the boy close to his chest, careful not to crush him. "It's okay, Boy...it's over...” he nuzzled his kitten's back and very slowly pulled himself free, still holding the boy close.

  

  Still weak from his orgasm, and from being so utterly dominated for the first time, Jeff just laid limply in the elder fur's arms, too overwhelmed to speak, but now becoming very aware of his burning hole.

  

  The fox gently laid his pet down on the bed and followed softly beside him, his arm draped across the boy, "Are you okay?” He blinked in the silence, suddenly waves of guilt and worry that he'd gone too far washing over him, "Jeffery? Are you okay?”

  

  Jeff turned dreamily to look at his master and smiled. Being called 'Jeffery' again after all of this, was just as emotionally overwhelming as the act itself. It meant that he wasn't totally defaced to his Master. He was still a person. "I'm fine Master...” He laid back down on the bed, relaxing and reflecting on losing his virginity to a male, "...just tired.”

  

  Scott slipped his arm around his kitten and drew him close into a gentle hug, "So long as you're sure,” he nuzzled the top of his pet's head. "Now you rest, Jeff. I'll be right back, okay?” He nuzzled him again and sat up, slipping off of the bed and standing slowly, still not quite past his afterglow.

  

  The cat curled up, not entirely into a ball, and moved very little, save for his breaths. And before the fox could get far, his kitten spoke up, "Where you going, Master?”

  

  Scott smiled from just near the doorway, where his pet could see him looking back, "Just gotta' clean myself off, and get a little something to drink. Don't worry: I'll be back before you even realize I'm gone. I won't let you sleep alone.”

  

  "Master...?” Jeff stopped him again before he could get out of the door.

  

  "Yes?” the fox looked back.

  

  Jeff gulped, a look coloring his face that could have easily been misconstrued as fear...but it wasn't. He was in pain, he was tired, and he was dealing with new feelings he couldn't quite describe. Some part of him enjoyed it, from the second his master pushed in, until he laid him down, pulled him to his chest, and called him Jeffery for the first time in over a week. Some part of him loved behind there in the fox's arms, loved feeling the fox inside of him, and loved...the fox. "Did I...” for some reason, though, he could barely admit it to himself, let alone to Scott, "...was I a good pet?”

  

  Scott smiled warmly, "You were...” he nodded, "You were a very good boy.” With that, he turned again to leave, disappearing into the hall. But the instant he'd left his pet's sight...his warm smile faded away to the sound of a nearly inaudible, crestfallen sigh.


  ~
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  There you go! There's the breeding so many of you have been waiting for!


  But what's going on behind the scenes here? Jeffery wants this now? Jeffery's developing feelings for Scott? And even enjoying the sex? I wonder: Stockholm or love? Whatever it is, he certainly seems to be having trouble with it...and particularly with admitting it to himself and Scott.


  And what ABOUT Scott? What was that little sigh about in the end? Is he feeling guilty, like he did something wrong? Or might it have something to do with Jeff's question: "Was I a good pet?"


  Tune in soon to find out!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 10 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...for all 15 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 6


  Chapter 6 --

  Amor

  

  

  (September 2nd)

  

  It had been one day short of a week since Scott was finally able to top his pet for the first time. It had happened more than once since...though it hadn't become a daily ritual. Scott wasn't intent on putting the boy through hell, especially considering what a good job he'd been doing as a pet over these two weeks.

  

  Today, in fact, young Jeff was finally receiving the just rewards of his attentive work. Like he had been promised shortly after arriving, he was finally being trusted with and allowed a phone call. Today, for the first time weeks -- the first time since long before he'd even met Scott -- Jeff was on the phone with his mother.

  

  The cat hadn't expected to be so happy to speak with her. She hadn't been the best mother, but he still loved her and he was glad she knew he was alright. However, even though she was happy to hear from him, the call, like Jeff had expected, hadn't progressed too well.

  

  He was used to her behavior enough that he could tell she had been drinking...and that was a state he'd very much hoped NOT to find her in.

  

  "Mom, I-I'm sorry...I ju...” he stopped short, sniffling uneasily as he was cut off.

  

  Scott had been mostly ignoring the conversation, but the last few statements had drawn his attention, causing him to put down his book and turn to look at his kitten. He'd made Jeff sit beside him on the couch for this; he wanted to let Jeff have his call like he promised, but he was still more than a little uneasy leaving the boy alone with a phone. Not that he expected, anymore, for Jeff to intentionally say something he shouldn't...but there were many troublesome things he could accidently let slip.

  

  Now, though, something seemed very, very wrong, and Scott wasn't sure what do to about it, save for watching his poor naked little kitten shrink into the couch. For the first time since his first days here, Jeff covered his shame with his paws, drooping his head and ears, as his eyes angled farther and farther down. He was retreating into himself...he was hurt...scared.

  

  After a few moments of silence -- for Scott at least -- Jeff spoke again, his voice wavering, and his eyes beginning to water, "Mom...please...” He continued sheepishly, "Stop yelling.”

  

  The fox's eyes grew ever more concerned, but knew he couldn't say anything. The last thing either of them needed was for her to know a grown male of any sort was here with her son. He reached over slowly, though, and put his paw on the cat's back, scratching through his fur there softly, hoping it might, in some way, make him feel a little better.

  

  Fighting back a sniffle, Jeff held the phone to his ear and just sat there solemnly. Longer moments passed, as tears soaked the boy's cheekfur, before he moved the phone away, looked it over in silence, and hit the button to hang it up. Eyes locked on the phone, he didn't say a word, but he wasn't exactly quiet either...his sniffling growing louder and louder by the moment.

  

  Scott didn't open his mouth to speak for a few long moments himself, not exactly sure what to say or do. In time, though, he slowly moved closer to his pet, and silently wrapped his arms around the boy, pulling him close, his wet cheek against his master's chest, "Come here.”

  

  The cat immediately wrapped his arms around his master and began to cry openly, letting the phone drop to the floor. And he laid there, simply crying against the elder fur, clinging tight to the fox, and the compassion offered.

  

  "Shh...it's okay, Jeff. It's okay.” Scott pulled the boy closer still. He wanted to pull him all the way into his lap, but decided it was best to just leave him sitting where he was. Having no idea what else to do or say, he just nuzzled the top of his kitten's head.

  

  Jeff nuzzled back into Master's hug, still crying loudly, and seeking any comfort he could find from the elder fur who, at the moment, seemed to be the only one who cared for him. Long minutes passed of the two there, master comforting his pet without a word spoken between the two...Scott just letting Jeff do what had to be done.

  

  The fox rubbed his cat's back with a paw, the other holding the cat's head against his chest. He felt his chest-fur, even through his shirt, growing wet from tears, but he made no movement, shift, or noise to even acknowledge it...no interest in stopping the boy before he was done.

  

  After a few more minutes past, though -- once Jeff's sniffles and hiccups steadied and calmed -- he pulled away from his master and wiped his eyes, "You...you don't have t-to comfort me, Master...”

  

  Scott brushed his kitten's headfur aside, and ignored the statement, "What happened, Jeff?”

  

  Still sniffling quite a bit, the cat took his time to respond to Master. "S-she hates me...” he rubbed his eyes and took a few deep breaths, "...because I ran away.”

  

  "Why would you think that?” Scott brushed his pet's cheek, "I'm sure she doesn't hate you. I mean...you've talked to her since you ran away, haven't you? And there's no way all of those talks could've been bad. After all, you still wanted to talk to her today.”

  

  Jeff looked away from Master, ashamed of his mother, "She's...be-been drinking.”

  

  The fox sighed and dropped his paw away from Jeff's face, petting his knee, "What makes you think she hates you?”

  

  Jeff gulped hard, and shook his head, "Master...I don't...I don't want to talk about it right now.”

  

  "Okay.” Scott gripped and rubbed his pet's knee, "I'm here if you need to, though, okay?”

  

  The cat nodded slowly and put his head back against his master, finding his only comfort there, in the fox's touch, "Yeah...”

  

  Scott wrapped his right arm back around his kitten, his left still petting the boy's knee, "It'll be okay, Jeffery.”

  

  With his head against master's chest, Jeff stared down toward their laps, and though his vision was still cloudy, he noticed Scott's paw. He sniffled lightly and cleared his throat as he did his job: spreading his legs lightly and placing his own paw on top of the fox's.

  

  The fox noticed the little black paw on his own, but barely his pet's spreading legs. Not a single thought of his rule -- 'Master's touch' -- crossed his mind, and, instead, he just rubbed the boy's knee more firmly. He wanted to say something, but couldn't figure out what.

  

  After a few deep breaths to further calm himself, Jeffrey looked up to face his master, still obviously upset. "Do you want to do something...” he rubbed Master's paw lightly, pressing the paw into his thigh to emphasize his word, "...funner, Master?” He struggled to smile up at him, to show him it was okay, but it was a thin disguise.

  

  "Hmm?” Scott looked down at his paw, and, eyes wide, jerked it away, "Oh! No! No, no...not now, Jeff. It's okay. You just sit here. Don't you worry about me...”

  

  "But, Master, if that's what you want...I'll go with it...”

  

  Scott just shook his head, "You shouldn't have to...not today.” He would have been lying to himself if he said he wasn't in the mood; just being near his pet usually made his mind wander to more 'playful' subjects, and having to hold and protect him like this made it even worse. His pants were already growing tighter, but this was not the time. "Don't worry about it...okay? I want you to feel better. That's all that matters. I'm here if you want to talk more...and I'm here for you in any other way you need, okay? But I don't want you to worry about me.”

  

  With a final sniffle, the cat shook his head lightly, but stopped when he realized that that meant 'no.' "Master...I want to be a good pet. Please...?”

  

  "You're not my pet today Jeffery...just relax...” Scott nuzzled the boy's forehead, "Just take a deep breath and relax, okay?”

  

  Jeff did like Master said. Though confused, he breathed heavily to continue calming himself, releasing Scott's paw and folding his arms across his stomach.

  

  The fox gently rubbed his kitten's back, "That's it, Jeff...I'm here. Think you're ready to talk yet?”

  

  Jeff rubbed his eyes of his excess tears and nodded with a nearly inaudible "Mm-hmm,' before simply waiting for Master to start questioning him.

  

  "What did she say? Why do you think she hates you?” Scott rested his muzzle on the boy's head.

  

  "She said all of her fights with my step dad have been about me and why I left them.” The cat nuzzled against his master's chest as he continued, "She said that if I'd stayed it would've worked itself out but I...” he hesitated, not entirely sure if Master would approve of his use of the word, "...messed...everything up.”

  

  Scott noticed the hesitation, "She didn't say mess...” He took a bit of a breath before the boy could respond to that, "Don't listen to her Jeff. You didn't cause her problems.”

  

  "I should've stayed though. I just made more problems for her...”

  

  "Jeff!” The fox pushed the boy away, enough to look him in the eye, "It's not your job to make her life easier! You're her son. SHE should have been taking care of YOU, and she didn't.” The elder fur was visibly angry, "Why you would even want to call her to begin with, I don't understand, but don't you dare let her convince you that YOU caused HER any problems!”

  

  Jeffery's eyes almost instantly began to water again. His ears flattened back and he shrunk away from his Master's harsh words. Once again, he looked like nothing more than a scared kitten. "Yes Master...” he said silently, suddenly seeing in the fox so much of the life he'd wished to escape.

  

  Scott lowered his head and his ears immediately, "No. No, Jeff, I'm sorry...I'm sorry. I didn't mean to yell. I'm mad at her...not at you.” He held his arms out, "I'm sorry...I'll be calmer...”

  

  The kitten breathed heavier, still fighting back his tears, but since he didn't have any other options, he leaned into his master's open arms.

  

  "I'm so sorry. I'm sorry...please forgive me,” Scott held him tight. "I didn't mean to yell at you...” though outside of the boy's line of sight, the elder fur teared up as well, "...especially not today.”

  

  Jeffery hugged his master tightly. Even though he'd just yelled at him, he seemed genuinely sorry, unlike the many times his mother had apologized for the same thing, or his father had apologized for worst. He nuzzled against the fox's chest, not crying, but simply just letting the last of his accumulated tears fall from his eyes. Master was right about his mother: he wasn't supposed to make her happy at all, that was her obligation to him...an obligation even Scott had shown more diligence to meet.

  

  The fox shuddered a bit and leaned back from the boy to look him in the eyes, his lower eyelids grown from his few stray tears, "Please don't be mad at me. I shouldn't have yelled...I'm sorry...”

  

  Jeff looked at his master, sad and innocent, "I'm not mad, Master...”

  

  Scott lightly rubbed the side of his boy's face, "Please stop calling me Master. I told you already: you don't have to worry about being my pet today.”

  

  Jeff's expression changed rather quickly to question his master's decision, "You're sure...? Scott?”

  

  The fox nodded, "I'm sure.” He lightly scratched the back of the boy's neck, without moving his paw far from where it was, "This isn't about me right now. I want you to feel better.” He looked down at the nearly ever-present tent in his pants, "He can wait,” and then looked back up.

  

  Jeff, too, looked to the fox's tent and then back to meet his gaze, not entirely sure what to do in this situation other than to please his master.

  

  Scott just smiled softly, noting the confusion mixing in with the hurt still in the boy's eyes, "Even if it weren't for all this, you've been doing such a good job as a pet over the past two weeks...you deserve a day off, right?” He smiled a little wider and moved his paw away from Jeff's face.

  

  The cat smiled lightly and nodded, though slightly afraid that it might look too selfish to agree.

  

  "You wanna' cover yourself up today, too?” Scott motioned to the cat's exposed bits, "I mean, I know you've been naked for two weeks, so I doubt it matters a lot by now...but if you want to, you can cover yourself up today.”

  

  Jeff smiled softly, not really caring anymore about being naked but truly appreciating that Scott offered it, "No thanks...I'm fine.”

  

  "Are you sure?” The fox didn't wait for an answer, "Here: I'll at least grab you a light blanket.” He stood up and his tenting pants stuck straight out in front of his body, "Bah! Damn-it...” He reached into his slacks and adjusted himself, pulling his dick up and under his waist, so as not to be so noticable.

  

  Jeff simply sat on the couch and watched Scott go for the blanket, wondering if he could still take care of the elder fur even while, apparently, not being his pet anymore.

  

  Scott didn't go far down the hallway, though, and soon came back with a blanket...or at least something resembling one that was nearly as thin as a sheet, "Here y'go! I got a light one. Didn't want you to get too warm.” He unfolded it and draped it across the boy before sitting back down beside him.

  

  The kitten used the blanket to fully wrap himself, though feeling oddly tempted to tie it around his neck and wear it like a cape. He smiled again at Scott once he'd bundled up, "Thank you.” He sat quietly for a short moment before boldly breaking the silence to ask: "Master can I just get rid of your erection for you?”

  

  "There are so many things wrong with that question,” Scott slipped his arm over Jeff's shoulder, bending it to play with the boy's head-fur. "To name two: I told you to stop calling me master...and I told you not to worry about me today. I'd love the help, but that isn't your job, today,” he pushed his bulge aside a bit for emphasis.

  

  Jeff thought for a moment, reflecting on the situation more than anything. He didn't have to do anything today, not for Scott at least. Not that he was minding some of the things they'd been doing anyway, though. He looked up at the elder fur and smiled genuinely, wondering if this would be a normal thing and how far he could actually go with his new privileges, "So...Scott...?”

  

  "Go ahead...” The fox continued playing with the boy's hair.

  

  Jeff thought for a moment, not sure what exactly to ask to test the situation, "Can I...”

  

  "Can you what? Come on...don't be shy...”

  

  The cat struggled to think of something, anything, that he couldn't already do before, "Can I...uhm...maybe take a bath? Alone?”

  

  Scott looked confused, but moved his arm away, "I uhm...I guess. I don't see why not. Why do you need to?”

  

  Jeff looked away, a little embarrassed to tell him the truth, "No reason. I just want to do something to like, make me feel like I wasn't your pet...something I used to do...if that makes any sense.”

  

  The fox thought for a moment, trying to give the kitten as many options as possible. "Well, you could always...” he motioned to the TV, but remembered that he often let Jeff, even as a pet, choose the shows they watched. "No,” he lowered his paw, and thought more. "Maybe, I could do things to pamper you, tonight, then? Uhm...anything you want me to do for you? I mean...I'm not sure what it would be...but...” he shrugged, "...we could try. It would let you feel like things are about you for once, instead of me”

  

  Jeff thought and shrugged, "Okay, I guess...Scott.”

  

  "Uhm...” Scott smiled dumbly, "Well...? Anything?”

  

  "I can't really think of anything...” the cat returned the dumb smile. "I mean, it's not like it's terrible being your pet. There really isn't much you won't let me have...except, you know, solo baths and...going outside.”

  

  Scott smiled wryly at that, "Yeah...and even today I can't do that for you.” He rubbed his neck, "I mean...I'd like to trust you outside, but even if I did 100%...you don't have any clothes. Well...other than the old street stuff, anyway.”

  

  "You haven't washed those?” Jeff didn't wait for an answer. He had figured out the one thing he wanted from Scott today, and had already decided to fight for it. "Even if you haven't, couldn't I wear them while we went out for a drive or something? I want to go outside. Please...?”

  

  "How do I know you won't say something to someone...or, like, get out when I stop at an intersection? You know: use this as a chance to get away?”

  

  "Why would I want to do that?” Jeffery said rather quickly, blushing lightly at how it may have seemed to the fox, "I have no money, still nowhere to go and it really isn't all that bad living here with you Mas...uhm, Scott. Besides, I haven't ever left while you were at work.”

  

  "Well...” the fox sighed, "if that's what you want.” Reluctantly, he pointed toward the hallway to the bedroom, "Your clothes are in my closet. They've been washed, but you still may want to take that bath when we get back. I couldn't seem to make them...clean.”

  

  Jeff smiled at Scott and got up from the couch, still holding the 'blanket' around himself, "Thank you!” He quickly rushed down the hall, filled with glee that he'd see the outside world again.

  

  Waiting, Scott just sat on the couch, smiling to himself. It was amazing how quickly Jeff started feeling better just from this little bit of kindness. The boy deserved it and plenty more. In fact...he smiled more at a passing thought and leaned back, waiting for his kitten to come back out.

  

  After a few moments, the cat made his way back into the, beaming out a smile that definitely didn't match his dingy clothes as he stopped and stood expectantly near the fox.

  

  Scott smiled up at the boy, "You look way too happy in those old things.” He stood up, "Never seen anyone glow over being dressed up in rags before.”

  

  Jeff giggled slightly at the older fur's comment, "It's not that I'm dressed. It's that we're doing this. I didn't think I'd go outside again...”

  

  The fox squatted down a bit and scratched the boy under the chin, "That's not all, though.” He stood back up and started walking away, speaking teasingly, "You don't even know where we're going yet...”

  

  Jeff's eyes widened a bit; that was true. "Where are we going?” he chirped excitedly.

  

  "Well...” Scott still spoke in a teasing, mocking voice, wanting to see just how much like a little kid he could get Jeff to act, "Are you SURE you don't want it to be a surprise?”

  

  Despite what the fox had wanted, the cat's teen side kicked in, "No. Screw that! I want to know, now,” he said with a smile, feeling oddly comfortable with his new role for the day.

  

  Scott rolled his eyes, "Fine.” He poked the boy in the chest, "You ever wanna' go outside, again?”

  

  Jeff gulped a little, "Uhm...yeah...?”

  

  "Then you,” The fox poked him again, "need some new clothes.” He backed away with a smirk.

  

  Jeff looked confused, "So...we're...going shopping?”

  

  "How else are you gonna' get clothes that aren't...” Scott tilted his head, "...brown...and torn?”

  

  The kitten looked at his clothes, ashamed to acknowledge them, "Well...”

  

  "Then, once you look something close to respectable...” Scott reached forward and straightened the boy's old shirt, "Where would you like us to go for supper?”

  

  Jeff smiled again happily, simply enjoying having all the pleasures he was denied before, "I don't really have an idea...”

  

  The fox winked, "You'll figure somethin' out.” He turned and picked his keys up off the table, "Ready to go?”

  

  Jeffery nodded quickly, smiling wide at Scott, feeling like he was more of a father figure now than before. He was being nice and friendly to him, actually wanting to know and caring about what he wanted, how he felt, and what he was thinking.

  

  Living here, the young cat felt like he was actually loved for once. His real parents were always the exact opposite, after all, like his mother had so harshly demonstrated earlier. Scott made him feel good to just be there, never mind the sex...and even IT hardly bothered him anymore.

  

  He couldn't want anything more out of the fox, "Yes I am Scott. Thank you.”

  

  Scott leaned in and kissed the cat on top of the muzzle, "No need for thanks. Seeing you smile again is enough.” He waved the boy toward the front door, "Now go on...you lead the way.”


  ~
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  A Warm Bed Chapter 7


  Chapter 7 --

  Silentium

  

  

  (September 6th)

  

  Jeffrey whimpered silently to himself as his master pushed into him from behind yet again. It was nothing new: neither the first thrust of this particular breeding, nor anything close to their first mounting. He had gotten used to being in this situation by now, so all he did was all he could: clench the throw pillow beneath him, and dig his teeth and small cock into it with every push from his master.

  

  Scott rolled his hips lightly against his pet, preparing to speed to full and piston into the boy. Jeff had gotten good at taking it like a trooper, now; Scott hardly had to prep him anymore, just start out a little slow. His breaths were long and deep, enjoying the warmth surrounding his cock as he leaned forward over the bed, his foot-paws still planted on the floor beside it.

  

  The kitten mewled loudly when his master's canid cock buried itself within him and teased his prostate. Though Jeffrey didn't know that's what the mix of pain and pleasure was, it still caused his small cock to leak a drop of pre into the pillow he clutched so dearly. He wanted to cry out for Master as he was mounted, but the internal struggle within his mind between being a good boy and succumbing to his own pleasure, was won by the need to remain quiet so the fox could enjoy himself.

  

  "Oah...” Scott held onto the base of his pet's tail as he began pumping his hips finally, pushing his cock in and out of the boy with no hesitation or worry for hurting him; he'd been quiet up until now, and never asked for or showed any signs of wanting it to stop. So Scott had no reason to. "Good boy...you okay?” however, though no worry nor hesitation were in his thrusts, hints still lingered in his mind.

  

  Jeffrey released the pillow from his mouth and began to rub his muzzle into it, not unlike a feral female in heat, "Yes Master...I'm...ah! I'm okay,” with that he took the pillow back into his mouth, and clenched himself down around his master, gripping his meat tenderly with his insides and showing Master that he wasn't hurting.

  

  The fox couldn't help but moan and speed up watching his kitten writhe on the pillow and bed. The paw not already on the boy's tail rose higher, rubbing his neck and the back of his head as he thrust in and out of him at full speed; if he didn't know better, he'd've sworn Jeff was actually enjoying himself.

  

  Jeff whimpered again and widened the space between his knees, making it easier for his Master to penetrate him more deeply, while at the same time, burying his own cock further into the soft pillow. With every forward thrust from Scott's hips, it drove his little cock into the pillow more, secretly pleasing the boy from both sides as his member was fucking the pillow beneath them and staining it with his pre.

  

  Scott smiled. His kitten was learning to take it so well. In fact, he was quickly becoming the best he'd ever had. He gritted his teeth and growled, the paw at the boy's hair gripping a bit of head-fur, not hard, but enough to pull a bit. He'd grown just a little rougher, each time lately, never enough to really put the boy in pain though, and he was pleased to see Jeff wasn't arguing. With a yip and a moan, he drove forward one last time, pushing his knot into his pet's hole for what was now the THIRD time...the one thing the boy was still getting used to.

  

  Expectedly, the cat whined aloud at the sudden, much wider penetration by his Master's knot, and then mewled loudly as the fox came...a hot flood of fox-spunk filling his hole and held tight by Scott's knot acting like a plug. Jeff simply bit the pillow harder and clenched himself to accept the load like the good boy he was, his own cock giving out yet another spurt of pre and tightening up, but not unloading itself. It was close, though; any more direct stimulation and he would be cumming too.

  

  Scott shuddered as his orgasm tapered off inside his kitten. Once it passed, he tugged against his pet's hole a little, believing that the more he moved his knot each time, the better his boy would handle it the next. And that movement, the shifting of his light humping, though unintentional, caused Jeff's dick to rub more and more against the pillow.

  

  After a few moments, the kitten whined again and gave out a shaky, wavering sigh as he came too, his tail-hole clenching down tightly as he rode out his short orgasm. His load, small in comparison to Scott's was large for Jeffrey, and large enough to leave a noticeably dark stain on the pillow, highlighted by a glob of white cum at the highest point of the discoloration. For now, though, it remained hidden to the both of them until Master decided it was time for them to move.

  

  The fox put a stop to his shifting about and smiled, realizing the boy had been grinding the pillow. He'd even learned how to please himself during all of this...he was such a good pet. The vulpine leaned forward and licked Jeff's ear, "Getting used to the knot, yet?”

  

  Jeffrey nodded a bit, too exhausted at the moment to really answer, but forcing out the obligatory, "Yes...master...” regardless.

  

  The kitten laid down flat, his stomach being pushed up a bit by the pillow still and Master supporting himself over him as they both calmed down. Jeff simply laid there, silently reflecting on how much Master cared about him. The simple act of asking him how he was doing after they were done -- and now his affectionate licking too -- made him feel loved, genuinely loved, by the fox. Even though the sex had started out as something Master just wanted for release, it had grown more and more loving, more and more intimate...to the point that it was something Jeffery even looked forward to.

  

  It had been three weeks since he'd become Scott's pet, and first felt the fox slipping into his muzzle and tailhole. It had been nearly two weeks since he'd first felt the vulpine's seed stinging and tickling his insides. It had been four days since his master had given him his day off -- on Labor Day appropriately enough -- bought him new clothes, and taken him out on the town for what Jeff had only later realized was his first ever date...

  

  ...and over the course of those three weeks, of those two weeks, and of those four days, he'd come to realize that there was no where he'd rather be but here. Here in this house...here in this bed...and even here, tied to this panting fox.

  

  Though lightly rubbing his pet's back and playfully licking and nipping at his ear, Scott remained otherwise motionless for a long while, long enough for his knot to begin to shrink. And only then did he rise back up and place his paws on his kitten's hips, "Hold on boy. I'm about to pull out, okay?”

  

  Jeff nodded and gulped, sighing a deep breath to relax himself and make it easier, "Okay, Sir.”

  

  The fox pulled slowly at first, though when the cat's hole opened for him, he popped out all at once, followed by a slim trickling of his seed down and onto the boy's balls, "Good boy.” He rubbed his kitten's hips softly, "You just rest now, okay?” He looked at the clock on the nightstand; it was only four thirty on a Friday afternoon, and he still had a full day ahead of him, "Master needs to clean up and get dressed.”

  

  With his tail-hole still stinging a bit, Jeffrey slowly maneuvered himself off the pillow to lie on just the bed. He was very tired now and was planning on taking a fitting catnap for an hour or so...unless, of course, Master had included him in his plans, "Where you going, Master?”

  

  Scott picked up his shirt and pants off of a chair in his room, "Master has a date, tonight, Kitten.”

  

  The cat's eyes nearly shot open from their once content position, and though he opened his muzzle to speak, he only managed enough volume to ask himself: "A date?”

  

  Scott didn't hear the question at all, since it hadn't entirely been directed at him. He simply stood silently in front of the mirror, looking himself over. His crotch needed to be cleaned, and it would probably be a good idea if he rinsed his face too. "Like I said, Boy: you rest up. Master's gonna' go clean up a little bit.”

  

  Jeff just laid there silently, completely speechless after what his master had just said. Why did he have to go out? Everything Master could ever need was lying on his bed. Jeffrey felt so betrayed. This didn't seem real. He felt like it was his first night here, again, like he didn't even know the fox...and he couldn't believe it was happening. "M-master?” he called out while sitting up.

  

  The fox stopped just shy of entering the hall and looked back in, the same air of caring and kindness in his voice as always, "Yeah, Kitten? You want me to clean you off too?” He smiled warmly, as if nothing was amiss, despite what he'd said.

  

  Jeffrey looked down to the bed, not entirely sure how to ask all the questions racing through his head, so before he blurted anything out, he just nodded and told his master, "Ye-yeah...”

  

  "One second,” Scott held up a finger and disappeared back into the hall, only to return a moment later without the clothes that he'd been holding, apparently having left them in the bathroom. "Okay, Kitten...come on,” he leaned down and picked the boy up, letting him wrap his arms and legs around his neck and waist and press his sticky body against his own. "I don't have time to give you a bath, but we can at least clean you up a bit...”

  

  The cat nodded and looked up at his Master. The fox was serious. He wasn't just joking around or pulling the boy's leg; he really was knowingly and willingly leaving the comfort of home, and of Jeffrey himself, to see another fur. The kitten felt his stomach beginning to burn with worry, "Where you going tonight, Master?”

  

  "Out to see a movie,” Scott walked out of the room and toward the bathroom. "It wasn't one I was going to see in theatres -- I was gonna' wait for the DVD -- but my date's a bit younger than me and really excited about the movie, so I agreed,” he chuckled as they entered the bathroom. "Then we'll probably grab a bite to eat,” he sat the boy, very gently to be careful with his recently used tailhole, onto the bathroom counter.

  

  Jeff smiled a wide, fake-smile for his Master, not feeling in any position to criticize his lifestyle. He swallowed his next question and let master quickly wet his stained spots and sop out the mess before it matted his fur, "Uhm...who is he? Your date?”

  

  "He's another teacher at the school,” the fox continued wetting the boy's fur with his paw, then picked up a rag to clean him off: his stomach, his sheath, and his balls still drawn up tight against his groin. "But just barely; this is his first year. He's fresh out of college and only twenty-three-years-old.”

  

  Jeffrey nodded and moved a bit on the large counter to let Master step-up to the sink. His mind was still clouded with the one question, 'Why do you have to date him Master?' Though the boy's nervousness continued to redirect his thoughts to much simpler more appropriate questions for a pet to ask his Master, "You like him, Sir?”

  

  "I don't know him too well, yet, but...” Scott sat the rag down after feeling comfortable with cleaning the front of his pet, "he seems like a nice guy.” He picked his kitten up again and sat him on his feet on the floor, "Turn around, boy.”

  

  The cat turned around, raised his tail and bent over slightly to put his forearms on the counter, he knew the procedure was, "Did he ask you? Or did you ask him out?” He secretly hoped Master was only seeing him to be polite.

  

  "He asked me.” Scott chuckled lightly as he cleaned up around his pet's hole, tail base, and down toward his balls, "He was really nervous too...it was kind of cute.” He stood back up, "Feel all clean now?”

  

  Jeffery turned around, a wide -- and real -- grin on his muzzle, glad it wasn't the other way around, "Yep! All clean!” He announced cheerily, his less than subtle questioning getting him some good news about the date, "So you're just seeing him to be nice then, Master?”

  

  The fox chuckled, "Like a pity date? No.” He turned to the mirror as he re-wetted the same rag and used it to clean of his own splotched groin, sheath, balls, and stomach, "I haven't had a date in a long time. I think it's about time I do.”

  

  Jeffrey's wide smile stayed plastered across his muzzle as his Master continued, but when he actually denied it being a pity date, his smile and heart dropped once again. Again, he felt the urge to just plead his case about why he himself was a good enough substitute for an actual boyfriend...but every word, before it ever left his mouth, seemed very much against the rules he'd agreed to: the rules of how a pet should speak to his master, "I'm going to take a nap, is that okay, Sir?”

  

  Scott might have, in that moment, been able to tell something was bothering the boy, but he was just too caught up in his upcoming date to notice. He leaned in and kissed his pet on the head with a continued warm smile, "Of course! You've had a tiring day. You go rest.” He leaned back up, "I'll see if I can bring you home a little present, too...since you've been doing so good lately.” He rubbed his kitten's head-fur, "Run off, now.”

  

  The cat put on a small smile when his Master kissed him, but he padded out dejectedly regardless. He wanted to know why he wasn't good enough for Master: a master who he thought cared about him. He wanted to plead with him and show him he could be everything he needed, but before he tried arguing with the fox, he stopped himself, knowing it would be useless over something like this. It might only serve to anger Scott, and that long threatened yet unseen punishment could follow. So Jeffrey just padded into their room, over to their bed, and crawled underneath its covers, fighting back a silent sniffle until he buried his muzzle into a pillow.

  

  Scott, meanwhile, was out the door and in his car in under fifteen minutes.

  

  He washed his paws and used them to rinse his face, and then got dressed and checked in on his kitten, who it appeared was already in bed. He smiled at the boy, but the smile faded as he left for his car. The drive wasn't a long one, but it doesn't take long for one's mind to be flooded in thought.

  

  He really loved Jeff, or was growing to over the weeks he'd had him...but he couldn't place how. He felt, at times, the love a master feels for a feral pet, but he knew Jeff was more than that. He felt, often, the love he imagined a parent would feel for a child, but their relationship was definitely not that of a father and son. He even wondered, more than a time or two, if what he felt for Jeff was the love...of lovers...but at the end of the day, Jeff was still his to care for and guide, like a pet or a son.

  

  Maybe the kind of love he felt for Jeff was something unique, something that defied a usual categorical separation. Or perhaps it was a confused kind of love because it was a falsehood: a feeling masquerading as love, simply born out of loneliness.

  

  Really, though, it didn't matter in the end. Jeff didn't feel the same way back...he couldn't. He was just a boy, and a straight one. Yes, he'd gotten used to the sex, learned to do it well, and to keep his master happy. He'd even learned to find his own pleasure in it...but he was only doing it for a home and a comfortable life...he was, as he had said to his master so many times: 'just trying to be a good boy.'

  

  Scott needed more; he wanted to have a real relationship again...he wanted to feel that someone loved him back. It hadn't been that long, but he missed it. And as much as he cared for Jeff, and as amazing as Jeff had become in their more carnal acts...the boy was still just more of a tease of something Scott didn't have, than a replacement.

  

  If only Jeff could love him back...but no...

  

  He parked at the movie theatre. He was there early, but his date was so eager, he knew he'd be there earlier too...and sure enough, he was. The young raccoon, who around the school was just barely old enough to be distinguished from their students, stood waiting nervously in front of signs for the currently playing movies.

  

  Scott got out of his car, pushed away the thoughts that had plagued his drive, and made the walk to approach his date...

  

  The raccoon pushed himself off the wall near the ticket booth and headed over to where the fox had parked, a wide smile across his muzzle, "Well hello there Mr. Hammond. Fancy seeing you here!”

  

  Already headed in that direction, Scott met the raccoon half way with a smile. And he continued walking, hoping the raccoon would follow, "You can call me Scott, James.” He smiled, "You don't even have to call me Mr. Hammond at school. You're not a student; you're a teacher,” he chuckled, "Well...kindof...”

  

  James grinned wide and reached his paw over to take hold of the vulpine's, "Then I can do this while we're not at school, too, right?” He asked with a soft chuckle.

  

  "Ooh...” the fox, though pulled his paw away slowly, intentionally running his fingers along his date's palm as he did. "Not on a Friday...probably too many students around.” He smirked as they reached the sidewalk, and turned, "But there's nothing to stop us from doing that and more once we're inside and the lights have gone down...right?”

  

  James nodded, seemingly intrigued by the fox's logic, "Hmm...you may be correct there.” He stroked his chin in thought, "So what do you want to be playing in front of us while we're getting all physical, when the lights go down?”

  

  Scott raised an eyebrow slowly, "I thought we'd already decided what we were gonna' watch. Or have you decided that we'll be doing so much in there, that it'll be too much of a distraction from the movie you WANTED to see?”

  

  The raccoon chuckled nervously but, as they drew closer to a crowd, clammed up instead of managing a response.

  

  "Everything okay?” Scott stopped, causing his date to do the same.

  

  "Yeah, it's just...” James took a breath, "the air of professionalism still lingers from work, and you being here with me doesn't help.” He looked to the fox, smiling softly, "My adult-half wants this to be a clean date, but my lingering college self wants this to be a 'fun' day. You know what I mean Scott?”

  

  The fox nodded and smiled, "I remember what it was like when I first started trying to be a professional after college, yeah.” He patted his date on the shoulder, "What'say we take it slow. And if anything really...fun...happens, we'll let it come. Does that sound okay?”

