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  Alrighty, so, I know I promised to have more of the odds against up soon, and I am currently in the middle of working on the last section of the next chapter. But, back in August, while I was on vacation, I hit upon the idea for this story and I started working on it off and on since then. Well, for a couple of weeks now I have had the urge to get more of it done and it wouldn't go away, like one of those deep itches you have to scratch. So, finally, after a long stretch of working on it, here are the first two chapters of the new series for everyone to enjoy, and I really hope you enjoy them. As always comments are always appreciated and requested.
And though I really don't think it needs to be said, I will say it anyway. If anybody sees a character with a similar name to any of their own, its purely a coincidence and I hope you will forgive it, and enjoy the story nonetheless.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 Pushing
open the door to the apartment, Tom stepped inside, still wishing that he had
bothered to stop at the liquor store on his way home. He certainly felt like a drink after the
night he had just had. Heaving a heavy
sigh, the auburn haired man stepped into the entryway, carelessly tossing the
leather jacket he had been wearing in the general direction of the closet
before kicking his shoes off. He knew he
should hang it properly, but right then, he really didn't care. Closing his eyes in frustration, he heaved
another sigh, then he opened them once more, surprised to hear a tapping sound
coming from across the living room,.
Looking around, Tom realized he wasn't alone, despite the late
night. His roommate Chris was sitting in
an easy chair across the room, his laptop in his lap, typing away at
something. Sensing Tom looking at him,
his friend looked up and gave him a knowing smile, flipping the headphones he
had been wearing off his ears as Tom walked in, heading for the couch.
 Chris
and Tom had been the best of friends since elementary school, when Chris'
family had moved into Tom's neighborhood.
Despite his usual tendency to keep to himself, Tom had immediately
noticed the new boy on the street.
Actually, with his short, spiky hair that was nearly white, a natural
platinum blonde, and his brilliant, light blue eyes, he was kind of hard to
miss. But the pair had hit it off the
day the moving van had pulled into the neighborhood, and had been completing
each other's sentences before the family had unpacked their last box. It had probably helped that their birthdays
were only three days apart, and that they both had an older brother and younger
sister, so they could relate to each other easily. Growing up, they had been in and out of each
other's houses so often, their parents had started joking that they might as
well have been brothers. In those early
years, it had been easy maintaining such a close friendship, since the pair
made friends with just about every other kid in the neighborhood, and nobody at
school disliked them. But, right about
their sixteenth birthdays, the first real challenge had hit. At their joint birthday party, by then a
yearly tradition, Chris had suddenly announced that he was bisexual, and then
openly kissed his boyfriend right there in front of everybody. That had pretty well brought the party to a
crashing halt, and a bunch of their friends had stormed out immediately. Most of the rest had disappeared soon after,
the atmosphere suddenly too uncomfortable.
Even his boyfriend had left, seeming far more embarrassed about the
whole thing than Chris was.
 But
unlike the others, while he had certainly been surprised by the suddenness of
it all, Tom had found that he honestly couldn't care less that his best friend
was bisexual, or gay, or anything for that matter. To him, Chris was still Chris, and after everyone
else had cleared out, the pair had sat up late, talking things over. Tom had known for a while that his friend had
been dealing with something serious, something that added a strange weight to
all of their encounters and now that it was out in the open, that weight was
gone, though they both agreed that Chris could probably have chosen a better
time, and definitely a better way, to announce it to everybody. But, Chris and his boyfriend hadn't been able
to stand the pressure of it being a secret anymore, so he had decided to try
meeting it head on. And, after that
discussion, the pair had become closer friends than ever, Tom's willingness to
accept his friend as he was somehow lowering another barrier between them, like
it had been a test that they had passed.
It was as sudden a change as a light switch being flipped, and the pair
spent hours talking about many, many things, most of them deeply personal. That level of trust and friendship had stuck
with them ever since, making them inseparable, no matter what came their way.
 And,
when Chris had come under fire for his sexuality in the latter years of high
school, Tom had been there to defend him, even against those who had, until
recently, been their friends. And
likewise, when a rumor, probably started by one of those same people, had made
its way around the school that Tom's staunch defense of his friend was because
they were secretly sleeping together, Chris had been his strongest defender,
going out of his way to point out Tom's girlfriends. And that tendency to defend each other had
never changed as they graduated and went off to college. Closer even than brothers, they had always
been able to depend on one another, through all the relationships, both good
and bad, through the hard classes and the easy semesters, and they had talked
about everything with each other, even things that most would never talk about.
 For
example, Tom was the only one Chris had told when he had had a pregnancy scare
with his first college girlfriend.
Thankfully, that whole thing had turned out to be nothing more than an
infection that had thrown her hormones out of whack. And, when the two of them had been introduced
to the furry community in their junior year by a mutual friend, Chris had been
the one and only person that Tom had told when he had discovered something
strange about himself. When it came to
humans, he was one hundred percent straight, and always had been. He had never in his life found any man
attractive, or even idly considered 'switching teams', even to see what it was
like. But soon after choosing the name
Redtail, and deciding on a red furred fox with hints of yellow and orange as
his fursona, he had found himself unexpectedly becoming aroused by some of the all-male
artwork and stories in the fandom. Chris
had been the only one he had trusted to tell about that, and after all, who
would understand that problem better?
 And
it had been Chris who had advised him to not worry about it. After all, if it was only anthro males that
he found attractive, then who cared? It
wasn't like it was something he could experience in real life, so it was only a
fantasy. And even if he suddenly started
to find human males attractive, it wasn't like that was the end of the world
either. So of course, baring that in
mind, when they had finished college, neither had had any inclination towards
parting ways, heading for the same part of the country to start their careers.
 "Hey. Didn't expect you to be up.” Tom commented,
sprawling onto the couch with a groan and kneading his eyes with his
fingertips.
 "Eh,
I was inspired to write.” Chris responded,
examining his friend with a critical eye.
Chris was actually quite a talented writer, having written short stories
all throughout high school before transitioning to furry works when they joined
the community. He was close to finishing
a novel detailing the fictional adventures of their fursonas, Chris's current
one being a white tiger. That was
another oddity about Tom's friend, he couldn't seem to decide on a
fursona. He had changed it at least five
times already, six if you counted the dragon he had chosen for all of about a
week a couple years ago. Of course, his
writing time had been getting shorter all year, ever since he had taken a new
job at The Realm in fact, which probably hadn't helped that process. The Realm was some sort of exclusive spa
resort hotel up in one of the more remote mountain valleys outside of town. Chris seemed to really enjoy his job, though
he said he wasn't able to talk about what it was he did there. Something about guest confidentiality or
something. "I'd ask how your evening
went, but I think I can guess.”
 "Ugh...”
Tom replied, letting his hands drop to his chest. Ever since they had made the decision to move
out here close to the mountains after college, they had both been single, though
not for lack of trying on Tom's part. As
for Chris, he had just shrugged and said he was in no hurry to find romance and
that he was going to give living as a bachelor a try for a while. Tired of trying to find someone on the online
dating sites or on random dates, Tom had taken a coworker's invitation to make
the rounds of the new singles clubs the last few nights. They were supposed to be places where anyone
could find someone to connect with, and there seemed to be one for every
section of society.
 The
first night had been spent at a kind of mellow place, with cozy lighting and a
smooth jazz band playing in one corner, and though there had been plenty of
girls there that he had talked to, Tom had only really accomplished emptying
his wallet of cash by buying drinks. The
next place had obviously been meant for younger 'partiers', with hammering
electronica blasting from the speakers and flashing strobe lights. Tom had left that one early into the night
with a pounding headache that bordered on a migraine and still no prospects. Tonight had been a high-class sort of place,
all classical music and white table cloths, and the result had been pretty much
the same. Disappointment after
disappointment, and strangely, a pounding headache, though this one seemed to
be more from stress and persistent annoyance than from the music.
 "Strike
out again, huh?” Chris asked, his voice full of sympathy.
 "Yeah...”
Tom replied, staring blankly up at the ceiling. "Can't seem to find anyone
worth pursuing anymore.” Heaving a sigh, Tom pushed himself up and headed for
the kitchen. "What happened to dating
being easy? I don't remember having this
much trouble in college.”
 "Maybe
your standards are just higher now.” Chris suggested as Tom took a ziploc bag
out of a drawer and started filling it with ice from the freezer.
 "Maybe.”
Tom agreed, zipping up the ice bag and holding it to his head. Going to the cabinet where they kept their
glasses, he took one down and then remembered that he had forgotten to buy any
alcohol. "Do we have any booze left
somewhere?”
 "Nope,
sorry. You know I don't drink much anymore.”
Chris replied, and Tom silently cursed, returning the glass to the cabinet and
returning to the couch. "Maybe your mind
is trying to tell you that you need to broaden your horizons.”
 "To
a guy, perhaps?” Tom asked in return, his tone sarcastic. "You know how I feel
about that. Besides, if I were to decide
to go that way, you would be the first to know.” Chuckling a little, he continued, closing his
eyes wearily, "Hell, I'd probably make a pass at you, you being such a great
catch and all.”
 "I'm
flattered.” Chris replied dryly, chuckling and rolling his eyes at the
absurdity of that notion. "No, I didn't mean a guy. But perhaps you are being too picky.”
 "Eh. I probably shouldn't drink anyway, not with
the mood I'm in.” Tom said, sitting back down on the couch and laying the cold
plastic bag on his forehead with a shivering sigh. "Probably wouldn't be able
to stop. Though I sure could use
something strong right now.”
 "No,
what you could use is a weekend relaxing and maybe being treated to some T.L.C.”
Chris corrected, closing the lid of his computer and setting it aside. "Why don't you come out to the spa for the
weekend?”
 "What
are you talking about?” Tom asked, sitting up and looking over at his friend. "We
talked about this before Chris. Even if
I could afford it, how would you suggest I get in? I'm a nobody, and nobodies don't get into
exclusive resorts. And no offense, but
spa days have always struck me as being kind of a girly thing to do, especially
the pampering bit.”
 "Well,
'The Realm' is different. Its unlike any
other spa in the world. Why do you think
I spend so much time there? As for
getting in, I told you they give us guest time, didn't I?” Chris persisted, the
necklace around his neck swinging around as he stood up, twinkling in the light. The necklace was a perfectly smooth chunk of grey
stone shaped like a diamond with rounded edges, with hundreds of flecks of mica
in its surface. Tom had found it while
on a research trip and polished it to a high shine as part of his geology lab
in freshman year. Chris had taken a
liking to the stone and Tom had happily handed it over. Chris had then drilled a small hole in the
top and turned it into a necklace, which he hardly ever seemed to take
off. He called it his good luck charm. "I
have about three whole days worth saved up.”
 "No
way.” Tom replied, shaking his head as Chris walked into his bedroom and came
back out with his phone in hand and a small black cloth case that Tom had never
seen before. "I can't use up your time.
You worked hard building that up.”
 "Come
on man, you need it more than I do.” His roomie replied, flipping through the
contacts on his phone. "Besides, it
builds up quick enough. All I have to do
is square it with my boss.” Tom
hesitated, teetering on the brink of a decision. He had to admit, the idea of spending a
relaxing weekend in the mountains was appealing, and a massage or two would
certainly do wonders for his stress. And,
what was more, he certainly wasn't getting anywhere around here. It could be nice to have a change of pace.
 "Well,
if you are sure you are ok with me using up your time...” He said and Chris
grinned in triumph at him. Then
something occurred to Tom and he spoke up again. "Wait a minute, you aren't
going to be my masseuse or anything are you?
'Cause that would be way too weird.”
 "The
term is 'masseur', and no, of course not.” Chris replied, laughing as he hit
the call button on his phone. After a
few moments, he spoke into it. "Hey Josh, its Chris... Yeah, I'm fine, how about
you?” The blonde haired man paused, listening to the guy on the other end of
the phone, putting a hand on his hip. "Yeah, sorry about the late night
call. Listen, the reason why I am
calling is I'd like to set my friend up with a weekend trip. I have enough guest time saved up... Yeah the
whole thing... How about this
weekend?” There was a longer than
average pause and then Chris gave Tom a thumbs up. "Any special access packages left for then? Yeah, I know its short notice...” At that question, Tom frowned, his eyes
narrowing. He had never heard of his
friend mentioning anything about special access before, making him suddenly
wonder what that entailed, and just how much power his friend had at the
exclusive resort. After a minute or so
Chris nodded unconsciously to a question Tom couldn't hear. "Of course.
I wouldn't ask otherwise.
Really? That is great! Thanks Josh, I owe you one.” Chris ended the call and then returned to his
seat, unzipping the case.
 "Its
all set.” He said, flipping the case open in his grasp. "Since you have the day
off tomorrow, you can head up in the morning.
Check in is any time after eight, though I think you should be there as
early as you can. You can bring whatever
clothes you like, and the spa will provide everything you need.” Finally, he
took what looked like a membership card from inside the case, offering it to
Tom. "And when you check in, show this
to the receptionist. They'll take care
of you.”
 After
a moment of uncertainty, Tom reached out and took the offered card, looking at
it curiously. It felt like it was plain
plastic like any other member card, but it had no writing on it, and it didn't
even have a magnetic strip on the back.
All it had was a black tribal style paw print on one side, sort of
canine shaped, though it was hard to be sure.
The paw print was the symbol of The Realm Resort, and Tom had always
thought it was an odd choice, but he had to admit, it did look cool.
 "What
exactly did you sign me up for?” Tom asked suspiciously, looking up from the
card. "What is this 'special access' all
about?”
 "You'll
see.” Chris said, giving him a wink. "All I can tell you is that it'll change
your whole perspective on spas. And that
is a promise...”