  

  James nodded and unsheathed their already bought tickets from his jacket pocket, "Thanks Scott. And you're right: we HAD already decided. Just...nervous chatter made me forget, I guess.” He motioned to the doors of the theatre with his muzzle as the line and crowd out front started to be too cumbersome for a conversation between the two, "C'mon, let's go on in.”

  

  Scott smiled and followed along. "No need for thanks. I'm a teacher; it's my duty to help KIDS out, whenever I can,” he nudged the raccoon's shoulder with a chuckle.


  ~
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  A Warm Bed Chapter 8


  Chapter 8 --

  Usus

  

  

  (September 7th)

  

  Glass clinked deafly against the bar, the sharp noise it should have left, instead swallowed up completely in the chatter and music of the dark room. Scott yawned and tilted back and forth in his seat, barely able to sit up straight, and swung his head round on his loosened neck to look out at the bar.

  

  Long night...long Saturday. Carpooled to the bars, stayed behind as his friends left, promising them he would take the bus home, and then hopped, stool by stool, bar by bar, drink by drink, to the night spots he'd rather his coworkers not know he was visiting. Long night, no prospects...long Saturday, due for home soon enough.

  

  But in the darker recesses of the back of the bar, watching the sea of furs carefully, cautiously, was a predator in search of its prey. His eyes scanned the large crowds and the bar itself, before he came upon the lone red fox. After a few moments of watching and waiting, while Scott obliviously inhaled his drinks, a large wolf, the predator, slinked from the shadows and made the short trek from his darkened booth to the bar, a wide toothy grin across his muzzle the whole way.

  

  He sat down next to Scott with a deep and heavy sigh, before innocently asking the smaller fox: "Do you mind some company?”

  

  Scott turned to face the wolf and smiled, unintentionally leaning closer to the wolf as he answered, "How could'ah turn down th'only fur've seen t'night...whose not talkin' with a lisp or dressed lika' fem?” He chuckled, his words much more slurred than usual, but honestly clearer than the wolf had expected, following so very many drinks, "Wha's yer name, Woofy?”

  

  The wolf's grin widened a bit as he placed a paw on Scott's shoulder, petting his arm as he continued, "I'll take that as a compliment, Foxy. The name's Anthony; my friend's call me Tony though.” He spun his stool completely to face Scott, an elbow on the bar and his other paw still playing with Scott's shirt on his shoulder, "What's yours?”

  

  Scott wrenched his back to sit up straighter as if from pride as he shared his name, "Scott! Scott Hammond!” He smiled wider, his head shaking a bit, as if struggling to stay up straight, and he picked up his drink: some manner of proprietary margarita, and one of the myriad of drinks he'd obviously been sampling throughout the night.

  

  Tony watched as the already drunk fox took another swig of his drink. The thought of how easy it was going to be to nab his prey seemed almost criminal. He grinned wider and more devilishly before speaking up again, "So are you looking for some company tonight, then? Or is your boyfriend in the bathroom?” He asked casually, knowing he'd be able to cut right to the chase with his prey in such a state.

  

  "Don'gotta' boyfriend.” The fox shook his head, "Gotta' coon ah'like, but he's...”

  

  James. James was the reason he was even here, to begin with. The day before, the two had had their very first date, and Scott had never felt so awkward and uncomfortable in his life. Every conversation, every passing topic, every actor in the movie, every sight and sound: it all reminded him of Jeffery. It all gave the fox reason to say his name, or reason to tell some anecdote of their three weeks together. But every time he began, he had to shut his mouth. He couldn't exactly go announcing to the world his relationship with Jeff, no matter how much he liked the 'coon, or how great their date was otherwise going.

  

  And the fact of the matter was: it did go great. Despite Scott's inner turmoil during the date, James wanted another and was nothing short of transparent with his hope to accompany Scott home after their first. And that, of course, would have been an even bigger can of worms than if he'd simply mentioned Jeff's name...

  

  It broke Scott's heart to tell him no -- to send him home empty handed -- but what stung worst of all was knowing that their every date, assuming they were to ever have another, would end the same way. And it would be no better with anyone else.

  

  He loved Jeff, and he would never consider getting rid of the boy...but so long as he was in his life, any chance of a normal and happy love life was gone.

  

  If only Jeff loved him back...

  

  And that was what brought him here, tonight. There was nothing like a night on the town, and a meaningless alleyway tryst to get his mind off of his dreary prospects: his unrequited feline love, and his hopeless raccoon endeavor.

  

  "He's busy t'night.” Scott continued after a muted hiccup, and took another big drink to finish off his glass, before spinning on the stool and putting his paws on the wolf's knees, "Why? YOU lookin'fer company?”

  

  "That I am, Foxy...” Tony nodded slowly, reaching down to hold one of the paws Scott had put on his knee, "You wanna get out of here?”

  

  "Well don'we move all...super-speedy? I don'even know you yet.” The fox ran his freer paw up the wolf's thigh, "How do'I know yer my...” he stopped his paw just shy of the strange fur's bulge, "...type?”

  

  Tony was growing more than a little impatient with his prey's resistance, but he wasn't going to give up just yet. Scott was cute and, from what Tony could tell already, he was going to be worth the effort. "Foxy, I can be anything you want me to be,” he guided Scott's paw directly onto the bulge of his tight jeans.

  

  Scott murred nearly to the point of a growl as he leaned forward. Alcohol had a tendency to make him more than a little submissive, and the bulge in his grasp was quite the paw-full. All the submissiveness in the world, though, didn't excuse the next words that left his muzzle.

  

  At some point, tonight, he had crossed a line.

  

  Scott drank from time to time. The often-restocked liquor cabinet in his home attested to such a fact. And at times, he drank enough to be drunk. At least one of those times, even, was in front of his new kitten...luckily, though, he was a happy drunk, and Jeffery had suffered no ill effects.

  

  However, there was a time -- back in college -- when the fox drank like it was a sport. There was a time when getting buzzed, or even fall-down-drunk, wasn't his goal. The goal was boasting, and the motivation was pride. There was a time when he drank simply to prove how much he could, and he had more than a few lost and forgotten nights to show for it.

  

  Tonight, that side of him had reared its ugly head. And, while the Scott from the night before knew how important it was to protect the privacy and sanctity of his home, and would have suggested accompanying Tony to HIS instead...such thoughts had slipped THIS Scott's mind...

  

  "Well...a ride home WOULD save me th'bus fair.”

  

  The wolf slid his fingers between Scott's paw and his bulge, and then stood, holding that paw firmly, so the fox didn't take a fall out of his seat, "You know, a ride AT home would be in order afterwards, right?”

  

  Scott tugged on the paw to help himself stand, "Well, yeah! Ah'gotta' pay back yer gas money, somehow.”

  

  Tony nodded again and led Scott out the door of the bar, helping his wobbly steps remain straight and upright. Once they were outside and away from the crowd at the front door, the lupine spoke up again, still maintaining his gentlemanly act and keeping Scott from falling to the ground, "You know Foxy, it's not the gas that's the problem. It's my, uhm...loneliness. You think you can help with that?”

  

  The fox leaned the full of his weight against the wolf, "Ah'm drunk...not slow!” He nipped at the wolf's shoulder a little; he was too drunk to play coy, "Ah'meant I'd be payin' y'back with sex!”

  

  Tony grinned down an Scott, underestimating once again, the mental capacity of an inebriated fur. "Well that'll work then, Foxy!” he held Scott against him with one arm around his shoulders while, with his other paw, he fished out his keys and unlocked his truck, with a simple button press and a flash of its lights.

  

  Scott waited patiently against his 'new friend' to be able to get into the truck...and the wolf opened the door and made sure once again that Scott didn't end up on the ground, while he stumbled clumsily into his seat.

  

  Tony went around to the driver's side, himself, and quickly hopped inside, "So...where too Foxy?”

  

  Although broken repeatedly in conversation, Scott's directions were perfect; even the drunk can find their way home. Soon enough, Tony pulled into Scott's driveway, helped his new companion out of his truck, and to the front door of his home, where Scott fumbled loudly and feebly with his key and the lock.

  

  Inside, Jeff perked up from the couch, looking to the door when he heard the jingling of keys.

  

  He looked to the clock. It was nearly 2:30 but he hadn't gotten much sleep while his master was out. He got up from the couch and darted over to the doorway, and after watching the doorknob jiggle a few times, he unlocked it for his master, took a step back, and put on a smile, ready to welcome Scott as he entered.

  

  It was a wolf, though, who pushed open the door.

  

  Tony, holding tightly onto his new drunken friend, took a step in through the door, but stopped rather suddenly when he was greeted with the sight of a completely nude -- save for a collar -- teenaged cat.

  

  Jeff's eyes went wide, ears flat against his skull, and he once again instinctively covered his sheath with his paws and tail. He exhaled shakily, nervously, not entirely sure what to do.

  

  "Uhm...uhm...” His breathing became more and more erratic, he thought he had been found out for a moment, but when he saw his nearly passed out master in the wolf's arms, his mind immediately switched gears, "Is...is he okay?”

  

  The wolf just blinked and barely managed to answer, his eyes glued to the boy, "He's...drunk...”

  

  "Boy!” Scott chirped up happily: drunkenly oblivious to the reality of the situation unfolding around him. "Sorry'm home s'late. D'you make yerself dinner?” He stumbled out of the wolf's arms and leaned against the entry-way wall.

  

  "Uhm...” Jeff shuffled his feet, and idly played with his tail in front of his sheath nervously, as his mind darted back and forth. He was worried about the state his master was in, but he was equally worried for himself, without a sober Master here to protect him from the leers...or more...of the strange lupine in their home, "Yeah...I did...” He finally answered as he looked up to the wolf, his wide, shaking eyes obviously showing the wolf his concern.

  

  Tony just smiled back at the boy he assumed was Scott's adopted son. It was a dark smile, though, nearly a sneer, as his predatory mind raced with possibilities.

  

  Scott used the wall to balance himself as he walked into the living room, stumbling at the end to where he caught himself on the back of the couch.

  

  Jeff went immediately to his master's side, trying to hide his naked form from the wolf with his tail, while silently asking Scott, "Master? Who's he?” Though it was made clear to the cat that he was invited, when the wolf closed the front door and followed them into the living room.

  

  Scott smiled as he walked around the couch and plopped down on it, "He's Tony! Master's date for the night.” He sunk heavily into the couch, lifting one of his feet and failing to get it onto the coffee table, "Be goo'boy an' help master get hi'shoes off...”

  

  The wolf blinked and recoiled at that, speaking softly to himself, "Master...?” He smiled even wider, his teeth showing as he continued to watch the kitten.

  

  Jeffery obeyed, slowly making his way in front of his master and kneeling on the floor, where he went about the casual process of taking off the elder fox's shoes. By now it had become routine, and still was, despite the fact that another fur was present. Jeff kept a careful, watchful eye on the wolf, though, still not sure what to make of him. He DID know, however, that he didn't like him.

  

  Scott was still leaned back in the couch, his words coming more slurred, hushed, and mumbled by the moment, "...g'boy...now masser's panz...” He shuffled a little.

  

  Jeffrey looked to the fox and shook his head gently, "M-master...I can't...”

  

  "Boy...” Though slurred, and his eyes nearly closed, it was clear he was attempting to sound stern.

  

  Tony moved a little closer, now standing right by Scott's head, "You don't expect him to get out of them on his own do you?”

  

  With a brief moment of defiance and jealousy, Jeff jerked his head to look up at the wolf. "Then why don't YOU take them off!?” but he immediately shrunk down again, his ears flattening submissively and his voice dropping to a whisper, "I'm sorry, Master.” He hesitantly reached up and began to undo his pants, despite expecting Scott to lash out at him.

  

  Scott, though, barely managed to lift his arm and pet the cat on the head as he went, before he dropped that arm limply back down onto the couch.

  

  Tony slid his paws down over Scott's shoulders, and began to unbutton the fox's shirt as he watched the cat undo his pants, "I have no problem with helping, little guy.” He responded softly, but mockingly, to the kitten's outburst, "I just got the impression...” he looked right into the boy's eyes after Jeff finished unzipping the fox's pants, sparking a dark smile, "...that it was your JOB.”

  

  Scott had his eyes closed now, and just laid there, his shirt and pants completely undone but still on him. He was out cold...and Jeffery was alone.

  

  Jeff looked up at the wolf, but fought back his instinct to lash out again at him. He turned his eyes on Scott and noticed him snoring lightly, only then realizing that his master had left him alone. He backed up and sat on the coffee table, keeping his sheath hidden from the wolf, "He's asleep. You can go now.”

  

  "I can't let him sleep out here all night, can I?” Tony stood up straighter and walked around the couch, "Now be a good boy, and help me get him out of these clothes and off to bed.” He spoke again before the cat could argue, "I don't think you can get him all the way down there on your own.”

  

  The cat bit his tongue again, not comfortable with being called 'boy' by anyone other than Scott, but he did follow his order, and began to tag at his master's pants. "My name is Jeff.”

  

  "Is it now?” Tony leaned Scott forward and pushed the fox's shirt down off of his shoulders. He then lifted him up off of the couch, hanging his arm on his shoulders, "Get his feet out of his pants, Boy...and then help me balance him.”

  

  Jeff pulled his pants off completely then dropped them to the floor. He then hurried over to help the wolf with transporting the lifeless fox down the suddenly very long hallway and into the bedroom, all the while remaining quiet and trying his best to hide his shame.

  

  With the boy's minimal help and silent direction, the wolf lead Scott to his bedroom, where he laid him down on the bed, lifting his legs up and rolling him on his stomach, "Good boy.” He smirked at the kitten as he went to work peeling off Scott's underwear.

  

  Jeff bit his lower lip and watched the wolf, then with another burst of jealousy, cried out, "What're you doing!?”

  

  "Undressing your master.” Tony smirked that unnerving grin again, "He needs to sleep comfortably, doesn't he?” He slipped them off of his feet, dropped them to the floor, and then lightly ran his paw across the fox's naked ass. "What a shame...” he mumbled softly to himself.

  

  The cat took a defiant step up to the wolf's side and pushed his paw away, before snapping at him yet again, "I can make him comfortable by myself! You can go!”

  

  "I don't think that's your decision to make,” Tony pushed the cat's shoulder, with an evil growing smile, "boy.”

  

  Jeff shrunk back a bit after being put back in his place by the much larger, more intimidating wolf. He sat on the bed next to his master dejectedly, quietly correcting the stranger again, "My name's Jeff...”

  

  "You already told me that.” The wolf took the kitten's wrist, "Now let's go back to the living room and let your master sleep...BOY.”

  

  At first he tried to pull his wrist away, but as soon as the stranger's grip tightened, Jeff stopped...simply giving in and going along with him as he was led back to the living room.

  

  Tony sat down on the couch and patted the cushion beside him, "Y'know...I don't know why your master was even out tonight. If I had a toy like you, I wouldn't be lookin' for sex from anyone else...and I certainly wouldn't share him.”

  

  The cat sat next to the larger fur, almost immediately arguing with what he said, "I'm not a toy! And he hasn't shared...” before he could finish, though, it dawned on him what the wolf meant, "I...I'm not his toy.”

  

  "You're not?” Tony lit his fingers lightly on the boy's shoulders, "Then what do you call it?”

  

  Jeff quietly, unconfidently responded, "I'm his boyfriend. We do this for fun.”

  

  "Boyfriend? If you're his boyfriend, then why was he out at the bar? Why'd he bring me home...and call me his date?”

  

  Jeff played with his tail in his lap, not looking at the stranger as he tore holes in his lies. "I'm not his toy, though...” with that, he shrugged off Tony's paw from his shoulder.

  

  "No clothes...taking orders...obviously sexual ones, at times...” The wolf pulled the cat closer by his waist, "He still dates other people...and now you've been left all alone with a big bad wolf, who was promised repayment for driving Master home.” He leaned in closer, baring his teeth, "...sounds like a toy to me.”

  

  Jeff shuddered at being touched by the strange wolf, silently, pleadingly telling both Tony and himself, "He's my boyfriend...” but he didn't resist the lupine, knowing he made a solid argument.

  

  "No he's not,” Tony chuckled. "Pick your own word for it...toy, slave, pet, bitch...it doesn't matter. He's using you for your body, and offered you up to me, just the same...” He ran his paw down Jeff's side, "You're an object...a possession...and tonight, you're mine,” he gripped him tighter for emphasis. "Now tell me...what all's Master taught you to do?”

  

  The cat closed his eyes slowly, the sharp sting of the wolf's words, nearly sending him to tears. He gulped hard, speaking softly and hesitantly when he could manage, "Pawjobs...”

  

  Tony let out a soft, lustful growl, "I guess I get to do him a favor, then...and teach you some new tricks.”

  

  Jeff whimpered when the wolf growled, tensing up at the thought of being used by anyone but Scott. He felt the urge to fight him off and run to his master...but he'd lose horribly in a fight...and, if the wolf was telling the truth, if Scott had legitimately given him up to a friend for the night, Master would only be upset if Jeff resisted.

  

  "Now be a good boy for your master's friend...and help me get my clothes off.” The wolf put his foot on the coffee table, "We both know you know how.”

  

  Jeff just nodded, and slowly slid off the couch. Kneeled between it and the coffee table, he undid the laces on both shoes, and then slipped them off and tossed them aside, taking much longer than normal in an attempt to stall for as much time as possible.

  

  Tony snapped his fingers, "Hey! I know you know how to do your job better than that.” He narrowed his eyes in an intimidating glare, "Now, get to work on my pants.”

  

  The cat sat up on the couch again and reached forward, undoing the button and zipper of the wolf's pants, still slowly, and still trying to keep up a tough front about the situation. Even once he'd undone them, and began to slide the pants down the wolf's his legs, he showed no haste or urgency.

  

  In a flash, there was a sharp pain against the side of Jeff's muzzle -- stiff enough to knock him from the couch -- and Tony's open paw lingered in the air where the boy's head had been.

  

  Immediately, Jeff's ears fell back submissively, and he hunkered down lower, cowering before the wolf. Unfortunately, it required violence for the situation to finally sink in. "I'm sorry master!” he blurted out on reflex, his eyes beginning to water.

  

  "You'd better be,” the wolf curled his lip and draped his paw and arm, again, over the back of the couch. "Now back to work!” he barked, "Show me your master wasn't lying when he told me what a great fuck you were.” He smirked at his lie, intent on hurting Jeff.

  

  Jeff nodded and finished taking off the wolf's pants without getting back on the couch. His tears stained the fur on his face, trickling ever faster from his eyes at the thought of Scott talking about him like that. Though he was still afraid of the wolf, he reached up and pulled down his boxers as well, exposing his full sheath...a sheath which was much larger and much more frightening than Scott's had ever even seemed.

  

  Tony let the kitten pull off his boxers as he pulled off his own shirt, "See...was that so hard?” He reached down to tug on Jeff's arm, after tossing his shirt aside, "Now back up on the couch...”

  

  The cat obeyed and climbed onto the couch, sniffling lightly and quickly wiping away his tears.

  

  "Well, then...get to it...” Tony motioned his muzzle at his bulging sheath, "Wake 'im up...”

  

  Jeff nodded and leaned down over the sheath, hesitantly placing a paw on it. After a few moments of just holding the bulging furry flesh, and watching its tip twitch farther and farther into view, he gathered up the courage and craned his muzzle forward...completely forgetting his earlier assertion that all he'd done was pawjobs. He let his tongue trace around the thick, red, protruding tip poking free, and just barely slid his tongue into the sheath, as well...

  

  ...before the wolf stopped him. Though enjoying the feel, the wolf quickly lifted the cat's head up with a growl, before his dick could really start to slip free, "Oh no you don't! You haven't been being a very good boy, so far...and I don't trust you not to bite.” He held the boy's muzzle as his thumb wiped away some of his tears, "You'll just be using your paw, tonight.”

  

  "Yes sir...” With the paw still holding the wolf's sheath, Jeff stroked him slowly, teasing him free, as his other paw found and squeezed his nuts...claws tracing gently through his fur to show him that he wouldn't hurt.

  

  "Good boy.” Tony softly petted Jeff's head, "Very good...” His dick slipped further and further free of its sheath, "Ready to see what a real cock looks like, boy?”

  

  The cat looked away, but nodded his head, forcing himself to smile and look back at the wolf, "Yes sir...I'd like that.”

  

  With Tony's knot slowly forming in his sheath, more and more of his shaft slid free, already noticeably longer than Scott's and not yet done growing, "Well you're almost there...just gotta' get the knot out. Tug down on my sheath, and you'll get to see it.”

  

  Jeff did as instructed, pulling down and letting the wolf's knot pop out with a muted, wet click. It glistened in the dim light, wet from his pre and from the moisture from his sheath. Its size made Jeff gulp immediately, quickly followed by questioning the wolf in regards to what he assumed was soon to come... "S-sir? Will it fit?”

  

  The wolf lifted up the boy's muzzle, "We'll have to make it.”

  

  Jeff could no longer maintain his smile, shaking nervously and fighting just to refrain from actually crying aloud. He reached down, though, wrapping his small paw around the cock, dreading the thought of something so large being put inside of him. He'd barely learned to handle Scott, and this wolf was an entirely different beast. Jeffery's fingertips barely managed to touch one another when wrapped around the wolf's meat, and he shuddered noticeably as he tried to prepare himself, in vain, for what would come next...

  

  Suddenly, Tony pulled the paw away, jerking Jeffery from his thoughts. "Big bad wolves don't like being teased...” he said, gripping the paw rather firmly. "Now crawl down to the end of the couch...bend over the arm...and keep that tail nice and high.” He let go of the paw and pointed to the arm of the couch, "I want a nice view of my toy's ass.”

  

  The cat could only gulp as he crawled to the opposite side of the couch, bending over it and placing his forearms and chin on the end table there. He tried his best to relax himself with the deep soothing breaths Master had taught him, but his every thought told him it was a waste of his time. He lifted his tail, though, and spread his legs, letting his balls dangle invitingly. And as he closed his eyes in anticipation of the wolf, several more tears seeped out and into his fur.

  

  Tony crawled after the boy. Covering the young, black, feline body with his own large, gray frame, and touching his lips to the cat's ear, he whispered, "Don't be afraid to cry, if it hurts...” as he thrust in, in a single, brutal strike.


  ~
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  A Warm Bed Chapter 9


  Chapter 9 --

  Fides

  

  

  (September 8th)

  

  A churning in his abdomen stirred Scott from his sleep. As he twitched awake, eyes slowly parting to the light of noon, that churning became a knot in his throat and an uneasy quiver working its way from his mouth to his stomach. And at the first, slightest movement of his neck, a sharp pain struck his head, like a nail driven through his brow.

  

  He officially regretted how much he'd drank the night before.

  

  In his arms, Jeffery was curled tightly in a ball, small black paws securely gripping the fox's white underbelly. Scott, though struggling even to move, smiled down at his pet as he unwound those black fingers from his fur and sat up. No morning could be a bad morning if this was the sight he awoke to.

  

  Slowly, he pulled himself nude from under his blankets and pushed himself out of the bed, trudging with some difficulty from his bedroom and into the hall...

  

  ...and behind him, Jeff's eyes opened as well.

  

  The boy woke this Sunday to the rocking of his bed, and the first sight he caught was that of a nude fox slowly making his way out of the room. For an instant...only an instant...he woke to the world he'd known for these past three weeks: the world living with his new master, with the fox he'd grown to love.

  

  But that instant flashed away just as quickly, and before he even heard the bathroom door open and close down the hall, reality came rushing back: a reality where the one he loved was dating others...and a reality where one of those others was given free reign with the kitten only hours ago...

  

  He remembered expecting his master at the door. He remembered watching as that master stumbled drunkenly from wall to wall, and to the couch, only to be carried to his bed. He remembered the wolf that was welcomed into their home. And he remembered that wolf moving inside of him...tearing him...hurting him in places he didn't even know he could feel...

  

  The tears came quickly. Jeffery wanted to rise, wanted to jump to his feet. He wanted to run to Scott and wrap himself in the fox. Things had only felt right, had only felt okay, once he had climbed into bed with his master: once he was clinging to him and asleep in his arms. Despite the smell of booze on his breath, and cigarettes in his fur, it was the only place he felt safe.

  

  But he didn't rise. He stayed nearly motionless, sobbing into the pillow as he clutched it in his paws.

  

  Down the hall, Scott finished relieving himself, washed his face, and continued to marvel at his ability to restrain his nausea, as he stretched to greet the physically unpleasant day ahead and then pointed himself back to his bedroom. There, he found Jeff awake and on his side, wholly unmoved from exactly where he had been before.

  

  The fox smiled at first, muzzle splitting to tell his pet good morning, but as the boy's eyes jerked to meet his, he stopped. They were wide, they were wet...and they were terrified. And just as quickly, they jerked away again, to the pillow clutched in those paws so recently wrapped up in his master's fur.

  

  The scene clicked through Scott's mind piece by piece, like a puzzle assembling there on the bed. Jeffery's eyes were wet, tears slowly working their way across the top of his muzzle and onto his pillow. He was crying. But no; the fur around his eyes was matted and shifted, trails drawn down his cheeks and toward his mouth...dried tears. He'd been crying last night, too. And he was shaking. Scott moved closer to the bed almost on instinct, and with every step the cat's tremors increased. And it was only then that the final piece caught his eye. The boy's tail was down, wound tightly between his thighs and covering the more vulnerable flesh beneath it...but not hiding the fur around. And that fur was dull, white, encrusted...and matted far beyond the state of the fur on his face.

  

  The nausea Scott had done so well to restrain hit him in the chest like a fist to the sternum, and it was everything he could do to not turn and dash back to his bathroom and vomit. What had he done? How drunk had he been? For a moment, his tremors matched the boy's, but he forced them and his nausea aside. Jeffery. Jeffery came first. What had he done?

  

  He couldn't remember a thing...

  

  But it was clear enough to him what had happened. The fox had come home, black-out-drunk and out of control...and he'd ravaged the boy. He knew he had it in him. He knew how hard he worked to be as gentle as he was. He knew the fantasies he'd had for years: some young nubile thing completely at his mercy...

  

  But he'd never dreamed he could do anything of the sort to Jeffery. Not to Jeffery...no matter how drunk. But what other answer was there? How could he have done this? How could the cat live with him after this? How could Scott live with himself?

  

  At this point, he deserved no better than for Jeff to leave him and go running straight to the police, and he wouldn't have blamed the boy for thinking exactly the same.

  

  ...but what his pet was actually thinking was far less cut and dry.

  

  Mere moments before, when he was alone, Jeffery had wanted to rise and rush to his master -- to the only place he felt safe -- but now that Scott was back, he couldn't even bring himself to look at the fox. Because what he felt in this moment wasn't safe; what he felt was anger and fear. If Scott didn't love him like he loved Scott...as hurtful as that was, Jeffery knew he couldn't fault the fox. He'd agree to be his pet, not his boyfriend.

  

  But how could he have done what he did last night? Prowling the town, bragging about his pet...his toy...to whoever would listen? How could be bring that wolf home and leave Jeffery alone and unprotected? How could he give him up to Tony so easily? Did he care so little?

  

  But nonetheless, as the fox...as his master...as Scott approached him, he longed to be held again. He longed for those paws to touch his fur and his flesh. He couldn't reconcile it: any of it. Did he hate the fox? Did he love him? Did he hate him for making him love him?

  

  And Scott, having made his way to the bed nearly on autopilot, was at Jeffery's side now. He reached out. He didn't know if he should. He didn't know if Jeff wanted it...but something had driven the kitten to spend the night clung to his chest...so perhaps...

  

  He brushed the back of his paw across his pet's cheek, and the boy didn't flinch away...

  

  That paw, that touch: it was everything Jeffery wanted...but it hurt just the same. He tensed, and his eyes snapped shut. Half of him wanted to jump into his master's arms, and the other half wanted to run away...

  

  ...but all he did was cry.

  

  For Scott, there was no other confirmation required. That said all he needed to know about what he'd done to the boy...and he could never let it happen again.

  

  "I'm sorry, Jeffery,” the fox stepped back, disappearing behind Jeff and fading even from his peripherals, "Never again, kitten. I'm so sorry.”

  

  Jeff's first thoughts were in anger. Sorry? What good was sorry? What good was a promise? Unless, of course...he kept it...

  

  Behind him, he could hear the fox shuffling about: creaking doors, sliding plastic hangers, and rickety drawers. But only long after the noise had stopped, did the cat finally look to see. The room was empty, and Scott was gone...but on the dresser sat a stack of clothes.

  

  They were Jeffery's clothes, the ones Scott had bought him almost a week before: a shirt, pants, socks, and even underwear. And on top of them was a towel. The kitten stood and walked to them -- favoring his tail some, but less than he'd expected -- and stared, blinking at the stack of clothes.

  

  Scott was giving him his space? He was letting him shower alone? And even letting him dress? Maybe he really was sorry. Maybe he meant his promise. After all, he was so drunk last night, and he'd been so caring before. Maybe it was just because of the alcohol.

  

  Again, the cat considered dashing from the room and to Scott's side, wanting so badly to just be held. But how could he let SCOTT be the one to hold him? How could he trust him and his promises? He'd only known him for three weeks! And how many times had he convinced himself his mother's bad decisions were 'just because of the alcohol?'

  

  He should just leave. He had a new set of clothes, and all he would have to do is simply walk out the door. Scott wouldn't chase him. He wouldn't risk making a scene in public.

  

  But Jeffery knew he couldn't. He knew, despite it all, that this was where he wanted to be...

  

  Even during his shower, his conflict remained. Cleaning the cum and blood from beneath his tail was not a pleasant task: painful and messy. And as he saw to it, all he wanted was for Scott to be there: to do it for him. Was it the fox's gentle, nimble fingers? Was it that he needed someone, anyone, there so he didn't have to face this alone? Or had he simply grown accustomed to showering with company?

  

  After his shower, he made his way, fully dressed for only the second time in three weeks, out and into the living room. And from the hallway he saw Scott clothed and knelt before his liquor cabinet.

  

  Glass clanked against glass as the fox shoved bottle after bottle into a trash bag to his side, and Jeffery watched as his master emptied that cabinet one by one, and tied off the bag.

  

  As he stood, Scott looked at his kitten only once, before turning away again and leaving through the front door. The cat watched from a distance through the open blinds of a window as Scott dropped the bag in the trash bin and turned, marching back without so much as a glance at the discarded contents of his cabinet.

  

  Once back inside, Scott crept on uneasy footing to the couch, and sat. Only feet now separated the two, but the distance felt far greater. And for long, uncomfortable minutes neither one said a word...

  

  Scott turned, though, in time, and his eyes connected with his kitten's again. Only then did Jeffery see the darkened fur beneath the fox's eyes, the quiver of his irises, and the bloodshot whites around them.

  

  Scott had been crying too, and as he spoke, he could barely keep his voice steady, though it was obvious he was struggling hard to do just that, "Did...did you enjoy your shower, Jeffery?”

  

  Jeff didn't answer, didn't even nod. But socked feet brushed the carpet as he stepped forward, toward the couch. Their eyes stayed locked as he drew near...and parted only when the boy sat down, drawing himself close and curling up tightly under his master's arm...

  

  ~

  

  (September 10th)

  

  Tuesday afternoon, Scott sat at his desk at school, clumsily organizing stacks of paper and stowing them away in his black leather bag, finishing the last of his daily duties before heading home for the day.

  

  Years ago, long before Scott worked here, the spot where he now sat had been the site of the library. Now the library was downstairs and more easily accessible, and this area had been converted, walls erected to separate it into classrooms. The outer walls, though, hadn't changed. Those walls were glass: someone's idea to make the original library more open and inviting surely, but now they only served as a distraction. Now, all they did was let every little movement outside catch his students' -- and even his -- attention during class.

  

  The glass walls, though, did have their perks. Such as at this very moment allowing Scott to see a coworker approaching him from far down the hall.

  

  Shaking off his internal turmoil -- the lingering effects of his Sunday morning revelation -- Scott put on a happy face to greet the raccoon...to greet James, as he stepped through the door.

  

  "Hey kid!” Scott addressed the younger teacher in a playfully condescending tone...

  

  ...and James responded in kind, "Hey yourself, old-timer.”

  

  "And what can I do for you this afternoon, Mr. Callaway?” The fox asked in feigned obliviousness.

  

  But he knew exactly what James wanted. He knew because this wasn't the first time they'd spoken. Yesterday morning, yesterday at lunch, this very hour yesterday, and even TODAY in the morning and at lunch, James had accosted his vulpine coworker, and always for the same reason. He was here to flirt, and to do the best impression of a begging puppy that a raccoon could manage.

  

  He wanted a second date, and he was none-too-shy to be pushy. If he wasn't so damned cute, it would have been annoying...

  

  "Well, Mr. Hammond,” James matched Scott's professional tone, "I was hoping you could extend a favor to a colleague in need.”

  

  "Oh?” Scott picked up a ruler, absent-mindedly twirling it in his fingers as he leaned against his desk, "And what favor is that?”

  

  "Well, you know how I'm new to Sibirskaia, right?”

  

  "I do.”

  

  "Well, I feel...” The raccoon abruptly stopped and held up his paws emphatically, "Now hear me out! I feel that the only way I can possibly,” he paused to select the perfect wording for this professional tone, "...adequately reach my students, is if I can relate to them on a personal level. And if I'm going to have ANY hope of relating to them, I need to be much more acquainted with their home town. So I was hoping that one of my wiser, elder coworkers could find it in his heart so show me around, and help me get the lay of the land.” He smirked devilishly and proudly as he broached his conclusion: "Say...Friday night?”

  

  Scott returned the smirk with a raised eyebrow, "And I assume you're wanting to acquaint yourself with an eatery and...maybe a night spot or two?”

  

  "Maybe a park or a theatre...or someone's quaint suburban house...” James shrugged.

  

  Intentionally ignoring the last option, the fox pointed the ruler at his coworker, "I think I already showed you the theatre.”

  

  "Sibirskaia isn't THAT small of a town!” James stepped closer to the slightly elder teacher, convinced he was making headway, "There's gotta' be more than one!”

  

  Scott laughed and nodded, a look on his face not unlike pride in his friend's ploy, "You've put a lot of thought into this particular sales pitch, haven't you?”

  

  "And what else do you think I've been doing since lunch?” The raccoon feigned a cartoonish recoil at the thought, "Teaching!?”

  

  "Oh?” Scott stood straighter with a flattered smile, "Three whole class periods? Was I was on your mind that long?”

  

  "Well...parts of you were,” James's eyes darted down conspicuously and deliberately...

  

  ...and the fox's followed them, "You haven't even SEEN my parts, yet.”

  

  "I have a good imagination.” James stepped closer still, until they were nearly nose-to-nose, "But if you're offering to actually show me...”

  

  Scott though, poked the ruler into his friend's chest and pushed him back, an arm's length away, "Glass walls, kiddo.”

  

  "Oh yeah,” the raccoon's neck and eyes flicked about, surveying the two full walls of glass to his left and his back, double checking to make sure no one nearby could have seen. Despite all of his forthrightness with the fox, this was a side of him very much reserved for privacy. Once satisfied that he hadn't been seen, he stepped farther back in route for the door, and smiled a victorious grin, "So...Friday, then! You can show me those parts I missed this Friday!”

  

  Scott scoffed, "I don't put on shows for free!”

  

  "Hey! If there's anything you want to see...” James stopped walking to motion at himself up and down, "all you have to do is ask.”

  

  "I'm pretty sure I just did!” the fox flashed his teeth in a daring grin.

  

  "Glass walls,” James winked. "I guess you'll have to wait 'til Friday too.”

  

  "I still haven't said YES to Friday!”

  

  "Ah, but you haven't said no, either.” The raccoon turned on his heel and finally pushed open the door to leave, "And besides, worst case scenario: I can just find your address in the school directory.”

  

  Scott laughed aloud at his departing coworker, shaking his head through a smile as he watched James meander back down the hall...but once the raccoon was far enough away that he couldn't see, the fox's smile faded. Unfortunately for James -- for them both, in fact -- Scott wasn't nearly as interested as he seemed. He had just always been terminally incapable of telling anyone no. But his fear of hurting the raccoon with honesty -- just like every other time Scott had been faced with this dilemma -- was sure to hurt the 'coon by leading him on, instead...

  

  And it wasn't James's fault either. Scott liked him. He liked him more than enough for a second, third, or even tenth date and more. But it just wasn't to be. So long as he had Jeff, he didn't have room in his life for anyone else. He couldn't risk his job and livelihood, or Jeff's well being, by talking about the boy. And plus, even if he DID trust anyone to keep it to themselves...there were only two possible responses he could see. There were those who would be disgusted, and those who would be just a little TOO interested.