***

 Tom
stood in the middle of the high ceilinged atrium, feeling quite out of his
element, trying to see where he was supposed to go. It had taken him an hour of driving through
some pretty breathtaking scenery to get there right when the spa opened. Of course, he had been up for much longer
than that, trying to decide on what he was supposed to bring. Worse than that had been trying to figure out
what he was supposed to wear when he went out there. Since it was an exclusive place, he figured
that he should dress up a bit, deciding on a button down shirt and slacks, as
well as the shoes he usually reserved for job interviews. As he had left the city and driven up into
the mountains, he had felt pretty good despite the early hour, looking forward
to the weekend, but when he had taken the exit off the highway onto the road that
led up into the valley where the hotel was situated, he had started to feel
chilly for no reason at all, goose bumps rising all over his body. It might just have been that the exit wasn't
all that well marked, and soon turned into a dirt road that was rutted by rain and
very bumpy, but he had driven on those roads plenty since he had moved here and
none of them had made him feel like this.
 That
morning, a mist had covered the valley floor, probably the remnants of last
night's rain, which hadn't quite gotten down into town, and it had started to
feel awfully spooky on the lonely road.
And then, the road had come up a rise and around a bend, finally bringing
the hotel into sight and the image had only made the funny sort of chill worse. As Chris had explained it, the main hotel and
spa had been built right across the valley, spanning the floor between the
ridges, with a couple dozen smaller buildings built back behind it, sheltered
from the rest of the world by the ridges and the main hotel. Supposedly, the smaller buildings had been
built as miniature spas, each one meant for a single person or a couple at the
most, VIPs he assumed, which meant that Tom would probably never even see them.
 But
Chris' description really hadn't done the place justice. Though the main hotel had been built years
ago, it looked almost brand new, and it was truly an imposing sight, especially
since the road had been angled up towards it.
It was at least four stories high on either side of a large, circular
section and yet it had the look of a hybrid between an old style log cabin,
hardly out of place in the almost untouched setting of the valley, and an ultra
modern building made mostly of glass.
And again, though it looked newly built, trees and vines had grown up
the sides of the building until it looked almost like it had been there
forever, that it had always been a part of the valley. The parking lot had been about halfway filled
when he arrived and he had snagged a spot in the shade of the pines near the
northern edge of the lot, which seemed to be a prime choice, judging from how
many cars were parked there. Then, he
had headed for the entrance, his small weekend bag in hand, feeling sort of
nervous, but eager to start. But the
second he had pushed on the huge ten foot tall glass door leading inside, he
had immediately felt uncomfortably out of place, the eagerness gone.
 He
had thought that the door would be hard to open, it was so thick, but it had
slid inward smoothly, not even touching the ground. And oddly, he couldn't even see where, or
even how, it had been hinged. But the
odd door had instantly been put out of his mind when he got a better look at
the room behind it. The entire circular center
section of the hotel turned out to be a hollow atrium, with each floor like a
balcony, recessed back from the levels below it, leaving a space ten feet wide
open to the glass dome in the roof on each height. But the most amazing thing of all was that,
though the building was clearly entirely enclosed, it didn't feel that
way. Instead, it felt like Tom had just
walked into a beautiful bowl in the tropics somewhere, the air humid around
him, but not cloyingly hot, the whole thing open to the wide blue sky above
it. Three separate waterfalls fell from
openings high up near the ceiling, coming from recesses in the high wall,
streaming over the tops of each level in channels of clear glass, falling down
into pools on the ground floor, each surrounded by moss covered marble and even
a few young trees, everything glittering with the mist coming off the falls. At first, he had almost thought that the walls were made of growing trees that had somehow
been shaped into walls, but they couldn't be.
When he had paused to look closer, he had found that they were stone or maybe
ceramic that had been painted with such detail and skill that they gave the
illusion of being living trees. What was
more, the walls had vines growing up to the railings, but apparently regularly
pruned back to keep them from overrunning the place. Completing the illusion of being out of doors
was the song of birds coming from...somewhere, as well as a slight breeze that seemed
to make leaves stir around the room.
 "Hello
sir.” A pleasant voice said and Tom looked around, startled. A young woman dressed in a sort of Asian
styled robe of light green was suddenly standing at his right elbow, her brown
hair pinned up in a bun behind her head.
She was smiling, her hands folded in front of her. "May I show you to reception?”
 "Uh...Yes.”
Tom replied, picking up his bag from where he had set it.
 "Follow
me, please.” The woman said, gesturing towards an alcove on the side of the
atrium farthest from the waterfalls.
With Tom following, the girl walked under the first railing, sweeping
aside some sort of hanging drapery that blended in so perfectly, he hadn't even
noticed it was there, and politely held it open so he could enter as well. Behind the drape, the stone floor was
perfectly dry, the hanging cloth keeping the misty water out, and it was
instantly apparent why. Three people,
two women and a man, all clad similarly to the young woman who had guided him,
stood behind a counter of polished, honey colored wood, computer monitors set
up before them. And oddly, even as he
walked up to them, Tom felt that the computers were even more out of place here
than he was.
 "Good
morning sir.” the man behind the counter said, offering him a smile. "May I see your i.d.?”
 "Sure.”
Tom replied, handing over his driver's license.
When the man behind the counter entered his name in the computer his
smile widened almost imperceptibly, obviously having done this so many times it
had become a practiced routine.
 "Ah
yes, here we are.” He said, reaching into a drawer and taking a form out of a
box. "A single room booked for today through Sunday. One moment while I fill out the required
forms...” Putting the form on the counter,
the man started filling in the boxes and Tom slid the card his friend had given
him from his pocket.
 "Um,
I'm not sure if now is the time, but I was supposed to show you this...” Tom
said, putting the card on the counter.
At first, the man didn't even seem to notice, but when he looked up from
the form, he and the three women all suddenly stopped, staring at it. Taken aback, Tom looked around at them all,
startled by their reactions. All of
their eyes were open wide, and from their expressions, he gathered the card
indicated something of great importance.
The man seemed to recover his composure first, his whole manner
changing, becoming smooth as silk, and almost over-the-top accommodating. His usual smile instantly widened until he
was grinning broadly, as if he had never seen anything that had made him so
happy as seeing that card. "Uh...I'm sorry
I...”
 "Nothing
to apologize for sir.” The man said, smoothly cutting off his apology, bowing
low as he tipped the form he had been writing into a wastebasket. "We had no idea you were an Onyx member.”
Taking a keycard from his pocket, the man came around the counter and handed
Tom his license and the membership card back.
"Please, allow me to show you the way to your room.”
 "But...”
Tom started to say, but the man gently took his elbow and guided him back to
the atrium.
 "No
need to explain sir.” The man said, holding the curtain aside and bowing him
through it. "Most Onyx members don't announce themselves immediately. As you are aware, such a high level of
membership entitles you to complete anonymity and discretion.”
 "I'm
not...” Tom started to insist, blushing and feeling more confused by the moment,
but the young woman who had found him standing in the atrium cut him off before
he could finish the thought.
 "Please,
allow me to carry your bag.” She said, gently taking the bag from his hand and
following precisely three steps behind him as the man led the way off towards a
door hidden behind one of the waterfalls.
 "As
you are aware, a reservation at The Realm includes all services, including meals
and clothing.” The man continued, leading the way down a hall that was lined on
either side with doors that seemed, at least to Tom, to be widely spaced for a
hotel. Tom kept waiting for a moment to
break in and tell them about the card belonging to Chris but the man didn't
seem to ever take a breath. He was currently
telling him all about the services available at the spa and at the same time avoiding
mentioning where the various services would be provided, but Tom's attention
was taken up by the doors they were passing.
They had all started out much the same as any other hotel, simple wood
stained in light colors, each one bearing the paw print symbol painted on it,
along with a room number inside it.
 But
then, as they had walked along, the rooms seemed to get wider spaced and were
made of a different wood, perhaps more expensive and instead of the room number
and paw print being painted, they were carved into the wood, and lacquered in
deep crimson, then they changed again to a darker color wood, and the lacquer
was a deep, emerald green. But finally,
when Tom figured that they had to have been right up near the hillside, they came
to a blank stretch of wall that could have easily fit a whole suite in it
before finally stopping outside a door that was truly impressive. Tom recognized the wood as being mahogany,
unstained, but polished to a high shine.
It bore no room number, but instead, the paw print stood out from the
door, carved from what must have been pure black onyx. Sliding the keycard into the reader beside
the door, the man waited for the light to blink green, then led the way inside,
still talking continuously. "This is
your suite sir. Clothes are in the
dresser in the bedroom, sizes are marked on the drawers. Please take your time settling in and don't
hesitate to ask if you require anything at all while you are here. Enjoy your stay.”
 "But...”
Tom started to say as the man walked out briskly, taking the young woman with
him, shutting the door behind them with an definitive thump. "I'm not a member...”
 Heaving
a sigh, Tom looked around and was very impressed by what he saw. The living room alone was probably twice the
size as a usual hotel room, and comfortably furnished, though there was no TV
as one might expect in a hotel. The far
end of the room opened out onto a porch with a hammock, looking out into a
cultivated garden that seemed to merge seamlessly with the forest in the
distance, and surrounded by an ornate waist high wall. Another door seemed to lead to a bed room,
and Tom shrugged, picking up his bag and heading in that direction. The bed was a queen size, but looked far more
comfortable than any other hotel he had been to. Tossing his bag at the closet, Tom bent down
and took off his shoes, figuring he might as well change into something more
relaxed, since that was what seemed to be expected of him. Unbuttoning his shirt, he opened the drawer
marked with an 'L', finding soft looking robes and sandals inside, all in
varying shades of red and orange with a black paw print on the breast. Taking a red-orange robe from the drawer and
holding it up, Tom shrugged one more time, taking off his formal clothes and
cleanly hanging them in the closet before heading for the bathroom.
 When
he flicked on the lights, Tom almost gasped.
The bathroom was big, opulent and yet, not quite what he would call
gaudy, a marble counter and sink on the wall with a large mirror above it. But it was the bathtub that truly impressed
him, for it was luxuriously large, large enough that he could actually float
freely in it on his back with his arms out stretched without touching the sides. Looking at himself in the mirror, he
sighed. From the way the staff had
treated him, Tom had known that the membership card his friend possessed was
very, very rare, and seemingly high level, which begged the question. Where had he gotten it? And now, he was in the most luxurious hotel suite
he had ever seen, being treated like he was royalty. He was half temped to head back to reception
and ask for a different room, or even just bag the whole thing and head for
home. But Chris had set this up
specially for him, using his own guest time to do it. Sighing, Tom shook his head. He might as well enjoy it, while he was
here. Figuring a bath might do him some
good, Tom slid off his underwear and went to turn on the taps that would start
filling the tub, but then he stopped, his eyes catching something out of place.
 On
the wall beside the marble sink was a mahogany strip, running from floor to
ceiling with a lamp near the top. But
below the lamp was another paw print, this one maybe a quarter of the size of
his palm, and it was raised out from the surrounding wood. The only other wooden strip in the room, the
one over by the door, had a similar lamp, but the paw print was missing from
that one. Coming over to the panel, he
brushed a thumb over the design curiously, hurriedly pulling back his hand when
it slid into the wooden panel at his touch, setting off a series of clicks
behind the wall, as if the paw print had triggered some sort of mechanism. After a moment or two, the entire section of
wall slid inward a few inches, then moved to the side as if it was on rails,
sliding into the wall.
 "Ok,
this place is too weird.” Tom said to himself, hurriedly putting the robe on to
cover his nudity, cinching the belt tight around his waist. The sliding panel had revealed a passageway
of fine workmanship leading off into what had to have been the hillside. That decided it, Tom thought, he was going to
shut the door, and go explain that he wasn't an 'Onyx member', whatever that
was, and ask for a normal room. But,
contrary to his hopes and desires, when Tom pushed the black paw print again,
nothing happened. "Crap. Now what am I supposed to do?”
 Grumbling
quietly, he stepped onto the tiles of the corridor, feeling for the edge of the
door, trying to find a way to pull it back closed. The mechanism had been cleverly designed it
seemed, because he could barely feel the seam where the wall panel was, but he
couldn't get any leverage on its edge from inside the room. Taking another step into the corridor to try
and shift it that way produced a result he really hadn't expected. It shifted alright, but without him so much
as touching it. Before he could step
back into his room, the panel had slid back into place, cutting him off from
his room altogether. And now there was
no seam in the wall, no sign that there was a door here, much less a way to
open it once again. Cursing, Tom turned
around and looked down the corridor. If
he hadn't touched the paw print like an idiot, he wouldn't have been in this
position and would probably have been enjoying a hot bath by now. Still, this corridor had to lead somewhere...
 Heaving
a sigh, Tom starting walking down the corridor, his hands in the pockets of his
robe, highly conscious of his lack of clothing beneath it, and wondering once
again just what he had gotten himself into.
Then, as he rounded a corner in the corridor, he heard music coming from
up ahead somewhere. But it wasn't the
kind of music one would expect to hear at a spa. He had expected new age music, or maybe some
sort of Asian Zen thing, but this was classic rock, music you would expect to
hear in a normal lounge or even a bar.
Now more curious than disturbed, Tom picked up the pace a little,
wishing he had bothered to put on sandals as well as the robe, the stone floor
a little hard on his feet. Reaching what
seemed to be the end of the corridor, the music becoming louder, he turned
another corner and found himself at the top of a staircase carved in old
English fashion, the banisters highly ornate and perfectly smooth, sanded and
varnished to a high shine. Giving
another shrug, he walked down the stairs and then gasped, stopped short by what
he saw.
 The
staircase led directly into a large circular common room, filled with comfortable
couches and easy chairs. It was warmly
lit by lamps hanging down from the ceiling and though it was obviously
underground, the walls and ceiling were smooth, very un-cave like. Only a few of the chairs were occupied, four
men and three women scattered around, most alone, most of them in their late
twenties or thirties. However, though
their robes were all different colors, everyone sitting in the room had the
same black paw print on their robes as he did.
However, along one edge of the room, there was what appeared to be a
bar, and behind it, clothed in subdued clothing of dark green, was a bartender
who, upon seeing him enter, beckoned to him.
Feeling more than a little unsettled by this whole experience, Tom
walked over to where the bartender was standing, wondering what all of this was
about. It was like he had accidently
become part of a secret club that he knew nothing about.
 "Good
morning sir, welcome to the Onyx Commons.” The bartender said, taking a pint
glass from behind the counter. "You must
be new.”
 "Is
it that obvious?” Tom replied, leaning heavily against the counter as the
bartender began pouring measures of clear liquids into the pint glass from
several different ceramic carafes that had no labels, yet he handled them with
absolute confidence.
 "Well
not to most, but I know every Onyx member.” The bartender explained, not even
looking at the pint glass as he added measures of two more colorless liquids,
these from smaller bottles. "And I make it my business to know the perfect
drink for everyone that comes down that staircase.” Adding one last measure of clear liquid to
the pint glass, filling it almost to the rim, the bartender set the glass down
in front of Tom, then flicked the rim of the glass with his middle fingernail. A clear tone sounded from it, as if it were
made of crystal, not glass, and Tom gasped, leaning back in surprise as the
drink suddenly blazed with swirls of color, many hues of red, orange and yellow
like a fire, swirls that never seemed to mix.
Seeing his reaction, the bartender grinned. "For example, I call this one a 'Foxfire'. And trust me, you'll enjoy it.”
 "Thanks.”
Tom replied, picking up the bright drink hesitantly. "I guess...”
 "Well,
I would suggest that you have a seat and relax while you enjoy it.” The
bartender said, putting the carafes away in the exact same places they had been
when Tom had walked up. "Maybe get to
know the other Onyx members. They are
always a friendly bunch.”
 "I'll
do that.” Tom replied, taking a small experimental sip from the glass, his
eyebrows shooting up. The Foxfire tasted
like nothing he had ever had before. It
seemed almost as if every swirl of color was a different flavor, hitting his
tongue each in turn. At first, he tasted
something light and citrusy, almost like fresh mandarin oranges. Then, as the refreshing taste woke his
senses, clearing away the hesitation, the drink began to change. It seemed to be warming up, the taste
becoming like to cinnamon, but it wasn't stopping there. Very quickly, it became almost hot, like he
was drinking a fresh cup of coffee, the taste becoming spicy, the quality of
pure ginger. Then, finally, it changed
again into something he couldn't quite describe, sort of floral or herby, something
that left a strange tingling sensation behind.
 Taking
another, deeper sip, Tom walked over to a chair near to one of the other men,
the one clad in a robe of deep blue, who was reclining with his hands behind
his head, a happy smile on his face.
Beside him on a small table was another pint glass, maybe a quarter
filled, but inside was another swirling mixture, this one blue and purple, but,
as with Tom's own drink, the colors seemed to be refusing to mix. Settling into the comfy chair, Tom drank
another gulp of the pint, grinning at the way the odd tingle was spreading steadily
down his throat.
 "Hello.”
The man greeted him, sounding immensely relaxed.
 "Hi.”
Tom replied, watching as the man sipped his strange drink. "What is that you are drinking?”
 "Its
called Ice Dragon's Breath.” The man replied, giving it a swirl. "I have one every time I come. Enjoying your Foxfire?”
 "Yeah,
very much.” Tom answered, drinking deep and chuckling to himself as the
tingling sensation started spreading out through his chest from his throat,
producing a pleasant tickling feeling in his extremities. "I wonder what's in it...”
 "A
little of this and a little of that I'd imagine. I think it's better to let it remain a
mystery myself.” The other man replied, seeming wholly unconcerned, taking
another sip of his drink. "You will learn to savor it the more you come here.”
 "Maybe.”
Tom replied, shrugging and downing the rest of his drink in one long gulp. "But
I have needed a good drink for days. And
this 'Foxfire' is the best I have ever tasted.
I already feel better...”
 "One
of those weeks eh?” The other man said, grinning over at him. The tingling was spreading quickly, now reaching
the tips of his fingers and toes, and then rebounding back towards his heart, a
warm feeling spreading through him as he nodded his agreement. "Well, you came
to the right place to recover from it.
Whenever I have a bad week, I come here and it all kind of just fades
away.”
 "Its
that good?” Tom asked, the warmth welling up in his chest, rising towards his head
in the same way that a glass of hot buttered rum did in the winter.
 "You
bet.” the other man said, grinning as Tom's eyes started to close, the heat
spreading up to the tips of his hair, making him drowsy. "You'll see...”

***

 Tom
came back to himself slowly, the darkness that surrounded him giving way as his
mind worked its way back to consciousness, almost reluctant to wake again. For a brief moment, he didn't remember much
of anything, not where he was, or even why he was waking up, considering that
he couldn't remember going to sleep. Actually,
for the first few moments, he could only remember enough to know that something
was different, somehow. Perhaps it was
just a shift in his perceptions as his brain woke up, a sharpening of his
senses as he came out of unconsciousness.
Gradually, as he floated in pleasant dark, more details began to fill in
the gaps. Now, he could remember his
trip out to the spa, the weird reception he had gotten, and even discovering the
secret passage down into the big common room, which meant it hadn't been a
dream. But all of those memories were instantly
put out of his mind when he tried to shift his head to the side, ever so
slightly, trying to straighten out his neck.
 The
moment he moved even slightly, a lance of pain shot through his head and he
groaned, the pleasant darkness gone. The
only time he had felt that kind of reaction right after waking up had been the
one and only time he had agreed to do tequila shots, back in college. He, Chris and one of their friends, the very
friend that had introduced them to the furry community in fact, had gone
through an entire fifth of the stuff that night and ever since, none of them
had ever touched the fermented cactus juice again. That next morning had been the single worst
hangover any of them had ever had, and had been the only occasion he had
actually wished for death. This felt
only marginally better than that morning had, since he didn't actually wish he had
died, but his body felt nearly as sore.
What he did wish though, was that he had taken his time enjoying the
Foxfire, rather than gulping it. If he
had known he would feel like this afterward, he would have at least taken the
time to make the drink last.
 Now
that the pain had awakened him fully, he slowly took stock of his body, gentle
movements confirming that the soreness did indeed extend everywhere, not just
his head. He was lying on a soft and
yielding surface, which was a blessing because he only hurt when he moved,
rather than being in contact with something hard. But finding himself lying in such a place was
even more unusual, considering that the last thing he remembered was talking
with the other man in the common room, after drinking the weird, multicolored
pint. From the way his head seemed to drift
from one topic to another, he must have passed out, which meant the drink had
to have been way stronger than he
thought it was, stronger than anything he had ever encountered before.
 Then,
Tom let out another sound, this one almost a moan of pleasure, because a pair
of hands had touched his head ever so gently, the fingers massaging his
temples. The light massage felt
wonderful, so soothing that the pain went away almost instantly where the
fingers touched, like they held some sort of magic within them. Smiling broadly, Tom breathed out a sigh of
relief as the hands gently swirled around his brow, expertly tracing the lines
of the nerves in his head, soothing away the aches like they were visible to
the massager. Opening his eyes slowly,
bracing for the pain that bright lights always brought during a hangover, Tom
found that his sight was blurry, like he was looking through smudged glass, but
that the room was only just bright enough for him to see, not enough to be
painful. But all the same, he could make
out enough detail to tell he most certainly wasn't in the common room
anymore. The ceiling was made up of dark
wooden beams, crossing this way and that, like in some sort of medieval hall,
the construction not even close to the last sight he had seen in the Onyx
Commons.
 Blinking
away the blur, Tom found that there was definitely something weird about the
way things looked, setting aside the fact that he was waking up somewhere
strange. Everything looked...sharper
perhaps, than they had before. He felt
warm and...almost soft somehow, softer at any rate then just lying on the soft
surface could explain. It wasn't until
the soothing hands on his head trailed gently down to his cheeks before
massaging slowly up the sides of his muzzle that Tom realized why the view
seemed so strange to him. Then, his eyes
went wider than he thought possible as that thought sunk into his head; he
didn't have a muzzle, or at least, he shouldn't. His heart hammering, Tom surged upright,
forgetting all about being sore, and being in a strange place with someone he
didn't know. Reaching up with both hands
and feeling his face, Tom gasped, his fingers outlining a visage that was
distinctly vulpine in shape and then, he gasped again, staring down at his
hands. They were covered in soft fur, the
palms and fingertips like paw pads, edged in fur that was a very specific shade
of red, not quite as bright as scarlet, with hints of orange and yellow
depending on the angle at which one looked at it. Looking up past his hands, no, his paws, Tom
found himself staring at a tall, body length oval mirror on the wall before him
and at once, he couldn't look away, as if his brain couldn't accept what it was
seeing. He was still wearing the
red-orange robe, and no sandals on his feet, but he didn't look like
himself. Or rather, he didn't look like
Tom, the human he had been the last time he looked. Now, he looked like...
 "Redtail.”
A voice said from behind him and the new fox whirled around, responding to that
name as easily as his human one, his eyes going wide at who he beheld. The owner of the voice was a handsome anthro
wolf, his fur a rich grey like gneiss, many shaded, almost mottled in
appearance. He had long, shoulder length
white hair that was tied back into a pony tail, and he had the most arresting
blue eyes, deep, sapphire blue. He had
folded his hands in his lap and was smiling a knowing smile that seemed
familiar in some way, though Tom couldn't figure out why. "How do you feel?”
 "Uh...sort
of sore...” The fox replied, bewildered. "And...”
 "Confused?”
The wolf filled in, getting up and walking over to him, the light green robe he
was wearing rustling as he moved. "That is to be expected. I bet you have questions.”
 "Yeah...”
Redtail answered, feeling a smile start to spread across his lips despite the oddness
of all of this. His companion's attitude
was disarming, as if it were perfectly normal to wake up in a strange place as
a fur, with a strange person you had never met before. "Lets start with who you
are and how you knew that name...my name.”
 "My
name, is Greystone.” The lupine replied, putting a paw to his chest and giving
a slight bow, "And I knew you are Redtail, because that is who you are, though
to say how I know that would really be telling.
And as for how you are, well... what you are... I believe you remember what
you drank in the Onyx Commons?”
 "I
think so.” Redtail said, thinking back, trying to figure out if this was all some
sort of trick, or just a really bizarre dream he was having. "It was a...”
 "Foxfire.” Greystone said, putting extra
emphasis on the first syllable, nodding and grinning broadly as the fox's eyes
went wide. "Now you are beginning to understand exactly what the Oynx level of
membership entails.” As Redtail tried to
work out how that explanation was supposed to have made sense, the wolf gently
took the fox's paws in his own and tugged him towards the entryway, the
softness of the wolf's hands leaving no doubt that he was the one who had been
massaging him when he woke up, a notion that didn't bother the fox at all,
strangely. "Anyway, you aren't going to
spend the whole time standing there gawking, are you?”
 "Well
I think I'm...” Redtail started to reply, then suddenly stopped talking when his
companion led him out of the bedroom. He
found himself in what looked like a small house, though it was unlike any house
he had ever been in. There was a rather
spacious kitchen next to the entrance to the bedroom, with a counter that had a
pair of comfortable looking chairs pushed up against it. The living room that was next to the kitchen looked
normal-ish, except for the large, sunken hot tub bubbling away in the middle of
it instead of a coffee table. Opposite the
bedroom, there was another room which he could not imagine the function of, and
beside it was what looked like a sauna.
The last wall of the room seemed to lead out onto a deck that looked out
into a valley, the large main building of the hotel visible in the distance. "...in a VIP spa?!”
 "VIP
spa?” Greystone asked, sounding surprised.
"No. Such a thing doesn't exist
here. This is one of the houses reserved
for the Onyx members. As you might
imagine, being like this,” the wolf gestured to his furry physique, "requires a
bit of privacy.”
 "What
exactly is going on here?” Redtail demanded, looking around in surprise. He was feeling totally out of place again,
though his lips seemed frozen in a permanent grin. "What is all this?”
 "This,
is your home for the next three days.” The wolf replied, grinning playfully at
him. "And I, am your personal masseur, cook, guide and caretaker for the
duration of your stay.” When the fox
looked at him in surprise, the wolf's grin broadened even more, opening his
arms in a welcoming gesture. "Welcome,
to the real, Realm Spa.”
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Continued from 'FoxFire'
 "The
'Real' Realm spa?” Redtail asked incredulously, raising one eyebrow at the grey
wolf, who nodded, guiding the fox by the paw towards the door leading out onto
the deck.
 "Come
on, I'll show you.” Greystone said, opening the door to bring in a gust of
pleasantly cool mountain air.
 When
the pair were standing on the deck together, the fox looked around in surprise,
seeing the valley in a whole new light.
The main hotel was far off, so far in fact that he could only just make
out the doors along the various rooms, and the few humans who were enjoying the
mountain morning on the porches and balconies were only vague shapes. Judging from where the sun was in the sky, he
couldn't have been out for more than an hour, which made for quite a rapid
transformation, which in turn might have gone a long way towards explaining why
everything was so sore. More interesting
than the timing however, was the nearest building, which had an absolutely
gorgeous snow leopard lounging against the railing of the deck, wearing a
shimmering white robe, her silvery grey fur glorious in the sunlight. The woman noticed him standing there and gave
a cheery wave accompanied by a radiant smile, which Redtail returned awkwardly,
feeling that the whole world had taken a turn for the surreal. Were all the little cabin-spas around him
populated with furs? How could no one
have found out about this? Shaking his
head and returning his mind to his original question, he spoke again, pointing
to the large hotel building. "If this is
the real spa, then what is that?”
 "That
is a Realm Spa.” The wolf replied,
resting a soft paw on his shoulder and turning him gently back towards the
interior of the small building. "But
this place, and the others like it, are the real thing.”
 "That
isn't really an answer.” Redtail stated, allowing his companion to walk him
back inside. The wolf grinned, shutting
the door to the deck behind them.
 "Sure
it is.” He continued, letting go of the fox and walking slowly so he stood
beside the hot tub. "But do you really want to waste time quibbling, or would
you rather enjoy the time you have?”
 "You
have a good point.” Redtail said, his grin widening once more, even as the
thought came back to him that he had never been to a place like this before,
and he had no idea what was expected of him.
But Greystone seemed to know that already.
 "Well,
since you interrupted my massage earlier, I would usually suggest that we start
with that,” the wolf began, then he gestured to the bubbling hot tub, "but
since we are here, I can continue it in the tub if you like. It would help soothe away those aches and
help you relax into your new form.”
 "That
sounds...” Redtail started to say, intending to tell his companion that just the
massage would be nice, but even as the words left his lips, the muscles all
over his body seemed to suddenly ache all at once, as if they had all suddenly
seized up; except, oddly, for the muscles of his neck and head, where
Greystone's hands had already passed, as if the wolf possessed some sort of
magic touch. "That sounds wonderful,
actually. Are there swim suits around?”
 "Well,
if you really want them, there are some in the bed room.” Greystone answered,
then he undid the knot holding his robe on and Redtail instantly felt his ears
perk up involuntarily with interest, his heart skipping a beat as his
red-furred cheeks warmed with an invisible blush. "But we are furs, and I don't
really see the point in extraneous clothing.” Letting the belt go so it hung at
his side, the wolf allowed the robe to hang loosely around his frame and for the
first time, Redtail truly examined his companion, beyond simply noticing that
he was a wolf and male. Greystone was
obviously in good shape, the muscle tone of his arms and legs showing that he
took good care of himself. With the robe
hanging so loosely, revealing a triangle of grey fur from solar plexus to the
tips of his ears, it was all too easy to imagine what the rest of him looked
like. Swallowing against a sudden rush
of nervousness that surged to life within him, Redtail glanced away and hurried
to push those particular thoughts away as the wolf continued. "Do you?”
 "N-no,
not really.” the fox stammered, clearing his throat and pretending to be
interested in something outside the small house until he heard the rustling of
cloth cease. "Force of habit, I guess.”
 "Are
you coming in, or would you rather I came over there?” Greystone asked,
sounding amused and Redtail chanced a glance in his direction, and though the
wolf now stood hip deep in the roiling water, the fox's cheeks burned hotter
beneath his fur, the blush getting worse.
 Greystone
really did take care of himself, his torso trim and defined, but not bulging
like that of a body builder, exactly the sort of body type that Redtail had
always liked the best in the pictures he collected. Even as the fox grinned nervously at the
wolf's jest, his paws fumbling a bit while he undid the knot that held his own
robe closed, he tried to look away, tried to make his eyes move, but, as with
his own reflection only minutes before, he couldn't seem to wrest his gaze from
Greystone. Redtail had been working out
every day for years, and though he was by no means unhealthy looking, he only
wished he looked quite that good. Taking
a step towards the sunken pool, his eyes finally moved, drifting up the lupine's
physique until they met the gaze of the grey wolf, as if they were being drawn
there by some outside force.
 Pale
sapphire blue stared into rich hazel and Redtail felt a very strange sensation
crawl over him, trailing slowly down his spine like some sort of syrup. Those eyes were like ice, cool and clear,
like a winter's morning on a mountain top, but the way they made him feel was
the exact opposite. The fox felt warm
all over, every sensation pleasant, his thoughts of friends and family and
home, easing the uncertainty, banishing the hesitation. Reaching the edge of the pool, Redtail slowly
slid the robe off his shoulders, suddenly no longer feeling self-conscious in
the slightest, the wolf stretching his arms as the fox approached. Redtail could almost believe Greystone was
showing off for him, allowing him to consider his muscles as they shifted and
flexed beneath his grey fur. As he
warmed up, the fox's imagination started to dip into the territory of the
fantasies he had once worried about, a very pleasant buzzing sensation rising
to eclipse the human part of himself. It
was only the sudden, very familiar stirring in his lower anatomy that brought
the fox's mind crashing back to reality like a train wreck, finally breaking
the eye contact as Redtail shook his head, clearing his throat once again. Looking away from his companion, holding the
robe in front of his body so that it preserved his suddenly compromised
modesty, the fox felt his blush burn like an oven.
 'DO
NOT start thinking like that.' He silently commanded as he stepped down into
the hot water, finding a seat about a foot and half below the surface with his
toes. And oddly, even as he dropped the
robe on the side of the tub, sliding down to the next level at the same time so
the bubbles concealed him from the waist down, another voice seemed to answer
the command defiantly, as if disappointed with his self-reproach. Answering its unspoken question, he
continued, 'I don't know this guy, and even if he is a fur and handsome as all
hell, he is going to be around for the whole weekend and there is no way I am
starting off with an awkward situation like getting a boner just from watching
him stretch.' Even as the stirring
subsided a bit, Redtail felt a strange sense of triumph from the other voice,
which confused him to no end. Shaking
off the weird feeling, he returned his gaze to his companion, and cocked his
head to the side. When he looked back at
the wolf, he saw only a friendly fur waiting for him to get comfortable,
rolling his wrists around as he warmed them up for the massage, not a sexy
lupine trying to seduce him, as much as that possibility tantalized his
imagination... 'No, no!' He thought,
firmly pushing away the images that started to form once more in his brain at
the thought. 'I am not going there. No way.'
 "I
usually start with the shoulders,” Greystone told him, apparently oblivious to
the fox's internal battle. "There is a
seat here so you can soak while I work on those pains.”
 Nodding,
the vulpine waded over to where the wolf had indicated and sat down, his back
to the masseur, his long and formally fluffy fox tail finding a gap in the seat
back so it wasn't squished as he sat down.
As soon as he settled in, the water coming up to the middle of his neck,
the wolf laid his soft paws on his shoulders, his touch sending a shiver
through the red furred anthro. The wolf
began by pressing his fingers into the base of the fox's neck, not too hard,
but not exactly soft either. He pushed