  

  And on top of all that, after what he'd done to Jeff on Saturday...he had more important concerns than finding a date. James just wasn't his priority, right now.

  

  Scott's only priority today was a young cat, home alone across town in what James had so recently described as a 'quaint suburban house.'

  

  There, Jeffery sat naked and alone in the living room, but his clothes laid only a foot away, hung over the back of the couch. Over these weeks, he'd grown accustomed to the freedom of not having to be dressed, and he still preferred it that way when he was by himself. It had been less than three days, though, since his encounter with Tony, and he hadn't yet felt ready to go nude again in front of Scott...or anyone for that matter.

  

  The moment Scott was gone, both Monday and today, the cat's clothes had come off, but when the fox was around, it was a different story. All day Sunday he had stayed dressed, and yesterday he'd watched the clock like a hawk, slipping back into his clothes just minutes before Scott stepped back through the door. The past two nights, even, he slept clad in his underwear, despite how much freer he would have felt without them.

  

  He glanced at the clock. Scott would be home soon, but perhaps today could be different. Perhaps he would greet his master at the door again, and do so nude. Perhaps he could put these past few days aside, and let everything be just how it had been last Friday. He could show Scott he forgave him, he loved him, and what a good boy he still was.

  

  But with every tick of the clock the uneasiness crept up his spine, and he felt his paws reflexively covering his lap. So maybe...maybe he would just take a smaller step in that direction, for now. Maybe he could greet Scott in his underwear, instead...

  

  Scott rounded the corner of his street, pulling slowly toward his driveway, and up to his home. Once there, he paused in his parked and idling car, as he pictured himself entering his house...or pictured, at least, what it had so recently been like to enter his house. He pictured the smiling naked kitten at his door, ready to welcome him home...and he smiled at the thought.

  

  It wouldn't be like that today, but it was still a very nice image to remember. Yesterday when he'd opened his door, there was no Jeffery, naked or otherwise, waiting there to cheerfully ask him about his day. Instead, the cat was lazing alone and clothed in the living room, quiet and reclusive...and there was little hope that today would be any different.

  

  He walked to his door, though, unlocked it and pushed it open...and was met with a very pleasant surprise.

  

  There was Jeff, smiling and waiting for him at the door.

  

  It was a weakened smile, hesitant and unsure, but it was still a smile. And what's more, he was the least clothed the fox had seen him -- outside of bed at least -- in days. He was still in his pants and underwear, but he was shirtless...and that was a start.

  

  "Hi...” Jeffery stopped himself from calling the fox 'Master:' a step farther that he still wasn't willing to take, "...how was your day?”

  

  Scott noticed the boy's pause, but he expected no such progress so soon, nor would he ask it. "Much better now,” he returned the boy's smile with a warm grin of his own. "Yours?”

  

  The cat's own smile widened at that, and he nodded gently, "...the same.”

  

  Scott closed the door behind him, and no sooner had it shut than the boy slid forward, arms wrapping tight around the elder fur in a hug.

  

  The fox's eyes stung, almost immediately tearing up at the sudden burst of affection. Jeffery had clung to him, had cuddled with him, and had fallen asleep against him, but it was always the act of a scared kitten clutching a security blanket. This was the first time since Saturday he'd rushed his master for a hug: the first sign of affection for affection's sake.

  

  Scott hugged the boy back as gently as he could manage considering his excitement, "I'm happy to see you too...”

  

  ~

  

  (September 11th)

  

  "Wait, wait!” Scott held up his paws to halt his younger co-worker's story, his voice clouded in laughter and disbelief as he made certain he'd heard the last bit right, "YOU were fucking HIM?”

  

  James tilted his head with a short huff of breath, "What? Is it that hard to picture a wolf on bottom?”

  

  "No. It's hard to picture YOU on top!” The fox pointed at his raccoon friend from behind his desk.

  

  It was Wednesday afternoon, and again, James had invaded Scott's room at the end of the school day. This time, though, neither were too quick to leave, and the raccoon had taken a seat in one of the students' desks nearest to Scott, so the two could converse a bit longer. A conversation which had slowly become a comparison of past sexual exploits...

  

  The slightly elder teacher explained himself: "I just kind of assumed you were more...submissive.”

  

  "Well then you assumed wrong,” James smirked suggestively.

  

  Scott laughed at first, before a thought crossed his mind, "Oh shit.” It wasn't an idea he was new to, nor was it a conversation or misconception he hadn't had to deal with more than once, in the past. After all, he was a fox, and that invited certain stereotypes. "That's why you're so interested in me, isn't it? You're looking for some lithe, submissive, little fox to dominate, aren't you?” though his question was serious, his voice remained playful.

  

  "Quite the opposite, actually. I'm looking for a confident, cool, and experienced fox to dominate ME,” the raccoon complimented and corrected his coworker at the same time. "See: I've never met a dominant fox before. You're different. And it's...alluring.”

  

  Scott paused, trying to figure his friend out, "But you just said...”

  

  "I just said I wasn't a sub!” James cut him off. "You've never heard of a switch? A versatile?”

  

  The fox laughed at his own ignorance, "Fair enough.” He leaned in on his elbows, and raised an eyebrow mockingly at the raccoon, "Either way, though...it's nice to know that all you're after is sex!”

  

  "Oh, you know it,” James sarcastically agreed. "That's why I've stuck around all this time, hanging out with you and begging for dates...without even getting so much as a peek at the goods!”

  

  Scott waved a paw dismissively, "All that proves, is that you like to be teased.” He leaned back in his chair, "I mean, after all...what other good is it doing you to sit around here reminiscing about our old sexual escapades?”

  

  "Oh yeah! THAT'S what we were doing!” the raccoon snapped his fingers and sat up straighter. "Tit for tat, Scott! It's your turn, now. I want to hear about some of yours...”

  

  "I don't really have any good stories.”

  

  "You have to have something! No crazy college orgies? No ex-boyfriend who liked being tied up and spanked? Nothing?”

  

  "Oh, well, yeah. I have plenty of fun stories about my exes!” Scott shrugged and shook his head, "I just didn't think you'd want to hear about them, though. Most of the time, when I'm on a date with someone, they don't find my exes to be the most desirable of subjects.”

  

  "This is a date?” James scanned the room slowly, and then looked back at Scott, "This is a lame date.”

  

  "Why?” the fox pretended to be offended. "Just because you won't get sex when it's over?”

  

  "And who says I won't? Maybe I'm trying to get you riled up enough that I WILL!” James smiled widely and moved right along before his coworker could respond, "So what crazy stories do you have about an ex, then?”

  

  "Fine, fine. Let's see...” Scott stretched as he thought, trying to pick out the best story to share. "Ah! I know. So, I dated this otter once, right? And he really liked fucking with his family, so he invited me to come along to a big family reunion they were having at some rented-out bingo hall near a beach. Long drive, but it was totally worth how happy it made him to see all their angry faces when I walked in.”

  

  "They didn't like you?”

  

  "They didn't know me. They just didn't like that I was holding his paw,” the fox held up a paw, wiggling his fingers as if his friend needed the visual aid. "But, see: he didn't JUST get off on upsetting his family. He also got off on the idea of getting, uhm...caught in the act. And it turns out that I'm easily convinced to do things I shouldn't.”

  

  "That's nice to know.”

  

  Scott paused to chuckle and to return the lurid grin spreading on the younger teacher's muzzle, "Well...long story short, we ended up in the back parking lot of this place, with him bent over the trunk of one of his cousins' cars.”

  

  James went wide eyed at that, "Was this in broad daylight?”

  

  "Noon on a Sunday!” the fox confirmed.

  

  "Did you get caught?”

  

  "No. But I think he was disappointed that we didn't!”

  

  "I would have been too! In fact, I AM!” James playfully pounded a fist on the tiny desk in front of him. "I was hoping one of his family members might have gotten involved.”

  

  "Oh?” Scott leaned forward again, quite interested in that particular outburst, "Were you hoping for a little bit of incest?”

  

  The raccoon blushed on cue, freezing for just a moment before looking away. It hadn't occurred to him, at first, what he was saying, "...maybe.”

  

  "Oh, no-no! Don't get shy on me, now,” Scott spoke in the gentle yet commanding tone he was so very adept at. "I'm getting the feeling that you have some more stories to tell me. This wouldn't happen to be something you've been involved with, in the past, would it?”

  

  James didn't say anything back, but just couldn't quite seem to make eye contact.

  

  "You have!” the fox grinned victoriously.

  

  Finally, James looked back at him, his voice nervous and almost pleading, "Just don't judge me, okay?”

  

  Scott laughed inwardly at the irony of that. Like he was in ANY position to judge anyone else, "Oh, trust me...I'm the last fur to judge anybody.”

  

  "Well...” the raccoon took a breath and double checked the privacy of their surroundings, before continuing, "I have these two nephews.”

  

  "Two??” Scott stopped him immediately with a paw.

  

  "Oh! Shit! No,” James frantically waved his paws and shook his head, jumping quickly to defend himself. "I only did something with one of them. It was just me and Todd! Mark wasn't involved.”

  

  "Still though...your nephew?” Eyes wide, the fox's voice dropped low, as if HE were worried about being overheard now, too, "How old are we talking about, here? You're only like twenty-three! The boy can't be very old.”

  

  "No. My brother and I were born a good few years apart. Big age gap. He's a bit older than me, so his sons aren't like...babies or anything.”

  

  "Then...how old?”

  

  "At the time?” James was clearly uncomfortable with admitting this, but drew in a nice deep breath, and told his friend the truth, "...Todd was fourteen.”

  

  And that was the moment when Scott's brain completely checked out of the conversation. He was still speaking, still involved, but it was the closest he'd ever had to an out-of-body experience. His mouth and his body reacted on their own, while his mind was completely and totally elsewhere.

  

  Fourteen. That's how old Jeffery was.

  

  Scott had been so worried this past Friday about how he could possibly date James, or anyone else, with Jeffery in his life...so worried that he ended up on a bender Saturday night. All because he didn't believe he could tell James about Jeff. But if the raccoon had done something so similar...and with his nephew even...

  

  As the tale continued, Scott truly only grasped bits and pieces, here and there...too busy reeling in disbelief at his luck, to really pay attention. What he gathered, though, was encouraging. James had done far more than simply be inappropriate with his nephew. He'd mounted him. He'd done it more than once. And he hadn't been gentle. Despite what the law would say, it was apparently consensual, but that didn't negate the fact that he and James obviously shared a few...proclivities.

  

  As the story continued, Scott only barely noticed his paw creeping into his lap and gripping his bulging sheath through his trousers...

  

  ...and hours later, at home on his couch, it would do the same.

  

  In the privacy of his living room that night, his mind raced from scenario to scenario. He ran through James's story, picturing the raccoon on the bank of some lonely woodland pond with his nephew...who Scott's mind could only see as a younger version of James, himself. He imagined the 'consensual' scene just slightly less consensual than James had told it: Todd writhing and whining as his uncle mercilessly penetrated him.

  

  And by now, his paw had slipped into his pants.

  

  He replayed his coworker's words about wanting an 'experienced fox' to dominate him, and his mental image changed. Now Scott was on the bank of that lonely pond, and it was James who was at HIS mercy.

  

  And soon, his pants were unbuckled and unbuttoned.

  

  Scott was pent up to the point that it was becoming painful. He hadn't enjoyed himself, hadn't had any 'release,' since the last time he'd played with Jeffery...which was a full day farther back than he even realized. And with Jeff down the hall taking a shower, and with his and James's conversation fresh in his mind...NOW was the best time to rectify that.

  

  By the time he had fished himself free of the fly of his boxers, the scene in his mind had changed again.

  

  He imagined telling James the truth about Jeffery...and he imagined that the raccoon's encounters with his nephew would be reason enough for him to not just be okay with it, but to be interested in joining in on the fun. And in his mind -- before he'd even begun to stroke himself -- James was in Jeffery's muzzle, while he was buried under his kitten's tail.

  

  Down the hall, though, Jeffery's shower had already ended, and the young cat, now dry, was hanging his towel back on the rack.

  

  On the counter in front of him were a pile of clothes: a pile as opposed to the organized stack Scott would have left. He snatched a pair of underwear from the top of that pile...a pair of bright blue briefs that Scott had so gently insisted he buy on their trip, because they were 'cute.'

  

  Jeffery smiled absent mindedly at the memory and at the thought that Scott found something so simple to be so attractive, and he slipped himself into the briefs. When he reached for the pile again, though, he stopped.

  

  Why bother? Why put on his pants and his shirt, if in just a few hours they would be coming right back off for bed? Maybe it was time for him to take another step...to move things just a little closer to the way they had been only a week ago: before Scott's dates and Tony's visit screwed everything up. He'd be sleeping in his underwear, anyway -- if even that -- so why worry with modesty, now?

  

  This time, he showed his resolve, and put nothing else on. Proud of himself and his accomplishment, and hoping Scott would be as well, Jeffery strode from the bathroom in nothing but his master's favorite pair of briefs, only to stop dead in his tracks when he got to the living room...

  

  ...where he found Scott, head back and cock in paw.

  

  The thought didn't cross Jeffery's mind that this was the first time he'd seen Scott exposed since Sunday morning, or unsheathed since Friday. It didn't occur to him that the reason it had been so many days since he had, was because Scott had been protecting him from any uncomfortable reminders. And for that matter he wasn't reminded of Tony, or of Scott's drunken night on the town...nor did he, for an instant, feel Scott was doing anything wrong to enjoy himself in the privacy of his living room.

  

  His first thought was that he should offer to help his master...the fox that he loved. And though that thought surprised him, he didn't argue or fight it.

  

  When he opened his mouth to speak, though, the first meek tremor of his voice that met Scott's ear shocked the fox and roused him immediately from his fantasy.

  

  "Jeff!” Scott scrambled madly, snatching a throw pillow to cover his twitching shame.

  

  "No. It's okay, Sir.” Jeff's voice caught in his throat but he pushed forward, "Would...you like me to help, Master?”

  

  Scott responded at some length, his voice soft and reassuring. Despite the fact that parts of him undoubtedly wanted to say yes, despite his shock that the boy would even ask, and despite how it warmed his heart to be called 'Master' again...his first priority was taking care of his kitten, "No, Jeffery. No. It's okay. You don't have to worry about me, right now. You know that.”

  

  The cat just smiled. He called him Jeffery.

  

  Saturday had been a horrible night, but it was one Jeff wanted nothing but to forget. So maybe it was best he did just that. It was a side of Scott he'd never seen before, and hadn't since. So why not believe he never would again? Even if Scott didn't love the boy like he loved him...he DID care. He'd shown it for weeks, and was showing it right here, this Wednesday night, by turning down his kitten's offer. He deserved forgiveness...and Jeffery owed it to him to forget.

  

  The boy padded over, sitting weightlessly beside his master, and the fox just watched as the boy's paw snaked under the pillow.

  

  "Jeffery I-” Scott's voice broke as he felt his kitten's fingers wrap gently around his sticky, pulsing length, "...you really don't have to.”

  

  Jeffery just ignored the protests, though, pulling the pillow aside and smiling up at his master, a ret hot blush hidden behind his black fur, "I wore your favorite pair of briefs.”

  

  "I...” the fox's first instinct was to argue more, but it was pointless. If he really wanted to, he could physically move the boy away, but his paws hadn't budged an inch to do so. He was helpless to stop his pet in the end...and it was simply because he knew he didn't want to. "I saw that, Jeffery. You look very cute in them.”

  

  "If you think I'd look better without them...I could take them off,” Jeff leaned down, warm breath dancing across the fox's marble-red flesh. "Or you could always do it for me...” before his master could answer, he slid his lips around the slick, ridged member before his nose...

  

  ...and Scott simply moaned aloud, melting into the couch.

  

  ~

  

  (September 13th)

  

  Friday morning, Scott Hammond sipped cautiously from a cup of hot, dark, English tea, as he looked out over the school's parking lot from the second story window of the teachers' lounge.

  

  Beneath him, he watched two students -- two of HIS students -- standing in front of the school. One, a tiger, tried his best not to laugh at the other, a husky, as the canine's mother showered him in undue affection. The husky's father, meanwhile, called from their luggage-packed van at his wife. It wasn't clear from so far away whether he was trying to protect his son from further embarrassment, or was just in a great hurry to get wherever it was they were going with all that luggage. Whatever he was saying, though, was quite animated.

  

  As entertaining as it was to watch the pup's torment, though, Scott was at the window for a reason...and the husky was not it.

  

  This morning, the fox was waiting on James. The raccoon usually got there a little later than the other faculty, but this week he had been a bit more prompt...motivated, certainly, by his preoccupation with begging Scott for a date. So certainly he would be there soon.

  

  And, sure enough, as the husky couple's luggage-filled van left the lot, James's unmistakable car pulled in. The raccoon's car, in of itself, was nothing spectacularly unique, but Scott could always spot the university decal he so proudly displayed on its back window.

  

  Before the red sedan had even parked, Scott turned, tea in paw, and left the lounge in route to meet his friend downstairs.

  

  After Wednesday night, things had been creeping back to normal between him and Jeffery...as normal as a high school teacher having a 14-year-old pet could be, anyway. Jeff slept nude Wednesday, and had stayed that way ever since. He'd begun calling Scott 'master' again, although Scott had been slower to call him anything but Jeffery, out of respect for his recent trials. And, initiated entirely by his kitten, he'd even mounted the boy again. Life was returning to normal, and Scott's aggressive transgression was being forgotten...but this wasn't all that was on the fox's mind.

  

  James's Wednesday afternoon confession had occupied the fox's thoughts seemingly nonstop, since the moment he'd heard it. At times, the thoughts crossed his mind in the most perverse of ways, and he reveled shamelessly in the thought of James taking advantage of a younger, weaker raccoon. But more often than that, his thoughts turned to the practical. If his life was returning to normal with Jeff...perhaps he could pursue some normality with James as well.

  

  Nearly finished with his tea, Scott waited patiently at the front doors of the school, finally greeting the raccoon there when he entered.

  

  "Scott!” James chirped happily at the sight of his friend. "This is a nice surprise! I didn't have to go chasing you down, today.”

  

  "No you didn't,” the fox nodded at his coworker, turning on a heel to follow him deeper into the school.

  

  "And to what do I owe this welcome?” As they walked, James tried to restrain his grinning for the sake of professionalism, but he wasn't entirely succeeding.

  

  "Well, I was actually wondering if you had a few minutes to speak...” Scott took the final sip of his tea, "...in private.”

  

  The raccoon's grin, now, was clearly out of his control. "Sure! There shouldn't be any students in my room for another...” he checked his watch, "...thirty minutes or so.”

  

  "That should do.”

  

  If there was any hope for Scott to pursue a happy, healthy relationship, he would have to be honest.

  

  And if so...what better prospect than James Callaway...and what better time, than now?


  ~


  There we go! A Warm Bed continues!


  *

  This chapter has been completely and totally written from scratch over the past week! This means that everything here was written 100% by me: Borealis.


  However, normally, my writing partner, Phil Anthro Pist would have played the parts of:

  Jeffery Anderson

  and James Callaway

  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/

  *


  *

  Also! Special thanks to:


  https://hammerfist.sofurry.com/

  and https://dono.sofurry.com/


  ...for helping me work out the beginning of the chapter!

  I was having trouble getting it how I wanted it, and they were all a GREAT help with their opinions and suggestions!

  *


  Well!


  A lot happened over this week, didn't it?

  Scott & Jeffery seem to be mending things after Tony...James & Scott are growing closer and revealing some secrets to one another...and who KNOWS what the next chapter will hold, after James learns about Jeff!


  But there's a lot left to be rectified, isn't there?

  Scott thinks HE'S the one who raped Jeff...and has no memory of Tony. Jeff, meanwhile, thinks Scott DOES know and is sorry about Tony. And if Scott's confession to James goes "well" what will Jeff think if it leads to him MEETING James?


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 6 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...for the next 12 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 10


  Chapter 10 --

  Partire

  

  

  (September 15th)

  

  Scott Hammond lounged nude on his couch, hours before noon, flipping aimlessly through Sunday morning, cable TV. His fur was still damp from a recent shower, his headfur quite obviously recently brushed, and his palm gripped a cup of tea.

  

  He'd been drinking more and more of it in the week since he'd disposed of his liquor. This particular cup was an herbal he wasn't too fond of, but it had been worth giving it a chance. After all, without experimenting he wouldn't have found out how much he loved Earl Grey.

  

  Sitting there, alone, he kept telling himself he should get dressed, but the argument that his impending guest was certainly still hours away, won out against any arguments in favor expending the energy to stand and dress. He would still have plenty of time, so there was no reason to bother.

  

  Outside, though, a rather excited raccoon was proving him wrong.

  

  James Callaway pulled up to Scott's curbside and exited his car. Though his first step was hesitant, once he began, he felt he was nearly jogging to the door. And once at that door, he stopped and looked at his watch. He was early -- VERY early. He bit his lip and nervously looked back to his car, debating whether or not he should waste an hour or two before returning. He shook his head, though, and turned back to the door. Scott wouldn't mind a little exuberance, right? At length, he took in a deep, calming breath, raised his paw, and tentatively knocked on the door.

  

  Inside, Scott coughed on a sip of his tea and then sighed as he sat it down. "Damn...” he muttered before raising his voice higher, for the raccoon at his door, "Just a second!” Finally, he got up and looked about the living room for the robe he knew was laying about somewhere.

  

  A little more than a week ago, he'd gone out on a date with a raccoon from work: James. Initially, it proved to be a disastrous decision, heralding an even more disastrous weekend. But the week that followed had seen James go to great lengths to secure both Scott's attention, and a second date...and now, the 'coon was visiting him at his home for the very first time.

  

  He'd expected him later, but James was here, now, and the fox hadn't so much as a pair of underwear to cover himself with. Finally, though, he found his robe and made his way to the front, synching it closed as he opened the door.

  

  With another nervous gulp, James smiled widely at his coworker, "Good morning, Sir! Are you prepared for Jehovah's return?” His smile simply widened as he chuckled softly, hoping his lame joke hid his nervousness.

  

  "So long as he doesn't mind that I'm not exactly dressed...” Scott stepped aside and nodded at the raccoon to welcome him in.

  

  The raccoon slipped into the house, giving the fox a mischievous smile as he passed him, "If I don't mind, neither should anyone else.” He forced out another nervous chuckle, watching Scott close the door and turn to face him. "I'm sorry I'm kinda' early,” he looked around the foyer of the house, as if searching for something.

  

  "It's okay.” Scott watched the 'coon look around and took a deep breath, knowing exactly what his friend was looking for, "He's still in bed.”

  

  James looked back at Scott, "Is he? What time does he usually get up?”

  

  "Whenever he wants. Unless I, uhm...need him up for something,” the fox cracked a bit of a nervous smile. He'd told the raccoon about Jeffery only two days earlier, prompted by an unexpected tale from James's recent past. Luckily, his coworker had proven as receptive to the truth as Scott could have hoped...or perhaps even more so. "But he's usually up by now, or fairly soon, if not. We were just up later than normal last night, and I haven't bothered waking him, yet.”

  

  James nodded, disappointed that Jeff wasn't up but thankful at the same time. He still wasn't too sure about meeting the cat, and a small part of him was even hoping that Scott was just joking with him about all of this. There were so many ways the situation could go horribly wrong...but in truth, the largest part of the raccoon was just thankful to have such an opportunity.

  

  "I-is there anything good on?” he motioned toward the TV, taking a step for the living room.

  

  Scott ignored the question, though. "You seem nervous,” he followed the raccoon and put a paw on his shoulder.

  

  The raccoon gulped hard and looked the vulpine in the eyes, "I am.”

  

  Scott squeezed his friend's shoulder, "Why? Is this really that much different than Todd?”

  

  "What makes you think I wasn't nervous then too?”

  

  "So I shouldn't take this as cold feet?”

  

  James shook his head and took in a deep breath, "No. I want to meet him and everything, but...it's just really...it's hard to believe I even have this kind of opportunity.”

  

  "Well...keep in mind: you don't know if you have ANY 'opportunity' yet. That's all up to Jeff.” The fox let go of the coon's shoulder and rubbed his back lightly, "Right now...you're just meeting him. That's all you have to worry about.”

  

  James chuckled softly, "Just meeting him. Yeah! I can handle that.”

  

  "Well look,” Scott smiled warmly, still having no clue that what he was about to say wasn't true, "You'll be the first fur Jeff's seen in a month -- except for one time when I took him out to eat -- so, he's likely to be pretty nervous too.” He thought for a second and then smiled wide at an idea, "Why don't you go wake him up? That way the two of you can get to know each other and get comfortable with all this? It'll be good for both of you.”

  

  The raccoon looked the fox over. His nervousness was telling him what an unwise thing it was to go wake the boy, but the rest of him was convinced it was mostly harmless. He took in a breath and nodded, "If you say so...” He looked around again, into the living room and down two opposite halls. "His room...” he picked one hall randomly and pointed at it, "...is that way?”

  

  "Uhm...OUR room is, yes. Now, I'll be making his breakfast,” Scott waved a paw at the other hall, toward the kitchen. "If I finish before you do, I'll come for you.”

  

  With that, Scott turned toward and walked for the kitchen, leaving his guest alone in the living room, eyes turning on the hallway to his destination. After steeling himself for the situation ahead, the raccoon finally mustered the nerve to cross the unfamiliar room and approach the hall.

  

  Once there James looked around again. He saw a door already slightly ajar and went to it first, to push it open. Bathroom. He continued with a huff to the next door and hesitantly opened it as well, turning the knob slowly as to remain quiet, and poking his muzzle inside.

  

  This was the right room. Near the center but slightly to one side of the huge king sized bed, was a small mass beneath the covers...and poking free of them was the small nearly black head of a cat -- a kitten to be more accurate -- lying atop of one of the pillows.

  

  The raccoon stepped slowly into the bedroom and over to the bed's side. He exhaled nervously while he looked down at the small cat, his mind awash with both inappropriate fantasies and with the 'right' thing to do. Whatever that meant.

  

  He gulped hard and leaned down slightly, putting a paw on the boy's cloth-covered hip and gently, thoughtfully petting him there. The raccoon looked up to Jeff's head and watched his ears twitch slightly with the petting, before he forced himself to regain a proper thought process once again.

  

  James removed his paw from the kitten's hip and slid it higher and up to the boy's shoulder, giving him a slight nudge. He opened his muzzle to speak, but nothing came out. So he cleared his throat and swallowed hard to wet his muzzle and sooth his wracked nerves before trying again. "Jeffery?” he nudged him gently once more, "It's time to wake up.”

  

  Jeffery whined and moaned as he turned over onto his stomach, pulling the covers against his chest. His body wanted more sleep, and mind was still oblivious to who was actually waking him.

  

  "Kiddo?” the raccoon moved his paw away from the cat's shoulder to lightly pet his headfur...surprisingly soft to the touch. "Come on now; I know you hear me. It's time for breakfast,” he smiled, hoping the mention of food would better snag the kitten's attention...

  

  ...which it did.

  

  Jeff turned again onto his back and yawned loudly, bringing his paws up to rub his eyes. Master's voice sounded a little off, but he didn't think much of it until his slightly blurry eyes adjusted to the dimly lit room....and he saw a raccoon instead of his fox there to greet him.

  

  For a moment, he didn't react at all, as if the scene was taking some time to register with him, but once it finally did, he jumped, scrambling back and pulling his torso free from his blankets and into view, "Who are you!?”

  

  James jumped slightly as well, not having expected to scare the boy. Though, in retrospect, he realized that he SHOULD have expected it, "Sorry! Sorry. I didn't mean to scare you. It's okay; I'm not gonna' hurt you.”

  

  The cat reflexively pulled the blankets tighter at his waist to protect anything more than his torso from being exposed. "Who ARE you?” he repeated again emphatically, as he shook, claws digging into the blankets held at his waist.

  

  James gulped nervously and smiled a soft but hesitant smile, "My name's James. A-and you're Jeffery, right?”

  

  Jeff shivered at the sound of his own name, and his ears splayed back submissively. If this fur knew his name, it could only mean one thing: Master had allowed him into their house. Again. He'd done it again.

  

  The boy just nodded slowly and looked away from the coon, "Yeah, I am.” With Tony fresh in his mind and already overcome with fear that this one would be no better, his thoughts turned to his escape. Should he call for Scott? Run for the door? Or could he simply tell the stranger to leave?

  

  In the end, though, he just sat and gulped.

  

  The raccoon blinked and sunk his head into his shoulders. "You're a little nervous too, huh?” he completely misjudged the kitten's gulping. "Don't worry. I'm nice,” he offered another, warmer smile and tried to get his head into the line of the cat's sight.

  

  Jeffery looked at the raccoon and noted his smile. It was nervous, and it was far softer than the toothy grin of the wolf his master had previously introduced him to. Maybe there was some chance that this one wouldn't be so bad...but why was he even here? "Where's Master?”

  

  "He's here. Don't worry.” James sat down on the edge of the bed, "He's in the kitchen. He told me to come wake you up...said he wanted me and you to be friends.” The 'coon was doing everything he could to stave off his nervousness, finding it exceptionally difficult to balance his thoughts about the parts of the cat still hidden under the covers with his attempts to calm the boy.

  

  The cat inched away on instinct when the 'coon sat down, but he still held the blankets tight at his waist, to keep his 'important' bits still hidden. "Oh? H-he said it was okay for us to...” he cleared his throat nervously before continuing, "...to BEFRIEND each other?” His question was mainly for clarification of what he had already assumed: that this raccoon had been promised the same thing Tony had.

  

  "Of course!” James chirped, oblivious to what the boy meant. "I'm his friend, and he told me all about you being his pet,” hoping it would be a show of friendliness, he petted the boy's hair again, "and he wants us to get along.”

  

  To Jeffery, though, the 'friendly' gesture seemed far more like a brash assumption of what his freedoms were with the boy's boundaries. "Yeah...” he looked down to the bed, "...okay.”

  

  The raccoon tilted his head, "What's wrong? Don't you wanna' be my friend? I promise: I'm a really nice guy.” He broke with a wider smiled, "You know what? I'll even bring you a present next time!”

  

  Jeff looked up to the coon, a small smile showing on his muzzle now, despite himself, "What present?”

  

  "Uhm...” James obviously hadn't thought that one out, "Well...I don't know yet! That's why I have to get to know you: so I'll know what to buy!”

  

  Though still tentative, cat smiled a bit more widely as well, the idea of a gift sounding oddly appealing, "Okay then, James. Get to know me...”

  

  "Well let's see...I don't really know what to ask. Your master's already told me so much.” James stroked his chin, "He told me you were sweet and cute, and...” he smiled down at the boy hesitantly, "He wasn't exaggerating about how cute you were, either. He told me where he met you, and how he took care of you, and how much you needed him. He seems to really care about you, too! But he didn't he tell me anything about what you like or anything like that.” He put his paw on the boy's knee, "So if I were to buy you something...but remember I don't have a lot of money...what would you like?”

  

  Instinctively, Jeffery spread his legs at the touch, though his groin was still covered by the sheets. He barely noticed he had done so, though, too busy thinking about how loose his Master was with information about him. He tried to assure himself, though, that this raccoon, so far, didn't seem anything like Tony, and he tried his best to simply appreciate all the complimentary things Scott had said about him.

  

  The raccoon felt the boy's legs spread, and gulped, "N-no answer?”

  

  Jeff looked up, shaking his head slowly, "I can't think of anything...Sir...”

  

  James tilted his head, "Sir? You don't have to call me sir. I'm just James.” He smiled and squeezed the kitten's knee.

  

  The cat smiled softly in return and looked down to the coon's paw, reaching forward and giving it a returned squeeze, "Sorry James. It's a habit...”

  

  James shook his head happily, "Don't be sorry. It's okay.” He rubbed Jeff's knee for a second and then moved his paw, "And I'm sorry if I seem really weird or anything, but I just really want you to like me. I like Scott a lot, and he wants us to be friends...and, plus, you seem like a really sweet kid. I just...I hope I don't seem too weird to you.”

  

  Jeffery shook his head, "No. You...you seem nice. It's just that new furs are...” he paused, considering the best way to describe his feelings. Unpleasant? Unwelcome? "...not common.”

  

  "And teenagers being live-in pets for my coworkers aren't very common for me either!” the raccoon chuckled. "But I think we can still be friends.”

  

  Jeff nodded his head with some hesitation, giving the raccoon another nervous smile, "I think we can, yeah.”

  

  James held his arms open to the kitten, still a foot or so away, "Seal it with a hug, then?”

  

  The cat was uncomfortable, and uncertain about putting himself willingly into the arms of another strange fur. He'd only agreed to be Scott's, not all of Scott's friends' as well. Though, really, a hug wasn't exactly 'giving himself up' to the raccoon either, was it?

  

  Still...after Tony, he was leery of even being alone with another fur, let alone allowing one to touch him so readily. But then again, this one seemed much nicer, and Scott DID promise nothing like Tony would ever happen again. Plus, how did he know Master wouldn't be upset if he DIDN'T hug his friend?

  

  Finally, he decided to accept the offered hug, but he had been so caught up in the worry over whether or not to even do it, the he'd completely forgotten about hiding his nudity. And as he leaned forward to hug his master's friend, he pulled himself completely free of the blankets and unintentionally exposed himself to the new raccoon.

  

  James just hugged the kitten tightly, and then leaned away with a smile and a nearly involuntary glance at the boy's now visible bits.

  

  Jeffery saw the glance. And even though Master had told him not to so many times before, he immediately placed his paws in front of his groin as the hug broke, blushing heavily through a nervous chuckle. Being checked out by someone other than his master was more than a little unnerving...and remained an unpleasant reminder of those events, a week prior.

  

  The raccoon looked away, "Sorry. I can't help but look. Like I said: you're a cutie.” He looked back, but deliberately at the kitten's face. "But, you know...if I'm gonna' be around, you can't hide it forever,” he smiled wryly.

  

  Jeff nodded slowly, noting that, just like Master, James was more logical than he was, "Right.” With that, he slowly pulled his paws away, and absently scratched at his stomach, while kneeling by the 'coon.

  

  James smiled and petted the cat's head again, very partial, already, to the soft feel of the boy's headfur on his paw pads, "I'll try not to stare too much, though...okay?”

  

  The cat responded nearly instinctually, just as he would have to his master, "You can if you want.”

  

  James, though, just shook his head, "Not until you're completely okay with it.” He laughed aloud, "I mean, there's lots I WANT to do, but I don't wanna' make you uncomfortable.”

  

  At that, Jeffery gulped near-audibly and exhaled, "Uhm...y-yeah?”

  

  The raccoon winced and looked down, "Sorry! I...I shouldn't have even said that.”

  

  Jeff looked down as well. He knew exactly what the stranger 'wanted' to do to him, and at the thought of it, he suddenly saw so much of the wolf in the raccoon. In the back of his mind, a small voice reminded him that Tony would have already taken it, not just mentioned it...but it didn't matter. Just knowing it was what the 'coon was after made his stomach knot up and his jaw shake. Had Master promised those privileges to this one, too? And how many others?

  

  James suddenly felt horrible, "I really am sorry. I promise: I'm not here to do anything like that! I know that's just for you and Scott, kiddo. Really! I just...” he sighed, "I can't help what I think about...r-right?”

  

  The cat looked up and nodded again with a weak but obedient smile, "...right.”

  

  "Come on...don't let that ruin everything.” James smiled a wide and apologetic smile, intentionally sitting up straighter and farther away from the kitten, "We were getting along so well. Please don't let what I said change that. Master told me that ALL I was doing right now was meeting you, and I promise you Jeffery,” he held a paw up like he was a boy scout swearing to what he's saying, as unintentionally goofy grin spread across his muzzle, "I am not trying to do anything else to you at all. And I never will unless both Scott AND you want me to. Okay?”

  

  "Okay, James,” Jeff couldn't help but smile a little more genuinely at the raccoon, who was obviously desperate to please and to make sure he was comfortable. "Thank you.”

  

  The raccoon smiled back more comfortably, "No. Thank YOU for forgiving me, Jeffery.” He paused and looked puzzled, "Or...or do you have something else you like to be called? Like...a little pet nickname or something? Boy, kitten, pet? Something like that?” He smiled again, "I wanna' make sure I'm calling you by the name you prefer.”