his hands outward, then slowly back the other direction, making the fox let out
a slow sigh of relief. Next, the wolf
moved outward once more, kneading with the tips of his pointer and middle
fingers, the claws that capped the digits dulled rather than pointed, obviously
meant for massages.
 Each
kneading motion seemed to send jolts of pleasant electricity through Redtail,
making him shiver, small gasps escaping his lips as aching muscles relaxed,
taking the pain with them. Moments
later, when the wolf suddenly pressed his fingers in a slow, deep swipe down
the fox's spine, the vulpine let out a soft moan, the touch of the wolf's hands
sending a sudden rush of pleasure through his body; inexplicable magic touch or
not, the wolf was very, very good at this.
Finally the other fur took hold of Redtail's shoulders in both hands,
thumbs pressing in on either side of his spine, rotating upwards, and the fox
let out a loud groan, his voice filled with utmost pleasure, pressing back into
the lupine's fingers, his eyelids fluttering at the sensation. 'Oooohh yes, now that feels good.' He thought, even the teasing, defiant voice in
his head seeming to agree.
 "Usually,
I have to ask whether I am getting the right spots.” The wolf murmured, his
rich voice low and soft from right behind his head, sounding amused, but
Redtail would not have cared if he had laughed out loud at his
exclamations. Greystone's hands were far
and away the most talented the fox had ever encountered. A few of his girlfriends had insisted on
giving him neck rubs from time to time, especially when he was stressed, but
that was not even close to this level.
Already, the wolf was continuing down the fox's spine with his thumbs,
Redtail leaning forward eagerly, arching his back, grinning like a madman.
 Finally,
as the talented paws reached the center of his back, Redtail allowed his eyes
to close and he could almost see the surges of pleasant energy that the fingers
seemed to release in his muscles. Every
motion of those wonderful hands made him want to groan, aches and pains vanishing
in their wake to be replaced by pleasure and relaxed excitement. The transition between those two extremes was
in itself a delight, almost making him wish the pains would come back so he
could experience it all over again. The
fingers were now working on his lower back, with the fox up to his chin in the
water, and finally the wolf's fingers seemed to stop their downward march.
 "Do
you have trouble with your lower back?” Greystone asked quietly and Redtail
nodded, his thoughts all over the place, mostly wondering where the wolf
learned to do this so well, casting around for something to focus on. Strangely, his mind focused on the water that
was bubbling at his chin. It didn't
smell like the other hot tubs he had been in.
They all had the faint chemical odor of chlorine or bromine, the
chemicals making his entire body itch, which kind of ruined the whole
experience. But this... this smelled like
pure spring water... Returning his mind
back to his companion, he sucked in a deep, relaxed breath as the wolf smoothly
slid his fingers outward in a circle on either side of his spine. "I thought
so. You have some knots back here. I think I can help though.”
 But
as the wolf dug his knuckles into the tensed muscle on his back, the fox
suddenly found himself frowning, having to fend off another jab from the
strange voice in his head, a jab that shocked him for its lewdness. 'I can
think of one knot you could help me with back there.' And even as he stonewalled the voice,
dismissing the thought as quickly as he could, the fox felt his loins stir once
more, and this time, it was nearly impossible to kill the urge. Of course, it didn't help that the wolf's
deep massage right above his tail sent shocks of sensation through his entire
lower half. Apparently still oblivious
to the fox's thoughts, the wolf kept up the rolling of his knuckles against him
for a couple of long minutes, and Redtail found himself having a hard time
beating back the second voice, each press against his spine and the muscles
around it adding strength to it, weakening his resistance to its seductive
thoughts.
 "There
we go.” Greystone commented softly and Redtail almost gasped with relief as the
wolf's hands lightened up, releasing their grip on his flesh, gently rubbing
his fur back into its proper orientation.
He had been so very close to losing the fight, losing the ability to
hold his arousal in check. "All loosened
up and relaxed. Now then, how about I do
some on your legs, then move on up to finish with your chest?”
 "Whatever
you say.” Redtail replied without thinking, his voice labored, though doubtless
the wolf assumed it was from the deep tissue massage, not from getting steadily
more aroused and trying his hardest to avoid thinking about it. The wolf's hands left the fox's back
completely a moment later and the grey lupine slid down into the tub beside the
red fox, settling down on a seat; probably so he could get his body used to the
temperature of the water, and most certainly not, Redtail reassured himself, so
that the fox could make a move. While
having the handsome wolf sitting so close to him was not very helpful, it did
give Redtail a moment to throw a mental bucket of ice water on his arousal so
to speak, forcing himself to relax.
Finally, barely a moment after the fox had composed himself, Greystone
slid forward into the water, turning around so he was facing the fox. Redtail instantly straightened up, tensing up
again; it was like the wolf knew what was happening, and wanted to give him a
chance to maintain his dignity. But he
couldn't know that, could he? Refusing
to meet the ice blue gaze of the lupine again for fear of losing his fragile
control over himself, Redtail focused his eyes somewhere in the vicinity of
Greystone's adam's apple instead as he settled into a crouch in the center of
the tub, the water up to his neck.
 "Lean
back a little and try and relax. I know
this position can be a little weird.” Greystone directed and Redtail complied
slowly, laying back against the seat, though relaxing was an entirely different
matter. It really should have been
easy. The little house was comfortable
and quiet, the valley outside was beautiful and the heat from the roiling water
that submerged most of his body was incredibly relaxing to his muscles. The trouble was unfortunately, not coming so
much from his body, but from the new voice in his head that was constantly
trying to undermine his intentions.
 As
he settled his weight back into the seat, all he could seem to think for a
moment was that it would be oh-so-easy for things to turn far more
intimate. All it would take would be the
wolf coming even closer... Even as he turned away the images that that thought
brought to mind, the new side within him tried another trick, something far
more direct, his hands drifting up from his sides, moving towards the wolf who
looked like he waiting for him to signal that he was ready. Only barely holding the motion in check
before his hands broke the surface of bubbles, Redtail clenched his back teeth,
forcing his arms to relax and float, camouflaging the motion as merely being a
part of him relaxing into position. It
took him a few more moments of struggling with himself, but finally, he had a
hold on everything again, the other voice strangely silent, and Redtail gave a
tentative smile, nodding to Greystone.
 "Alright,
well, if you will allow me,” The wolf said, taking hold of Redtail's right
ankle and pulling it towards him, gently extending his leg. When his leg was out straight, but not
locked, the wolf gently rotated Redtail's foot around at the ankle, letting
loose a small series of pops as he did so, making the fox's ears twitch with
each one, the odd sensation not quite pleasurable, but definitely
relaxing. Pulling the joint towards him,
the wolf gently pressed his fingers along the top of the fox's foot, pulling at
the flesh, dragging it towards him slowly, and Redtail let out a sigh, laying
his head back on the edge of the tub, staring up at the dark beams of the
ceiling. He had never experienced that
peculiar sensation before either; it seemed to be equal parts excitement, like
he was being tickled, and the relaxing pressure of a massage. Then, the fox let out another soft moan as
the wolf pressed his thumbs into the arch of his foot above the heel, pressing
upward towards his toes, his hazel eyes closing halfway in pleasure, hands
clenching involuntarily as the thumbs continued upward. Suddenly, when the wolf's thumbs were
pressing up just below the toes, he began to alternate the pressure of his
hands in just the right spot, Redtail shivered, his tail flicking around behind
him in the water. Teasing that spot sent
rolling waves of excitement up his spine, tingling electricity spreading
through him that felt like it should have made things tense up, but instead, it
seemed only to energize his stiff muscles, relaxing tired joints, releasing
tension.
 Greystone's
manipulation of the spot on his foot must have lasted only a few seconds,
though it certainly felt longer, but all of a sudden, the wolf's paws were
sliding up his calf, the thumb and two fingers of his hands rolling the muscle
this way and that and Redtail shuddered once more, the sudden change of
sensation taking him by surprise. And,
right at that moment, the traitorous voice in his brain made a valiant bid for
freedom, the image of the wolf continuing the massage all way up dancing
through the fox's mind. By the time
Redtail had it locked down once more, but only barely, the wolf's hands were at
his knee, massaging the joint, thumbs circling his kneecap, then pressing
outward, stretching the ligaments.
Finally, the wolf took hold of the fox's leg, one hand above and one
below the joint, pulling in opposite directions. The feeling of the joint being stretched like
that was so odd that the fox couldn't help it; he looked down once more, and
that was it.
 He
couldn't help it, there was no restraining the thoughts this time; the wolf was
so close, well within arm's reach. All
he had to do was reach out and pull him closer...
Redtail felt his heart start to the thump harder in his chest as the
lupine's paws started going up his quadriceps, kneading the tension out of
them. Frantically, the fox tried to
think of something else, anything other than the fantasies that spilled out
into his conscious mind from the place he had tried to keep them. And strangely, the only subject that his mind
could come up with other than the lustful voice's suggestions, was the wolf's
behavior.
 From
the moment Redtail had seen him, the only thing the wolf had been was warm,
welcoming and friendly. Always gentle,
never forceful or provocative. That
gentle demeanor had smoothed over the shock of waking up to find himself in the
body of his fursona. Likewise, it was his
gentle, wordless reassurances had put an end to the shy awkwardness he had felt
earlier, helped him settle more fully into the personality that Redtail, his
alter ego, had always possessed, one wholly comfortable with himself. And then, the wolf had begun with the
massage, taking away the aches and pains, helping him to enjoy the spa. Was it any wonder that he was attracted, even
setting aside Greystone's handsomeness?
It certainly didn't seem wrong or even inappropriate viewed in that
light. And now, the fox's heart hammered
away in his chest like a drumbeat, but whether that was from his thoughts or
from the nearness of the wolf or the heat of the hot tub, Redtail no longer
cared.
 Moments
later, inevitably, the wolf looked up once more, an easy smile on his
face. And in that instant, when hazel
eyes met icy blue, both were suddenly trapped.
Greystone stopped his massage, his paws resting on the fox's thigh, and
once more Redtail couldn't look away, but this time... this time, he was past the
point of caring. Those eyes were so
clear, so beautiful a shade of blue, like the clear sky of winter, like the ice
of a mountain glacier... Before he could
reconsider, the fox had moved forward in a rush, his muzzle meeting Greystone's
in a kiss, the wolf too surprised to react.
A half second later, alarm at his own actions asserted itself in
Redtail's mind, and he broke the kiss, hurriedly looking away, red hot shame
rushing to the fore, making the red fur of his face almost glow and he quickly
opened his mouth to speak.
 "I
am so sorry!” He exclaimed, shaking his head, "I don't know what came over
me. I can't believe...”
 Whatever
thought he had been about to complete was suddenly cut off by the wolf's paw
gently touching his cheek, turning his head back so it faced the grey fur,
forcing him to meet the icy stare one more time. But in the gaze was not horror, or offense or
even an accusation. Instead, it held
only desire and what seemed to be an inexplicably long suppressed affection and
longing. The grey paw gently caressed
the fox's fur, tracing lines in his pelt as it slid around to the back of his
neck and this time, both moved, the wolf pressing forward at the same time as
the fox, their muzzles meeting once more, this time deeply, passionately, their
paws pulling one another into a tight embrace.
This time, it was Greystone that moved along first, his jaw parting, the
lupine's tongue finding its way into Redtail's mouth, the fox reciprocating a
moment later. All hesitation was
forgotten with the taste of the canine, his desires the only thought in the
fox's mind. A very long minute later,
the pair finally broke the kiss, clutching each other tight, panting in the
heat and the excitement.
 "I
never thought you would want this.” Greystone whispered into the fox's ear, his
hands stroking slowly up and down the fox's spine and Redtail chuckled softly,
reciprocating the embrace, holding the wolf to him as tight as he could manage,
nuzzling against the soft grey fur of his neck, breathing deep a heady breath filled
with the wolf's delightful, indefinable scent.
 "Neither
did I.” The fox admitted, marveling at how...normal, it seemed to have the wolf
in his arms, how comforting his scent was, and how incredible it felt to be
embraced so close by him in return. "But
there has been a part of me that has wanted to do this since the moment I saw
you.”
 "We
don't have to go further. We could just
stop with this if you aren't...” A sudden upward grind of the fox's hips,
pressing his hard erection against Greystone's own engorged wolfhood stopped
his sentence in its tracks, sending a shiver of ecstasy through the grey
fur. "A-are you sure?”
 "Very.”
Redtail replied softly, kissing the wolf's nose, the lupine's nervous stammer
making his heart ache. "But you are
going to have to drive.”
 "Heh...”
The wolf chuckled, the fox's jest making him grin, giving a grind of his own
before backing up, relaxing his grip on the fox. "You should probably sit up on the edge of
the tub.”
 Redtail
nodded, grinning like a fool, pushing himself up out of the seat on trembling
limbs, finally settling on the side of the pool before the grey wolf with just
his lower legs in the water. Redtail's
heart was still hammering hard in his chest, and his rational mind briefly
stated a fading objection to what was about to happen, but before he could even
consider it, the fox's gaze caught something he hadn't noticed until that
moment, as he looked down on the grey furred wolf kneeling in the water before
him. It was something that stopped the
objection in its tracks, obliterating the last shred of hesitation, quieting
the dissenting voice. Beneath the many
shades of grey fur on his cheeks, Greystone was blushing fiercely, clearly as
nervous and eager as Redtail himself was.
And that simple thing, that simple detail, almost unnoticeable, was more
endearing to him than the work of a master poet. Smiling warmly, the fox reached out and
caressed the wolf's cheek, tenderly trailing his fingers through his
companion's fur. The wolf returned the
gesture, his fingers continuing on, trailing down Redtail's neck and over his
shoulders, sending a shiver down Redtail's spine. As the wonderful touch of his fingers trailed
down to his ribs, the wolf's other hand joined the first on the opposite side
of his torso, effortlessly stimulating the fox's back, making him suck in a
deep breath of wonder.
 Moments
later, Greystone's fingertips slid around to Redtail's chest, tracing the line
of his lowest ribs with the barest tips of his claws, another shiver of
sensation racing through him. Looking
down at his companion, marveling at just how sensitive the transformation had
made him, Redtail found that the wolf's grin held just a hint of mischief
within it as his paws slid lower down, almost touching one another. Giving a heavy sigh of delight, the fox
arched his back, pressing his abs up into the wolf's touch as the lupine's
hands parted once more, sliding around to either side of his belly button,
carefully avoiding Redtail's erection.
When Greystone's hands reached the level of his hips, the wolf slowed
his progress, tracing small circles with his claws, edging ever closer to the
crux of the fox's legs, but never quite making it there. Then, finally, delicately, the wolf's
fingertips touched his prize, soft finger pads landing on the fox's sheath,
slowly trailing upward, over the bulge of the knot and all the way up to the
tapering tip, barely touching, teasing the sensitive flesh. Redtail shuddered at the magnificent
sensation, letting out a stuttering breath through his broad grin.
 Chuckling
softly at his companion's reaction, Greystone did the same thing again, this
time going in the other direction, gently stroking downwards, finally ending up
caressing the fox's furry balls, giving them a soft squeeze. Then, before Redtail could decide if he
wanted the wolf to move on or to keep teasing him, he felt a new sensation at
the base of his sensitive cock, and he gasped, his eyes closing with pleasure
as Greystone's long tongue slid up his shaft in one long slurp that never
seemed to end, coaxing a drop of pre from the fox's tip. Hearing the wolf giggle softly, Redtail
opened his eyes and looked down as Greystone licked the droplet from the tip,
the sensation sending a jolt through him like a bolt of lightning, his hips giving
an involuntary buck towards Greystone's muzzle.
Giving a unmistakably seductive grin, the wolf finally obliged him, his
warm, wet muzzle engulfing the fox's length all in one motion, right up to the
knot. Redtail groaned, his back almost
reversing its orientation as he hunched, the sight of his vulpine shaft
disappearing into the grey furred muzzle of the wolf making his brain go
haywire. Gone was the consideration
that, with most of his body dripping with water, he probably looked ridiculous;
gone was the consideration that he hardly knew the wolf, and that he had never
done anything like this with another guy; only the pleasured sensation remained
behind.
 Greystone
gently sucked on the stiff flesh in his muzzle, backing off of the fox slowly
until only his tip was in his maw, swirling his tongue over the length, making
his lover shiver beneath his ministrations.
Then, with his tongue still at work, swirling around and around, the
wolf began to dip his head forward once more, taking the warm shaft all the way
until the knot was against his mouth again, the fox groaning, his shaft already
throbbing with arousal. It was clear he
wasn't going to last very long at this rate, and the wolf had no intention of
letting this be that short of a experience.
Pulling back once more, lightening the pressure of his tongue and muzzle
just enough to keep the pleasure from building to climax, Greystone allowed the
fox's penis to slip from his lips completely, his lover giving an animalistic
whine as he did so, hazel eyes opening to glare at him accusingly.
 "Can't
have you cumming so soon, now can we?” Greystone teased, nuzzling the fox's
sheath, and donating a soft lick to his balls as he dipped lower down. Realizing what the wolf intended, Redtail
scooted forward a bit, eagerly spreading his legs as he leaned back onto his
hands. A moment later, the wolf's tongue
darted out once more, trailing over Redtail's tailhole, and the fox gasped at
the unfamiliar sensation, his legs twitching as the sensuous tongue tip slid
around the sensitive ring of flesh. A
few moments later, as Greystone kept up his licking, his cool canine nose
nuzzling under the fox's sack, his hands found their way to the vulpine shaft
once more, softly stroking and teasing the erected flesh.
 Redtail
was shuddering, trying to think through the waves of excitement that the wolf's
tonguing of his butt were sending through him, trying to keep track of what the
wolf was doing so he might return the favor, but it was terribly hard for him
to concentrate on that idea. Instead,
the fox's mind kept drifting towards the future. In his fantasies, he had always been the top,
always assuming that role with his imaginary lovers, after all, that was what
he had experienced with his girlfriends over the years, and what he knew
best. But now, with the talented wolf
teasing his pucker with his tongue, he began to yearn for something else, the
other side of the relationship as it were.
Just as he was beginning to entertain the notion of asking the wolf to
take him right there and then, the lupine gave one last swipe with his tongue,
then backed off once again, his hands leaving the fox's member. The lupine sat back in a crouch for a few
moments, allowing the fox to adjust to the change in sensation, then his tongue
was back on his shaft, and Redtail let out a moan as it slid up to his tip in a
long, slow swipe, his whole body now shuddering with sensation. A moment later, the wolf engulfed his penis
with his maw once more, but this time, after only a slight hesitation, the grey
fur dipped even deeper down, the fox's tip going down his throat, and finally,
knot and all was in his muzzle.
 That
was a little too much for Redtail. The
fox felt his cock start to throb and his hands found their way to the wolf's
head, running his fingers through his luxurious white hair as he sucked him,
his throat undulating around the vulpine's tip.
Barely a moment later, Redtail grit his teeth hard, groaning, his balls
shooting up against the base of his shaft and the wolf began to swallow as he
came, thick ropes of pent up fox seed spraying from his tip. Panting hard, Redtail held Greystone's head
in place as his penis twitched and bucked, the wolf not seeming to mind at all,
a grin barely perceptible on his lips around the member in his jaws, his adams
apple rolling up and down with each swallow.
The orgasm carried on through a long few moments of heavenly pleasure,
and then, finally, it was over and the fox let go of the wolf's head. Incredibly, the lupine held the still stiff
cock in his mouth a little longer, his throat milking the last drops of seed
from the tip before he finally backed off, standing up with a grin, for the
moment Redtail had let him go, the fox had slumped backward, lying flat on his
back, staring up at the ceiling, still panting, his hands limp at his sides,
his muscles giving little twitches now and then. Moving forward slowly, Greystone crawled
until he was poised above the fox, his own rock hard member resting against the
fox's slowly wilting one, ice blue eyes looking into hazel once more, shared
joy and delight mirrored within them and their bodies rested against one
another
 "Thank
you.” Redtail whispered, rising up to kiss the wolf tenderly, not caring in the
slightest what the grey furred canine had just done with that muzzle. For his part, the wolf's return kiss was just
as passionate, just as tender, showing no sign of pushing Redtail along,
despite his obvious arousal.
 "You
are welcome.” The wolf replied, nuzzling under the fox's chin when they broke
the kiss, giving a soft lick to the hollow of the red fur's neck. For a moment, Redtail simply lay with the
wolf on top of him, gazing admiringly upward at his handsome face. After a little while, the fox slid his hands
upward, sliding them gently along the wolf's arms in a caress, up from where
they rested on either side of the fox.
The motion continuing upward and backward, tracing the lines of the fit
wolf's shoulders, then down along his ribs, making him shiver, his back arching
slightly at the sensation, making him press his hips against Redtail's. The fox spent a moment or two gently teasing
the wolf ribs beneath his fingers, tracing the spine between them, his
companion's eyes closing slightly in pleasure, their shafts pressing against
one another. Then, the vulpine's fingers
continued their exploration of the wolf's back, sliding down even further until
they finally landed on the smooth curve of his butt, tracing their way around
it. Greystone's breath caught when one
of Redtail's fingers brushed against his tailhole and the wolf started to
speak, but Redtail cut him off, kissing him once more, tongue playing out into
his muzzle to find the wolf's own, the canine reciprocating the passionate kiss
eagerly. Redtail's hands were not idle
while the pair locked muzzles, giving the wolf's rump a squeeze before suddenly
tracing around the other way, over the line of his hips, and the ice blue eyes
of the wolf suddenly went wide with surprise, finding the deep hazel orbs of
his lover holding mischief within them as the fox took hold of his wolfhood.
 "My
turn.” Redtail whispered, nuzzling up into the fur of the wolf's neck, his
hands giving a stroke of the wolf's penis.
Greystone smiled eagerly, the blush in his furry cheeks intensifying. Nodding shakily, the wolf obligingly rolled
to the side, off the fox, eventually ending up with his calves dangling in the
water, sitting beside where the fox had been only moments before. While the wolf was settling in, Redtail had
slid forward, sliding around to take the wolf's place in the water, his hands
never leaving the canine shaft in his grasp, gently caressing it as he
moved. And finally, when both were in
position once more, Redtail's paws finally left the wolf's sensitive organ,
finding their way instead down his thighs, claw tips carving furrows in his
pelt. While he pulled his hands towards
his chest, the fox leaned slowly forward, his heart starting to hammer in his
chest, his gaze filling with the sight of the wolf's rigid cock. He knew that Greystone didn't need much more
teasing, and yet, despite how eager he was, the sight of the red canine flesh
so close made him feel more than a little nervous. Persistent fantasies aside, it was very
different thing when you were about to do it for real.
 But
then, as his inward lean slowed with nervousness, he found his gaze tracking
upward, past the toned muscles of the wolf's chest, and finding their way to
his face once more. The wolf was smiling
gently down on him, his ice blue eyes warm and reassuring. And that was all he needed, the fox returning
the smile as he finished leaning in, nuzzling the wolf's furry sack, drawing in
a deep breath. And that act somehow
acted like a catalyst to him, the breath filled with an aroma so unlike
anything he had ever scented before. The
wolf scent was strong there, but more intense and musky than before and it was
a delight to breath it in, like the scent of a fine wine. Breathing in another, deeper breath, he
allowed his tongue to slide out of his jaws, tasting the grey fur of his
lover's crotch, and teasingly slow, he trailed upward, finding the top of the
sheath, and finally, at last, savory, delicious flesh beneath his tongue
tip. He could taste the scent of the
wolf now, and it was nothing short of wonderful, more wonderful than anything
he had ever imagined, and yet, as he traced the canine's knot with his tongue,
beginning a slow march upward towards the tapering tip, he realized that the
scent of the wolf, like his companion's gaze and voice, was somehow familiar,
as if it were something he had scented before, though that was most certainly
impossible... Suddenly, his mind was
brought back to what he was doing by the wolf letting out a soft moan as the
fox's lingering lick finally reached his tip, finding a droplet of pre on the
tip, to his taste buds' delight; it was more sweet than salty, and even more
delicious than the wolf's flesh.
 Grinning
to himself, Redtail swiped his tongue tip across the taper a few times, coaxing
more pre from his companion with every one, shivers passing down the wolf's
spine, his talented fingers twitching.
Then, remembering what he had done to him only minutes before, the red
vulpine grinned and took a steadying breath before opening his maw slightly,
dipping his head forward. Slowly, the
length of the wolfhood slid into his jaws and, the moment Redtail felt it brush
his palette, it was all he could do not to force every delicious inch into his
jaw all at once. Fighting back that
impulse, the fox sensuously took the wolf penis into his mouth at a slow pace,
his tongue swirling this way and that.
And finally, after a long minute, he felt the wolf's tip graze the back
of his throat and he stopped, closing his mouth around the length, feeling the
edge of the knot against his lips. As
much as it was his deep desire to take the wolf all the way to his sheath in
his jaws, he knew he didn't have that skill, not yet anyway, but, it didn't
matter much. Gently beginning to suck on
the pillar of flesh in his muzzle, the fox began to pull off the penis, slowly,
almost torturously, until at last only the tapering tip remained between his
lips and the fox paused for a moment, only a moment, before plunging
forward. This time, when the wolfhood in
his grasp was only half way in and he was tightening the pressure of his
sucking, he heard the wolf moan, his hips bucking another inch into his mouth
and Redtail grinned broadly while he kept sucking, pleased that his companion
was enjoying it, despite his inexperience.
 A
few bobs later, Redtail felt a shift in his companion, the lupine fingers
clenching up on the edge of the tub, and he could feel the veins in the wolf's
penis starting to pulse. Instinctually,
he stopped his sucking, pulling back off the shaft, delivering a gentle kiss to
the tip as it slid past his lips.
Glancing upward, he found the wolf panting, glaring at him with the very
same expression he himself had worn when the wolf had done the same thing to
him. Grinning and once again nuzzling
the wolf's balls, giving them another slow, teasing lick, he lowered his
muzzle, the wolf leaning back even as Redtail had done. Again, the fox found himself confronted with
something he had never done before. But
this time, as the wolf's tailhole came into view, he felt no hesitation. He was going to give Greystone back as much
of the pleasure he had provided as he could.
Moving forward, Redtail allowed the tip of his tongue to touch the
wolf's pucker and at once the other fur gasped, a deep, pleased gasp and the
fox grinned, pressing his tongue in a circle, tracing the outline of the hole
and the wolf shivered, a broad smile on his lips. Drawing in another breath of wolf musk, the
fox pressed his tongue back and forth across the flesh, occasionally swirling
it in a circle and the wolf began to pant, his penis twitching and jerking,
obviously very close to cumming, but not there just yet. Redtail considered stroking the wolf's shaft
as Greystone had done to him, but he didn't dare, not with what he wanted; the
wolf was too close to climax already.
Then, a moment later, one of the wolf's hands landed on Redtail's head
between his ears, the fingers running through his hair and he chuckled softly,
continuing his treatment. The wolf
obviously didn't mind being so close, so why not prolong it a little more?
 But,
finally, after a few more passes of his tongue, Redtail found that, while
Greystone didn't mind being so close, he was too eager to taste one more thing
before the end to prolong it much more and he backed up, his heart hammering
all the harder in his chest. As he
repositioned, nuzzling the wolf's knot, he took another breath, trying without
success to calm his racing heart. It was
as if all he had already done, from practically seducing the handsome Greystone
to going so far as to explore the wolf's most intimate places with his tongue
had somehow been merely an intro. But he
felt somehow that if he did this last thing, the thing that he was eager to do,
it would be as if a turning point had been reached, that things could never be
the same for him. But then, as he opened
his mouth and licked the wolf's shaft ever so slightly one more time, guiding
it with one hand towards his jaws, he found himself asking himself if he really
cared. And the answer that came from his
mind as the wolf's shaft once again entered his maw, was a resounding no. Grinning, the fox closed his lips about the
penis and began sucking once more, swirling his tongue this way and that. He could feel Greystone's muscles tensing up
beneath his hands as he worked the shaft, bobbing his head slowly up and
down. Then, after a very short time, the
wolf sucked in a deep breath, his jaw setting hard and Redtail felt his eyes go
wide in eager surprise as the wolf's balls jumped up against the base of his
sheath.
 When
the first jet of white seed shot from the wolf's tip, spraying against the back
of the fox's throat, accompanying a gasp of pleasure and release from
Greystone, Redtail felt his lips forming a ready smile, the taste of the wolf
cum filling his mind as it pooled on his tongue. If he had thought that the lupine's pre was a
taste sensation, this blew the notion right out of his mind. It tasted sweet, salty, musky, but more than
anything, it tasted like the wolf, which was what made him smile. Jet after jet of seed sprayed into his
vulpine jaws and he began to swallow, a little at a time, just enough to keep
his muzzle from overflowing, prolonging the moments of the wonderful
taste. Finally, he felt the shaft in his
muzzle stop bucking and he saw the wolf's posture slump, his chest heaving, a
broad smile on his lips, a smile that seemed almost familiar. Then, finally, Redtail took two big swallows,
clearing the heavenly fluid from his jaws.
But he didn't pull off the wolf just yet, gently swirling his tongue around
its length, suckling the last of the wolf's seed from his tip. Only when the delicious taste had started to
fade did he finally allow the wolfhood to slip from his lips. When the fox licked his chops, the wolf
chuckled, using his trembling muscles to push himself towards the fox, sliding
into the hot, bubbling water with him.
 "Thank
you.” Greystone whispered as he pulled
the fox into a tight hug. "You have no idea how bad I wanted you to do that.”
 "You
are welcome.” Redtail replied, kissing the wolf softly. "It was the least I
could do, considering what you did for me.”
 "No,”
Greystone said, gently pulling the fox down into the water so they were neck
deep in the tub, the wolf gently maneuvering them over to the side, where the
curve of the seat more resembled a lounge. "It was more than that, so much
more. I would have been content simply
making you happy.”
 "I
am happy.” Redtail insisted, allowing the wolf to settle in against the side of
the tub before he joined him, pressing their chests together as they lay
lengthwise in the tub, nuzzling the wolf's neck and wondering what this was all
about.
 "But
you have made me happier than you can understand.” The wolf said, nuzzling the
fox's chin and hugging him close. "And
so I thank you.”
 "I
bet you say that to everyone you do this with.” Redtail replied, feeling a
little awkward with the way the wolf was treating what they had done.
 "No,”
the wolf said, finally smiling. "I have served as a masseur to a bunch of Onyx
members, and though they offered, and many tried, you are the only one I have
done this with, the only one I even wanted to do this with.”
 "I'm
flattered.” Redtail said, grinning as well and moving in for another kiss,
surprised to find that it was true. When
their muzzles met in a deep, loving kiss, the fading tastes of each other's
seed mingling in the embrace of their tongues, Redtail felt an immense warmth
well up inside him, a warmth he had only felt once before, in the arms of a
woman he had once imagined would be the one for him, the one who he would
marry. When they broke off their kiss,
the two furs snuggling in tight to one another, the fox smiled. It was far too early for such feelings to be
true, but, as he luxuriated in the arms of the wolf, he felt himself hoping
that they would remain.
 "You
know,” Greystone said after a silent minute of cuddling. "I am going to have to
finish that massage sometime.”
 "Later,”
Redtail replied, laughter in his voice. "We have all weekend...”