  

  Jeffery blushed lightly and looked away for a moment, to check the doorway for Master, not sure if he was allowed to share that information with other furs, "I like Kitten, actually.”

  

  "And it's okay if I call you that?”

  

  The cat nodded quickly.

  

  James smiled and stood up, glad to see the little cat happy again. "Well...come on then, Kitten!” he held out his paw for Jeffery's, "I'm sure your breakfast is nearly ready.”

  

  Across the house, Scott finished preparing Jeffery's plate, and walked to the fridge to pour the cat a glass of milk. He was going about it all, though, in a robotic fashion, very unlike his normal demeanor. He was too caught up in what was going on two hallways away to really give this menial task his attention...

  

  He hoped they were getting along. He hoped his trust in James wasn't unfounded, and that the coon was behaving himself. He hoped that Jeffery was comfortable enough with the idea of anyone else being a part of his life, and with knowing what he was. And he hoped that they could, at the very least, become friends.

  

  He loved Jeffery, and started on this whole big -- and, at first, ill-fated -- dating quest in spite of that. He loved Jeff, but all the boy wanted was a home, not a lover, and Scott needed more. He couldn't just let the boy go, though. He loved him too much, regardless of what kind of love it was, and he wanted him to stay a part of his life...just like he was now. Now, though, if things continued the way they were going with James, little Jeff would need to somehow fit into their growing relationship. Be it as James's friend...or more.

  

  But all of that would have to start with one step...first, Jeff and James had to get along.

  

  With the milk poured, and with it and the silverware alongside the plate, Scott left the kitchen to retrieve his boy and their guest. Perfectly timed as he stepped into the living room, though, they did too, both appearing in good spirits, and Jeff's paw held lightly in the James's.

  

  "There you two are!” Scott greeted them with a smile.

  

  Jeffery spoke first, a wide, unbridled smile stretching across his muzzle, "Morning Master!” He let go of the coon's paw and nearly leapt forward to give the fox a hug.

  

  It wasn't the reaction he'd planned to give his master. In all fairness, he was planning to show all the passive aggressive disapproval he could manage, as to let Scott know that he was quite displeased with their visitor. But when he saw the fox, his plans changed immediately.

  

  A little more than a week ago, he spent a very unpleasant night with an even more unpleasant wolf. But Tony wasn't really the problem, nor was what he did. The problem was that Jeffery had been left alone and defenseless. The problem was that the fur who should have been there to protect him was passed out drunk.

  

  But today, no matter how uncomfortable he was with James's presence...no matter what week-old memories it might have brought to the surface...this time he wasn't alone. Scott was here, Scott was sober, and the cat was safe.

  

  The fox took his boy into the hug and lifted him up into the air, where Jeff's legs, as always, immediately wrapped around the elder fur's waist. "Morning!” Scott nuzzled his pet's nose, "Did my kitten sleep well?”

  

  Jeffery nodded happily and nuzzled the fox's face, eyes closed as he melted into his master's arms, "I did, Sir.”

  

  Scott looked over at the raccoon, then, but was speaking to both of them, "And how did the two of you get along?”

  

  James nodded, smiling at how cute the naked cat looked in his coworker's arms, "I think it went okay.”

  

  Jeffery nodded and unwrapped his legs from around Scott, while the fox released him, "We got along, Master.”

  

  Scott smiled down at his kitten. "Not TOO well I hope,” he winked.

  

  Jeffery blushed and shook his head, "No. Not like that”

  

  Scott smiled, "Well, so much for my hopes for an interesting story.” He looked between the two, "And what all did you two talk about?”

  

  James chuckled, "Well, I told him what you'd told me about him...you know: how cute he was, why he needed you. And I told him that maybe I could buy him a little present or something,” he stammered a bit, as if worried about offending his coworker, "that is: if it's okay with you, Master Scott.”

  

  Jeffery perked up, "Can he get me a present, Master?” He smiled wide up at the fox, playfully pressing the issue, "I don't think I'll like him very much if he doesn't.”

  

  Scott kneeled down in front of the boy, "Now, now. I know you're nicer than that. I don't believe for a second that he has to buy you something for you to like him.”

  

  Jeffery looked away, "I know, but it'd still be nice...”

  

  "That's better!” Scott scratched his kitten's chest lightly, "And if he wants to buy you something, of course he can. I think it would be very sweet of him.”

  

  James nodded behind the small cat, "Thanks Scott. I'd like to get him something, but you'll have to help me think of what.” He smiled down at Jeff as the boy's tail began swayed happily, using it as another opportunity to check him out.

  

  Scott, still kneeling, pulled the kitten closer and kissed him on the cheek, "Talk about anything else interesting up there?”

  

  James looked away from the cat's ass and at Scott, quickly, blushing and adjusting his position nervously, "Uhm...”

  

  Jeffery looked back to the 'coon for a moment, then at his master, "He kind of said something,” he gulped nervously, "about wanting to DO stuff with me.”

  

  Scott gave the coon a cautionary glance, and then looked back at Jeff, "He asked to play with you?”

  

  Jeffery shook his head quickly, "No!” He was torn, but he wasn't going to lie. He hadn't been comfortable with what the raccoon had said, and he was hoping for some sort of reassurance from his master that it was nothing more than talk...or even that James had overstepped his boundaries. But, for some reason, he still felt compelled to defend the new raccoon. He wanted to know that he wasn't being passed around to everyone, but he didn't want to get James in trouble doing it. "He just said that maybe later...he'd like to. He said...” the kitten paused to try and remember exactly how James had put it, "He said that there're lots of things he wants to do with me...but he doesn't want to make me uncomfortable.”

  

  Scott smiled gently, again, "So basically he just said that he was attracted to you?” He chuckled, "I don't think either of us can blame him for that, now can we? A cute kitten like you, completely naked...who wouldn't think about that kind of thing?” He scratched the boy's stomach, and then finally stood back up as James sighed deeply and gave the fox a pointed glance of gratitude.

  

  Jeffery wasn't entirely certain how to respond to that. What his master said wasn't entirely untrue. James hadn't touched him anywhere 'bad,' or tried to do anything inappropriate: not even a kiss. All he'd done was admit that he wanted to. So, to be fair, Scott was right. There wasn't anything 'wrong' with that.

  

  Still, though, that answer wasn't, at all, the reassurance he was hoping for.

  

  So, in the end, the cat simply pushed along and changed the subject, "Uhm...was there breakfast, Master?”

  

  "Yep!” Scott patted the boy on the shoulder, "You run on in there and eat while I talk to James.”

  

  As the boy nodded and went on his way, behind him, James watched him go, keeping his eyes trained thoughtfully on his naked form. Not sure of how far out of the boy's earshot he was, he spoke barely above a whisper to the fox still with him, "You were right. He DOES look like he could be one of my students. Damn cute, too...”

  

  Scott nodded and leaned against the back of the couch, "You don't have to tell me.” He crossed his arms and looked at his coworker, "I'm proud of you for controlling yourself by the way. How hard was it?”

  

  The raccoon sighed deeply and chuckled, "Very.” He looked down at the noticeable bulge in his pants, "I'm...I'm already out of my sheath, Scott. He was so damn cute curled by himself in that big bed. And when I was walking in here with him, his paw was just so soft in mine...and...” he shuddered as he stopped himself, realizing he was ranting.

  

  Scott smiled softly and uncrossed his arms, his paw brushing lightly across his coworker's crotch, "Well, I'm glad you approve...” He shifted the paw higher and grabbed his friend's belt, using it to roughly tug him closer.

  

  "Hey! Woah!” James's eyes went wide for a moment as he resisted Scott's advances, though only lightly. "Jeff's barely right in the next room...”

  

  The fox smiled softly, "Calm down...I just wanted a kiss.” He kept his grip on the raccoon's belt too tight for him to escape, but made no advance to force the kiss.

  

  "Oh.” James looked back towards the door to the kitchen and, hearing the clink of metal utensils against a plate, turned back to the fox, "Well, THAT I can do for you.” He leaned forward, his nose to his friend's.

  

  Eyes closed, Scott leaned in and brought their lips together in a soft kiss. Not interested for the moment, in more than a long, soft peck, though, he gently pulled away before it could deepen. Their noses still together, and his eyes still closed, Scott spoke in a soft and uncertain murmur, "James? Would you call us...boyfriends?”

  

  The raccoon nuzzled his snout against the fox's, humming thoughtfully before responding, "I'm not sure, Scott. I think it's a little too early to tell, you know? But it...it feels kind of like we're headed that way, doesn't it?”

  

  "It does,” Scott kissed the coon's nose, "I mean, I'm not exactly 'in love' yet, but that's something that builds with time, right?” He leaned away, "But, look...I ask, because, if we are -- if we ever are -- I'd want you to REALLY be a part of my life.”

  

  "Well of course. Kind of comes with the territory, if we become more than friends, right? I mean...” leaning away as well, James laughed dismissively at the thought, "what would be the point otherwise?”

  

  "Yeah, but the problem is...that Jeff is ALREADY a big part of my life. And...” the fox took a breath before continuing, "I don't want that to change.”

  

  "Neither do I! I wouldn't expect you to put him back out on the street.” He rolled his eyes, "Or send him back to his parents.”

  

  "That's not quite what I mean.” Scott rubbed the back of his head, "I don't just mean he'd still be living with me...or with us, if it got that far. I mean...”

  

  "...you mean he'll still be your pet?” the raccoon finished the sentence for him, matter-of-factly. He had understood perfectly.

  

  "I do. And I think you know what that would mean for you.”

  

  "I think I do, too.”

  

  "I need to talk to Jeff.” Scott pointed over his shoulder at the kitchen, "But before I take that step, or any other steps with you and me, I needed to make sure you understood the situation. I needed to make sure you were prepared for what you're getting into.”

  

  James smirked slyly, "And you wanted me to meet him first.”

  

  "And for him to meet you. So...will you be okay with this?” The fox kept right on talking, not giving his friend the chance to answer yet, "Do me a favor, though, and answer with this,” he touched a finger the side of the 'coon's head, "or this,” and then lowered it to his chest, "but not this,” as his other paw gripped his could-be-boyfriend's crotch.

  

  James just reached up and placed a paw behind his coworker's head, pulling him into another soft kiss before pulling away, "Like that?”

  

  "Like that...” Scott smiled as he took a step away, "I should take that as a yes?”

  

  "You should.”

  

  "I'm gonna' go talk to Jeff. You wait here...okay?”

  

  The raccoon nodded and took a step back to give the fox room, "Will do...”

  

  Scott walked backward for a few steps, only finally looking away from the raccoon when he had to, to turn around and and head toward the kitchen. He pushed open the door to find his pet at the table, still eating his food, and his milk glass still more than half full.

  

  "Hey Kitten! How's the food?” He walked across the kitchen, and pulled one of the more distant chairs around and closer to his pet.

  

  Jeffery looked up from the opened newspaper on the table and at his Master, giving him a soft smile as he swallowed a bit of his food, "It's good, Master.”

  

  The fox sat down by his little cat, "Whatcha' readin'?”

  

  Jeff looked over to the paper, then up to his Master again, as he responded almost sarcastically, "The comics?”

  

  "Which one's your favorite?” ignoring his pet's tone, Scott leaned in closer to the boy to look at them too.

  

  The cat shrugged, "I dunno...all of them?” He took another bite of his food, and picked up the paper a bit to let his Master see them better.

  

  Scott, though, leaned back away from the cat; he wasn't here to read comics. "You wanna' sit those down for a second so Master can talk to you?”

  

  Jeffery's already weak smile faded away quickly, as he did what his Master had requested and sat the paper down as well as his fork, and then turned to the fox, his paws clasping together on the table, "Yes Master?”

  

  The fox began slowly, "You remember how Master had a date last Friday, right?”

  

  Jeff nodded and tried to smile about it, "Yes...”

  

  "And you remember who I told you it was with?” Scott clasped his own paws together just as his ktiten had, "The 23-year-old I work with?”

  

  The cat looked away, to the doorway into the living room, where he assumed James still was, "Is that him?”

  

  Scott nodded, "Yeah. That's him.” He looked at the door as well, then back to his pet, "Do you like him okay? Did he seem nice?”

  

  Jeffery wanted to lie. He wanted to say he hated James. He wanted to argue that he wasn't good enough for his master, or even to make up a story about how the raccoon was mean, and had done something bad out of the fox's sight. But he still couldn't bring himself to lie. The fact of the matter was, he did like James...he just didn't like ANY of the implications of him being here.

  

  So he just nodded and flashed an honest yet defeated smile, "Yes Master, I like him. He's not as nice as you...but he's nice.”

  

  "Well, that's good! Cause Master really likes him too. He's the only fur I've dated in a long time who's really treated me right...or that I've even really gotten along with.” The fox glanced at the door again, a warm, thoughtful smile spread across his muzzle when he turned back, "There's a chance...that he could be my boyfriend sometime soon.”

  

  Jeff gulped and looked down, having really hoped that that was the last thing his Master would tell him. He'd been worried this was a repeat of last Saturday: that Scott had promised him to another friend for sex. But this...this was worse.

  

  He again wanted to plead his case. He wanted to try and convince his master that he didn't need James, or anyone else. Jeffery could be his boyfriend! But he once again, he assumed it was an argument he'd easily lose. After all, if Scott wanted him to be his boyfriend to begin with...why would he have gone on the date at all? Or the bar the night after...?

  

  "Don't worry!” Scott scrambled to make his pet feel better, misjudging his reasons for looking upset, "Master will still be here to take care of you no matter what!” He lightly petted his kitten's head, "You're a very, VERY important part of my life. It's just that James is starting to be, too. I just want the two most important men in my life to get along.”

  

  There it was again...innocent little words that meant so much more than their definitions. James already said Master wanted them to be 'friendly,' and now Master was saying it to his pet to: that he wanted them to 'get along.' Such nice, innocent words...

  

  But the cat wasn't stupid. He knew what they really meant. "Get along? How well do you want us to get along?” he turned his eyes, dark but hopeful, directly on his master's.

  

  Scott sighed, and decided to just be out with it, "I know you only agreed to be MY pet...but, if James and I get really close, I don't want it to make me lose what I have with you. I want you...to be involved.” He reached over, lightly wrapping a paw around his pet's still clasped fists, "If I have a boyfriend -- him or anyone else -- I'd want us to all be together. I'd want you to be his pet too.”

  

  Jeffery gulped again, lowering his gaze and biting his lower lip while the situation and its every outcome flashed through his head. Not once did it cross his mind to simply say 'no,' though. That, after all, was against the rules. And without that option, Jeff didn't feel as if he were hearing a question. He felt as though it was an order...like Scott was saying: 'agree or you're back on the streets.'

  

  Of course, that didn't really matter either, did it? Whether it was order, request, or even just a hypothetical discussion, the question was far simpler than it sounded. His options were to either make Scott happy, or to make him unhappy. This was what Scott wanted, and it was no longer a question of being a good pet or not, or of getting to stay here or end up back on the street. It was about making his master -- about making Scott -- happy...which was becoming the only thing Jeff truly wanted. Even if it wasn't what made HIM happy too...

  

  And besides, how could he ever convince the fox to love him back, if he couldn't prove he was a good enough boy to deserve it?

  

  Finally he looked up to the fox after a wavering sigh, and answered, "It...yeah. It's fine.”

  

  "Are you sure? This isn't an order, Jeffery. It's a question...” the fox pulled the boy's chair closer, and leaned in, putting his forehead against the side of his cat's with his own long sigh. "I really want this; I do. But you can say no if you want. It's more than you agreed to when I took you in, and it's your decision. I won't make you do this, and I promise I won't be mad if you don't want to.”

  

  Jeff just blinked in silence. Master wasn't forcing him...wasn't trying to put him out on the street. He shook his head and smiled at the thought, his eyes stinging with tears that he forced himself to hold back.

  

  His answer didn't change though. Being forced or not, he should make Scott happy, "No Master: it's okay. I can be his pet too, if it comes to that.”

  

  Scott leaned back up, with a soft smile of his own, "You're sure?”

  

  The cat nodded slowly, still smiling, "Yes.”

  

  Scott smiled wider and kissed the cat on the nose, "Thank you! You're a very good boy to treat Master so well.” He stood, "I'll be in the living room with James when you're done eating. Okay, Kitten?”

  

  Jeffery nodded again and kept his smile plastered across his muzzle, "Okay Master...”

  

  Scott ruffled the boy's headfur and left the room, back for the living room, leaving the young cat's smile to slowly disappear.

  

  Back out in the living room, James sat leaning back in the couch, watching what his vulpine host had left on the TV, though he was far too busy entertaining himself in a different way to really care about the show.

  

  Barely trying to hide it, the raccoon had his paw on his groin, rubbing his swollen sheath through his pants. Were he back home alone, the thoughts and images running through his mind would have already had him out and in his paw, but for now, he was managing at least a modicum of restraint. Noticing a fox's muzzle poke into the living room, though, he quickly removed his paw hoping to play it off like it was just a quick adjustment.

  

  Scott walked on into the room and around to couch, sitting down beside and putting his arm around his coworker, "Enjoying the TV?”

  

  The raccoon's fur deepened with a red hue as he blushed heavily, a wide grin forming quickly on his muzzle. "I was...” he shook his head quickly, "I mean, I am! I am...”

  

  "Yeah...I bet you were.” Scott nonchalantly placed a paw on James's thigh, creeping for his bulge. As he turned himself to better face the raccoon, his position pulled the lower part of his robe apart to reveal his balls, and his own thickening sheath, "Y'know...at your age, you should be over the whole embarrassed by masturbation thing.”

  

  James shuddered a bit and spread his legs while he examined Scott's own unintentional reveal, "Well, I'm not usually paw to a cub, while that same cub is right in the next room.”

  

  The fox tilted his head, "You'd call him a cub? I think he's a bit older than that.”

  

  "Semantics.” James looked over to the hallway to the kitchen, making sure Jeffery didn't walk in at that moment, "W-what did you talk to him about?”

  

  "You know what.”

  

  "I'd still like to hear it.”

  

  "Well...I asked him if he would ever consider being your pet too,” Scott lightly rubbed the coon's thigh. "I told him that we were getting really close, and you might become part of our lives,” he intentionally left out the cat's answer, though, wanting to tease James with it.

  

  The raccoon murred gently, at both Scott's petting, and the thought really having such a chance with Jeffery, "And what did HE say?”

  

  "I dunno...” Scott's hummed playfully, as his paw finally brushed against the lowest bit of his friend's still hidden balls, "...that's not important, is it?”

  

  James looked at the fox with a serious intensity on his face, "Yes. Actually it is...”

  

  The fox sighed and rolled his eyes, "Oh, come on! I can't even tease you a little?” He raised an eyebrow, "He said yes.”

  

  James smiled wide and nodded. Yes. It wasn't just a theory anymore. It was a yes. And the thought of Jeffery actually agreeing to be his pet caused his cock to finally swell past his sheath's threshold and tent his pants yet again, as it had when he last saw the boy walking naked to the kitchen.

  

  With an audible grown, he grinned and reached boldly into his coworker's open robe, taking a firm grip on his sheath, "Of course you can't tease me! It's mean...”

  

  "So is ruining my fun.” Scott sparked a mischievous grin and took a firm grip on the coon's tent as well, "Now why don't we let this one out to play...?”

  

  "I'd love too.” With his freer paw, James reached down and gladly undid his belt, button and zipper, letting his boxers tent more comfortably than his tight jeans, and letting his light aroma, muted from his recent shower, out into the air.

  

  Scott murred and took a deep breath, enjoying the smell, however light, "Mmm...never gets old.” He smiled, rubbing the tent, enjoying the more detailed feeling of the shaft inside, now covered by such a thin layer of cloth.

  

  James murred deeply himself as squeezed on the fox's nuts tightly...but then stopped and quickly sat up straighter, trying to push away Scott's paw and hide himself at the same time, "Uhm...Scott?”

  

  Behind Scott, in the doorway to the kitchen, a young cat stood in silence, save for his deep breaths as he watching his master and the raccoon.

  

  Scott turned away from visitor, catching sight of his pet in the doorway. "Hey boy! All done with breakfast?” he smiled softly as always, as he asked.

  

  Jeffery stood in continued silence for a moment longer, gulping hard and blinking a few times to get his head back in the game, "Oh! Uhm...yeah. I did.” He wavered a bit, trying to will his feet forward, but not having actually expected he could be called upon to live up to his agreement so very soon.

  

  The fox tilted his head, noting his pet's reluctance, "Don't be so nervous, boy. Just because we're being friendly, doesn't mean you're expected to, too. You don't have to do anything this time. I'm sure it's too soon for you.”

  

  James quickly nudged at Scott's knee with his own, trying to convince him to take it back without actually having to speak up in front of the boy...wanting this too badly to not be pushy, but retaining just enough self control to continue being kind to Jeff.

  

  Scott glanced back at James with another cautionary glance to silently tell him to be good...not realizing it was unnecessary.

  

  "A-are you sure?” Jeff swallowed his nervousness and rubbed his shoulder gently.

  

  The fox nodded, looking back at the kitten, "We both want you to join in. But you get to choose if and when...”

  

  With nearly no hesitation, though, the cat walked directly to the couch. He wasn't ready, but that didn't matter. He would far sooner join in, than leave his master alone like this with another male. No matter who that male was, and no matter how much Jeff may like them...the fox was his.

  

  He paused once he got to the couch, but not out of nervousness. He paused because the seat he wanted to take was BETWEEN his master and the raccoon...but there was no room to wedge between. So instead, he took the seat next to his fox.

  

  Scott lightly put his arm around his kitten, "If we do this...I want you to understand something.” He glanced once at James before continuing, "He's not my boyfriend yet. So that means you're not his pet...”

  

  Jeffery smiled immediately at that, despite his better judgment to hide how he was feeling.

  

  "But,” the fox continued, "let's think of this as a trial run, okay? You're not really his pet...but once we start this, if we're going to do it, we're gonna' pretend you are. For the extent of this, you'll be his pet just like you are mine, and you'll do whatever he says,” Scott stopped again, to look at James pointedly, "unless I say no to it.” He looked back at his kitten, "But after it's over, everything will be back to normal. Think you can handle that?”

  

  Jeff took in a deep breath and nodded, looking over to the raccoon who was blushing heavily and smiling reassuringly to him, "Yes, Sir.”

  

  "Are you sure?” Scott rubbed his boy's back comfortingly, "If not, this is your chance to call it off, and we can do this without you.”

  

  That wasn't an option. "No,” the young cat shook his head immediately, "It's okay. We can try, Master.” He wanted Scott to be happy, and he wasn't about to leave him alone with James. And if this was what he had to do to prove to Scott he was good enough, then he would. With a gulp, he corrected his previous sentence, "...Masters.”

  

  The fox pulled his cat closer and kissed him on the forehead, "Well, if you're ready, why don't you help master undo his robe?”

  

  Jeffery looked down at the robe, and seeing the raccoon's tent, he had a pretty good idea of what to expect from James as well. He reached forward and undid the already loose knot, opening the robe, and revealing the fox's arousal and completely naked body beneath.

  

  "Now, James.” Scott looked at the raccoon, "Why don't you help me out, too...?”

  

  James nodded and gave out a shaky "Okay” before he reached forward, placing his fingers along the swollen vulpine sheath as he looking over and smiled warmly at Jeffery.

  

  Jeff returned the soft smile and, with an unsteady paw, hesitantly reached forward, only to have Scott halt him, giving him one more reminder, and one more chance to back out, "No turning back after this.”

  

  "I know, Sir,” the kitten just nodded and pushed on forward, touching his Master's sheath as well and interlocking his fingers with the coons, so they could rub the vulpine simultaneously and in sync.

  

  At the feeling of two different foreign paws on his sheath, the fox murred loudly and leaned his head back with a sigh. "Show James how good a pet you can be, boy,” he spoke to his pet, but his head stayed back, eyes closed, "You know what Master likes.”

  

  Jeffery blushed softly and gently brushed the 'coon's paw away, "Yes Master...”

  

  Though somewhat embarrassed to put on this kind of show in front of their visitor, he was determined to prove himself. And so, with some hesitation, he did as he was ordered, leaning down and burying his short muzzle beneath the fox's balls. There, the cat let his snout and nose wedge beneath them, and took a deep breath of his master's musk with a quick inhale, surely tickling the fur down there. And the deep breath was met immediately with two reactions: Jeffery's own small cock twitching and thickening his sheath, and the boy's tongue lolling out of his mouth and beginning to lick feverishly at the underside of the fox's sack. There, in his fox's lap and under the watchful eyes of the new raccoon, he completely bathed his master's heavy sack with his tongue before taking both nuts into his tentatively suckling maw.

  

  Scott let out a groan and looked at James, "Don't just sit there; join in. We don't want anyone left out...” He wrapped his paw around the raccoon's tent again, and rubbed, "What does our raccoon want?”

  

  With a very apparent stain of pre showing through his boxer's now, James just struggled to speak, his eyes still glued on the small cat as he suckled and licked the fox's balls, "I-I...I,” the raccoon stuttered out, feeling as if he was about to pounce the kitten.

  

  "Come on...it's okay. Don't be shy,” the fox peeled open the fly of his visitor's boxers with one paw, taking his slick cock into the other.

  

  Jeff looked up to the raccoon and made completely unhindered eye contact with him, as he began to lick up Scott's sheath, not stopping or breaking his gaze until he sealed his mouth around the fox's cocktip, with a loud, 'innocent' purr. But it wasn't because he was trying to put on a good 'show' for his guest. No. He was taunting the guest in his own passive way, letting him know that this fox was his.

  

  At the attention, Scott moaned, nearly growling, and gripped the coon's dick a little harder...no idea of Jeffery's intentions.

  

  The raccon's jaw hung open as he watched the small cat, each exhale coming out shakier than the last, "I...want him, Scott. I want him.” He looked briefly to the fox, then back to Jeffery, watching him un-sheathe the vulpine cock with his mouth, then sink the hard organ into his muzzle.

  

  "T-” the fox's voice broke, and he had to swallow hard to force back a moan from his pet's attention, "T-tell him, then.” He let go of the raccoon's dick and lightly petted Jeffery's head fur.

  

  James remained quiet for a moment, but finally spoke, "J-Jeffery...Kitten?”

  

  The cat kept giving Scott the slow muzzle job, very consciously trying to ignore having to acknowledge the raccoon as well. As a hopeful incentive for Scott to want to keep him in his current position, the boy dived his muzzle down, letting the cock tease the back of his throat and spew its salty pre onto his tongue. And as he did, he let his rough tongue snake out of his muzzle and begin a feverish lashing of the fox's now very large knot.

  

  "Oah!” Scott gritted his teeth and gripped the boy's hair, "B-boy? K-kitten...one of your masters is...is talking to you...” He could barely speak through his erratic breaths.

  

  Jeffery clenched his eyes and pulled off of the cock, showing to the both of them his wet chin. While he redirected his attention to the 'coon, both his paws continued to work over the fox's cock, one pawing him off slowly while the other squeezed his knot, and turning around it as if he was turning a doorknob.

  

  "O-oa-oah...” the fox just let out a shaky moan and sunk into the couch.

  

  "Yes...Master?” Jeff was still hesitant to call James that, but he did.

  

  The raccoon gulped hard and pointed to his dripping, rock-hard cock, "C-could I...? I need attention, too, boy...” He cleared his throat and continued on, trying to sound a bit surer of himself, "I'm your Master too. Don't forget about me.” He looked to his coworker for some sort of reassurance of his performance as a 'Master.'

  

  Scott smiled, his breathing steadying, "You don't have to try and be forceful. Just gently tell him what you want, like you were at first. He's a good boy, he'll listen.” He looked back at Jeff and rubbed his pet's cheek, "Go on now, Kitten. Don't let James feel left out...”

  

  The cat nodded and crawled over Scott, unknowingly showing the fox his own neglected, and nearly full sheath. And once his muzzle was over the coon's pride, he swallowed his OWN pride, as well as a small trace of fox juices, and craned his neck down to tentatively give James's cock head a small lick.

  

  James groaned out loudly and trailed off into a murr, while -- even after such a small lick -- his cock gave out a large spurt of pre, almost as strong as if he had just came, though he didn't. Instinctively, he brought a paw over and pushed his cock partway into the kitten's barely opened muzzle. With his other paw, he wrapped his arm around Scott's shoulder and squeezed him tight.

  

  The fox let himself get squeezed and leaned into the 'coon, as his paws reached forward, one lightly petting his kitten's back while the other wrapped firmly around his small twitching dick. And he smiled as he took it into his paw; Jeff was hard, and that was the best sign he could have asked for. His boy must be enjoying himself...or at least as much as he ever enjoyed any of this.

  

  Jeffery whined at being forced down, but it was soon disguised by an immediate purr as the fox began to work his cock. He listened carefully for Scott to certainly warn their visitor about being too forceful, but he was quickly disappointed by the silence and simply resigned himself to begin the blowjob for James instead. He opened his muzzle wide for the large girth of the coon to slip inside until his tip was touching the back of his throat, and then he purred deeply so his to vibrate around the coon's cock...with unexpected results...

  

  ...as the raccoon murred loudly and humped up into the boy's muzzle, nearly losing himself in the hot vibrating throat teasing his tip. He released Scott's shoulder immediately and reached down to the cat's groin, pushing Scott's away and taking hold of Jeffery's cock, "C'mon kitten, you're gonna' cum. Cum with me...” His nearly constant flow of pre-cum pouring out of the cat's mouth along with his continuous rough humping, was a very clear sign that he wasn't going to last much longer either.

  

  With his paw moved away, Scott quickly wrapped his arms around James's waist, trying to calm him down. "Careful!” he half barked, but more out of concerne for Jeff than anger at James, as he complete understood the feeling of getting to do something like this for the first time. "Don't hurt him...” he loosened his grip, allowing the coon thrust, but softer and more steadily.

  

  James consciously slowed down his thrusts considerably, though his quick panting and loud murring kept him from acknowledging the fox verbally. And his paw kept working the small cat's cock the whole time, teasing his barbs and trying to get the boy to cum quickly.

  

  Jeff half-whined, half-purred again while rocking against James's thrusts and his temporary Master's paw. He was getting close as well but not nearly as quickly as the coon had wanted him to. He could tell it wouldn't be much longer for James, either way, though.

  

  And as expected, with one final hard thrust and burying nearly two inches of his cock into the kitten's throat, the raccoon groaned out loudly, spraying his load deep into the boy's throat. "Such a good boy...” he encouraged, while spewing his load, eventually pulling his still very hard cock out and leaving a trail of cum along the kitten's tongue and chin.

  

  The fox beside them felt his own cock twitch and let loose a burst of pre at the sight of his coworker's cum firing out along his pet's tongue and chin. He squeezed his raccoon friend tightly and planted a soft kiss on his shoulder as he rode out his orgasm...the coon's paw still moving, gripped tight around Jeff's dick, but growing slower and slower following James's release.

  

  The young cat pulled up off of the coon, but before he could think of doing anything else, James leaned down and kissed him deeply and unexpectedly. The boy went wide-eyed and looked over at his master -- his real master -- while the 'coon's tongue lapped at his own, licking up the last traces of his own cum before Jeff could swallow.

  

  And Scott just smiled at his pet, viewing the kiss as a good sign...one of intimacy.

  

  The raccoon murred into the kiss and pulled away only after a few long moments, a strand of cum from Jeff's chin getting into his, "Such a good boy.” He kissed the still astounded Jeff on the lips gently once more, before he rubbed his fluffy cheek against the boy's affectionately, "Good kitten...so very good...”

  

  Jeffery continued to look at Scott while the coon rubbed their cheeks together, his eyes fluttering closed a bit when the fox's paw returned to paw at him...since the 'coon had obviously having forgotten about him cumming too, after he was done.

  

  Jeff was still shaken a bit. James was less rough than the wolf, but he was still rough. He was, though, obviously much nicer and maybe the cheek nuzzling was a sort of apology? The boy wasn't sure at the moment, but quietly began to purr, making the conscious decision to just focus only on his Master Scott and what the fox was doing for him.

  

  "James...” the fox slowed his pawing at the kitten as he spoke.

  

  The raccoon, still slightly out of breath, pulled away from Jeffery's muzzle and looked to the fox, his facial fur glistening with a thin layer of sweat and the small amount of cum on his chin. "Yeah?”

  

  Scott completely stopped pawing the boy and lifted him up. Turning him around, he sat the boy in his lap, the kitten's nearly black back against his white underbelly, and then nuzzled his pet's cheek the same as James had.

  

  "Remember,” though holding his kitten, he spoke to James, "Remember the other day: how you called him a toy? And then I told you that he was no such thing? I told you there was a BIG difference between a toy and a pet.” The fox returned his paw to his kitten's dick for a brief caress, "You ready to learn the difference?” He kissed Jeff's neck a little and let go of the cat's dick completely.

  

  James nodded slowly, embarrassed that Jeff now knew he had once referred to him as a toy, but was already more than willing to make it up to him, "Yeah?” He looked to the small cat's cock, and then back at the both of them in feigned ignorance, "My turn?”

  

  "MmHmm! Pets get rewarded. They get paid back for a job well done.” Scott looked Jeff in the eye and smiled, "Don't they, Kitten?”

  

  The little cat nodded and then looked to the coon, "Pets do. Right...”

  

  Deciding to play along with the two of them, the raccoon laid his ears back submissively and slid off the couch to kneel between both Scott and 'their' pet's spread legs, "Then my pet will get his reward.”

  

  He placed his paws on the boy's stomach and slowly leaned his muzzle down to his cock, where he darted his tongue out to quickly lick at its tip, making bounce up and down teasingly.

  

  Jeffery shuddered lightly and leaned back against Scott, his eyes closing slowly while the coon teased his already aching cock. "Oh...Master...” he moaned out blissfully, to both Scott AND James, finally too caught up in all of this to do much more than just enjoy it.

  

  The fox behind him held his arms tight around his pet, rubbing his chest and his stomach, one with each paw, "Ready to give James a taste, Kitten?”

  

  "Yes Master...” Jeff moaned softly while he leaned his head back onto the fox's shoulder. And his hips thrust up almost involuntarily, to bury his cock, just past his barbs, into the raccoon's muzzle.

  

  James's throat rumbled as he, too, gave out a moan, suckling the cat's short length completely into his maw. And once there, he let his tongue circle completely around the boy's tip, which rewarded him with a small, but rich blast of the cat's pre.

  

  While he watched, Scott continued to scratch his kitten's stomach with one paw as the other circled around behind the boy. "Go on, Kitten. Ride his muzzle...just like he did yours...” he growled softly as his paw slipped between his stomach and his pet's back, wrapping firmly around his own dick.

  

  The cat whined softly in response, and hesitantly draped a leg over the coon's shoulders, lightly pulling James farther into his crotch.

  

  The raccoon took the hint from his pet and opened his muzzle wider, letting the boy bury himself balls deep in his mouth. And held there by the boy's leg, he suckled on his length hard and slow, milking the cat's young cock for all of his pre, while trying to coax out his load.

  

  While his visitor reached up with a paw and began to massage their kitten's spunk out of him, Scott softly ground himself against his pet's back, his shaft sliding through his paw, and his wet tip staining and matting his kitten's gray back-fur as he watched on.

  

  "Is he doing a good job paying you back?” the fox nuzzled Jeff's neck lightly as he ground against him.

  

  Jeffery only whimpered out softly in response at first, but after a few deep, labored breaths he managed to answer his master appropriately, in a broken whine and a whisper, "Y-yes Master! He's good...I'm g-getting close!” His small body squirmed against Scott to emphasize his answer.

  

  James silently continued working the kitten's cock. Hearing his pet's blissful answer only made him continue more feverishly. He was no stranger to submitting -- he had every intention of doing so with Scott as well -- but this was the first time he'd felt even slightly dominated by one so young.

  

  Jeff draped another leg over the 'coon's shoulders, pulling him fully into his crotch, until his snout was buried in his pubic fur, making it difficult to breath. The raccoon didn't care, though; he just suckled hard on the small cock and rolled the boy's nuts in his paw. He wanted -- he needed -- his pet to be rewarded. Only if he proved himself here and how good a member of this trio he could be would he stand any chance of being accepted by Scott and Jeff. To do that, he needed to reward his temporary pet...and the continuous stream of the young feline's pre was a good sign that he TOO would be rewarded soon.