 
  Living the Daydream
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continued from 'Massaging the soul...'



 Redtail
lounged back in the hammock, looking up at the few feathery clouds that drifted
by above him, his hands folded on his chest, his legs crossed at the
ankles. Letting out a pleased sigh, he
allowed himself a smile; it had been quite a day, to say the least. Shaking his head and chuckling slightly, the
red furred fox marveled at that thought.
This place, this day, had been a dream come true; from the moment he had
first tasted the Foxfire, he had dwelled within a fantasy made real. A day?
How could it only be a day? It
seemed like weeks, months even. There
were even a few moments today where he had truthfully begun to feel that this
was what he always had been, and this was where he had always lived. As if being a human was merely a very
strange, and very long lasting dream.
Such thoughts were nonsense of course, but still, it was fun to indulge
the possibility. It certainly would have
been wonderful if that were the case. He
was utterly content, the stress that had brought him here nothing more than a
distant, and un-mourned, memory, something that belonged to the world outside
this valley; somewhere in the vague past.
Here, now, was what really mattered.


 Even
as he watched, the clouds were just starting to take on the hues of the sun
that was setting behind the ridge, and he drew in a deep, sweet scented breath
of air, nice and slow to savor it. Even
breathing was a fulfilling activity here, the cool mountain air filled with so
many scents, he could have gladly spent the entire weekend sorting through
them. He could smell the trees that
surrounded the small cabin spa, the sweet wild grass, the many aromas of the
myriad wildflowers and undergrowth. He
could smell the fragrance of the rich loam of mountain soil, enriched with
endless years of pine needles and leaves; he could even smell the faint scents
of the rocks that dotted the ridge. But
more pleasant by far, were the scents coming from inside the cabin. The savory tang of onions sautéing, the
earthy aroma of mushrooms simmering in butter and garlic, the delicate scent of
the mixed greens of a salad, and the utterly delicious savor of spiced meat
charring, all blending together to make his stomach growl eagerly, his mouth
watering. But gloriously omnipresent was
the scent of Greystone, the wolf's aroma seeming to cling to Redstone's orange
robe and to his fur beneath it. Not that
that was particularly surprising, considering how the pair had spent most of
their time that day.


 After
doing what they had done on the edge of the hot tub in the morning, they had
spent about an hour snuggling close in the hot water, lazily exploring one
another in the bubbling liquid. They had
talked softly about this and that, neither eager to break the wonderful
closeness they had felt. Mostly, they
had talked about existential, but inconsequential things, especially the joy of
suddenly being anthros, and how different everything seemed like this. Greystone had told him that even though he
did it every day he came to work, it never got old, waking up to find himself
transformed as uplifting and eye opening as the first time, a description that
made Redtail feel a little jealous. He
had even contemplated asking Greystone how much it would cost to become a
full-fledged Oynx member, but he had forgotten his question quickly, the wolf's
earlier joke about wasting what time he had with worries having sunk in. Then, finally, long after their paw pads had
gotten pruney, they had climbed out of the tub and sat on the couch for a while,
air drying their fur, gently brushing each other's pelts with their finger tips
when it stuck up in odd places, continuing their easy chatting. Once they were at least mostly dry, they
settled in on opposite ends of the comfy couch, their talk turning to the
recent football game of all things, Redtail not at all surprised that the wolf
was a fan of the same team he was; nothing about the wolf surprised him
anymore.