  

  Behind the cat, Scott breathed more and more heavily against his kitten's neck and chest, as his grinding grew more forceful, pre flowing heavier and more continuous with every push of his hips. He'd been teased with James & Jeff's show all this time and was just now giving his dick any attention. It wouldn't be long until he left a sticky mess on Jeffery's back.

  

  The cat, for his part, pushed back against Master Scott's chest and cock for a final time while he tensed completely, giving out a loud mewl of pleasure, followed by a shudder and a purr. His small cock tensed and exploded, spraying his small but thick load into the coon's -- still temporarily his master's -- muzzle.

  

  James stopped sucking on Jeffery's cock as it began to twitch and shoot, letting the boy's small load spurt out and pool in his mouth. His paw lightly squeezed his nuts for a final time, as if trying to squeeze out ALL of the boy's load...and once he was finally satisfied it was over, he pulled back, and looked up at his two exhausted hosts swallowing the load, very obviously, for Scott's benefit.

  

  The fox groaned and closed his eyes after seeing the raccoon swallow, then bucked three final times into his paw and against his kitten's back before his first stream of cum jetted out against the little one's dark gray fur. With a sharp moan -- almost a yip -- he gripped the kitten tight as rope after rope of cum shot out and painted the boy's back.

  

  Jeffery continued to purr, head craned back on Scott's shoulder as he felt his Master pawing off and finishing behind him. The hot strands of cum landing on his back reminded him fondly of the one and only time his fox Master had pulled out of him and finished on his back instead of in him. And even though he was exhausted...the thought of it made a small smile form across his muzzle.

  

  Scott panted heavily as his orgasm ebbed away, and laid his head over his pet's shoulder. "Seems like you need a bath, Kitten...” he looked up at James, "You think you're new master wants to help?”

  

  Jeff continued his content purring for a few seconds, before he looked to the 'coon kneeling before them, seeing the same content smile on the visitor's muzzle, as was on HIS, "Yes Master...I think he does...”

  

  The raccoon smiled wider at the two of them, reached up, and tried to clean his chin of his saliva and the small remaining bit of the cat's cum, "I'd love to...”

  

  The fox reached down and pulled his coworker up by the back of his head sandwiching Jeffery between the two. He placed a small kiss on James's nose, and then turned and kissed their kitten on the cheek as well, "Let's get that out of the way, then. We still have a whole Sunday ahead of us.”


  ~


  There we go! A Warm Bed continues!


  *

  Starring:

  Frost Rime Borealis

  as Scott Hammond

  and James Callaway (when he was alone with Jeff, and some of when they were all three together)

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Jeffery Anderson

  and James Callaway (when he was alone with Scott, and most of when they were all three together)

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Well!

  That actually went much better than expected, didn't it??


  But still, though. Something has to give:

  Scott STILL thinks Jeff is a straight-ish boy who's just doing this for a home, even though Scott would like more...Jeff thinks he HAS to do this sort of thing to make Scott happy and prove he's good enough to be his boyfriend...and not to mention, of course, Scott still has NO CLUE about Tony! And what about James? Is he being more motivated by love or by sex? And either way, how might he be affected by whatever happens next? Will he REALLY become Scott's boyfriend and Jeff's second master? And if not...how will he handle it?


  SIDE NOTE: This USED to be AWB Chapters 9 and 10. All the way through Scott & Jeff's solo talk in the kitchen was #9, and everything after that, in the living room, was #10. But then I wrote a NEW Chapter 9, and just smooshed these together to be the new Chapter 10.

  So now do you see why I needed a new Chapter 9? Wasn't the new #9 MUCH better than just jumping straight to THIS after #8?


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 5 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...for the next 11 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 11


  Chapter 11 --

  Veritas

  

  

  (September 18th)

  

  Jeff, quite understandably, was well aware of his master's proclivities.

  

  It was no secret that Scott harbored a quite socially unacceptable attraction to boys: teenagers at the very least, if not cubs as well. Of course, Jeff understood this. How could he not? No adult, gay or otherwise, would be so quick to take a 14-year-old boy as his pet if he didn't have certain pre-existing inclinations.

  

  Jeffery held no illusions as to what his master was attracted to. So it would be natural for the cat to be uncomfortable with the idea of his master -- the fox he loved -- spending his days at a school surrounded by kids, some as young as Jeffery himself. But such worries had never crossed his mind...

  

  ...not until this week, anyway.

  

  But it wasn't students who Jeff was worried about: it was a coworker. The idea that Scott spent his entire day at the school without Jeffery, and in such close proximity to James Callaway...THAT set the cat's fur on end.

  

  It didn't help, either, that the past two evenings when Scott came in from work, James was the only subject on his lips...and today -- Wednesday, a short three days after their Sunday encounter -- was certain to be no different.

  

  And it was entirely from dreading yet another such conversation, that Jeff remained this evening on the couch, instead of rising to greet his master at the door.

  

  Soon enough, latches clicked, the door knob turned, and Scott strode into his home. The smile on his face, though, quickly turned to confusion, when found that his little gray kitten wasn't waiting for him in the entry way. The last time Jeffery was absent was following the fox's unfortunate night of drinking...and Scott's worries immediately took over, as he could imagine no positive reason for his pet to be missing.

  

  Bag and coat sat aside, he continued on into his home, and rounded his couch to find his cat sitting there, eyes turned to greet the fox, "Afternoon, Master.”

  

  "Kitten?” His face clouded with worry, Scott inched closer and sat down by his pet, "Is everything okay?”

  

  Realizing how he must look, Jeffery quickly replaced his blanker expression with a wide, fake smile, in the hopes of allaying his master's fears, "Yes, Sir. Why wouldn't it be?”

  

  "I don't know. I'm just used to seeing you waiting for me at the door.”

  

  "I'm sorry, Master. I didn't hear you pull up this time.” The cat looked to the television. His first instinct was to blame it for being too loud, but it wasn't even on, "...I must've dozed off.”

  

  "You don't have to be sorry,” with a gentle smile, Scott pulled his kitten close and kissed him on the forehead, "You can nap whenever you like.”

  

  After returning the soft smile, his mood having been warmed considerably just by that small kiss, Jeff slipped from the couch. At this point, it had become a silent and expected ritual. His master lifted his feet, and the kitten went about removing his shoes and his socks. "How was your day?” he asked nearly on instinct, as it was the customary way to greet his master...but, knowing what the answer would certainly be, he regretted it immediately.

  

  "Pretty much the same as always,” the fox wiggled his still socked toes after his shoes were removed. "Except, of course, that I'm worried James is gonna' get us fired...”

  

  Jeffery had to restrain a sigh. Of course Scott mentioned James. "What do you mean, Master? Is he still trying to have sex with you at school?” like the dutiful pet, he tugged his master's socks off of his feet as he carried on the conversation, referencing a tale from the day before.

  

  Scott laughed aloud, "He wasn't trying to have sex with me, Kitten; he was just being handsy when we were alone. But no, it's not that. Today, while we were getting our lunch in the cafeteria-”

  

  "You eat cafeteria food?” the cat cut him off, socks now slipped off and tucked away in his master's shoes.

  

  "Sometimes.” Scott nodded and continued, "But, while we were in line, today, he kept asking me which students I thought were hot! And when I wouldn't answer him, he just told me which ones HE liked, instead. I was terrified someone was gonna' hear us.”

  

  "Sounds dangerous.”

  

  "A bit. As best I could tell, though, no one heard him.”

  

  "You don't sound very upset with him.”

  

  "Well, if it was anyone else I probably would be!”

  

  'Anyone else.' Even as Jeff moved closer to his master, to continue his afternoon duties, those words stuck in his head. ANYONE else? Did that count Jeffery, too? Shaking the thought off, though, he soldiered on and unbuckled the elder fur's belt.

  

  "He's just so damn charming about it, though!” As the fox continued, he untucked his shirt, easier to pull free of his waist now, without the constriction of his belt, "He seems to know exactly what to say, and how to say it to keep a smile on my face, you know?”

  

  Of course Jeffery knew. That's how he felt about Scott. A time or two over these past few days, he'd found himself smiling or even chuckling at a story about James, in spite of himself...and it was entirely because his master was the one who was telling the story. He said nothing of the sort to Scott, though, simply pulling the fox's belt free of its loops and setting it aside on the coffee table.

  

  "Or maybe you don't,” Scott amended. "I'm sure someday you'll find some girl that'll make you feel the same way, though.”

  

  Of course, though, the cat didn't want a girl. He wanted Scott. "It sounds like things are going well.”

  

  "They really are! And for him too.” Less confined, and not interested at the moment in taking advantage of any of his pet's 'other' duties, Scott patted the couch beside himself, to let his kitten know that he could jump back up. "I know he seemed happy when he was here on Sunday, but you should see him now that he's gotten over his nervousness. He is absolutely ELATED that you're gonna' get to be his pet, now, too!”

  

  The definite nature of that statement didn't escape Jeff's attention. He was 'going to be' James's pet? Not 'might be?' As he climbed back up beside his master, he timidly checked for clarification, "So...are you two actually a couple, then?”

  

  "I don't know. We haven't really made it official, I guess. But things are going SO well! I've never really clicked with somebody so easily. And it just feels...right. I know it's fast and everything, and Lord knows neither of us are perfect, but,” the fox paused to take a breath amidst his rambling, "I'm honestly starting to wonder if he might even be 'the one.' Little early to tell, but still...”

  

  And that was all Jeffery could take. Scott treating James like a boyfriend was bad enough. So were the tales of the raccoon's 'handsiness,' Scott's inability to see fault in anything he did, and just, in general, how often the fox spoke of his coworker-turned-potential-boyfriend. But now he was 'the one?' Now the boy had to listen to his master all but declare his undying love for that stupid raccoon??

  

  His attempts at even a fake smile were lost, now, shoulders slumped and gaze lowered in silence as his master continued on in uninterrupted ignorance...

  

  "I guess it's a good thing that I've got that big California King, too, huh? We're gonna' need all the room we can get in that bed if we expect all three of us to fit in it, right?” Oblivious, Scott nudged his pet playfully, "You think you'll be okay with that, Kitten? Him moving in and you getting twice the attention? Us fighting over who gets to cuddle up to you at night?”

  

  The cat's response was immediate, cold, and detached, "...I guess I'll have to be.”

  

  He shouldn't have even said it. He just wanted the conversation to be over. He wanted to move on and talk about something else. And showing his master he was upset was certain to do exactly the opposite. But in that moment, his mood and his honesty got the best of him. He was in no condition to hide his discomfort any longer, and it was too late to take it back...

  

  "Kitten?” Scott blinked and turned to look at his boy, only now noticing the defeated and broken smile on his face, "What's wrong?”

  

  "Nothing,” Jeff just turned away, not wanting, even, to be seen.

  

  "No. Something's wrong,” and it wasn't hard for the fox to tell what it was, either. It was James. "I...I thought you liked James.”

  

  "I like James just fine,” Jeffery huffed, stubborn and defiant.

  

  "Then why do you seem so upset?” hoping to comfort the boy, Scott put his paw on Jeff's shoulder. "Is there something wrong with him moving in?

  

  "No!” Finally pushed too far by the questioning, and by his master's ignorance, the cat pulled away from the paw, and snapped: "What could possibly be wrong with it, Scott?? You know: at least until you two find somebody ELSE to share me with!”

  

  "Whoa! Whoa,” Scott sat back, holding his paws up defensively, completely taken off guard by the accusation, "Jeffery? What are you talking about?”

  

  "Nothing!” Again, though Jeff doubled back on himself. He was boiling over. Every time he spoke it was harder and harder to not explode. But he'd been a good boy, a good pet this long. He couldn't throw it all away, now. He had to be strong...he had to prove he was good. But then again...maybe that wasn't even the point anymore. Maybe he just didn't want to have this conversation. Maybe what he really wanted was to just ignore it, and push it aside... "I-I'm sorry! I shouldn't have...”

  

  "Kitten, no,” it was too late to deter the fox, though. His kitten was hurt, and he couldn't just let that lie. "Tell me what's wrong.”

  

  "I told you it's nothing!” Jeffery snapped back again, his voice growing shakier and louder by the moment. "Just never mind. I don't want to talk about it.”

  

  Scott reached a comforting paw toward his pet, "Jeffery-”

  

  "I said NO!” the cat screamed, finally, cutting his master off and pushing him away, as he scrambled from the couch and to his feet.

  

  Scott just stared on in shock, never having seen his pet react like that: so violently averse to even being touched. And Jeff looked right back at him, eye-to-distant-eye. The cat, at a glance, looked angry...but he wasn't. The fox saw past his pet's pinched brow and clenching jaw. He saw the welling tears and the quivering lips. Jeffery was scared...he was hurt...he was sad.

  

  But before Scott could say another word -- anything to comfort his kitten -- the boy turned and stormed from the room, disappearing down the hall to the sound of their slamming bedroom door.

  

  At times, though, Scott was far more stubborn than was in his or anyone else's best interest. Jeff didn't want to talk; he'd made that as clear as he possibly could...but his master wasn't about to just let this go.

  

  No matter whether it was what his kitten wanted or not, he still followed. Slow and measured steps carried him down the hall and to their room, and before his paw even touched the knob, he heard the heavy erratic breathing of his pet crying within.

  

  He pushed open the door, "Kitten?”

  

  From the bed, though, Jeffery offered no response, save for attempting to steady his breathing and to silence his sobs. Some small part of him still believed that he could avoid this conversation: that, somehow, if he could hide his crying, Scott would leave him be.

  

  But of course, he didn't, "Jeffery?”

  

  The cat only responded by more tightly gripping the blankets he'd wrapped himself in, and burying his head into the pillow.

  

  Scott approached from behind the boy, sitting down on the edge of the bed. He reached a paw out as he spoke, "Please talk to me,” but thought better of it, since his pet had made it clear he didn't want to be touched...

  

  Fact of the matter was, of course, Jeff would have been more than happy with the comforting paw...or even with his master slipping under the covers and holding him. It was the words he wanted to avoid. So long as they never spoke, he could imagine everything would one day be okay. He could imagine James was a passing fling, and soon they'd be alone again.

  

  But the thought of them speaking, and of Scott confirming his every worst fear -- that the cat's love was one sided, and that there was nothing stopping him being replaced by the older, more charming, and more handsome raccoon -- was something he couldn't bear.

  

  "Jeff, I...I never meant to make you think...” the fox stammered to find the right words to calm and reassure his pet. "I told you on Sunday that this was entirely your decision. Anything between you and James is completely up to you. It was okay for you to say no, then...and it still is. If you changed your mind, or even if you never really meant it...” he scooted closer on the bed, still careful not to touch the boy. "No matter what, I won't be mad.”

  

  But Jeffery hadn't just changed his mind. It wasn't so simple as him just not wanting to 'play' with James. He wanted the raccoon gone. He wanted James out of their lives and to have Scott all to himself. Would that be okay too? Would Scott still not be mad?

  

  "Jeffery, please?” Scott continued on, "You can talk to me about anything.”

  

  And finally, the cat spoke, "Can I?”

  

  "Of course you can! That was a rule when you first got here, remember? You can always ask mas-” Scott stopped before he called himself 'master.' Now was not the time. "You can always ask me anything you want. Remember? This is the same thing.”

  

  Though finally speaking, Jeff didn't turn himself, or even his head, to look at his master, "You've never cared before. Why would you now?”

  

  "That's not fair! Of course I care. But you haven't even talked to me about...whatever this is, and I...” the fox stopped himself again, realizing that he was snapping at the boy -- accusing him -- and that was obviously the last thing his pet needed right now. "Please, just tell me. No matter what, you can say anything you want to me, Jeff.”

  

  "Fine!” Finally fed up with the questions, and convinced that nothing he could do would just make the fox give up and go away, Jeffery exploded at last. He flipped over in the bed, flinging the covers away and facing his master, "You want to know, Scott!? I'm tired of being passed around to all of your damn friends! I agreed to be YOUR pet! You! Not anybody else! Not James, Tony, or whoever else you decided to bring home with you! THAT'S what's wrong!”

  

  Scott had an argument ready, immediately. It was truthful and logical, and he would present it with as much kindness and comfort as he could manage, despite his pet's screaming. He would argue that it was only James: not 'all of his friends.' He would argue that even WITH James, it was a lengthy and thoughtful decision, where he picked someone that he knew he could trust with both the secret, and with the most important kitten in his life. He would argue that it was never something he would force on Jeff, and that that's why he'd left the decision entirely up to the boy. And then he would promise Jeffery that nothing more ever had to happen between the cat and the raccoon...no matter what else that might mean.

  

  That was the argument that came to mind. That was what he opened his muzzle to say. But before the first syllable could leave his lips, one word of the cat's rant finally registered with him: Tony. "Wait. Who...” Scott's voice was soft but tense, certain that no matter what answer he received, this was going nowhere good, "Who's Tony?”

  

  And he was met with a flood of conflicting emotion from his kitten. The cat's rush of anger remained, and tears still trickled from his eyes, but when he opened his mouth to speak, he began with a darkened laugh, "You bring him home from the bar and let him FUCK me...but don't even know his name?”

  

  Scott felt himself begin to shake. It began at his chest and radiated out, into his jaw and down his arm, until his paws were gripping the blankets to remain steady, "J-Jeffery...I have no idea what you're talking about.”

  

  "What do you mean you don't know??” Jeff shot back in disbelief. "You apologized for it! You threw your alcohol out because of it!”

  

  The fox fell immediately into denial, head shaking as he leaned away from the boy.

  

  This wasn't right! It couldn't be. He had gotten drunk, he'd come home, and HE'D hurt Jeffery. That was what happened! It had to be. It's what he'd apologized for...what he thought he'd spent a week making up for...

  

  There was no way it was...this! He wouldn't. He couldn't. He would never bring some stranger home to have their way with his pet! But...what reason would Jeffery have to lie? And, for that matter, how could Scott know for certain WHAT happened? He couldn't remember a thing from that night.

  

  All he knew was that he'd woken the next morning to find his kitten ravaged, broken, and soaked both in tears...and in fluids far worse. He never asked what happened, never checked for evidence or proof. He just assumed it was him.

  

  But he was wrong. And as the truth finally sank in, as he finally realized what had actually happened a week and a half earlier...he simply hung his head, muttering in weakness and defeat: "It wasn't me...”

  

  "What?” Jeffery asked, legitimately unable make out his master's mumbling.

  

  "I thought...I thought it was ME!” Scott screamed, though not in anger. It was a yelp of pain, stung by the truth of what he'd done.

  

  "What are you talking about?”

  

  "Jeffery, Kitten...I...I-” through his shaking and his breaths, the fox could barely steady himself enough to speak. But, with some effort, he managed to focus and continue, "I blacked out! The last thing, from that WHOLE night, that I remember was talking to some wolf at a bar. The next morning, I woke up and I saw...” He stopped.

  

  Silently his gaze traveled over his kitten's exposed frame and down to his spot in the bed: to the place where he'd found him that morning -- matted, crusted, and used. He didn't finish his sentence, though. They both knew what Scott had seen that Sunday morning, and repeating it aloud served no one. Instead, their eyes simply met in the silence...and that look was enough.

  

  Jaw shaking, he continued, "I thought it was ME! I thought I came home drunk and out of control, and...I thought I hurt you!”

  

  Jeff's face remained wet, eyes red and clouded, but his anger, now, had given way to confusion, "You...you thought that you...?”

  

  "Jeff, I don't remember anything! I...I'm so sorry.” Scott looked down at the bed, paws clenched in frustration around fistfuls of his blankets, "I don't even have any idea who Tony IS!”

  

  "...the wolf,” the cat answered blankly.

  

  Scott looked up again, "What?”

  

  "Tony...he's the wolf you remember from the bar.”

  

  "No...”

  

  Jeffery spoke in a measured tone, rhythmic and deliberate, "He came home with you. Drove you back. You passed out. We put you in bed. And then he...” Jeffery drew in a shaking breath of his own, his resolve faltering as he came upon the part of the story he'd still rather not say aloud. His eyes, though, turned to the door, "...right out there, over the arm of your couch.”

  

  Numb, the fox simply turned his head to look at the door as well...

  

  And Jeff continued, his anger returning in a sudden and violent burst, "How can you not know!? He said you told him that he could do it! He said that you 'owed' him for the ride, and that you told him what a great FUCK I was, and-”

  

  "No!” Scott whipped back around, cutting his pet off. "Jeffery, no! I would NEVER say anything like that! No matter who it was or HOW drunk I got! I would never talk like that about you to anyone!”

  

  "What about James?” the cat shot back with a short, cynical huff.

  

  "No. Never,” Scott shook his head, looking his pet dead in the eye. "I told him who you were, I told him about our relationship, but I never said anything like...like...”

  

  "Like how I was a great fuck?” Jeffery finished the sentence for his master.

  

  "Never!” the fox assured him, a paw on his chest. "And I would never promise you to anyone, either! Even with James, I made it very clear that if -- IF -- he ever had an opportunity with you, it was because YOU were giving it to him.”

  

  "Then what about Tony?” Jeff threw his paws up, refusing to believe he'd been wrong. "How did he even know I was your pet??”

  

  "I...I don't know, Jeff,” boldly, Scott reached forward, taking his kitten's paw in his own, and was surprised when the boy, despite everything, didn't pull it away. "But I could never do anything like that to you! No matter how drunk I was. I love you too much, Jeffery...too much to ever purposefully put you in that kind of situation. You've GOT to know...you mean too much to me...”

  

  And that was the only word he needed to hear. Love.

  

  The cat froze as he felt his paw tighten involuntarily around his master's. Love? He'd waited weeks to hear that word on the fox's muzzle, spent most of that time certain he never would, and passed the last three days dreading that it would be for James, if he ever did. But there it was. Love. His master loved him...

  

  Everything else fell aside in an instant. Some small voice was defending his master's position: arguing that Tony could have easily figured it out on his own. After all, the drunken fox had referred himself as 'Master' and Jeffery was waiting nude at the door to greet him. Perhaps it really WAS possible that it was all just an accident...

  

  But even those thoughts were drowned out under the weight of that one word. Love. Scott loved him, and nothing else mattered...

  

  The fox, though, continued before Jeffery could respond, "I'm sorry about James, too, Jeffery. I had no idea. I promise you: I didn't know!” He shook his head as he squeezed his kitten's paw, "If I'd known about Tony, there is NO way I would have exposed you to James like that! There's no way I would have made you have to relive something like that. I am so, SO sorry!”

  

  "No,” Jeff's entire demeanor had changed, suddenly defending and comforting his master. "No, Scott. James was different. It wasn't like with Tony! I was given a choice with James.”

  

  "Were you, really?” Scott argued, too beside himself with guilt to even notice his pet's shifting mood. "Do I ever REALLY give you a choice about anything?”

  

  The cat nodded meekly, "I mean, did feel...a little pressured, but-”

  

  Scott cut him off, "More than a little, I'm sure.”

  

  "But you gave me so many opportunities to say no,” Jeffery continued. "You both did! It's not your fault that I didn't take them.”

  

  "Isn't it? I mean...after Tony-”

  

  "You didn't know about Tony.”

  

  "That's no excuse!” the fox shot back, too busy punishing himself to let his kitten comfort him.

  

  Jeff took a moment to reconsider his approach, to figure out how best to make Scott understand what was going on. With a weak but finally genuine smile, he began, "Sunday...with James. It hurt.”

  

  "I'm sorry...I'm so sorry...” Scott interrupted him to apologize.

  

  "But Tony...” the cat ignored the interruption, "Being reminded of Tony is NOT what made it so bad.”

  

  "I...” Scott shook his head, "I don't understand.”

  

  "You really don't know?”

  

  "Don't know what?”

  

  "Scott...I love you!” finally, Jeffery had said it. Tears still in his eyes, he gripped his master's paw tighter, barely restraining his emotion as he finally let everything out: "I love living here. I love sleeping in your bed. I love how you smile when you see me waiting for you after work! I love everything we've been doing together...”

  

  "Wait,” the fox interjected himself again. The confession was unexpected to say the least. Love. But despite its weight, it was the last sentence which most caught his attention: "Everything?”

  

  "Everything!” Jeff repeated himself, eyes locked with his master's. "I love the way you taste. I love the way you feel. I love seeing you slip out of your clothes at the end of the day. I love...YOU!” Still, though, his emotions seemed conflicted. Despite the compassion of his words, and despite what should have been a joyous affirmation...his voice sounded nothing short of desperate, "I don't want anything except to BE with you, Scott! That's why I forgave you for Tony. That's why I did what I did for you and James on Sunday...”

  

  Scott, though, just couldn't get past the sexual half of the boy's confession, "I thought you were straight!”

  

  "Scott,” the cat just lowered his gaze, shooting his master a playfully insulting stare, "I cum when you're inside of me.”

  

  Caught off guard by the moment of humor, Scott laughed aloud. Like always, despite everything, his kitten managed to bring a smile to his face.

  

  And, though he'd brought one to his own as well, Jeffery continued on to his point: "THAT'S what hurt me on Sunday, Scott. It wasn't being reminded of Tony...it was seeing you, seeing the fox I love with...” he stumbled a bit, trying to figure out how to put it...

  

  ...and the fox finished the sentence for him, "...with James.”

  

  "No. With anyone else, at all!” Jeff corrected him. And then, before another word could be said on the matter, he forged ahead and changed the subject, "Did you mean it?”

  

  Scott visibly flinched at the shift, not sure what his pet was getting at, "Did I mean...?”

  

  "A minute ago, you said you loved me,” the cat reminded him. "You said you loved me too much to hurt me. Did you mean it?”

  

  "I did. I do.”

  

  "Then why haven't you ever said it?”

  

  "Why haven't you?” Scott turned the question back on his kitten.

  

  "Because I thought you just wanted me as a pet!” Jeffery pointed to the collar he still wore: the collar he'd gotten almost five weeks earlier. "I was trying to be a 'good boy'...to make you happy.”

  

  "And that's why I didn't say anything!” the fox added in a tone as if he were agreeing with the boy. "I thought you were straight. I thought you were just doing this for a roof and a warm bed. I thought that there was no way you could actually feel about me like I do about you!” He shook his head, barely believing that this misunderstanding was really the rout of all their problems, "That was the whole reason I went out to those bars to begin with. It's the reason I started dating James!”

  

  "Because you couldn't have me?”

  

  "Because I couldn't have you...”

  

  "But you can, you know?” Jeff smiled weakly, still unsure of admitting it aloud, despite everything his master had said, "...have me?”

  

  Scott smiled hopefully at the thought, "You'd...really want that?”

  

  "There's nothing else I want, Scott.” The cat shook his head almost frantically, "Nothing!”

  

  "Even after Tony? After James? After everything I've put you through?”

  

  "Scott...” Jeffery tugged the fox closer by his paws. He was well past tired of all this talking, "Just, tell me you love me.”

  

  "I love you, Jeffery.”

  

  Renewed tears welling up in his eyes, the boy released his master's paws and dived forward, wrapping his arms around the fox's neck and pulling him into a kiss. Scott, of course, showed no hesitation in returning it, shifting the boy into his lap and holding him there on their bed. It wasn't their longest or most passionate kiss...but it didn't have to be. It wasn't like they hadn't done it before. But the feeling now -- knowing the lips touching theirs felt the same as they did -- was decidedly new.

  

  After a moment, Jeff broke away, nuzzling his head into his master's chest, "Does this mean that we're...?”

  

  "We're whatever you want us to be, Jeffery.”

  

  "I don't have to wear clothes now, do I?”

  

  Scott laughed both at the question, and its implications, "God forbid!”

  

  The cat leaned away, smiling up at his softly chuckling master...or boyfriend...or mate...or whatever they were now. He'd wanted this for weeks, and could barely believe he'd finally gotten it.

  

  But...in the midst of it all, another thought occurred, and his smile faded, "Scott? What about James?”

  

  The fox's grin faded as well, "Don't you worry about him, Kitten.” He quickly put back on a brave face, though, to offer his kitten a reassuring smile, "I'll take care of everything...”

  

  ~

  

  (September 19th)

  

  Most days, time seemed to drag by.

  

  Scott had long found it funny to think that his students had no idea that HE watched the clock just as much as they did. In fact, he was often convinced he hated it more than they ever could!

  

  After all, they only had to hear his lectures once a day. He had to GIVE the things multiple times a day, to multiple disinterested classes. Not to mention that it was information he had to repeat again and again every semester to every new group of classes, and information he himself had learned a decade ago...

  

  This Thursday, though, was different. The repeated lectures, the clock, and the uncaring students all remained...but time seemed to be rushing by. But, of course it would be today, wouldn't it?

  

  Most days, he looked forward to the solitude of lunch -- or recently, to the company of a certain raccoon -- and then, after that, to the relaxation of his quiet and empty home -- or recently, to the company of a certain cat. And that anticipation made his work drag by...

  

  Today, though, as lunch so quickly approached, he only dreaded it. He dreaded seeing James approach through his glass walls, dreaded his door opening, and most of all dreaded the conversation to follow it. And that anxiety made him wish his classes would never end...

  

  But, of course, there was nothing he could do. Soon enough, his first classes had passed, lunch had begun, and a familiar raccoon was approaching from down the hall.

  

  Stealing himself for the unpleasantness to come -- but unable to force a smile -- Scott simply waited by his desk, watching as his coworker and friend opened the door, and stepped inside...

  

  "Hey Scott!” as always, James offered a wide smile...

  

  ...but Scott had no interest in leading him on any further by faking one of his own, "Hey James...”

  

  The raccoon stopped in his tracks, blinking, "Is everything okay?”

  

  "You might want to sit down...”


  ~


  There we go! A Warm Bed continues!


  This chapter has been a complete and total re-write, because the new chapter 9 changed so much stuff, that none of the dialogue in the original 11 made any sense anymore. The events were the same, but the words would have all been wrong. Anyway, this means all of this one was written completely by me. So the credits below are for the original story this was based off of...which had no appearance by James, by the way...


  *

  Starring:

  Oloroso Rhone (Formerly Frost Rime Borealis)

  as Scott Hammond

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Jeffery Anderson

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  OMG!!


  Isn't that what you've been waiting for since Chapter Seven!? YAY! Scott and Jeff finally admitted that they loved one another!

  Oh, and not just that, but ALSO what you've been waiting all of Chapters Nine & Ten for: Scott finally knows about Tony!

  Happy now? :-P


  ...but, of course...there's still the issue of James, isn't there? And of what Scott will DO with this information about Tony.


  See you soon for more AWB!

  But first, of course, expect another flood of The Masters! Their chapter numbers are a bit too far apart. We need to fix that.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 4 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...for the next 7 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 12


  Chapter 12 --

  Domini

  

  

  (September 23rd)

  

  It was just another Monday at Sibirskaia High.

  

  Bells rang, and students squeezed through hallways long ago too narrow for the mass of life they were expected to corral. Teachers robotically repeated the same lessons they'd given a semester ago, and would give again a semester away. Some students listened, some slept, and some faced disciplinary action for various levels of disobedience and insubordination. But everyone, teacher and student alike, awaited lunch and its respite free of classroom monotony.

  

  Nearly everyone anyway.

  

  This particular Monday, a certain lucky, vulpine English and creative writing teacher had been given no reason to look forward to lunch. Today, Sibirskaia's freshman were shut up in a number of auditorium seated rooms, facing the tedium of yet another standardized placement test...and, since most of Mr. Hammond's classes were freshman courses, that had given him the morning off. Though, it also helped that he had avoided being given any auditorium room duty of his own, this time...

  

  And so, when lunch came, he just continued doing exactly what he'd been doing all day: lounging at his classroom computer, and getting caught up on his work to the eclectic soundtrack of his pirated music collection.

  

  Scott had considered eating, but decided against it. Today's cafeteria menu left something to be desired, and he'd never made a habit of bringing his lunch with him, as ir was too difficult to bring anything from home that he would actually want to eat. So instead, he would go hungry for now, and, come the end of his day, he would give Jeffery a call: bidding the cat to be waiting for him when he got home, dressed and ready to go out to eat.

  

  His kitten would like that.

  

  And so, for now, he simply drank his pink lemonade -- the second gayest drink the vending machines had to offer -- and browsed his folders for a new band's discography, now that Third Eye Blind's had run its course.

  

  He wouldn't be playing anything, yet, though. Busily looking through his music, he failed see the raccoon approaching from down the hall, excused for lunch from his own auditorium room duties. And until the timid knock on his already open door roused him, the fox didn't even realize he had a visitor...

  

  "Knock, knock...” came a voice from the door, not half as enthusiastic as Scott was used to. And when Mr. Hammond turned to face him, James Callaway just smiled half heartedly and put his paws into his pocket, "Can I talk to you, Scott?”

  

  Scott left his mouse atop the folder for his collection of 1970's mp3's without opening it, and turned his chair completely, so he could face his friend, "Of course you can, James. It's not like I expected us to never speak to one another again.” With a gentle, sympathetic smile he waved the raccoon in, "Come on in.”

  

  Cautiously, James stepped forward and pushing the door closed behind him. Neither of them could afford a nosy student overhearing this conversation, but honestly, he'd never been worried before.

  

  He smiled at his friend as he approached his desk, stopping just far enough away to remain professional, "Uhm...so how's Jeff? Are you two doing alright...together?” He gulped hard, slightly unsure of how to broach the subject.

  

  The fox nodded lightly, "It's just been a few days, but we're doing just fine.” Less than a week earlier -- Wednesday night -- Scott and Jeff officially became more than just master and pet. And the next day, Scott had had the unfortunate task of telling James that that decision spelled the end of their own budding relationship. Not surprisingly, the raccoon hadn't taken it too well. He'd adult enough about it, but this was the first time Scott had seen him since. "And you?”

  

  James sighed and leaned on a nearby desk, crossing his arms as he tried to think of the best way to express exactly how he felt. Being left for someone else was common, having your boyfriend leave you for someone younger was common as well, but this was different. This wasn't just anyone. And James felt the sharp pain of inadequacy at the thought of it. "Have you ever been replaced by a cub?”

  

  Scott just looked away with a sigh, "How am I supposed to answer that, James?”

  

  The coon stood entirely still, his eyes watching the fox carefully as he clenched and forcefully ground his teeth against each other, "Think about how it'd make you feel! How would you feel to be replaced by a child? How would you feel if your boyfriend left you for someone you could never compare to?” His eyes blurred slightly but he fought back his confusion with the urge to continue, "I mean: what am I supposed to think about what we had? Was it all a joke?”

  

  "James...you know it wasn't.” Scott let out a long sigh and leaned forward in his chair, "You're an great guy...probably the best I've dated in years, if not ever. You've never treated me bad, we get along, and have plenty in common. And most importantly, I trust you! Not only did I trust you enough to tell you about Jeff, but I let you meet him, let you play with him! And you were amazing! You were so sweet to him through it all...sweeter than I really even expected you to be.” He stood up and approached the 'coon, but only by one step, "You're not a joke...and neither was what we had.”

  

  With a sniffle, James cleared his reddened eyes and calmed himself, "Then why, Scott? How is Jeff so much better than me?” He gulped hard, stopping himself before he insulted either the absent boy or Scott's obvious choice, "And how do I get you back? Please...just tell me what's so terrible about being with me.” He gulped again, very consciously keeping his breathing as still and calm as he could, not wanting to go to pieces in the middle of a glass walled room at the high school.

  

  "Nothing!” The fox boldly took the two steps needed to close the gap between them and grabbed his coworker by his shoulders, "James, I loved every minute of the time I spent with you. Every date was...was what I had always hoped my dates would be like since I was a kit. Seeing you at work every day, talking and flirting with you between classes...there wasn't a moment of it I would change. Not one.”

  

  "Then tell me why. Jeff is a great kid, but he's still just a kid, Scott.” James looked into his former lover's eyes, hoping to find sincerity in whatever answer he was given.

  

  "Because he needs me,” Scott answered as softly and calmly as he could. "He's been hurt so much...by his mother, by life, AND by me in more ways than I can count. He needs a home, he needs love, and, at this point, he frankly deserves whatever the hell he wants. You haven't seen him hurt. You haven't seen him cry. You haven't seen the cold, dead look his mother leaves in his eyes. I love him, James. And I can give him a happy life for the first time since he was born. It's the least I can to do to make up for everything the world...and I...have done to him.” He let go of James's shoulders, "There's nothing more important to me. I'm sorry.”

  

  The raccoon nodded and looked down, coming to the harsh realization yet again that Jeff had never been 'just a pet.' His tragic little life left Jeff so vulnerable and James felt horrible for unknowingly trying to ruin something that Scott and Jeff apparently both needed. He sighed and rubbed his eyes again, still trying to keep his composure. "This way, you two are happy,” he looked up at Scott with an expression of understanding. "And I'm just being selfish.”

  

  "You're not being selfish, James.” Scott raised a paw and brushed the fur right under the raccoon's eye, where a tiny bit of the younger fur's tear's had soaked in, "There's a huge part of me that wishes I could bring you home with me tonight...that wishes I could touch you again, in a way more intimate than this.” He paused, looking at his paw still on the coon's fluffy cheek, then let it fall, "But these past few days...every day Jeff has woken up with a smile, and it's stayed there until he went to bed. I've never seen him so happy...and I couldn't bear to take that from him. You're not being selfish, James. It's just that, for once...I'm letting Jeffery be selfish.”

  

  James groomed the other cheek after Scott's lead, silently considering what he'd said. Despite how much he wanted Scott, he couldn't take away the last thing Jeff had, either. Scott was right: "You're the best fur Jeff could have ever run into, Scott. He's very lucky.”

  

  The fox looked down, unable, ever since Wednesday, to get the image out of his mind, of his kitten being raped by a wolf, "I wish I felt the same way.”

  

  James blinked and tilted his head questioningly toward his friend, "What do you mean?”

  

  "Nothing,” Scott looked back up with a soft smile. "It's all just really complicated. Jeff's happy now, though, and that's all that matters.” He smiled wider, "But, look, I don't want this to ruin our friendship, okay? I think Jeff likes you, and I already told him that you're welcome at our house any time. You're the only person at this damned school I even like, on top of being the only person we could even consider having over for a visit. I'm not about to lose you.” He smiled hopefully at his friend.

  

  The raccoon smiled a bit, proud that Scott still held him in such high regard. He bit his lip and took in a deep breath before he continued, "I really would like to see Jeff again. I wanna' talk to him and let him know that I'm not mad at him or anything. He's too sweet of a kid to be worrying that he caused any problems or anything."

  

  "I think he'd like that. He needs more friend friendly faces than just mine.” Scott nodded once, "Whenever you want: our door's open.”

  

  "Thanks, Scott,” James paused there for a second, awkward and unsure of what exactly to do, and then offered a simple, polite nod, before turning to walk back to the door.

  

  "Going already?” The fox took a single step after him, "You can stay if you like.”

  

  James smiled at that. Scott wanted him to stay, and it was nice to hear that feeling in his voice. But the raccoon didn't turn back. He'd rather the fox not see the smile...he'd rather not entertain the idea of something that was lost to them both, "Don't worry. I just need to eat before I'm needed back in the auditorium. We'll talk later.”

  

  And with that, the two parted ways, James to his waiting lunch, and Scott to his waiting mp3 collection.

  

  In moments, his room was filled with the sounds of his favorite 60s & 70s era band, a rock group simply known as 'The Band,' which he'd be hard pressed to convince his teenaged students was actually rock and not country.

  

  And there he sat, tapping his pencil to a Levon Helm drum beat as he tried his best to remember what exactly it was he'd been planning to do before James's interruption. But he would have little luck, as another interruption was only feet away from his door.

  

  Were it not for his music, he would have heard the footsteps, and all the hiccupping and sniffling that accompanied the student's tears before he even reached the door. But as it were, the fox's only warning was the sight of a young husky as he nearly stormed into the room, tossing his backpack to the floor and immediately burying his muzzle in his arms as he sat down at the nearest desk.

  

  Scott watched the young dog with noted concern. As a teacher, he'd be hard pressed to simply sit there, regardless of who it was, but he knew this boy. Elliot Masters was a good kid, a good student, shy, and more than a little on the frail side. And if there was any truth to the conversations he'd overheard from a few other freshman this morning...the young husky could probably use a friend about now.

  

  Stopping his music, Scott stood from his desk slowly, tilting his head to look at his student as he broke the silence, "Elliot...?”

  

  The small, fragile husky continued his crying for an extended moment through a strong fit of sniffling and hiccupping, but finally answered his teacher, still muffled by his own crossed arms and hoodie, "W-what?”

  

  "Do...do you need someone to talk to?” Scott made the walk, slowly and cautiously, from his desk to the one closest to Elliot.

  

  Elliot rubbed his eyes against his arms and then looked up to his teacher, shakily breathing as he spoke. "I...I screwed it all up!” he blubbered out, more tears flowing from his reddened eyes and into his cheek fur.

  

  The fox let out a short sigh, holding a silent paw up at the boy. Before he could sit down, he walked to the door and pushed it closed -- if Elliot was going to talk, he should be given his privacy, "Try to calm down Elliot, and just talk to me.” He turned back, walked to the husky, finally sitting down in the desk beside him, and turned to face him, "Is this...is this about the rumors going around? If some of the students are bothering you, you know that's not your fault.”

  

  Elliot looked startled, "R-rumors? You've heard them too?”

  

  Scott nodded gently. He wanted to laugh at the boy's shock, but held it back, "I just overheard some of your friends. Don't worry; it's not like it's going around the teacher's lounge or anything.”

  

  The young husky nodded back, and then wiped his eyes onto his sleeves, inhaling a deep breath before continuing, "It's not about that anyway. I just screwed things up...with...” a quick hiccup interrupted him, "with Hunter.”

  

  "The rumors then...they aren't just empty talk? You two are...” Scott trailed off, instead of finishing the sentence.

  

  "Mm-hmm...” Elliot simply hummed his response.

  

  "What happened, Elliot? I'm sure you didn't screw anything up. It's probably just a little fight.” The fox simply tilted his head again, resisting the urge to touch the boy at all. However comforting a paw could be, he had to remain professional, 'lest new rumors be started, "Couples have them all the time. Just tell me what happened. I'm sure it's not all that bad.”

  

  Elliot hiccupped and sniffled again, choking on his words and forcing an uncomfortably long silence between them as he recovered and began anew, "He...I told him something...personal.” He breathed deeply and exhaled a sigh, "and he got mad and left me. I thought he'd understand, or at least TRY to...but he didn't even...he didn't want to hear it.”

  

  "What were you trying to tell him?” Scott continued quickly before Elliot could respond, "I don't mean to pry, and you don't have to share any more than you want to. It's just...well: I can help more if I at least know a little.”

  

  The husky shook his head and looked away, "It's private.”

  

  "Elliot...Ell...it's okay. I promise that whatever you say won't leave this room.” Scott put his paw on his student's desk and tilted his head again, trying to get the boy to look back at him, "You don't have to be specific...but I want to help, and to do that I need to know at least a little bit about why he got so mad.”

  

  Elliot gave out another broken hiccup, biting his lip and fidgeting his paws nervously, "I...I lied to Hunter.”

  

  The fox raised an eyebrow, "And he wouldn't let you explain or apologize? It must have been quite the lie.”

  

  Elliot looked away from Mr. Hammond again, obviously taking that the wrong way.

  

  "Whoa! I didn't mean anything bad by that. It's just that I know Hunter too. I had him last year, and I don't see him acting like this over nothing. If he did, though, I'm sure he'll listen to reason, and I have no problem talking to him for you...” Scott paused, "...but that all depends on the lie.”

  

  The young husky pulled his paws across his stomach. "I told him I was a virgin,” he took a deep breath. "And, today...when I told him who my first really was...” he just trailed off.

  

  "I see.” Scott looked down for a second, considering how best to continue, and then looked back up, "You care about him a lot, don't you?”

  

  Elliot wiped his eyes on his sleeve again, "I do...and I don't know why I lied.”

  

  "Don't beat yourself up over this, Elliot,” the fox finally put his paw on the boy's shoulder, deciding at last that it was okay to do so. "It's not the end of the world, I promise. This happens to a lot of people. Just last week I learned a pretty big lesson about all this honesty stuff, myself.” He smiled wide, hoping it would be comforting and not inappropriately happy, "I promise you: everything will be okay. It shouldn't matter if you were with someone before him OR who it was.”

  

  Elliot kept looking down at his lap, for some reason, unconvinced, "Mr. Hammond...he hates me now.”

  

  "I'm sure he doesn't.” Scott lightly rubbed the boy's shoulder, "In fact, I think he cares about you more than you think. And that's why he's so upset about all of this.” He moved his paw away, "How about this? You make me a promise, and I'll talk to him for you and get this all squared away.”

  

  The weak little husky looked up at the fox questioningly, "Y-you will?”

  

  "Depends on the promise,” Scott smiled wider. "And here it is. Lying will only hurt you. It very recently nearly ruined something special for me and someone very important to me...and hurt someone else in the process. So, you promise me that you'll be honest with Hunter, and avoid problems like this in the future...and I'll talk to him for you.”

  

  "I promise! I won't lie to Hunter anymore,” Elliot smiled at his teacher, as he rubbed his face again to try and clean himself off.

  

  The fox pointed with a smirk, "No hiding things either!” He stood up, "Hiding your feelings can cause a bunch of problems too.” He started back toward his desk, "Even if that isn't what started all of this for YOU...it's still helpful advice.” He sat down, "Now, since you're here, is there anything you'd like to listen to?”

  

  Elliot smiled again more widely, apparently helped at least a little bit by the talk, but how much was unclear, "Uhm...what do you have?”

  

  "Lots of things!” Mouse in paw, Scott looked back at the boy, awaiting a response.

  

  "Uhm...In the City? By The Eagles?”

  

  "Surprisingly enough...” the fox chuckled and looked back at his computer as he clicked through his folders for the song.

  

  ~

  

  Hours later, Scott was laid out on his couch with his eyes closed and his breaths slow.

  

  Nights like this made it worth his waking up in the morning: a dark living room, the flickering of muted prime time television, and his kitten's soft, warm, naked fur against his own as the boy lay on his chest. They'd had a nice evening thus far, going out to eat together, coming home to warm embraces and warmer waiting orifices...and it was just another in a string of such pleasant evenings since last Wednesday.

  

  Lightly Scott nuzzled his young boyfriend's cheek and rubbed his back as he held him, "The new shampoo I got you has made your fur very, very soft.”

  

  Jeffery lay silently on his Master, save for his gentle adolescent purring. His eyes were shut as he relaxed in the warm, heated air, and in his master's, his mate's, loving grasp. His muzzle broke with a small smile, though, Scott's simple compliment only adding to his feelings of contentment and love, "Thank you, Master, but I like to think the daily brushing also helps.”

  

  The fox smiled back at him and moved his paw up, scratching the back of his kitten's neck, "Maybe so.”

  

  It was so nice to see his kitten so happy and comfortable lately...but surprisingly, little had changed. Scott had stopped requiring sex from the boy -- it was Jeff's decision now -- and he'd even bought his kitten more clothes, too. But it turned out that the young cat had gotten so used to being naked, and had grown to enjoy the sex so much, that those clothes were only worn outside, and their sex life had shown no declined. Jeffery even still called him 'Master,' though, at this point it seemed more of a pet name. Apparently, all the boy really needed was to know he was loved...

  

  Jeff's purring deepened as his master scratched his scruff, the simple physical contact proving almost as pleasing as anything sexual. It was more loving, more affectionate than the sex, and that fact, alone, was what appealed to the boy the most. His smile widened and he curled almost into a ball on his Master, much like a younger kitten would do with its parent, or how so small might sink into the embrace of a lover.

  

  Scott stopped his scratching and stretched his arms, "Don't get too comfortable, Kitten. I'm about to have to go.”

  

  The cat sat up on his master and nodded simply, "Okay...you won't be long, though, right?” He sat up, allowing the fox to do the same.

  

  "Yeah...if I wait too long I'll never get any grocery shopping done. And as nice as it is, we can't eat out every night.” Scott leaned close and kissed his boy on the forehead, "You stay here and watch TV, and I promise I'll be back as quick as I can.” He stood up, shifting his kitten to the side on the couch, "You'll be okay on your own, right?”

  

  Jeffery nodded again and smiled at his Master, un-muting the TV with the nearby remote, "A little lonely, but I'll be fine.”

  

  Scott just ruffled the cat's headfur with a smile and ran on up the stairs.

  

  And just over ten minutes later, tail lights disappeared around the corner closest to Scott's house, just in time for a new car to rolled to a stop out front.

  

  The door opened, and, dressed much more casually than he had been earlier in the day when he'd spoken to Scott over lunch, a raccoon stepped out into the dark street. The door closed, a horn let out a short honk to let its owner know that his keyless entry buttons had locked it, and the 'coon made his way to the front door.

  

  Inside the house, Jeffery still lay lazily on the couch watching the television, his paws fidgeting thoughtfully across his stomach, when the soft honk of a car horn grabbed his attention.

  

  He perked his ears in curiosity, and then went to the large living room window to peek outside.

  

  It was...James?

  

  Hurriedly, the cat scrambled through the living room and into the foyer, and before the raccoon's paw could even reach the doorbell, the door creaked open and Jeff's short muzzle poked out, "J-James?”

  

  The visitor just smiled and tilted his head down at the boy, "Hey there, kiddo. Mind if I come in?”

  

  Jeffrey nodded timidly. With anyone else, the answer would have been no...but than again, with anyone else, he wouldn't have even answered the door. James was different, though. He'd proven friendly, trustworthy, and kind...and even since last Wednesday, Scott had made it clear he was still welcome.

  

  And so the boy opened the door wide enough for the older fur to enter, while still mindful of hiding his naked form from the outside. He shut the door and turned to James, not sure how to be a good host or how to greet him...or for that matter why he was here.

  

  Was the raccoon mad at him? Or, no! Scott just left! So maybe his master set this up so they could be 'alone?' Or even worse...maybe he shouldn't have opened the door. What if James was here to hurt him? Jeff's young mind quickly thought of all the plausible and quite implausible reasons for why the 'coon would be standing in their foyer again, but in the end, could only push them aside and wait to find out, "I uhm...Scott, went out. He'll be back in a little bit.”

  

  James just smiled down at the boy, "That's fine, Jeffery. I can wait.” He leaned down a little ways and put his paws on his knees, "Besides, I kind of wanted to talk to YOU anyway.”

  

  The little gray cat hesitantly returned the smile, his paws nervously scratching his stomach. "Me? Why?” though he assumed the 'coon had a bone to pick with him.

  

  "Well,” James stood back up straight, "couldn't we find a place to sit down, first?”

  

  "Oh...sure!” Jeff turned back to the living room and made his way to the couch, simply expecting the raccoon to follow. He tossed aside the pillows that he and Scott had been lying on and tidied up the coffee table's magazine's: all those things he thought a good host should do.

  

  The raccoon just sat down on the couch chuckling at how cute the kitten was, trying to be a good, proper little host -- despite his age, his collar, and his nudity -- and after a moment, the boy joined him.

  

  "Uhm...” Jeffery began hesitantly with an embarrassed smile, "what did you want to talk about?”

  

  "Nothing specific. I just wanted us to get to talk again.” James smiled a friendly smile, "Somethin' wrong with that?”

  

  The cat shook his head, "No, I guess not.” The juvenile thought of James being a murderer, though, still flashed through his mind again, "D-does Scott know you're here?”

  

  "No. He did tell me today at school that I could come over and visit you guys. I think he said 'our door's always open,' actually.” James leaned back in the couch a little, "But I didn't tell him I'd be visiting tonight.”

  

  "Oh,” Jeff gulped and pulled his legs up, sitting cross legged on the couch. "Well then, how's it going?” He laughed nervously, finding 'casual' conversation hard to spark.

  

  "It's going okay.” The raccoon tilted his head, "But it would be going better if you seemed a little happier. What's wrong?”

  

  "I-I dont know.” Jeffery just shrugged, "I don't really have much to talk about, and...I'm still wondering why you're really here. It's g-gotta' be more than just chatting, right? Like...I thought you'd have something to tell me...or...or something?”

  

  "Well...I guess I do. I just didn't want to jump right into anything awkward.”

  

  "Too late to stop that.”

  

  "True enough!” James laughed, and then went ahead with it. "Okay, look: I'm not sure...if you were worried about it or anything...but...” he looked Jeff in the eyes, "You know I'm not mad at you, right?”

  

  The cat was legitimately surprised by that, "You aren't?”

  

  "No.” James smiled as comforting a smile as he could manage, "Not at all. I mean: I wasn't happy about it at first...but...well, I think I was just being selfish. You wanna' be with Scott, and he wants to be with you. And I care a lot about both of you; I want you to be happy.” He shrugged, "Besides, you were kind of here first.”

  

  "Thank you, James.” Jeff fidgeted nervously, wanting to comfort his, but not sure what to say, "You aren't mad at Scott, are you?”

  

  "Yes and no?” The raccoon looked down, not able to smile to that, "I miss him, and I wish we hadn't gotten started if it was just gonna' end so quick. But I understand, and I don't blame him.” He lightly rubbed his own knee, "Scott's one of the best guys I've ever met...how great he is to you is proof enough of that. He's one of a kind.”

  

  Jeffery looked down and pulled his tail closer, nervously flicking its tip around, "Yeah.”

  

  "You're very lucky to have him.” James looked back up, smiling again now, "I bet you two are very, very happy together.”

  

  The cat nodded, continuing to nervously mess with his tail, feeling less and less worthy of all the good things Scott was able to deliver. "Yeah,” he mewled dejectedly.

  

  James frowned a little again, "Jeffery...what's wrong?”

  

  "You talking about Scott like that,” Jeff shrugged and looked down at his feet, "I don't know...it makes me feel he's TOO good for me, you know?”

  

  "Oh no! Not at all, Jeff!” The raccoon shook his head with a wide smile, "You're a wonderful boy, and Scott is lucky to have you, too! Even earlier today, when he and I were having a...well...a less than happy conversation...I could still hear it in his voice how much he loves you, and how happy he is to have you.”

  

  Jeffery looked up again, looking for reassurance from the older fur, "Really?”

  

  James greeted the boy with a friendly nod, "Of course! You're the most adorable, sweetest, little kitten ever...and you're making Scott very happy.” He tilted his head, "I just wish I could get to see you smile a little more. You always seem so sad or nervous around me.”

  

  "I'm sorry,” the cat looked up and smiled genuinely at James. The raccoon was a good guy: sincere and not nearly as horrible as other furs had been to him, "I just...don't trust anyone very easily.”

  

  James looked down, "And I'm sure I wasn't easy to trust...”

  

  "No no! It's not your fault, James.” Jeff bit his lip, remembering a certain wolf on a recent, nightmarish night, "You didn't do anything wrong.”

  

  The raccoon looked back up and tilted his head again, "Well it can't be Scott!” He smiled, assuming what he was about to say would help the boy, "Scott hasn't told me much of about them, but I know you don't have the best parents in the world. Thing is, though, now you don't need to worry about them, anymore! You have Scott now, and, even if I'm just a friend, me too!”

  

  "Thanks,” Jeffery rubbed his paws together, "but...it wasn't really them, either.”

  

  "Then who, kiddo?” James reached across, lightly putting his paw on the cat's knee.

  

  "Tony...?” the cat answered in semi confusion, having assumed that in the process of telling him they were together, Scott would have told James about the wolf too.

  

  But he was wrong, and James just tilted his head with a concerned look clouding his eyes, "Who's Tony?”

  

  ~

  

  Sometime later, Scott pushed open the door from the garage, a bag of groceries gripped in his paw, "Jeffery, sweetheart? I'm home! You wanna' come in here and help me with the groceries, Kitten?” He sat the bag down on the floor, "The garage door's down, so you don't have to get dressed!”

  

  Almost on cue, Jeff turned a corner, meeting his master there near the door, "H-hi, Sir.”

  

  The fox stopped and blinked. Sir? 'Master' was one thing, but the boy hadn't called him 'Sir' in nearly a week. And not only that, his kitten's entire demeanor was off: tail limp, paws behind his back, feet shuffling, and eyes down. "Kitten? What's wrong?”

  

  "I...” Jeffery was hesitant to answer, but did anyway, having learned his lesson the week before about keeping secrets, "I think I did something bad.”

  

  "Bad?” Scott knelt by the boy, "Whatever it is: it's okay. There aren't rules anymore; you know that. You're my boyfriend now, not my pet. So, no matter that happened, you don't have to be scared of being punished or anything.” He lightly petted the kitten's cheek, "Did you break something?”

  

  "N-no. Nothing like that.” The cat shook his head, and gulped before continuing, "...James was here.”

  

  "James?” Scott recoiled slightly, immediately rushing through his own paranoid thoughts. Did James do something bad to Jeff? No. Jeff said HE did something bad. So did they do something together? Was Jeff about to admit cheating with the raccoon? No. Of course not. That wouldn't be like either of them.

  

  Before his master could ask, though, Jeff continued: "He came by right after you left, and I answered the door for him. I let him in without really thinking if it was okay of not...”

  

  "You let him in?” the fox interrupted with a chuckle. "Is that what this about? Are you worried you weren't allowed to let him in?”

  

  "No...no Sir,” Jeffery shook his head unsteadily.

  

  "Then what's wrong?” Scott paused and looked around, noting that they were alone, "And you said he WAS here? He already left? I wasn't gone that long.”

  

  "Yeah, he left a little big ago.” The kitten took a breath and just finally said it, in a single rambling breath, "I, uhm, we were talking, right? And I thought he already knew about it -- I thought you'd told him -- so I mentioned Tony, and-”

  

  "Tony?” Scott cut him off. "You told him about Tony?”

  

  "I'm sorry!” Frantically, Jeff jumped to his defense. "I'm sorry, Sir! I thought he knew. I didn't know he'd get so upset! And then he just left, and I...I...” he paused for a tremoring breath, "I'm so sorry!”

  

  "No. Nonono,” the fox shifted closer, pulling his boy into a tight hug, and shushing him. "I'm not mad, Kitten. You didn't do anything wrong. Nothing at all. Just calm down, okay?”

  

  Jeffery let out the tiniest of sniffles, "Are you sure?”

  

  "I am. It's okay.” Lightly rubbing his kitten's back, Scott leaned away again, "Did he say anything before he left?”

  

  "No,” the young cat shook his head, taking in a few calming breaths and already feeling better knowing his new mate wasn't upset with him. But there was still one question on his mind, "Is...is everything gonna' be okay?”

  

  The answer wasn't yes. It wasn't no either, but it certainly wasn't yes. Scott had no clue exactly what this might mean, what James might do, or how this could prove to complicate matters further. There was a chance, albeit small, that things wouldn't be okay at all. But this one time, Scott felt it was best to not be entirely honest with his kitten...

  

  "I'm sure it will. Don't worry.”

  

  ~

  

  (September 24th)

  

  "And I haven't been able to stop thinking about it since,” Scott let out a long breath and leaned back against his desk in his classroom a short while before the first bell of the day. Soon, the first of his students would be on their way, but for now, he shared his room with only one other fur. "I mean...it's part of the reason why I...” he looked down, "after what I let...what I let happen? I owed him this much.” He closed his eyes as he winced in imaginary pain.

  

  "Scott, it wasn't your fault,” James stood a few desks away from the somewhat older teacher, his arms crossed across his chest. "You didn't 'let' anything happen, you were a different fur that night.”

  

  "I was a DRUNK fur!” The fox snapped in response, more at himself than the raccoon, "And that's no excuse.”

  

  James sighed deeply, "You know how much drinking affects a fur, but you're gonna' continue to blame yourself? Even after Jeff forgave you? Even with everything you're doing to make it right with him?”

  

  "How am I supposed to not?” Scott looked up slowly, the fur under his eyes damp, "I may not be the one that did it to him, but I still brought that...monster...into my home -- into OUR home -- and he hurt Jeffery!” He gulped and let out a shaky breath, his eyes dampening again, "I'm glad he forgave me. I just...I wish I could, too.”

  

  "Scott, all you can do is make sure Jeff is happy from now on. Never make that same mistake and just try and get over it. You can't do anything to Tony without hurting Jeff again. He just wants to forget about it, to move on, and to be with you. You're what makes him happy. Make sure he stays that way.” The raccoon said his peace matter-of-factly, and nearly emotionlessly, before finally uncrossing his arms and making his way toward the door.

  

  Scott blinked and stood straighter. "How can I put this?” he spoke up, stopping the coon from leaving. "Your words don't match their tone. You don't sound near as sure about this as you're trying to say you are.” He followed along behind the coon, closing half of the distance between them, "Say what you really think.”

  

  James looked back over his shoulder, "That is what I think. I don't blame you for what Tony did, Scott. I know there is NO way that you would let anything like that happen intentionally.” He turned back into the open doorway and the near empty hall beyond, "But I also think that Jeff...Jeff is a very sweet boy. And just because I'm not upset with you doesn't mean that I'm not upset.” He took the few steps to the doorway, and stopped, looking back with just his eyes, "And just because YOU can't do anything about Tony...doesn't mean I can't.”

  

  With that, the raccoon was out the door, and Scott was close behind, "James wait!”

  

  His friend, though, made no attempt to stop. And Scott opened his muzzle to try and halt him again, but closed it just as quickly. Suddenly, his attention was being pulled in two directions. The departing raccoon and his closing statement were a priority...

  

  ...but so was the promise that Scott had made the day before, and so was the lone sophomore tiger now crossing his path. James could wait, at least for now, but this might well be Scott's only chance to get the orange cat alone.

  

  "Hunter!”


  ~


  There we go! A Warm Bed continues!


  *
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  as Scott Hammond
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  as Jeffery Anderson
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  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Well, well!


  Now James knows all about Tony! And it sounds like he's on the same bandwagon that a bunch of you have been on since chapter eight: that raccoon is out for blood! Will he get Jeffery his justice? Is he putting himself in danger to even try? What role will Scott play in it all? And most importantly: what would Jeffery want?


  Tune in next time, to find out!


  Also...


  ***

  WANT TO SEE WHAT ALL THAT FUSS WAS ABOUT WITH ELLIOT AND HUNTER?

  Go check out my other series: The Masters! (See Chapter 12, in particular, for the events running parallel to this chapter)


  ***


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you in due time...for Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 13


  Chapter 13 --

  Realis

  

  

  (September 27th)

  

  "I know, Jeff. I know...but I'll be home soon. I promise.”

  

  Scott tapped his fingers on his steering wheel as he looked out at the street before him. He was less than a block away from a stretch of bars he used to frequent, but that he hadn't been to nearly three weeks.

  

  Tonight, though, he was here for a decidedly different reason than before, "Feel free to stay up as late as you want, and eat anything that can be made in the microwave. You have the TV, the internet, and the whole house all to yourself.” He kept his eyes on the road as he spoke, waiting, tonight, to see a certain fur making his way down the sidewalk, "Don't worry about it. There's just something I needed to take care of, Kitten. Yes. Everything's fine.”

  

  Finally, in the street lights he saw him: a raccoon marching down the same stretch of sidewalk that he was watching. The raccoon, however, wasn't remotely as concerned with finding the fox, as the fox was with finding him.

  

  No. James Callaway was hunting a wolf.

  

  The raccoon continued along, scowling at cars as they passed, until he came upon the very few gay bars of their town. It was going to be a long night and James could only hoped Tony would be on the prowl and looking forward to some company.

  

  "I've gotta' go, kiddo. I'll be home soon,” Scott barely waited for a goodbye from the cat on the other end of the line, before he ended the call and jumped out of his car.

  

  He was behind the marching raccoon in mere seconds. With both arms and no warning, he grabbed his coworker by the shoulders and jerked him unceremoniously into a wide, well lit alleyway, nestled between a bar and a smoke shop that was already closed for the night.

  

  The raccoon took a defensive stance as he turned upon whomever had pulled him into the alleyway...but he relaxed, if only a bit, when he saw it was just Scott, "Damn it Scott, I told you to stay out of this!”

  

  Scott laughed darkly, "And you thought I'd listen?”

  

  "Look. I know you don't think this is any of my business, but I'm going to do what needs to be done, one way or the other. You can't stop me.” With that, James side-stepped out of the fox's way, and attempted to head, again, into the street.

  

  The fox, though, with only minimal effort, just pushed the younger raccoon back into the alley, "The fuck I can't! If I have to drag you back to my house, and watch you every minute of every day until you're done away with this stupid fucking idea, I will...but I will NOT let you do this.”

  

  "Are you kidding me with this shit, Scott!? Somebody has to get their hands on this Tony son of a bitch! After what he did to Jeff...you expect me to just let him be?” James delivered his reasoning less than calmly, and then pointed out of the alley as he continued, "Now YOU need to go home to Jeff -- where you're needed -- and let me take care of this!”

  

  Scott took a breath and let it out with an insulting half chuckle, "Yeah, you've already got this all figured out, right? Well okay, Bruiser...what happens when you find him? This is assuming he's even here tonight, and you're lucky enough, out of all the gay guys in town, to run into him. But then what exactly do you plan to do? How are you sure you even have what it takes to take this wolf down?”

  

  Unfortunately, what his friend was insinuating simply redirect the raccoon's anger onto him, and through slitted eyelids and clenched teeth, he growled out, "Now you're starting to piss me off! Just get out of my way, Scott; I can take care of myself!”

  

  "Really? Can you?” Scott looked the raccoon up and down. He was pretty sure James was wrong, but he wasn't looking to get into a fist fight with him to prove it either. So he backed down, "You know what, fine: let's say you can. I mean, really, how much of a fight can someone who has to prey on kids really put up? But what do you think is gonna' happen next? Do you think a beating is really gonna' make Tony apologize, learn his lesson, and go about the rest of his life a better and newly humbled fur? Or do you think his next stop will be the police station?”

  

  James exhaled loudly through his nostrils, trying to keep himself cool for as long as Scott was the one in front of him, "I don't give a fuck if he goes to the police, Scott. I'm not all that worried about what kind of trouble he wants to get me into. I just want him to be hurt as badly as he hurt Jeff.” Realizing the emotional damage couldn't be replicated, he corrected himself, "...or as close as I can manage. Of all furs I'd expect YOU to be on my side!”

  

  "You don't think I am? You don't think I've wanted to hurt him too!?” The fox leaned toward his gray and black friend, "YOU of all furs should know how important Jeff is to me! Of course I want to do something, but it's not worth me going to jail, and it's not worth you going to jail either, James! Do you really think that that'll make this situation any better: you losing your job as a teacher, and probably losing any hope of ever teaching again for that matter, because of serving possible jail time for assault!?”

  

  James petted the fur on his muzzle, holding the bridge of his nose for a moment as he continued to try and keep himself calm, "Scott, if I beat his ass, do you really think he'd go to the cops?” The raccoon feigned a tough wolf-like voice, "'This guy beat me up, because I raped this kid he knows!' He won't go to the police. I guarantee it.”

  

  "You 'guarantee' it?” Scott laughed mockingly, "Forgive me for not being swayed by a guarantee, James, but he doesn't have to tell them why you did it. All he has to tell them is that you DID! And then what defense would you have? You know: other than telling them that you were getting revenge for Jeff?”

  

  James sighed out again and put his face into his paws, muffling a soft 'oh my God' into them before looking back up, "Scott, he won't go to the police! He hasn't thought it out like you have.”

  

  "Really, James? What would you do if someone beat the shit out of you?” The fox poked his coworker, "Maybe HE wouldn't, but if someone beat me bad enough, I certainly would! The fact of the matter is that you don't KNOW what he will or won't do, James! And it's not worth the risk that you'll get in serious trouble over this!” He paused as a thought occurred to him, "Hell, this is all assuming you don't do enough damage to send him to the hospital, which would be cause enough for an investigation no matter WHAT he did.”

  

  Getting more and more pissed by the second, James bit his lip and growled a throaty growl. The more and more Scott talked, finding Tony was becoming less and less appealing, and the fact that he was getting swayed at all only made him angrier, "So what? We just IGNORE, what happened to Jeff? We let this shit-bag go without a damn thing happening to him, because YOU don't want to get in trouble? I don't care what happens to me, I just want Jeff to know...I want him to see that the fur who did such a terrible thing to him had something bad happen to him because of it.”

  

  "You know what, James, it IS partly about me!” Scott held his arms out to the side as if shrugging, "Have you thought even once about what could happen to ME in all of this? What if it comes to light that this happened because that piece of shit raped Jeff, James? Then the next person going to prison is ME!”

  

  The raccoon recoiled back a bit, his tense facial expression softening. He gulped and looked away, realizing very quickly how true that was. "Scott,” James gulped, and in a final effort, mostly, to ignore how badly he was wrong, he shoved the fox out of his way and began to head into the street again, "Just get out of my way.”

  

  Scott, though, grabbed his friend more violently than before and nearly threw him back into the alley-way, causing him to stumble backward, "NO! You'll stand right here, and you'll listen to me! You don't care what happens to you, but do you give a shit what happens to me!?”

  

  "I do! I care about both of you! But I can't just sit back and...and TAKE IT! I can't live knowing Tony got away! It just seems SELFISH, not giving a damn about what Jeff deserves.” James stood defiantly before his coworker and crossed his arms, convinced that at least that argument was sound.

  

  The fox paused for a long moment before responding, his facial expression travelling from shock, through anger, and settling into a calm, cold stare. "Selfish? You think I'm being selfish?” He spoke more collectedly than he had before, "Maybe you're right. Maybe I AM too worried about myself and what'll happen to me, to see that Tony...to see that Jeff needs to get what he deserves.” He stepped aside, "Go on...” he held his arm out as if ushering the raccoon back out to the sidewalk, "Go find the wolf, seduce him off to somewhere private, and beat him until he wishes he never met the three of us.” He paused again, raising his eyebrows inquisitively when the raccoon didn't move, "Go.”

  

  James sighed, looked out to the street, then back to the fox, "What Scott? What point are you trying to make, now?”

  

  "That what's SELFISH,” Scott screamed as he lowered his arm, "is caring more about your damn anger and gratification than what happens to Jeff!” He shrugged, "Did you think about that at all? What happens to Jeff after all of this?”

  

  "I...”

  

  "No! You were just thinking about how much better YOU would feel after you beat the hell out of Tony!”

  

  The raccoon winced at that and looked away, not sure what to say in response.

  

  And Scott just continued, "So let's think about this, James. What happens to Jeff?” He crossed his own arms as James had a moment ago, and ran through the hypothetical story: "Tony goes to the police, and then the trials start. Trails...with an S. You go to jail for assault and then I go to prison for child molestation or statutory rape...whichever one Jeff falls under. And the only way that EITHER of us might be given a softer sentence, and that Tony stands a chance at prison time, too, is if Jeff takes the stand and tells not just me and you,” he began to count off on his fingers, "but a prosecutor, a defense attorney, a judge, twelve jurors, and a packed court room...how he was my willing sexual pet, and how Tony bent him over the arm of my couch and fucked him 'til he bled!” He paused to let that sink in, "And then what happens after the three of us are put through that hell? Where does Jeff go then?”

  

  James simply sighed and looked down. The thought about the poor frail, little cat having to go through all of that, and how humiliating it'd be would be was bad enough...but then his fate AFTER that...

  

  The raccoon knew from second and third hand experience what kind of damage foster homes, adoption, and even abusive parents could do to a young fur, and considering how much Jeff had already been through, he knew the last thing the boy needed was more.

  

  Yet to Scott, he stayed silent.

  

  "It doesn't get much shittier, does it? A rapist goes free, completely unpunished for what he's done to just about the sweetest kid we've ever known, and all three of us get to live knowing he's gotten away with it. But the only way to fix it ruins both of our careers, our futures, and our lives...and sends Jeff back to the parents that drove him to the street to begin with, or drops him into a system that fails more kids in a year than it saves in ten.” Scott let out a short, angry chuckle, "There's no nice little happy little ending, James. There's no justice. There's just three furs pressing on and enduring the bad. And I don't blame you one bit for hating this, or for wanting to kill Tony.” He sighed and shook his head, "I wouldn't have even blamed you, if you'd taken it out on me.”

  

  James sighed too, shrugging dejectedly as he finally looked back at his friend, "But fuck, Scott...”

  

  "I know. It's a terrible lesson to learn, and it's one that I wish neither of us, and especially not Jeff, had ever HAD to.” The fox took a deep breath, "But sometimes the good guys don't win. Sometimes the innocent victims don't get their justice. And sometimes the bad guys...just don't get what they deserve.” He put his paw on the raccoon's shoulder, "A happy ending is never as perfect or assured as a Disney fairy tale would have you believe. But, if we try hard enough...I think maybe we can still have one, difficult as it may be.”