 But,
as their talk had wandered through the game, and the team and the sport in
general, the pair had gradually shifted closer together, as if some silent
signal was drawing them together.
Finally, sitting close enough together that they were practically
sharing the middle cushion, the pair had changed position without a word or a
glance to confirm what they wanted; that hadn't even broken the thread of their
conversation. By the time they were done
talking about the game, they were spooning in a bright ray of warm sunshine as
it came in through the balcony door, Greystone tucked up against Redtail's
back, holding the fox close, their tails wrapping about one another. They had snuggled like that for a long time,
fingers intertwined, their talk completely different from the intimacy of the
embrace; very casual, the speech of two friends more than anything, drifting
from one subject to another, until they had both fallen silent, dozing away
what remained of the morning in a pleasant fashion.


 Smiling
broadly at the memory, Redtail stretched a bit, luxuriating in the lingering
remnant of the sensation of absolute comfort that came from lying in that
position, feeling his companion's breath caress his fur from behind, his body
enfolding his own in a close embrace.
And strangely, unlike in the tub when he had felt the overpowering urge
for sex, Redtail had felt nothing of the sort during the long stretch of
spooning, despite the intimate nature of their naked embrace. Almost, it was as if the act of snuggling and
just being close had overridden it, even if they were physically even closer
than before. Twitching one of his ears
towards the balcony door, picking out Greystone's voice from among the sizzling
coming from the kitchen, humming a tune while he cooked, the fox closed his
eyes to listen, returning his thoughts to the day they had spent together.


 The
pair had finally roused themselves from their dozing sometime around noon, when
their stomachs started to growl. Though
Redtail had offered to help, the handsome wolf had waved him off, proceeding to
whip up a fantastic lunch of gourmet sandwiches, coleslaw and truffle french fries
all from scratch in no time flat, showing a mastery of the kitchen that the fox
had watched with wonder. After they had
dined, sitting at the counter side by side, talking and joking the whole time,
Greystone had suggested that they go for a walk outside, saying that he had
something he wanted Redtail to see.
Although he had been a little hesitant of walking around outside as an
anthro fox at first, somehow feeling that his whole experience should remain
private, hidden from everyone, the idea of walking in the sunshine of the
beautiful valley with Greystone also held so much appeal that it kind of shot
that whole concern to pieces. In a
strange way, though he and Greystone had only shared a few hours together, the
fox wanted to be seen with him, to show off in a way.


 The
thing that Greystone wanted to show him had turned out to be a pleasant garden
that seemed to sprawl between the stands of pine and aspen beyond the
cabin-spas, far enough back to be hidden from the view of the main building. As the pair had strolled along the path that
bordered it, wearing their robes again for the sake of basic modesty, their
bare paw pads comfortable enough on the soft earth, Redtail had found that
there were many other furs of many species that had had the same idea as them,
a few off by themselves, but most in couples or trios. They had even passed a wide meadow of sun
dappled grass where at least a dozen furs were curled up together in a great
snuggly heap, dozing or chatting softly.
The fox had also caught hints of even more walking or sitting beneath
the stands of trees, well off the path, but one common element that united all
of them, regardless of species, was that all seemed very happy, and utterly
comfortable with themselves and their companions, their scents all carrying a
pleasant tingle he instantly associated with joy and contentment, but most of
all, of belonging, almost a scent of home.


 As
the path led them on a loop back towards their spa, Redtail and Greystone had
passed the radiant snow leopard that had waved to the fox earlier, arm in arm
with a lovely tiger, the female pair greeting the lupine and vulpine couple
cheerily as they walked by in the other direction, a knowing look in their eyes
that had made Redtail blush. Clearly,
they knew exactly what was going on between the two of them, though they were
walking around like friends, not lovers.
Soon after, at about the point when Redtail had figured they were at the
far end of the garden from where they started, the pair had passed a meadow in
which a pair of dragons were seated, leaning back against the bole of a huge
pine, the large, muscular male's arms holding the slimmer female that was
currently sleeping in his lap while he looked upward contemplatively at the
deep blue sky. But when the grey and red
pair were nearly past him, his gaze had flicked downward and caught Redtail's
eyes. When he saw him, the blue and
violet scales around his mouth had almost twinkled in the sunlight as he gave
Redtail a very familiar grin, winking at him as he did so.


 As
they had neared their spa-cabin again, and the fox caught sight of the main
building in the distance, a sudden thought had occurred to him and he had asked
Greystone if any of the human visitors to the spa had ever found the garden and
the furs, but the wolf had laughed, shaking his head. He explained that, when humans came to the
Realm, they came to be pampered and treated like royalty, relaxing the days
away and being waited on, not hiking around the valley. And as far as outsiders went, not only was it
so remote that no one came near it, but the owner of the Realm also owned the
entire valley and the ridges around it, and posted it all as private
property. People tended not to ignore
that sort of thing up here. Giving a
grin at the wolf's explanation, the fox had let the subject drop.


 At
last, when they had shut the door of their place behind them, Greystone had
commented that he had to at least pretend that he was still working, and
Redtail had assented to finishing the massage at last, the fox immediately
discarding his clothing once again, the wolf following suit with an easy
grin. Of course, it wasn't strictly
necessary that either of them be naked to finish with the massage, but, as
Greystone had remarked before they had climbed into the hot tub, neither saw
the point in extraneous clothing anymore.
Finally, with the fox sitting on the edge of the couch once again,
Greystone had begun with his feet, washing the foot pads and fur before starting
in with his kneading once again, the wolf's magic fingers working on both feet
at once. The massage of Redtail's legs
and abdomen, all that was left for the wolf to finish, actually took twice as
long as the whole rest of the massage had, though that was more Redtail's fault
then that of the masseur.


 He
couldn't help himself really. The
massage and having Greystone so close was such a pleasant experience that he
felt he had to share his pleasure with his partner, interrupting the process
almost every time the wolf finished with a muscle to give him a tender kiss, or
else an affectionate nuzzle. And when
the lupine had directed him to lay back so he could work on his abs and chest,
the fox had complied...only to pull the wolf up into a warm hug to snuggle for a
few minutes instead, the slightly awkward positioning not mattering to either
of them. It almost became a game to him,
a game which Greystone had seemed no less eager to play. When the wolf had finally pronounced himself
satisfied that he had gotten everywhere, Redtail had been almost disappointed,
though that feeling had faded fast, as Greystone had immediately slid up onto
the couch with him, guiding him onto his side and snuggling up so they were
chest to chest once more, nuzzling and licking the fox's neck softly.


 And
finally, in that most intimate position, Redtail had felt the familiar stirring
in his loins, his sheath starting to stiffen up, his tip making its presence
known to his companion, who showed a similar shift in his mood, pressing their
sheathes together sensuously between them, grinding gently. This time though, it wasn't like before, with
the two of them becoming aroused so quickly that they rushed right into
it. This time, the feeling had been more
subtle, almost gradual, the pair's nuzzling becoming gentle kissing, then
equally gentle frenching, their members slowly grinding against one another as
they grew. But then, after a good half
an hour of teasing one another, just when things looked to be getting a whole
lot more serious, Redtail's stomach decided to announce that it had an agenda
other than getting it on with the sexy lupine, growling loudly enough that even
Greystone could hear it.


 The
pair had looked at Redtail's stomach in surprise, then met each other's gaze
once more for a moment, disbelief in their gaze. At the same time, they had both started
laughing, finding the timing of the outburst hilarious. Giving Redtail one last, deep kiss, Greystone
had reluctantly commented that he probably should be starting on cooking
dinner, gently rubbing the fox's belly as if to soothe it into silence. After all, he had said, they had all night to
pick up where they had left off. The
wolf had sent an unsatisfied, but very hungry, Redtail out onto the deck while
he cooked dinner, saying he didn't want to be distracted while he was in the
kitchen, and risk ruining the food. And
that statement was the one and only reason why Redtail was now lounging out
here, rather than being inside with Greystone.
Though he had draped the robe around his shoulders for a measure of modesty,
he hadn't even bothered tying it closed when he came outside onto the deck,
enjoying the breeze flitting through his sensitive pelt, the pleasant sensation
distracting him from both his hunger and his disappointment at having their
interlude cut short.


 Just
as the sun set the western sky on fire as it sank beneath the mountains,
Redtail found himself marveling once more at how he felt. By all rights, he should have been feeling
freaked out. After all, he wasn't even
the same species as he had been when he got up that morning, something that
should have been more than a little shocking to him. Then, there was the fact that he had woken up
being given a massage by someone he had never met before, a guy no less,
another novel experience, and that wasn't even including the snuggling and
intimacy that they had spent the day enjoying, or the mutual attraction they
had given in to earlier. But that was
the thing... No matter how many
'shoulds' he could come up with, nothing about this seemed odd, the feeling
nowhere to be seen. Being Redtail felt
just as natural to him, no, scratch that, far more natural, than being his
human self did, as if this was what he was supposed to have been all along. Greystone's massage had been one of the best,
nonsexual things he had ever felt in his life, something he wished he could
have had any of the other times he had felt stressed in the last few
years. Most of all, spending the day
being intimate and cozy with Greystone had been far from unpleasant; it hadn't
even been awkward. As a matter of fact,
Greystone was hands down the most wonderful companion he had ever spent a day
with, with the only exception being Chris, the pair's near lifelong friendship
having made them utterly comfortable with one another. And as far as his more naughty desires
went...well, he couldn't honestly say he felt remotely reluctant to pursue
them.


 "Redtail,”
Greystone called softly, shaking him out of his reverie. Looking up, the fox found that the lupine had
silently appeared at the balcony door, wearing an apron over his nudity.
"Dinner is ready.”


 "Coming!”
Redtail replied, scrambling to swing his legs out from the comfortable hammock
and almost tipping the whole thing over in the process. Ignoring Greystone's amused grin as he turned
back inside the cabin, giving the fox a very nice view of his toned butt and
tail, Redtail hurried to the door, following the lupine inside. As he slid the door shut behind him, an
absolutely mouth watering scent worked its way to his nose and he turned
around, the question of what was on the menu dying on the tip of his tongue at
the sight that greeted his eyes.
Greystone had dimmed the lights of the living room down almost to a
twilight setting, and a soft music was playing from somewhere, a smooth sort of
jazz, the atmosphere eminently similar to the sort of high quality restaurants
one went to on important dates. Two
chairs were all that remained by the counter, having been placed on either side
of the space, and between them were place settings lit by candles. The delicious scents turned out to be coming
from bone-in ribeye steaks, smothered in mushrooms and onions, salads and
roasted potatoes on the side, but the thing that truly gave him pause in that
moment was his companion.


 Somehow,
in the time it had taken Redtail to negotiate the hammock and the door, the
wolf had discarded the apron somewhere and slipped his green robe loosely
around himself once more. But, seated as
he was, on the kitchen side of the counter, his white hair radiant in the
candlelight, his grey fur seeming darkened by comparison, he seemed somehow
even more handsome than usual, and more than a little mysterious. After a moment or two of silence, the wolf
smiled warmly, giving a slight chuckle at his companion's stunned demeanor. Finally, as if the gentle laugh had shaken it
loose, the fox found his voice once again, a hundred thoughts all scrambling to
get out at once and he blurted out the first thing that came to mind.


 "Wow...”
He said brilliantly, the single, stunned syllable all he could manage, the rest
lost in the jumble of the tongue tie.
Looking pleased at his reaction, the wolf stood from his chair and came
around the counter, gesturing to the other chair with his hand. As he moved to sit down, Redtail could feel his
heart start hammering in his chest, in a way he had only ever felt once before,
the very first time he had taken a crush on a real, fancy date, late in his
college career. But this wasn't quite as
awkward as that occasion had been. It
was more comfortable for one, lacking the almost painful edge of nervousness he
had felt on that occasion. But the
feeling of being here was also more intense, the pounding in his chest growing
so strong he wouldn't have been surprised if the wolf could hear it.


 Blushing
shyly, Redtail took his seat, Greystone politely pushing his chair up against
the back of his legs before moving to take his own seat once more. After they were seated, Redtail looked at his
companion over the counter and felt the drumming beat of his heart get harder,
becoming almost painful. Seeing his
gaze, the wolf simply smiled once again, reaching out and taking one of the
fox's hands. That simple, gentle touch
did something very strange to the vulpine.
The hammering of his heart faded, but he could feel the blush burning
away even stronger beneath his fur, and, as the wolf gently stroked his thumb
on the top of the fox's hand, he felt the feeling in his chest change
altogether. Now, it wasn't the hammering
of anticipation; instead, his heart seemed to ache instead. More than anything in the world, in that
moment, he wanted to be with the wolf.


 It
wasn't a sexual urge per say, though that was certainly still on his mind. He wanted to hold the wolf, and be held in
return, to lie close, to snuggle the night away as they had done for the
morning. Most of all, he wanted to fall
asleep beside him, and wake the next morning to his handsome face beside
him. Smiling warmly at Greystone,
Redtail gently gave his hand a squeeze, the look in the ice blue eyes
obvious. What he was feeling didn't need
saying. It was simply...understood. And that understanding made everything
suddenly seem comfortable once more, even the ache in his heart becoming nearly
pleasant. Then, suddenly, the wolf's
eyes went wide in amazement and he let go of the fox's hand, reaching under the
counter to pull out a wine bottle.


 "I
almost forgot.” the wolf said, clearing his throat, his voice kind of shaky as
he reached for the corkscrew. "I picked
this up for you, and I wanted it to be a surprise. I guess it worked so well that I even
surprised myself...” Pouring some of the
deep red wine into both of their glasses as Redtail chuckled in reply to the
joke, he set the bottle between them, then picked up the glass, holding it out
towards the fox. "To a wonderful meal.”