  

  James looked up and bent his arm across his chest to pet Scott's paw, "You know? My plan seemed a lot better before you came along.” He chuckled softly, but the situation at hand quickly brought it to a harsh end, "Does he know where you are right now?”

  

  "No,” Scott shook his head. "I didn't want to worry him with it, yet...not when I wasn't sure how this all would go.”

  

  The raccoon looked around the alley and raked a bit of trash away with the side of his shoe, before he realized how pointless it was, "So...I guess you better get back to him then, huh?”

  

  "I should,” Scott nodded and paused for a few long moments, as the sound of the furs around the bars grew louder in the space where his and James's voices had been. "But why don't you come with me? I don't want you to be alone tonight. And...after I tell Jeff where I was...I think all three of us could use the company.”

  

  James smiled and, as his friend turned, he slowly began to walk out of the alley at his side. He tucked his paws into his pockets and tried to put a smile on his muzzle, "You're gonna' tell him the truth?”

  

  "Yeah,” the fox smiled at the coon by his side: an oddly triumphant smile in the face of such a dark night. But it wasn't a triumph over James, so much as a triumph over life, in the fact none of this had beaten him...or any of them. "As much as he'll hate being reminded of Tony, I think...after everything that his parents, the street, Tony, and I have done to him, I think it'll be nice for him to know that there's someone other than me who cares about him this much. He needs to know there are good furs left in the world.” He put his arm around his 'coon friend's shoulder...

  

  ...and James leaned into the embrace, "It can be easy to forget, sometimes.”


  ~


  There we go! A Warm Bed continues!
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  See you for the final 2 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...for the final 3 chapters of The Masters!
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  A Warm Bed Chapter 14


  

  

  Black gloved paws lay intertwined in a fox's lap, his eyes focused on their clasped fingers as he spoke, his story drawing to an end. And only a foot away, his captive audience of one -- a small gray cat -- sat huddled against a headboard, defensively hugging a pillow larger than his own torso...

  

  "It took an argument,” Scott rocked nervously where he sat on the edge of the bed, "but eventually, I got him to listen to me.”

  

  "And you talked him out of it,” Jeffery responded flatly, a question posed as a statement.

  

  "I did.” The fox finally looked up from his paws and at the kitten to his side. His young lover thus far had been much too quiet, and it worried him, "You understand why I had to do it, right?”

  

  "Yeah,” Jeff nodded shortly, but his voice remained dull and blank.

  

  The list of possible reasons for his kitten's sullen mood was too long to even consider -- bad memories, new fears, and a quarrel with Scott's actions to name a few -- but there was only one of them Scott could hope to remedy: "I'm sorry I lied, Jeffery. I'm sorry I didn't tell you where I was gonna' be tonight, but I just,” he took a breath and let it out in a sigh, "I didn't know how things would go. And I was already anxious enough without the thought that you were back here worrying about me.”

  

  The cat only nodded.

  

  "But...either way, it's over now, okay?” Scott offered a soft smile.

  

  "How do you know it's over?” Finally, Jeffery looked at him, "It's not like you're there to stop him, anymore.”

  

  The fox was hesitant to respond, but did, "...well, he's not there to do it, anymore, either. I asked him to come back with me, so we could-”

  

  "He's here?” Jeff cut him off.

  

  "He is. I thought it would be best if we were all together, tonight, after-”

  

  "Where is he?”

  

  "He's in the living room. I told him to follow me in, after I'd had the chance to get you back here to the bedroom.” Scott scanned his kitten for a moment, watching as the boy's eyes darted about in his head, "Him being here...it's not a problem, is it?”

  

  The cat didn't answer. "I wanna' talk to him.”

  

  "Uhm, s-sure. Of course! I thought you might want to.” Though taken off guard by his former pet's forthrightness, Scott didn't argue. If that's what the boy wanted, and if it could help improve his mood, then he would have it. So without another word on the subject, Scott stood up and offered his kitten an open paw, "Let's go.”

  

  "No,” Jeffery just shook his head at the offered paw. "I want to talk to him by myself. Just me and him.”

  

  "Why?” the fox slowly retracted the paw.

  

  Jeff looked his former master in the eyes, his own eyes still dark and blank, yet oddly confident, "I'm not your pet anymore, right?”

  

  "...right.”

  

  "And doesn't that mean I have a right to privacy, if I want it?”

  

  "Yeah. Yes, of course it does.” At first, Scott thought to speak to his kitten -- to ask him what was wrong or what he could do -- but he restrained his usual motherly urges. Jeffery had already told him exactly what he could do. The boy wanted to talk to James, and he wanted to be alone. "Would you like to go out there and talk to him in the living room? Or should I bring him back here.”

  

  The cat thought for a moment, considering, even in this mood, what was best for his fox. Certainly Scott would be better off having the living room and its television to himself, instead of being trapped in here and bored, while he and James spoke. "Send him back here.”

  

  "You got it.”

  

  Though he wasn't entirely certain if his kitten would accept it -- or if he even wanted to be touched -- Scott leaned in toward the boy, and planted a gentle kiss between his ears. And despite the situation and his otherwise dreary mood, Jeffery leaned into the kiss, offering his vulpine love a gentle smile as he stepped away and backed out of the room...

  

  

  

  Chapter 14 --

  Culpa

  

  

  (September 27th)

  

  "Jeffery?” The door to the bedroom cracked open, and a gray muzzle peeked inside, "Kitten?”

  

  From his new position at the foot of the bed, Jeff watched as the door inched open and as the raccoon's head and shoulders came into view. The young cat, though, said nothing, and even averted his eyes as they made contact with his guest's.

  

  Smiling the friendliest smile he could manage, James stepped slowly into the room, "Scott said you wanted to talk to me?”

  

  Jeff still wouldn't look at him, but he at least managed, at some length, to stand up.

  

  The raccoon shut the door behind him, "Jeff?” Though he was rapidly growing uncomfortable in the silence, he did close the distance between the two, meeting the cat half way between the bed and the door.

  

  Jeffery's muscles tensed and his shoulders rocked. For a moment, he seethed in front of his visitor...but before the elder fur could speak, react, or respond, the boy finally boiled over. In a rush he lurched forward, tiny gray paws slamming against the cotton of James's shirt. "What's wrong with you!?” he screamed as he pushed the raccoon, an assault so startling that, despite their difference in size, it sent the elder fur stumbling back against the door, with a clattering thud.

  

  "Jeffery!” James held his paws up in shock and submission, "Whoa! What are you-?”

  

  "What were you thinking!?” the young cat just yelled out again, pushing the raccoon more firmly against the rattling wooden door.

  

  "I wasn't! Okay!?” James snapped back, not sure what else to do but scream over the boy, "I'm sorry! I wasn't thinking!” He took a breath and lowered his voice, hoping to defend himself in a calmer tone, "But, you've gotta' believe me: I never meant to put you or Scott in danger.”

  

  "Scott? Me?” Jeffery shook his head, his eyes beginning to shimmer with tears. "I'm talking about YOU, you idiot!” he gripped fistfuls of the adult's shirt with the paws still on James's stomach and chest.

  

  "Me?” The raccoon stammered back in confusion, "I...I don't...”

  

  "He could have killed you!” Jeff shook the elder fur by his shirt to the best of his limited ability.

  

  "Jeffery...” James tried to laugh the idea off, with a grin and a chuckle...

  

  But James could laugh, only because the Tony in his mind paled in comparison to the one lurking in the shadows of Jeffery's. In James's mind, he was just a wolf, but in Jeff's he was an honest-to-God monster. He was a demon and a nightmare the likes of which no one, least of all Jeffery and those he cared for, could hope endure. And to the terrified kitten, the sound of such flippant laughter was ludicrous...

  

  "And you don't even care!?” The cat squeaked, gripping the shirt tighter, "You could have been hurt, and you don't even CARE!”

  

  "No. It's not like that.” James wrenched those tiny paws from the fabric, holding them in some futile attempt to be comforting, "I was doing this for you! I thought it was what you would want.”

  

  "And that's the problem! You put yourself in danger for ME! And you didn't even ask me!” Jeff defiantly jerked his paws away, "You really think I wanted to see you get hurt?”

  

  "Jeffery, he wasn't gonna' hurt me,” the raccoon assured him.

  

  "But you don't know that!” Jeff sniffled, tremoring as he cried before the elder 'coon. His cheeks were already wet and his attempts to maintain his intimidating pose were faltering, but he pushed on nonetheless, "Promise me this is over, damn-it! Promise me!”

  

  James let out a sigh, and hesitated only a moment in responding. He had no intention of going back. Scott had already talked him out of it, and the simple fact that it had upset Jeff this much was more than enough to keep him from changing his mind. But some tiny stubborn voice in the back of his head refused to admit that Tony was any danger to him, and that was enough to make him hesitate to promise...even if only for a moment.

  

  "Please, James. Please!” nearly sobbing, the cat begged anew, interpreting the hesitation as a refusal. "Just leave Tony alone! I couldn't...how am I supposed live with myself if I let you get hurt, because of me?”

  

  But only the last bit caught James's ear, "Because of you?”

  

  "YES because of me!” Jeff shot back. "If it wasn't for me, you wouldn't've ever put yourself in that situation, to begin with! If I'd never met you...if I'd just kept my stupid mouth shut-”

  

  "No!” No matter what the kitten was feeling, the raccoon couldn't let something like that go without a fight. Tenderness be damned; "No! Stop that. None of this is your fault, Jeffery.”

  

  "Of course it is! All of this is! Everything!!” Jeff's voice cracked again and again as he screamed, tremoring breaths bridging every silent gap, "I keep fucking everything up, James! I'm ruining EVERYONE'S lives! And I can't do it again!” His legs buckled and he fell, finally collapsing under the weight of all the guilt he'd been fighting back for so long, "I can't!”

  

  "Jeffery!” not knowing what else to do, James knelt, swooping down and drawing the boy into a hug, one arm tight around his naked waist, and the other pulling his head onto his shoulder. "Stop it, Jeffery. Stop.”

  

  "No!” The cat struggled in vain against the stronger fur's arms, trying desperately to pull away from the unbidden hug, but unable to even lift his head from the raccoon's shoulder. "Promise me! Promise me, James!” As he continued, time and again, he punctuated every his yelping scream with impotent strikes, pounding his fists against the larger fur holding him in place, "I can't! I can't do it! I can't hurt anyone else! Just make it stop, James! Make it stop! Promise me. Promise...”

  

  He could only carry on for so long though, his voice and his resolve growing weaker and weaker with every cry. And in time, his drumming fists and helpless screams tapered off, replaced slowly by the rumbling hum of a raccoon.

  

  Soft and continual, James hushed the trembling kitten, loosening his grip just enough to pet the boy's back, and speaking only once he was calm enough to hear, "I promise Kitten. I promise. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.”

  

  "I just don't wanna' hurt anybody else. I'm so tired of it...” By now, Jeffery's trembling pleas were barely more than mewls, and, save for finally hugging James back, he had fallen nearly limp in the adult's arms, "I'm just so tired of fucking everything up...”

  

  "Jeff? What are you talking about? You haven't done anything wrong.”

  

  "Don't lie. E-everyone would be better off without me, and you know it...”

  

  "That's not true, at all!” the raccoon broke their hug, feeling the need to look the kitten in the eye for emphasis, but kept his paws firmly on the boy's shoulders.

  

  "What about you and Master? What about my mom??” Jeff's voice rose again, though still far from the scream it had been, "All I ever did was piss my dad off! I made him angry, and then he'd go crazy and beat me and my mom. A-and so I ran away, but that only made him worse! I...I don't even wanna' THINK about what he's doing to her, now...but she hates me because of it! She won't even take my phone calls anymore, James...” he stopped to take a breath, though not one long enough to afford the 'coon a chance to respond. "And then I met Master, and he was...he's so nice, and he took me in and took care of me, and we were happy. And...and then I go and ruin it all by letting Tony FUCK me!”

  

  "Whoa!” James snapped involuntarily at that, his paws gripping the boy tighter before he caught himself and relaxed, "Whoa. You can't seriously think that THAT was your fault, Jeffery!”

  

  "I could have stopped him, James! I could have run away, I could have hidden from him, I could have fought him off, I could have done...SOMETHING!” though weak, the kitten's voice rose again to a scream, even if only for a moment. "Or I could have just shut the fuck up and taken it! I...I mean I was a pet, right? I let Master fuck me all the time! It was my job! Why should Tony be any different?” any reasonable sense would have told him that none of what he was saying was true, but in this moment, pain, guilt, and confusion had long outweighed logic and reason. "But no! I had to throw a fit about it, like a stupid little bitch! And now Master feels guilty, and he blames himself and threw all of his alcohol out, and...and...”

  

  "Okay!” James finally spoke up to stop the boy. "It's okay. Shh...” softly hushing him yet again, James stood, but his paws never left the boy's shoulders as he bid him to stand as well. "Let's move over here, Kitten.”

  

  Jeffery followed the flick of the raccoon's muzzle, turning his eyes on his and his former master's bed. Without an argument, he gently took his guest's paw, and let himself be led the few feet to the bedside. His trembling and his tears never stopped, though, not even once he and James had taken their seats side-by-side on the edge of the bed.

  

  The raccoon had never been trained for anything like this. He supposed he should have, seeing as it was his job to work with children, but he hadn't, nonetheless. He had no official education on what to do or not to do...but he had seen plenty of television. And cliché or no, on every show that he'd ever seen touch upon the subject, there was always one thing any child in this situation needed to be told. So perhaps it was what Jeff needed, too, "It's not your fault, Jeffery.”

  

  "But I...”

  

  "No. What Tony did to you...it is NOT your fault,” the adult repeated himself, a paw lying lightly on the kitten's back. "You didn't want it. You didn't ask for it. You didn't deserve it. And no matter what else happened that night...it was HIS fault, not yours.”

  

  Jeffery's eyes were on his feet, and his mouth lay hushed and still. For a long few minutes he sat there in the silence, simply watching those small gray footpaws draped against the overhanging comforter: no words, no movement but his breaths, and even his sniffling and sobs curiously absent. And once he finally did speak, it was as timid as James had ever heard, as if he hadn't even decided yet if he really wanted the raccoon to hear, "...what if I enjoyed it?”

  

  James responded with dark and immediate sarcasm, knowing that that wasn't the case, and betting that ridiculing the thought would make his point, "You're telling me that you liked what he did? You'd want him to do it again?”

  

  "No. But I...” the cat abruptly stopped himself there, suddenly reconsidering even saying it out loud at all, let alone for the raccoon to hear.

  

  But James didn't need him to finish. He knew exactly what he meant: "You came.”

  

  Jeff flinched and whimpered at the sound, eyes snapping shut as his claws dug into his knees.

  

  "It's okay,” the raccoon slipped his arm around the boy, pulling him gently against his side, as he calmly and earnestly reassured him, "It's okay, Jeffery. It's still not your fault. And it doesn't make what he did okay.”

  

  Again, Jeffery broke down in tears, wrapping his arms around the adult's waist and pulling himself close and tight, his soaked and sniveling face buried in James's shirt. And James, of course, levied no resistance, simply laying his arms atop the naked cat and petting him as he cried.

  

  "You couldn't have stopped him,” he began again, reinforcing Jeff's blamelessness on all fronts, should there still be any doubt. "You couldn't have run away or fought him off. And it was never something you should've had to hide, either. You were right to talk about it. You were right to get help. And no one blames you for that, Kitten...especially not Scott.”

  

  "Are you sure?” the cat barely managed between his sobs.

  

  "Scott took you in off of the street. He loves you. He chose to take care of you. He would NEVER want you to have to face something like this alone.” James punctuated his assurances with a quick kiss on the boy's head, "Neither of us would.”

  

  Taking in another deep, trembling breath, Jeff leaned away from the raccoon, but remained, still, under his arm, "But...it was my fault Tony was even here to begin with.”

  

  "Now that's not even a little bit true,” the raccoon raised an eyebrow, confused at how the boy could make such a leap.

  

  "But it is! Master...” Jeffery paused, only now realizing he'd been calling Scott 'Master' this whole time, and finally corrected himself, "Scott...he loved me. He was IN love with me, he wanted to BE with me, and I was too damn stupid to see it! I had every opportunity, but I never told him I felt the same way. I was trying so hard to pretend I that was still straight and that I was just being a good pet.” He rubbed his paws together nervously in his lap, "And I made him feel sad. I made him feel lonely. I hurt him, and that's the only reason he was even at the bar to begin with! He would never have even MET Tony if I hadn't...hadn't basically sent him off to do it!”

  

  James met that with a friendly smile, "Jeffery...now you're just being hard on yourself. There is no way you could have foreseen that. No one could have expected things to go that way. It's not your fault. And besides,” he smiled wider and lightly shook the boy in his arm, "If he hadn't been lonely, he would have never gone out with me, either!”

  

  "See!?” the cat looked up at the raccoon with a dejected conviction in his eyes. "That's bad too! All that did was end up hurting you, when I finally decided to be honest! If I'd just said something sooner, he would have never met Tony, and you would have never been in the position to get hurt.”

  

  "Jeffery...I want you to listen to me,” James took hold of the boy's muzzle with his free paw, to make sure they kept eye contact. "I don't regret a thing. It may hurt sometimes, but I wouldn't even CONSIDER doing away with that pain, if it meant having never gotten to meet the two of you. I wouldn't give you and Scott up for the world!”

  

  "But you admit it! I AM hurting you!” Jeff cited the one bit that could prove his point. "You love him, you want to be with him, and I'm standing in your way!”

  

  "And I already told you, Jeffery: I'm not mad about that.” The raccoon shrugged, "I mean, think about it. If anything, I'm the bad guy in all of this.”

  

  "No,” Jeff shook his head, not understanding that, at all. "You haven't-”

  

  "YOU were here first!” this time, James cut HIM off. "This is your home, and Scott is your fox. I'm the one who came in here and fucked up YOUR relationship! I'm the home wrecker, not you. You shouldn't be apologizing to me about anything. I should be the one apologizing to you.”

  

  The cat shrunk a bit under the raccoon's arm, not sure how to take that...especially after all of the pain he'd so recently caused the elder fur, "You...you don't have to do that.”

  

  "All I want is for the two of you to be happy, Jeff,” James rubbed the boy's arm, flashing his widest smile yet. "THAT is what will make me happy.”

  

  Jeffery was calmer now than he'd been since the raccoon first stepped through the door. The fur of his cheeks was slowly drying, his hiccups and sobs had long since faded away, and his voice, though weak and sore, had softened significantly from its earlier screams. However, his sniffling -- albeit sparse -- remained, his gaze was still cast down, and it was clear that his mood still had room for improvement. Moreover, James was certain that the kitten's unfounded guilt still lingered...and his job here wouldn't be done until he'd put a end to that as well.

  

  "Jeffery, you need to understand: you're talking to ME right now. Not Scott.” The raccoon finally moved his arm, turning to sit Indian style on the bed and face the young cat, "I like you. You're a super sweet kid. But I'm not in love with you. And if I wanted to be bitter or upset with you...it wouldn't be hard for me to come up with a reason.” The kitten winced noticeably at that affirmation, and his shoulders slumped, but the elder raccoon continued on to his point: "So you really need to believe me when I say: you have done NOTHING wrong! Not to anyone. Of all people, I have every reason to feel like you have...but I don't.”

  

  Jeff, though, was still unconvinced, "But...”

  

  "No. No buts.” James went along, intent to tackle each of the boy's insecurities, one by one, if need be: "Your parents? Your dad is an abusive and unforgivable prick! And I'm sorry your mother has to put up with him, but that's HER problem, not yours. You shouldn't have ever been exposed to him to begin with, and she has NO right to be upset with you for getting away from him. It was her job to protect you, but all she did was put you in danger.”

  

  The young cat knew he was right...if for no other reason than that this wasn't the first time he'd been told as much. Weeks ago, now, Scott had told him the same thing: his parents' problems weren't his fault, and they'd done nothing to give him reason to owe them any loyalty or guilt. In the past six weeks, Scott had been a better parent than they ever had...and as of tonight, alone, so had James.

  

  "And as for Tony,” James continued, "it doesn't matter what you and Scott had done, and it doesn't matter how your body reacted.” He pointed for emphasis, "Tony had NO right to do what he did to you! And nothing you can say makes it your fault that it happened. Nothing.”

  

  Jeffery's first instinct, again, was to argue, but he stopped himself. Even though he knew everything James was saying was true, he still felt guilty. Somehow, no matter how unreasonable it was, he felt like he'd done something wrong. And then, as his own television memories came to mind, it dawned on him that he had fallen into the stock role of every violated child in every cookie cutter TV drama he'd ever seen...and his guilt gave way to embarrassment.

  

  "You're only fourteen years old, Jeffery. You shouldn't've had to live through any of this: your family...living on the street...having to be someone's pet just for a home...what Tony did to you...none of it!” The raccoon leaned in, a paw lighting softly on the boy's thigh, "You have every right to be hurt, and to be confused...and you also had every right to hide what you were feeling, while you tried to figure out what all of this meant for you. Scott doesn't blame you for waiting before you told him you loved him, and neither do I. We understand. And nothing that came of it is your fault.”

  

  Jeff couldn't help but smile at that, his first since shortly after Scott had gotten home. This kind of love and reassurance...six weeks ago, it was a concept so foreign to him that it was a dream and a fantasy: something he could only hope to someday feel, but never expected to find. But over those weeks since, Scott had proven it was both real and within his reach, and tonight, James was proving that Scott wasn't the only one capable of offering it.

  

  The boy's smile, though, faded as quickly as it had come...because, after all, that was the real problem, wasn't it?

  

  "Kitten...you deserve to be happy just as much as anyone else. And, in fact, after everything you've been through...you deserve it MORE!” James leaned away again, "And if Scott is what makes you happy, then he should be yours! And I will never resent you for that.”

  

  And that was it. That was the problem. Jeffery had stolen away the man James loved -- he had stolen away his happiness -- but the raccoon could never resent him for it. THAT was the final hurdle the kitten just couldn't overcome.

  

  James was right about nearly everything he'd said. Jeff's mother and father, both, had failed as parents, and the boy owed them nothing. There wasn't a thing the kitten had done or felt that excused Tony's actions or somehow made them his fault. And there was no shame in a fourteen year old boy, especially one in his situation, struggling with his sexuality...

  

  But there was still one thing that Jeff just couldn't get past...and that was James.

  

  James was amazing. He was every bit the friendly, loving, and helpful fur that Scott was. He had put himself in imminent danger only hours ago, just for Jeffery, and had been met with nothing but the boy's resentment for his trouble.

  

  He'd faced the yelling, the cussing, and had even let the kitten attack him, and took it all in stride just to ease Jeffery's pain. He gained nothing, sexually or otherwise, from sitting here and helping the cat through his troubles. And he'd even spent this entire time with the naked boy without a single wandering paw or even -- as best Jeff could tell -- an errant lingering glance.

  

  James was as good as they came. Jeff was as lucky to know him as he was to know Scott. And he'd repaid the raccoon's kindness by stealing away the man he loved.

  

  Jeffery knew how that felt. And how could he forgive himself for inflicting that pain on someone so kind?

  

  "James?” he turned his eyes on the elder fur.

  

  And the raccoon met them, "Yeah?”

  

  "Thank you.”

  

  "You're more than welcome!” James smiled again and patted the kitten on the shoulder, "And if you ever need to talk to someone, again...just remember that you can always come to me, okay?”

  

  "No,” Jeffery shook his head and stammered to explain, "I mean...thank you for that, too, but I wasn't thanking you for the talk.” He took a breath and returned his visitor's smile, "I was thanking you for Tony.”

  

  "But I thought...?”

  

  "Don't get me wrong; I'm glad you stopped. Or I should say: I'm glad that Scott STOPPED you. I don't want you to get hurt, no matter what the reason. But it means a lot that you risked yourself, like that...for me.”

  

  The raccoon offered an apologetic shrug and smile, "I'm sorry I couldn't see it through, kiddo...”

  

  "Me too.” Jeff slid forward, climbing into James's lap, and clung to him tightly in yet another hug, "But I'd rather have you around...than see Tony hurt.”

  

  ~

  

  Only a small few hours passed by. But they were long and tedious hours.

  

  It was bad enough that his kitten and coworker were down the hall alone, talking about God-knows-what, and that Scott had to sit here wondering just why Jeffery didn't want him involved. It was bad enough, earlier, hearing the muffled screams and being bound by his promise of privacy to not go and snoop or check in on them. It was bad enough that he was left alone in the living room without any company, into the earliest hours of the morning...

  

  But to top it all: there wasn't even anything worth watching on TV! Nothing good was on at this hour, as Friday night crept into Saturday morning. And the DVR offered no helpful alternatives, since every recorded show was off limits, thanks to Scott promising to wait and watch them with Jeffery.

  

  Eventually, it was all he could take. A promise was a promise...but certainly, Jeff had had enough privacy, and Scott was quickly growing tired of being alone in a house built for one, but now party to three.

  

  And so, Scott struck out from the living room, and to his bedroom, where he pushed open the door without a knock or a warning...only to find a sight he hadn't expected, but quickly realized he should have.

  

  They were asleep.

  

  They had left him alone for so long because they'd fallen asleep.

  

  James was laid out on the bed, still clothed, and Jeffery was curled up at his side, head resting on the raccoon's chest. Scott's first thoughts alternated between musing over the fact that James was apparently a snorer, and wondering just how Jeff was managing to sleep through it...

  

  His subsequent thoughts, though, were of surprise. But he wasn't surprised at what he saw. He was surprised with himself.

  

  He wasn't jealous. Shouldn't he be jealous? No matter how he looked at it, a normal person, he felt, would be driven to an envious rage by the sight before them. His young lover was lying nude in the arms of someone else in THEIR bed! The raccoon he had so recently mused could be 'the one' was asleep with a naked child! And neither of them had bothered to come find Scott, or invite them into his own bed to join them...

  

  But the fox wasn't jealous. He wasn't angry; he wasn't sad; he even wasn't slighted. He was smiling.

  

  No matter what arguments he could muster to be hurt and upset...he just wasn't. Instead, the sight of the two furs that he cared for most in the world, clinging to one another so closely, and resting there in such a loving and intimate a position...it was most wonderful thing he'd ever seen.

  

  And with a flick of a light switch, and a silently closed door, he left them to their sleep...

  

  ~

  

  (September 28th)

  

  Coffee.

  

  It had been a long time since he'd awoken to the smell. He couldn't even remember the last time he'd lived with someone who would rise and brew a pot before he was awake. Maybe it was his parents back in high school. No, it was probably his roommates in college. Surely, they did it sometimes, right? Or did they even drink coffee?

  

  This morning, though, a smile split his muzzle and his eyes blinked open as the smell crossed his nose. It was a pleasant change. He'd always preferred to actually drink tea, but nothing smelled as inviting, first thing in the morning, as freshly brewing coffee...

  

  And so he lifted his boxer clad body lazily up from the couch -- where he'd mostly-voluntarily chosen to sleep the night before -- and dragged himself slowly toward the kitchen, to find the source of the smell and the party responsible.

  

  In the past six weeks, Jeffery hadn't brewed a single pot...and that could only mean...

  

  "Scott!” James looked up from the counter with a start, surprised by the fox stepping half nude into the kitchen. "Did I wake you? I tried to keep the noise down,” the raccoon smiled timidly as he sat aside a still empty mug.

  

  "You're fine, James. It was the smell, not the noise,” with a yawn and a stretch, Scott stopped and leaned against the counter. And as his eyes turned on his guest, a wicked grin flashed across his muzzle, "So did you and Jeffery sleep okay?”

  

  And that was exactly why the raccoon was startled and timid. When he'd woken up to find Scott passed out on the couch, there was no doubt the fox knew that he and Jeff had fallen asleep together...and he was entirely uncertain how his friend would take that. But, there was no reason to start being dodgy and shy now. They knew each other well enough to be honest, "Yeah. He makes for a very good bed mate.”

  

  "Don't I know it?” Scott laughed slightly and then raised a playful eyebrow, "So you two didn't...?”

  

  "No,” James shook his head and held up a paw as if swearing by his statement, "I was good.”

  

  The fox laughed more heartily at that, "I wasn't just worried about YOU being good!”

  

  "Fair enough,” James returned the laugh, though in little more than a chuckle, "but I don't think he was exactly in the mood to be friendly.”

  

  "So I heard,” though still smiling, Scott's voice took on a more serious tone.

  

  "How much DID you hear?”

  

  "Just raised voices. I couldn't make out anything specific.”

  

  Assuming that that was the fox's way of fishing for information, the raccoon ventured to share, "Well, he was uhm...”

  

  "Nope.” Scott, though, stopped him.

  

  "No?” James was surprised at that, having expected Scott to be more than a little curious.

  

  "I don't wanna' know. He made it very clear last night that he wanted privacy, and I promised he'd get it. If he wants to tell me what you two talked about, then he can.” The fox crossed his arms with a less than enthused shrug. He obviously wasn't entirely comfortable with the arrangement, but he was determined to uphold it, "Otherwise, everything stays between you and him, just like he wanted.”

  

  "Jeff's really lucky to have you, you know that?” James shook his head with an almost skeptical smile, honestly taken aback that Scott took a promise like that so seriously, "You're a great guy, Scott.”

  

  "I'm not half as good as you.”

  

  "What's that supposed to mean?”

  

  Scott's smile was gone now, and his muzzle tilted low, watching the floor as he spoke, "You really have to ask, after everything I've put Jeffery through?” He took in a breath and let it out in a dark, cynical laugh, "And I don't just mean with Tony, but with ME too! I found the poor kid on the street, and instead of wanting help him...I just saw the chance to make all of my perverted fantasies a reality.”

  

  "But you still took care of him,” the raccoon argued without missing a beat. "You still took him in, and fed him, and saved him from the street.”

  

  Scott, though, just shrugged the argument off, "Right place, right time. Doesn't make me a saint.”

  

  James approached his friend, lighting a paw on his shoulder, "But it makes you something.”

  

  "Yeah? Maybe.” The fox looked at the paw, and then back to his coworker's face, "But you're seriously telling me that you wouldn't have done better by him, if it'd been you?”

  

  "I...” James was slow to respond...

  

  ...and Scott cut him short before he could, "James, you sat in my bedroom last night and held him while he cried. You let him fall asleep in your arms.” His own arms finally uncrossed as he stood up straighter, "Whatever was wrong, you took the time to make it better. You had no obligation to do it, and you didn't get anything out of it. Not even a friendly explorative paw.” He smiled again with a shake of his head, "It was completely and totally selfless.”

  

  "He...” the raccoon's paw pulled back from Scott's shoulder to nervously scratch at his neck, "he deserved it.”

  

  "Exactly,” Scott stepped forward, closing the small gap between the two and taking his friend's free paw into his own. "I am not HALF as good as you are.”

  

  James's nervous scratching stopped, as he was pulled closer, nose-to-nose with the fox. "I don't know...” he gulped and licked his lips, eyes tracing the slope of his muzzle to where it met his friend's, "You're better than you think.”

  

  And they kissed.

  

  One paw tugged another, and two chests pressed together, one bare but for its white fur and the other still hidden by cotton. But whose paw tugged whose was anyone's guess. Just as neither one could say with any certainty whose eyes closed first, whose lips moved the quickest to meet the other's, or whose tongue first daringly slipped free.

  

  It just happened: neither worrying that the other might fight it, and neither waiting for a clear sign to proceed. James didn't kiss Scott this morning. And Scott didn't kiss James. The kiss just happened.

  

  And as a fox's tongue invaded a raccoon's muzzle...as that raccoon's murrs rumbled through his covered chest and vibrated against the fox's bare...and as a pair of black paws gripped one another tight at their sides...

  

  ...a pair of tired feline eyes watched silent and unseen from the doorway.


  ~


  There we go! A Warm Bed continues!


  *

  This particular chapter was written entirely by yours truly: Oloroso Rhone!

  But it was based on characters and storylines I created jointly with my friend Phil Anthro Pist


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/

  *


  So here we are!


  One more chapter and A Warm Bed ends for good, setting the stage for its characters to play their rolls in the much talked about Sibirskaia!


  Jeffery certainly seemed to have warmed up to James throughout the course of this chapter, didn't he? And in the process, we got a good glimpse of what's been going on in the kitten's mind that he hasn't been sharing or even admitting to himself! But what now?


  Now that he and James are such good friends...what will he think about what he's just woken up to see in the kitchen?

  Will he feel mad? Hurt? Betrayed? Or might he even find new reasons to feel guilty?


  Tune in next time to find out in the final chapter of A Warm Bed!


  SIDE NOTE: Other than AWB9, this is the first chapter of AWB or The Masters that I've written completely on my own. All of the others were written jointly with Phil and edited by me (or were at least based on something I wrote jointly with Phil). What do you think? Is this an improvement or a step down? Was it worth the wait it took me to write it?


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you for the FINAL CHAPTER of A Warm Bed!

  ...for the final 2 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and very soon...Sibirskaia!


  A Warm Bed Chapter 15


  Chapter 15 --

  Ultimus

  

  

  (September 28th)

  

  Coffee.

  

  Scott may have been sleeping much closer to the brewing pot, but that didn't mean he was the only one who could smell it. Besides, the raccoon who was brewing it had very recently been Jeffery's pillow, and the cat had already been roused by James's departure long before the coffee's scent met his nose.

  

  And so it was that the cat stood now, bleary eyed and naked, watching from the kitchen doorway as his elder boyfriend and the raccoon he'd shared a bed with the night before, Scott and James, were locked in a kiss.

  

  Luckily, the kitten was lithe and nimble: light enough on his feet to go perfectly unheard and unseen, as he turned on his heel and disappeared back through the open door.

  

  Fighting to force his breaths steady, he leaned against and slid down the nearest wall, where he sat, knees drawn up and clasped tight in his arms. In his imagination, they went on and on: a fox's paw struggling to invade a raccoon's pants, as that raccoon's paw effortlessly slipped past the fox's underwear. And soon, James's shaft glistened with Scott's saliva, fresh from tickling the back of his throat, as their guest was bent over the counter with a knot begging for entry against his welcoming hole.

  

  But it was all in Jeffery's head. It was only a kiss. His worry, his jealousy, and his shock were running away with him. Nothing of the sort had happened yet, and there was nothing to say it would. It was only a kiss. He repeated to himself again and again: it was only a kiss.

  

  For a moment, even, a song came to mind...and he almost laughed. Almost.

  

  "No,” Jeff's ears perked at the sound of Scott's voice. It was short, though -- barely even the full sound that the word 'no' should make -- before it was again replaced with the wet sounds of a sloppy kiss. But after a moment, the dull smacking abruptly came to an end, and the fox's voice returned, "No. We can't do this!”

  

  "Right,” though strained, James's voice agreed. "Sorry. I know. We're...” the voice broke in a breath, clearly drawn to calm its nerves, "Fuck. I'm sorry.”

  

  "It...it's okay.”

  

  "It really isn't.”

  

  "No. I mean...” Scott's voice paused, and Jeffery turned his ears to listen. What DID he mean? How could he possibly say this was okay? "What I meant was: the kiss wasn't just your fault. You don't have to apologize.”

  

  "Right!” James's voice began enthusiastically, but quickly calmed and darkened, "I uhm...right.” At least they were both accepting blame. It was a start.

  

  "We just...we can't let this happen again.” There was a pause, and, in it, Jeff could hear the shuffling of his fox's feet. He pictured his boyfriend distancing himself from the raccoon, uncomfortable with what had just happened, but the boy shuddered at the thought that he could, just as easily, have been moving closer. "I mean...” the fox began again, "I want you to be able to stay around, and-”

  

  "Me too!” Again, James shot back excitedly, only to calm himself just as fast, "M-me too.” But Jeffery was more concerned with what Scott had said. He wanted James to stay around? Was that really his first concern?

  

  "Then we've gotta' be able to control ourselves better than that. We can't just...”

  

  "Right! Cause it's not fair to Jeffery.”

  

  "Or to you,” Scott amended. And the eavesdropping cat was struck immediately with jealousy. Who cares how fair it was to James?

  

  Confused, the raccoon's voice just repeated the other's, "...to me?”

  

  "N-no. Sorry. Nothing.”

  

  "No. What did you mean?”

  

  "I just meant that, you know...” Scott paused again, hesitant to say whatever was on his mind, "it's not fair to tease you like that.”

  

  "...just me?” James's voice sounded clearly hurt by the statement.

  

  "Hmm?”

  

  "Am I...the ONLY one of us being teased?”

  

  "That...” as the fox began, his kitten held his breath. After all: that was the question, wasn't it? Was his boyfriend teased by the kiss as well? Or were James's feelings really one sided? "...that's not the point right now.” And that was not the answer Jeff wanted to hear.

  

  "Right. Sorry.”

  

  Right. Despite the hundred-and-one more pressing concerns he should have had on his mind, Jeffery couldn't help but notice how many times James had said that word. Right. Did the raccoon always do that? How had he not picked up on it before?

  

  And as Jeff's mind wandered, the kitchen grew silent: neither of its occupants at all certain where to go from there -- what to say, or what to do -- but both no more able to escape the situation than Jeffery was able to pull himself from of the wall.

  

  When a voice finally spoke up again, it was James's: "Do we...? I mean: should...?” He stammered, clearly unsure of how to even ask his question, "Did this just happen?”

  

  Scott's voice clarified what he'd implied: "You mean: do we say anything to him?”

  

  And the raccoon's confirmed it: "Yeah. I mean, I know you're trying to be honest with him and everything...”

  

  "I am, but...” Jeff twitched at the word. But? How could there be a 'but?' Scott and Jeffery had promised they were going to be honest with one another. And if anything fell under that promise, it was this! Was he seriously considering not saying anything? "...but this would just hurt him. And there's no point in that.”

  

  "Right.” Right. There it was again. Jeff was certain he'd never heard James do this before. Maybe he was just saying it so much because he was nervous. "There's no point in hurting him over...over something he doesn't even need to be bothered with.”

  

  "Yeah! I mean this was...this was just-”

  

  "Nothing!”

  

  "Nothing?” the fox's voice squeaked, and his kitten's heart dropped. Scott was hurt. Scott was hurt to have James call their kiss nothing, and that was the last thing Jeffery wanted to hear. "Or...I mean, yeah. Nothing. Just...just a mistake,” half heartedly, the fox did his best to agree. "We were both just a little horny-”

  

  "Tired!” James cut him off franticly.

  

  "Tired. Yeah, we were both just a little tired,” swiftly, Scott corrected himself. "I mean, we'd had a stressful night...”

  

  "...we let ourselves get a little carried away...”

  

  "...and it won't happen again.”

  

  Jeff, though, wasn't so sure if he believed that. After hearing James so hurt to think that the kiss hadn't teased Scott, as well...and after hearing Scott equally dejected at having James call it 'nothing'...the cat had little faith that this would be the last time they lost control.

  

  "I uhm...” Scott spoke again, "I should probably go get dressed.”

  

  And with that, Jeff was up and away from the wall with a start, dashing through the living room to avoid being found, before James had even had a chance to respond.

  

  "Right.”

  

  ~

  

  It wasn't long before James attempted his escape.

  

  Before it was even time for lunch, the raccoon had already concocted an appropriately nervous and transparent excuse to explain away why he had to leave. Clearly, the real reason was that he was having trouble even being near Jeffery, let alone making eye contact with the boy...but he couldn't exactly admit that.

  

  Secretly, Jeff enjoyed a wicked delight at the raccoon's predicament, and at the sly and disapproving scowls from Scott, silently demanding that his coworker do a better job of hiding his discomfort. And the kitten had no problem with extending both that discomfort, and his own guilty pleasure...

  

  Because Jeffery asked the raccoon to stay the day, and to join them for dinner.

  

  James couldn't exactly say no, especially not to the boy who had cried in his arms the night before. And he certainly couldn't tell the truth about why he wanted to leave. And so, he was trapped, and was soon promising to stay through a second night.

  

  He did place one condition on his promise, however: he needed to take a shower. And so, soon enough, not long after lunch, the raccoon was locked up the bathroom, and Jeffery and Scott were left alone to themselves on the living room couch.

  

  And Jeff decided to make use of this moment's privacy. Which -- considering that James was certainly using his alone time in the shower to 'relieve the morning's tension' -- was sure to be quite a long moment's privacy, at that...

  

  "Scott?” after some time spent mustering his courage, the kitten spoke up, interrupting his former master's show. "Can we talk?”

  

  "Sure, sweetheart,” Scott muted the television for his former pet without even a hint of annoyance at the disruption, and then turned to him with a gentle smile. "Is this about what you talked about with James last night?”

  

  "No.” Jeffery coughed and swallowed down the last of his nerves, "But it is about James.”

  

  "Is everything okay?” The cat knew what his fox actually meant by that. He meant: 'What do you know?' He meant: 'Oh no. You didn't find out about the kiss, did you?' But his words, his tone, and his face somehow conveyed none of that anxiety. He appeared simply concerned, as a loving boyfriend should, and it was only because the boy DID know what happened, that he could read between the lines.

  

  Jeff wasn't entirely certain how he should feel about that either. Should he be entertained, in comparison, at how terrible JAMES was at hiding his nerves, or unsettled by how good of a liar Scott really was? "Yeah, everything's fine. I just...” It was best, though, to ignore that for now, and to move right along to his point. So with a breath, he did: "Scott, how do you really feel about James?”

  

  Scott opened his muzzle to answer but held it there in silence, weighing whatever his various responses could be, and considering his words before he spoke. To his young boyfriend's delight, he erred on the side of honesty, "...what are you wanting to hear me say, Kitten?”

  

  "The truth.” The cat smiled in an attempt to be comforting and welcoming to even an unpleasant answer, "No matter what...the truth.”

  

  "I uhm...” though hesitant, Scott gave him the truth he wanted, "I still have feelings for him.”

  

  "Feelings?”

  

  "...I love him.”

  

  Jeffery found himself torn. It was an honest answer, and that was what he wanted...but, despite the fact that, on some level, he expected it, 'love' was a stronger word than he really wanted to hear, "And you want to be with him?”

  

  "I didn't say that!” paws up, the fox shot back more emphatically. "I'm with you. THAT's what I want.”

  

  Jeff just shrugged, "You could want both.”

  

  And Scott rose a playful, mocking eyebrow at the thought, "I think we already tried that, once, kitten.”

  

  "No. I don't mean a three way, uhm...thing. I mean, like...” the cat hummed absently as he tried to determine how best to explain it. "It's like, sometimes, I still wish I could go back home, y'know? Sometimes I wish my dad was gone, and I could go back and sleep in my old room again, and have the good times with my mom, like we...sometimes had,” he rolled his eyes at the realization of how sparse those 'sometimes' really were, "but without my dad there to ruin it, you know?”

  

  "Of course.”

  

  "But that doesn't mean I don't still wanna' be here, too. It doesn't mean I'd leave you if that could happen. It just means that...it means I want both.”

  

  Scott tilted his head as he considered what his young lover had said, "And you're asking if that's how I feel about James? If I still imagine what we could have had, and still want it...even though I have no intention of leaving you for it?”

  

  The soft, almost dreamy tone in his elder boyfriend's voice already told Jeffery that the answer was a yes, but he went along with the conversation anyway, "I am.”

  

  The fox looked down quietly, licking his lips and tapping his fingers on a knee, and once he finally opened his muzzle to speak, he first drew in a deep breath. His kitten had seen this before; he was about to start a speech. "Jeffery, I've had a few other boyfriends before you and James.” Did James really count as a boyfriend? "Not that James was ever officially my boyfriend, but you get my point,” quite clearly, in fact. "I DO still have feelings for James. I still love him, even, but I could say the same thing about most of the others too. This is...it's something you'd need to be a bit older, and to have gone through a few relationships to really understand...but feelings like that don't just disappear.” The elder vulpine reached across and put a comforting paw on his kitten's shoulder, "But they don't change how I feel about you, either. They're just feelings, and they don't have to mean -- or change -- anything.”

  

  Jeff, though, knew that wasn't true. He knew how important his feelings, and Scott's too, had been to their relationship and its troubles. Scott could say otherwise, but Jeff knew that his feelings DID mean something. For now, though, he continued to play along, "So...what do you wanna' do, then?”

  

  "What do YOU want to do?”

  

  "I want you to answer me.”

  

  Scott laughed aloud at his kitten's forthright and surprisingly playful response, and complied, "Okay then. I want things to be exactly the way they are, right now. I want to be with you, and to wake up and see a smile on your face every morning. I want you to live here with me, and for you to know that you're mine and that you're safe. I want to take care of you. And I want us to enjoy our lives together,” despite how sweet that should have sounded, Jeffery couldn't help but notice that it seemed Scott was describing how to make Jeff happy, and not himself. "Just like we've been doing, already.”

  

  "You want things exactly like they are?” the cat parroted back the beginning of his answer, and amended to it: "And that means you still want James around, too.”

  

  "I do,” Scott admitted straight away, but with a smile. And with another breath, he offered an explanation why: "I think you need more people in your life than just me, Jeffery. There's no way it's healthy for you to just see me, and only me...day in and day out. You really need more living contact than that. And -- not that he's not a great option -- but, thanks to our situation, James is really the only option we have, either way.”

  

  Until this point, Jeffery was willing to play along. He'd let his former master avoid the question of whether or not he wanted to BE with James, and he even pretended the he believed the feelings meant nothing.

  

  This time, though, he called his elder boyfriend on the lie: "That's not true.”

  

  "What?”

  

  "You're lying to me.”

  

  "How am I lying to you?” At the accusation, the fox turned uncharacteristically defensive, "I admitted that I want him around. That's the truth!”

  

  "But that's not WHY you want him around. I mean: maybe it's a part of it...but it's not the whole reason. You don't just want him here, because it's good for me.” Jeff rubbed his paws together, somewhat uncomfortable with being the forceful one in the conversation, "Didn't you say that we're supposed to be honest about everything, now? Just tell me the truth, Scott. You can tell me why you really want him here.”

  

  As he looked his kitten in the eye, Scott's defensiveness faded, "...it sounds like you already know.”

  

  "Just because I'm fourteen doesn't mean I'm stupid,” the cat nodded.

  

  "Fine. I want him around for me, too. I care about him.” Scott stopped to correct that: "I love him. And the thought of losing him completely -- I mean, not that I wouldn't still be able to see him at work, but, still -- it feels terrible to even think about it.” He gulped, and his eyes dropped as his voice took on a darker, more somber tone. Such mounting gloom, though, wasn't from what he'd just said; it was from what he was about to say. "But look. This isn't something I can force on you. I can't force you to have to see him around here all the time...or to have to see me and him together, and to know how I...” he trailed off, instead of going on about his feelings again. "What I mean is, if you want me to tell him to not come around anymore, then just-”

  

  "No!”

  

  "No?”

  

  Jeffery considered talking about the night before. He considered explaining how amazing James had been for him, and, despite everything, how much he still liked the raccoon. He considered covering that and every other thought that had crossed his mind since early this morning in the kitchen. But for the moment, he simply repeated his lover's earlier lie: "You were right. Whether it was really your reason or not, it IS nice for me to have somebody else around...sometimes, at least. I just wanted you to be honest, and to admit that that wasn't why YOU really wanted him around.”

  

  "But...you're telling me that you do, too?” the fox appeared genuinely confused by that, "uhm...you want him here, I mean?”

  

  Jeff nodded, "As long as it's not too hard on you and him...yeah, I do.”

  

  Scott breathed out a long, relieved sigh at his kitten's answer, "Honestly, I'm not sure which would be harder: us being together like that and not really being TOGETHER, or not having him around at all.”

  

  "But it sounds like you'd already chose the first option, before we even started talking...”

  

  "Yeah. That I did.”

  

  "Well, what about James?” the cat asked the question he was certain was on his fox's mind as well. "What do you think would be easiest on him?”

  

  "Honestly? I don't know,” Scott offered a short laugh and a shrug. "But I hope he wants to stick around, too.”

  

  "Me, too.”

  

  ~

  

  Dinner came and went, and, as promised, James stayed through the evening.

  

  Scott prepared the meal, and Jeff kept their raccoon visitor company while they waited. At first, James's nervousness persisted, especially in any situation which found him alone with the cat. But Jeffery made a point of acting like his normal self, and showed no signs of knowing anything he shouldn't, or of having any thoughts on his mind, save for hunger and his continued gratitude for the raccoon's actions, 24 hours before.

  

  And so, in time, James's discomfort faded, and by the time they'd sat down to eat, he was HIS normal self as well.

  

  Soon thereafter, their meal now over and their dishes put away, Jeffery proposed a new locale for their relaxed night together. Instead of sitting in front of the television ignoring one another, he suggested a night on the porch in the backyard. It was a clear and comfortable evening, and the lawn furniture afforded them a place to sit and enjoy one another's company.

  

  They agreed...though Scott reminded Jeff that their privacy fence didn't exactly hide everything, and that it was best if the kitten got dressed, first.

  

  And soon, that's where they were, sitting in Scott's metal lawn furniture under the starlight and discussing a myriad of irrelevant topics: from the television shows they'd planned to avoid, to workplace drama, to anecdotes from the fox and raccoon's youths.

  

  And at a lull in the conversation, James turned to yet another topic, "You know what would have made dinner even better, tonight?”

  

  Scott grimaced, pretending to be offended, "That sounds like it's gonna' be mildly insulting.”

  

  "No, no! It's not a critique. It's just an observation.”

  

  "Okay, then.”

  

  "Well you two have this big back porch and such a nice backyard, right?” the raccoon motioned a paw around the area. "So why not buy a grill?”

  

  "Uhm...” Scott rubbed the back of his neck, "because I don't really have any experience with grills. I'm not sure I'd do it any justice.”

  

  "And that's why I'm here!” James lit up with pride, "See? You go buy a grill, and whenever you want, all you have to do is call me over and we'll have a cook out!”

  

  The fox laughed off the proposition, "And I'm supposed to go buy a grill just for your visits?” Watching from feet away, Jeffery smirked, reflecting to himself that the 'coon would probably be visiting far more than enough to warrant it. But, for now, he kept such thoughts to himself and simply let the two adults continue on, "If that's how it's supposed to be, why don't you just bring your own grill over here?”

  

  James held up a finger, "First of all, have you ever tried transporting a grill without a truck?”

  

  Scott didn't bother to wait for the 'second of all,' "Well then we can come to your place!”

  

  "And SECOND,” as he held up another finger, the raccoon emphasized the word as best he could, "I don't even have s grill. I live in an apartment, Scott!” He held up his paws in defeat, though, "But you're right: you shouldn't have to buy it. So why don't we go in on it, together?”

  

  "I...don't know about that...” Scott's playful demeanor shut down almost on cue. Something about the idea clearly made him more than a little uncomfortable. And Jeff knew why. Buying something like that together seemed like the sort of thing a couple would do...and not just friends. But the cat had a sneaking suspicion that what really made him uncomfortable wasn't the proposition itself, so much as the idea of agreeing to it -- or even discussing it -- in front of Jeff...

  

  "Oh, come on!” the kitten finally interjected himself. "I haven't had anything grilled in forever!”

  

  Scott turned to look at his young lover, "And I take it that it's something you like?”

  

  "Yeah! Grilling was the only thing my dad did right with his life.”

  

  James jumped to argue, "Now that's not true! What about having you?”

  

  "It's called hyperbole, raccoon!” Scott mocked his coworker. "You're a teacher; shouldn't you be smarter than that?”

  

  "It's called an attempt at a compliment, fox,” James sniped right back. "You're his boyfriend; shouldn't you be nicer than that?”

  

  "Yeah!” Jeffery agreed.

  

  "Well isn't that nice?” Scott threw up his paws in mock exasperation. "First the grill, and now this? You two seem to be presenting quite the unified front tonight.”

  

  "We are,” Jeff nodded...

  

  ...and James concurred, "How else are we supposed to keep you in line?”

  

  Scott crossed his arms with a huff, "Fine. If you two want a grill so badly, then James: we can go in on one, together.” He shook his head, "I still don't think you're gonna' be around enough to use it, though.”

  

  "Sure he will!” Jeff argued.

  

  And Scott laughed in return, "Careful, now, Kitten: don't be too welcoming.” He pointed a thumb at their guest, "He might start expecting you to give him a key to the house!”

  

  An anxious, but playful smile split Jeffery's muzzle, "And why would I need to do that? I'm sure you'll get to it first.” And with that, it was time. He'd waited through the afternoon and evening, through dinner, and through the conversations both inside and out which followed, looking for the perfect moment. And this was it, "After all, you were just telling me earlier today how much you love him!”

  

  More than once, Jeff had been in a situation where he could have described time as 'frozen:' a situation where seconds drew out like hours for one reason or another, be it shock, embarrassment, or horror. This was the first time, though, that he'd watched it from the outside...and it was more entertaining than he'd expected.

  

  For a split second, both adults stiffened -- silent, breathless statues, save for their widening eyes -- as the color drained from the flesh of their inner ears, and what little else wasn't too covered in fur to see. And then once they did move, it was sharp and awkward: eyes jerking aside and desperate to look anywhere but at one another.

  

  And the cat had expected no less. He knew Scott well enough to know that he'd never told James how he felt...

  

  "Uhm...” the fox seemed to be almost struggling just to speak, "Jeffery?”

  

  "Don't worry, Scott. It's okay,” Jeff just flashed the same wickedly playful, but anxious smile as before. "He loves you too!”

  

  Until then, James's eyes had been darting about, trying again and again to look at Scott and to gauge his reaction, but terminally unable to linger on him for more than a fraction of a second. But at Jeff's claim, those eyes shot to the boy, instead, "I-I never said that...”

  

  "No,” Jeffery nodded once, "but you never argued with me when I said it, either”

  

  James could barely do more than blink in response, "When you...?”

  

  "When we were talking last night, remember? I mentioned how you loved him and wanted to be with him, and how I ruined that for you?” The cat motioned a paw at their visitor, "You didn't argue with me.”

  

  "Jeff...” Scott tried to put an end to whatever his kitten was doing, "we really don't need to be-”

  

  "James?” Jeff though, just cut him off, and went right along talking to the raccoon. "Do you remember why me and Scott had so many problems?”

  

  "Uhm...maybe?”

  

  Jeffery explained, anyway, but turned to look at Scott, and not at James, as he did: "It's because we were both in love with each other, but we were too afraid to say it. And all that did was hurt us...” he looked back at James, "...and you too.”

  

  Scott and James clearly got his point, but all either of them could do was look away in silence, nervously scanning the backyard just so they could look somewhere other than at Jeff.

  

  "Do you two really need a kid to spell this out for you?” Jeff paused, but still got no answer. "Seriously? All three of us should have already learned this lesson.”

  

  Finally, Scott responded, "It's not that simple, Jeff.”

  

  "No. It really is!”

  

  And James as well, "It's just that there's more to worry about than just-”

  

  "You mean like worrying about ME?” the young cat interrupted him. "Why? Because I shouldn't be hearing you two say something like that to each other? I kinda' already know.”

  

  Scott shook his head, "Things are already awkward enough, Jeffery.”

  

  "And being honest won't make them any worse! All it'll do is let us face them together.” Jeffery looked between the two for any sign of agreement, "I mean...isn't that better than dealing with it on your own?”

  

  "Together?” James repeated...

  

  ...and the boy nodded with a smile, "Like a family.”

  

  Scott, though, remained unconvinced, "You really don't understand, kitten.”

  

  So Jeffery finally admitted what he'd been trying to avoid so far: "I understand that I saw you two KISSING this morning.”

  

  James drew in a breath and stumbled back, "Oh fuck...”

  

  And Scott jumped immediately into damage control: "Jeffery, look...”

  

  The kitten, though, stopped him before he could even begin, "No. Don't. It's okay.” To everyone's surprise, including his own, his smile remained, "I'm not mad. But this is a perfect example of what I'm talking about!”

  

  With Scott momentarily too confused to speak, it was up to James to ask for clarification: "What do you mean?”

  

  "I mean: that you two have been lying to each other and letting everything be so weird between you...and it led to THAT! A kiss! And now you both feel guilty, and sad, and awkward, and that just led to both of you lying to ME too!” Jeffery laughed darkly and shook his head, "Don't you see where this is going? I mean...I doubt it'll end with a wolf bending me over the arm of a couch again, but SOMEONE is gonna' get hurt!”

  

  Cornered by the boy -- especially by the mention of Tony -- and left with no more worthwhile arguments, Scott and James could only respond with shifty eyed silence.

  

  "Now would you please just be honest with one another -- and be honest with ME -- before everything gets worse?”

  

  Though it took a moment for either one to muster the courage, James was the first to speak. "Were...were you really telling him that you loved me?”

  

  "Do...” Scott, though, met that with a question of his own, "do you feel the same way?”

  

  "...I do.”

  

  Jeff, though, wasn't about to let them off that easily. "I think he wants to hear you say it,” he took care to be intentionally vague, speaking to both of them at once and neither in particular...to let them decide on their own, to whom it was directed.

  

  Scott decided it was him, "James...I love you.”

  

  And the raccoon repeated, through a shaky breath: "I love you, too...”

  

  "See?” Jeff smiled triumphantly, "Isn't that better?”

  

  James, at least, offered no response, but his body language -- sunken head, rolled shoulders, and nervously fidgeting paws -- seemed anything but positive.

  

  "Not really, kitten,” Scott spoke for them both. "I really don't know how getting us to admit that was supposed to help the situation.”

  

  "You're the one who told me that honesty's always best, Scott.”

  

  "But is it!?” James nearly yelped out, the situation clearly upsetting him more than Jeff had expected. "I mean...everything's gonna' be different now! And no: I don't think it's for the better, either.”

  

  Jeffery, though, couldn't understand why, "But you loved each other before you said it out loud, James. Nothing really changed.”

  

  "But at least we got to ignore it, before!” James continued on, passionate and distressed. "We got to pretend like it wasn't an issue. But now that it's out in the open...everything's gonna' be so,” he drew in a shaking breath, but it did nothing to calm him, "awkward and uncomfortable.”

  

  "And it wasn't awkward before?”

  

  "But we didn't have to deal with it!”

  

  Scott sighed audibly, "...and that's not exactly the healthy approach.” Something in the midst of it all -- more likely the foolishness of James's arguments, than the truth of Jeff's -- had finally swayed him.

  

  And the cat simply motioned to his fox, using his elder lover's words to re-enforce his own.

  

  "Maybe not...but...” with a breath, James finally managed to say what it actually was that had scared him so badly, "At least it meant I still got to be in your lives! But now-”

  

  "You still will!” Jeff stopped him dead in his tracks. "Is that what you're so worried about? James...no one wants you to leave.”

  

  "But...but now that you know how we feel...?”

  

  "I'd rather us all know what's going on, than to let it be a secret. ESPECIALLY if you're gonna' be around.” Jeffery leaned forward, smiling his friendliest smile, "Do remember what I said, a few minutes ago? How we needed to face this together?”

  

  Slowly, the raccoon's shoulders relaxed, and his paws began to hang limp...a smile creeping up on his face, as he remembered what the boy had said: "...like a family.”

  

  "Like a family!”

  

  "Well then, Sir,” teasingly, Scott rejoined the conversation, "you seem you have this all figured out. So how exactly DO we face it?”

  

  The now calmer raccoon agreed: "Whatever we do...it should really be up to you, anyway.”

  

  "You mean that?” the kitten asked with a bit more of his trademark timidity. "I get the final say?”

  

  "Of course you do!” Scott nodded. "You're my boyfriend.”

  

  "Yeah.” James added, "And we have no right to decide on anything that might affect you like this.”

  

  "I mean: do you want to make sure we're never together without you present?” The fox paused to correct himself, "Well, other than at work, anyway...”

  

  "Or maybe even limit how often I visit in general?” James amended. "No matter what, you can say...”

  

  "We just want you to be comfortable with everything,” Scott finished the raccoon's sentence.

  

  "Okay, then.” Jeffery took in a short breath and paused as he prepared himself for the argument to come. In truth, he had already decided what he wanted to do before the raccoon had even left the shower that afternoon, but the trick was getting Scott and James to the point where they would hear him out. In the end, they would agree with him...and he knew they would, because secretly, no matter what else they might say, they wanted to. But they would still fight him tooth and nail along the way, nonetheless. After all, they had to at least feign resistance... "I wanna' step aside, so the two of you can be together.”

  

  And the new argument began...

  

  "Jeffery, no!” first, from James.

  

  "No, Kitten, no!” and Scott, right behind him. "It was just a kiss! It didn't mean-”

  

  "I know!” Jeff stopped him. "This isn't about the kiss.”

  

  "Then it's about how we feel?” Scott referenced their earlier discussion, "Jeff, I told you this afternoon, feelings are just...”

  

  "I know what you told me, but it's not true, and you know it.” The kitten smiled, albeit wryly, "You two love each other, and I'm standing in the way of that.”

  

  Next it was James who referenced a past conversation: "I thought we talked about this last night. I'M the one who got in the way of YOU'RE relationship...not the other way around.”

  

  "Are you?” Jeffery argued. "What if Scott had never found me on the street?”

  

  "...I don't know what you mean.”

  

  "You two work together, right? You knew each other already, and it was only a matter of time before you went on a date and fell in love.” The boy motioned to the both of them for emphasis, "You two are SUPPOSED to be together!” and then at himself, "And I'm just...a hurdle.”

  

  Scott leaned in, shaking his head, "Kitten, don't talk like that.”

  

  "Why not? It's true.” Jeff smiled a bit more earnestly than before, looking between the two with an almost dreamy glint in his eyes, "You two are...you're meant to be!”

  

  James, though, suggested the opposite, "And how do you know you and Scott aren't meant to be?”

  

  "Hmm?”

  

  "You don't think it's possible that he was 'meant' to find you on the street that night?” The raccoon tapped his chest, "And that maybe I'M the hurdle?”

  

  "Maybe he was,” Jeffery admitted with a shrug. "But maybe, when everything was said and done, he was just supposed to save me...just supposed to take care of me. That doesn't mean we were meant to BE together.”

  

  "No,” Scott waved his paws dismissively at the whole discussion. "None of that means anything, Jeffery. Nothing is 'meant to be.' Things just are, or they aren't.” He pointed at the boy insistently, "And what IS...is that this isn't really what you want.”

  

  "But it is!”

  

  "No it's not. It's what you think WE want.” The fox pointed at himself, "It's what you want for US. But what about what you want for you?” and then back at his young lover again. "What about what makes you happy?”

  

  "The problem is...that I'm not what makes you happy, anymore, Scott.” Jeff motioned to their visitor: "You want him.”

  

  "Jeffery...”

  

  "It's true! And it's okay. I understand it.” The kitten shrugged through a chuckle, "I'm young, I remind you of your students, and you have a thing for kids! I uhm...” he blushed, "I turn you on. That's why you wanted me as a pet! And since then, you started to care about me...but just because you, y'know, WANT me, and just because you want me to be happy, doesn't mean that I'm who you want to spend the rest of your life with.”

  

  "But shouldn't that be my decision to make?” Scott offered a friendly, comforting smile.

  

  "Only if you make it for yourself, and not for me,” Jeffery returned the smile. "I've seen how you look at James. I've heard how you talk about him. He's the one you really want.” He looked the fox square in the eye, "And I don't want you to be with me, unless I'M the one you really want.”

  

  "And what if what I really want is for you to be happy?”

  

  "It won't make me happy to be with you...if I know I'm not making you happy, too.”

  

  Though muffled with his face in his paws, James returned to the fray with a whimper and an apology, "I'm so sorry I got involved in this, Jeffery.” He looked up from his paws, "I'm screwing everything up.”

  

  Scott argued first, "James, no.”

  

  But, although he did take a moment to note how quick Scott was to console the raccoon, Jeff wasn't far behind, "It's okay! You didn't do anything wrong.” He paused to look up at the sky, as if in thought, "I mean...if you think about it, this makes more sense anyway, right?”

  

  "Uhm...” James squinted his eyes at the boy, "I don't...”

  

  "I'm only fourteen! Should I really be with somebody twice my age?”

  

  "Ouch...” Scott winced jokingly, "Thanks for that, Kitten.”

  

  "You know what I mean,” and Jeffery playfully rolled his eyes in return. "I'm probably too young to be making a lifelong decision like that anyway. That's something for me to do later, right? I mean, shouldn't I be spending right now being a kid? Dating around, getting to know people, playing the field? I'm sure both of you got to do that, didn't you?”

  

  "A bit,” James rubbed his neck...

  

  ...and Scott laughed halfheartedly, "More than a bit.”

  

  "See? So this is better for all of us! I shouldn't be standing in the way of what the two of you could have, when I can still have a life of my OWN!” The young cat held a paw out toward Scott, "And besides, what if I stayed with you and then changed my mind about it later? What if I decided that I'd missed getting to sleep around in college, and regretted everything? Then I would've ruined your chances with James for nothing!”

  

  Scott, though, continued undaunted, "But it's still worth taking the chance, if it's what makes you happy, now!”

  

  "No. It really isn't.” Jeff held up his paws, "Look: this way, we all have the best chance of getting what we want, and being happy in the end, you know? You two get each other, and I get to spend the rest of my high school and college years looking for the perfect guy.” He shook his head as he amended: "Or the perfect GIRL, even! I mean, I never exactly gave up on girls. I should probably try it out at least ONCE before I give up on it, right?”

  

  The fox raised an eyebrow, "And here I thought I was the perfect guy.”

  

  "And you are. But not just for me.” Jeffery turned a smile on James, "You're HIS perfect guy too. And I can't stand in the way of him having that.”

  

  Since he was being looked at, even if not spoken too, James responded, "But...wouldn't I be standing in the way of YOU having it?”

  

  "Yeah!” Scott agreed, "What about you having YOUR perfect guy?”

  

  "Or girl,” Jeff added.

  

  "Or girl.”

  

  The kitten, though, was resolute, "Like I said: I have plenty of time to find the perfect...whoever that are.” His smile widened, "And besides! Think of all the fun I get to have along the way! Especially with you two as like my...parental figures or whatever.”

  

  "I don't get it though,” James hummed in confusion as he scratched the back of his neck. "Wasn't it just like a week ago, when you were wanting exactly the opposite?”

  

  "It was a little bit longer than that,” Scott corrected him.

  

  "Whatever.” The raccoon just waved him off, and got back to talking to Jeffery, "A week and a half ago -- at the most -- ALL you wanted was to be with Scott!”

  

  "I'm a teenager. We change our minds a lot.”

  

  Scott could barely restrain his laughter, but managed to maintain his composure enough to address what the boy had said. "Okay...so what if we do this, like you want, and then you change your mind again, later?”

  

  Jeffery took a moment to consider that, but met it with a smile and a shrug, nonetheless, "If so, then it'll be my problem. Not yours.”

  

  The kitten's eyes were on Scott, but to the side they caught a smile, which James just couldn't seem to contain, spreading across his muzzle. And at the sight, Jeff's own gentle and welcoming grin turned triumphant.

  

  He had won. He knew he would, because he knew they would want him to. And it was only a matter of time until he wore them down, and until they'd run through their few token arguments. The raccoon already had given in...

  

  ...and the fox wasn't far behind, "Are you really sure about this?”

  

  Scott's smile was the same comforting grin he always gave his soon-to-be-former boyfriend: loving and kind. In his eyes, though, there was a hint of hope: a hope that this wasn't a joke, and that Jeffery was serious. That hope, however faint, had been there since Jeff first said he would step aside, but now, as the fox had finally exhausted his every compulsory argument, it was shining brighter than ever.

  

  And if Jeff hadn't been sure, already, that would have confirmed it, "I am.”

  

  Scott's smile, widened -- certainly despite his best efforts to the contrary -- and he shared a short glance with James before finally opening his muzzle to make it official. "Well, I guess-”

  

  "But!” Jeffery, though, cut him off before he could finish. He hadn't changed his mind, but he wasn't quite done, yet. "There is...ONE more thing.”

  

  Both of the adults were somewhat caught off guard, and found themselves struck silent...clearly unsure and uneasy about whatever it was that Jeff wanted. So, in that silence, he continued on...

  

  "I still,” the kitten was going to say 'I still love you,' but decided against it. Scott already knew; so why complicate things further? "I'm still not sure how comfortable I am with the idea that...that JAMES is the one you'll be having sex with now, instead of me.”

  

  "Are you...” Scott hesitantly asked for clarification, "are you asking us to abstain?”

  

  "What? No!” Jeff recoiled at the thought. "No. That would just be...weird. How would that even work? How would you even really BE with him if I wasn't letting you have sex?”

  

  The fox paused for a long moment, scanning the boy, "Then I'm not sure if I understand.”

  

  "Well, I mean...” Jeffery felt his ears burning as be began, and was certain that he was visibly blushing, "I can't exactly live here for free, right? Didn't we have an arrangement?”

  

  Sputtering at first, from shock, Scott laughed aloud at the answer, "You're saying you still want to be my pet??”

  

  "Well not...JUST yours,” with an impish grin, the cat turned an eye on James...

  

  ...whose own eyes widened as he, too, blushed brightly in response.

  

  And Scott just shook his head at James's reaction and continued addressing his kitten, "But doesn't this just put us right back in the same spot we were in, before? The day James first visited?”

  

  "Basically? Except that it's MY decision this time. For real.” Jeff shrugged and fidgeted in his seat as he tried to explain, "It's just that...I wanna' know I can be involved if I want. I mean: I understand that you two'll do stuff without me. I know that the two of you'll be 'the couple' and I'm just...uhm...” he stopped and tilted his head. What exactly WOULD he be considered now? "...your pet, or adopted son, or roommate, or...whatever...”

  

  "It really does need its own special word.”

  

  "Well, whatever! But I just want to know that I'm not excluded, y'know? I don't want to be left out.”

  

  The fox nodded to the request, "I am completely certain we can handle that, Kitten.”

  

  "Wait!” James's voice shot up suddenly...

  

  ...and Scott and Jeffery stopped instantly -- with no small amount of surprise -- to look his way.

  

  "Uhm...like...what are we really talking about here?” The raccoon's brow was furrowed, and he was scratching his head, "I mean: are we only talking about threesomes? Like, me and Scott are doing something, and then you come in and find us and want to join in? Or...or are we talking like normal twosomes, too? Like...say if me and you were alone for some reason?” He began to stutter and stammer, clearly having trouble determining the 'proper' way to explain himself, "And I mean, you're supposed to be my pet, too, right? So would I...uhm...or that is: could I be within my rights to...y'know, command...?” he stopped and shook his head, trying to pick a better word than 'command.' "O-or rather: could I ASK that...uhm...?” finally giving up, he simply trailed off with a cough, as he looked away and lowered his ears to hide his ever growing blush.

  

  For a few long moments, his hosts simply stared at him in silence -- only causing his blush to deepen -- but soon, their gazes turned upon one another...

  

  Jeff raised an eyebrow at the fox, and Scott responded with a tilt of his head and a flick of his muzzle in James's direction. The cat glanced at their guest -- directly at his lap -- and then looked back at Scott, with BOTH eyebrows now raised questioningly. And Scott just smiled, nodded, and repeated the flick of his muzzle.

  

  James, meanwhile, could only watch their silent exchange in bewilderment, without a clue what they were up to...until a little gray paw lit in his lap.

  

  With a bit of fondling and a generous squeeze, Jeffery wrapped that paw around the raccoon's rigid, cotton covered member, "Yep!” He released it and turned back to Scott, "Hard as a rock.”

  

  And Scott simply shook his head with a laugh, "How am I not surprised?”

  

  At first, James was frozen -- dazed by the touch -- but that shock quickly gave way to frustration, as he glared at his two snickering hosts, "Yeah...you know that's not exactly an answer, right?”


  



  



  ~


  



  



  There we go! A Warm Bed has come to an end!



  *

  This particular chapter was written entirely by yours truly: Oloroso Rhone!

  But it was based on characters and story lines I created jointly with my friend Phil Anthro Pist


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account on here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/

  *


  Haven't I been telling you guys that Oloroso (previously Borealis) loves happy endings??

  It may not be what all of them wanted, or originally expected...but Jeff, Scott, and James have all found a way to be legitimately happy!



  But, then again...this wasn't really the ending though, was it?


  Because don't forget!

  The entire cast of A Warm Bed will be returning very soon for my new series: Sibirskaia!

  What does Sibirskaia have in store for our fox, his raccoon boyfriend, and their feline pet?

  And what will bring them together and connect them with the rest of the Sibirskaia cast (AKA: the cast of The Masters)?


  Tune in to find out! ^_^



  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you for the final 2 chapters of The Masters!

  ...and then...Sibirskaia!
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