 "With
wonderful company.” Redtail replied, completing the familiar toast, grinning
broadly and tapping the rim of their glasses together with the musical tone of
pure crystal. Sipping the deep burgundy
liquid, the fox felt his eyes go wide, looking at the glass in surprise. Although he had never been a wine snob, he
knew enough to remember the taste of wines that he had enjoyed in the past, and
this was one that he most certainly recognized.
It was a malbec from Argentina, strong flavored, but not so strong that
it tasted chewy, subtle fruity notes underlying the iron-y bit; a perfect
accompaniment for steak. Setting the
glass down and turning the bottle to see the label, his smile widened, looking
at the wolf once more, truly amazed. The
lupine paused, seeing his gaze, his knife halfway through cutting a strip from
the meat.


 "What
is it?” Greystone asked, concerned.


 "Alright,
I have to ask...” Redtail stated, picking up his own knife and starting to
slice off a section of his own steak.
"Knowing my fursona is one thing, but how did you know this was my
favorite wine? Almost no one knows
that.”


 "Oh.”
Greystone said, grinning almost shyly as his hands easily finished the slice
with the sharp knife without the wolf looking.
"A friend clued me in.”


 "I
don't think I believe you.” Redtail replied suspiciously, noticing the slight
shift in his companion's gaze, but the wolf just popped the bite into his
mouth, his smile easy. Shrugging
inwardly, the fox followed suit and the surprise of the wine was instantly put
out of his mind as unimportant. The
surface of the ribeye had been spiced just right and seared, leaving just the
right amount of char, but the inside was red and juicy, with the smooth, almost
buttery taste that only the highest quality, well marbled beef had; in a word,
perfect. As he chewed the heavenly bite,
Redtail found himself having to fight back the urge to pick up the hot steak
with his bare paws and wolf the whole thing down in as few bites as possible.


 He
had always enjoyed steak, and in his opinion, few things were as good as a
quality bone-in ribeye. But, either
Greystone's ability in the kitchen surpassed that of the other chefs that had
cooked for him, or maybe it was this place and the form he now bore, but it was
like his taste buds had never tasted steak before. It tasted so succulent and delicious that
even the brief span between bites was too long for his taste buds. Seeing the fox dig into his steak with
pleased gusto, the wolf's smile became almost coy, his tone playful.


 "So,
how is your steak?” He asked nonchalantly and Redtail glared over at him, his
mouth full. Hurrying to swallow, the red
furred fox finally managed to reply, reaching for his wine to wash down the
mouthful.


 "Terrible,
obviously.” Redtail replied, his joking tone making Greystone snicker. Setting his wine glass back down, he
continued with a sad shake of his head.
"I think you have ruined steak forever for me.”


 "Oh,
nonsense.” Greystone said, eating his meat with restraint, though the fox could
see his mouth watering between bites, even as his own did. "I may be good in the kitchen, but it's
really the Realm's fault. Only the best
for the private spas.”


 "'Good
in the kitchen'?” Redtail repeated, his eyes wide in surprise at the wolf's
self deprecating manner. "If you ever
get tired of working here, I am sure you could find work at a steakhouse. Like... at a five-star resort somewhere, for
instance.”


 "Well,
thank you.” Greystone replied, smiling across the counter at his companion, a
blush barely visible beneath his fur.
"But I'm content here; where else can I be like this while I work?”


 "I
guess you have a good point.” the fox stated, reaching for the bottle of wine
to refill his glass. The pair continued
their meal for a while in silence, attending to their food, until their plates
were looking rather empty and the wine was nearly gone, a surprisingly short
time later. Finally, as the orange light
of the dying afternoon sun was creeping across the floor of the spa cabin
towards where the pair were sitting, Redtail looked up from his plate and
paused, his fork poised over one of the few chunks of steak left on his
plate. In that moment, despite the fact
he still had more wonderful food to eat, the tastes, as delicious as they were,
were instantly shunted to the back of his mind, something a little more
important taking their place. The light
outside must have sunk down to just the right height, because the red orange
rays seemed to illuminate Greystone, shining on him and nothing else.


 The
wolf's white hair seemed to glow like the coals of a campfire, and every shade
of his fur seemed to stand out, the lighter shades becoming bright and
beautiful, the darker ones deepening.
But that was not what held Redtail's attention. Just as the vulpine had looked at him, the
wolf had looked up in return and once again, Redtail found his eyes caught by
his ice blue gaze. The wolf's eyes were
as deep and warm as they ever had been, the same gentle, satisfied expression
on his face making it seem like nothing could have made him happier than what
he was doing in that moment. But this
time... This time, there was something else, something almost hidden beneath
the satisfaction. Not for the first
time, Redtail felt a moment of recognition, just a brief flash of
familiarity. He knew what that look was,
though it took him a moment to put his finger on it. It looked almost like regret, as if the wolf
was sorry something was happening, though that couldn't be it, could it? What could he possibly feel sorry for? After a moment, the handsome lupine broke the
gaze, looking down at his plate, toying with a bite of steak for a moment and
Redtail frowned, the sudden urge to comfort the wolf coming over him. Reaching out across the counter, the fox
gently took Greystone's free hand, the wolf looking back up at him in
surprise. Smiling reassuringly, Redtail
spoke softly to his companion.


 "Hey,
are you ok?” He asked and the wolf grinned.


 "Of
course I am.” the lupine replied, his tone sounding surprised at the
question. "Why wouldn't I be?”


 "Something
is on your mind.” Redtail persisted, giving the paw in his grasp a gentle
squeeze. "I can see it. Come on, you can tell me. I promise, whatever it is, I will help you
deal with it. It's the least I can do.”


 "It's
nothing.” The wolf stated, his expression almost seeming to melt with
warmth. "Anyway, I'm supposed to be
taking care of you this weekend, not the other way around.”


 "I
don't care.” Redtail replied, feeling his heart skip a beat at the wolf's
expression. Taking a breath into lungs
that suddenly seemed inadequate, the fox felt his heart start to pick up its
pace once more, "You deserve to be as happy as I am.”


 "Thank
you.” Greystone said, returning the gentle squeeze, the blush returning beneath
his fur. "But it really is nothing.”


 Despite
the wolf's assurances to the contrary, the fox could feel the wolf's paw
trembling in his grasp and, when he felt that, all thoughts of the meal and the
wonderful day they had spent together were put out of his mind. That simple impression decided it, something
he doubted he would have noticed before becoming Redtail. As incredible a meal as this was, as
unforgettable as the Realm was, it all paled beside the wolf, and there was
nothing, nothing at all, that he wouldn't do to ensure the lupine was as happy
as it was possible to be. That sudden,
all encompassing desire even removed the need to talk. Instead, he rose to his feet, letting go of
the wolf paw for a moment, leaning down to blow out the candles so the last
rays of sun were all that lit the room.
Then, smiling encouragingly, Redtail took the wolf's hand once more,
tugging him gently, but irresistibly, to a standing position. He didn't have a plan exactly, didn't even
know what he was going to do in the next moment, but he didn't care. It didn't matter. With the same smile mirrored on their
muzzles, the pair moved together in the twilight, Redtail nestling his nose
into the warm grey fur of the wolf's neck.


 Slipping
his arms around the wolf's warm body, the fox nuzzled the hollow of his throat,
taking a deep breath of the wolf's welcoming scent. The wolf returned the hug at nearly the same
moment, giving a content sigh as he nuzzled the fox's ears. The pair held that position for a long few
moments as the dying sunlight became red and orange around them, highlighting
the couple as they held one another, snuggling in close. Then, Redtail pulled back slightly from the
warm embrace to look at his companion's face once more, searching for the
guilt, the discomfort that the wolf hid so well. But, when he looked the wolf in his deep blue
eyes, he found himself lost instead in their mesmerizing depths once again and
he surrendered to the urge that suddenly welled up in him. Moving gently, he kissed Greystone again, the
wolf returning the sweet embrace of their muzzles, their tongues meeting
softly, the pair's embrace tightening once more. The kiss lasted long, the pair gently
stroking each other's back through their robes.
Then, finally, Redtail took the next step, breaking the kiss but not his
embrace, the fox lowering his head so his ears framed the wolf's snout, both
breathing fast, the passionate embrace having left them breathless. Sliding his hands around the wolf's strong
body, Redtail slipped his hands beneath the light green robe, his dull claws
teasing the wolf's ribs, making him shiver.
Pushing his hands outward, Redtail easily slid the robe off of
Greystone's shoulders, the garment forming a puddle at his feet and the fox
nuzzled the revealed line of the wolf's collarbone, his warm scent making him
smile.


 Greystone
let out a soft gasp as Redtail kissed his throat, his paws sliding eagerly
beneath the fox's robe, the orange silk sliding off his red fur in near
silence, and the pair were naked once again, framed in the orange sunset. Then, Redtail sucked in a surprised gasp, his
eyes opening to find one of Greystone's hands gently trailing up his thigh,
cupping his balls and sheath. Looking up
once more, he found a smile on the wolf's face that spoke wordless volumes, the
lupine's paw gently stroking the vulpine shaft, the fox shuddering at the
sensation. Heart hammering thunder in
his ears once more, Redtail slid a hand around from the wolf's grey back,
caressing his wolfhood with his soft paw pad, moving into another utterly
gentle kiss. For a moment, the pair
gently stroked one another, their tongues meeting in their muzzles, then,
Redtail forced himself to break the embrace, a shudder passing through him as
their lips parted.


 Though
it took him all the self-control he possessed, the fox reached down and gently
removed the wolf's hand from his member, smiling seductively as he took a step
away from the wolf, tugging him towards the bedroom. Smiling warmly, the expression on his
handsome face making the fox's heart melt, Greystone followed, allowing the fox
to lead the way, though both knew what the other intended. The bedroom was only dimly lit when Redtail
stepped into it, but they wouldn't need the light, not for this. Turning back as Greystone passed through the
threshold, the fox gently pulled the wolf to him again, wrapping him in his
arms once again, kissing the lupine lovingly, shivering at the sensation of the
wolf's fur against his own, their arousal heightening every delightful
sensation. The kiss only lasted a
moment, the excitement Redtail felt making it hard to breathe. Greystone wasn't precisely helpful in that
moment, the wolf grinding his hips against the fox, his silk soft fur caressing
his sensitive member and he sucked in a shuddering breath, clinging tightly to
the wolf, his knees getting shaky.


 "I
want you so bad Redtail.” the wolf whispered, his voice so quiet, as if he were
imparting a great secret to his vulpine companion. And once again, Redtail felt any hesitation
vanish in an instant, because the wolf's voice trembled, the lupine shivering
in his arms with nervous anticipation.
And finally, Redtail got to say it, the one thing he had been longing to
tell the wolf from the beginning.


 "Then
you can have me.” He whispered in reply, leaning back a little to meet the ice
blue gaze once more. The wolf seemed
surprised by his open statement and the fox smiled, caressing his cheek gently
with one hand. "I've wanted you to since
the moment I first kissed you.” The
wolf's broad, relieved smile made Redtail's heart soar to the heavens and he
kissed him once more. A moment later, he
let out a muffled gasp in surprise, the wolf having maneuvered him backward
against the bed, gently tipping him onto its soft, smooth surface so Greystone
was on top, straddling his hips.
Nuzzling him once more, the wolf rested his weight on his elbows so the
fox was free to move.


 "You
should scoot up a bit.” The wolf whispered, their aroused members pressing
against one another, the intimate sensation making the vulpine reluctant to
move. For a moment, the urge to stay in
place warred with his desires for more, and the fox finally settled for
both. Pressing up with his hips so his
penis ground sensuously against Greystone's, the fox scooted upward with his
elbows, making the wolf shiver as he prolonged the contact. Giggling softly at the wolf's expression, the
fox finally stopped moving, his head resting on the pillow, looking up at
Greystone as if daring him to comment.


 Glaring
playfully at the fox in a way that said he wasn't at all upset at his actions,
the wolf moved up as well, nuzzling the fox's neck before moving down to his
chest, his muzzle finding its way to Redtail's right nipple. The fox gasped, his back arching as the
wolf's tongue flicked out, gently teasing the nub of flesh. The vulpine's human self had never
particularly enjoyed having his nipples played with, but that had never felt
like this. Greystone's tongue was like a
lightning bolt, sending rivers of sensation racing through him, making him
shudder, his right hand landing on the wolf's shoulder, clenching tight on a
clump of fur and the wolf chuckled softly, gently sucking on the nub, his front
teeth delicately nibbling on the exposed flesh, making Redtail quake beneath
him, his muscles quaking and jerking.
The wolf was merciless in his teasing, releasing the flesh just as the
fox was starting to get used to the sensations, only to move to the other side
to start over again. But, as Redtail was
gritting his teeth, his eyes squeezing shut at the feeling, the wolf suddenly
moved on, making the vulpine eyes snap open, the fox sucking in a sharp breath
at the sudden touch of the lupine's tongue on the tip of his shaft.


 Grinning
up at him, the wolf played his tongue across the fox's shaft almost lazily,
lapping up the pre that oozed from its point, one hand gently encircling his
knot, giving it an equally gentle squeeze.
Redtail was already panting, his heart racing so fast it almost hurt,
and he started to say something, to warn the wolf about it, but even as he
tried, the lupine dipped his head down, sliding the fox's hard shaft into his
muzzle slowly, all the way down to the base in one long, smooth motion, and
Redtail found his words taken up by a deep, passionate moan, his head falling
back onto the pillow. The wolf seemed to
be moving in slow motion, gently sucking the fox's cock, making him shudder,
his hands clenching up on the bed spread so tight he wondered if he was going
to tear it. Letting out a deep groan,
Redtail clenched his muscles, resisting with all his might, and the lupine
chuckled again, gently backing off the fox's member, the shaft slipping from
his muzzle slowly, inch by inch. Then,
after what seemed like forever, the tip of the throbbing shaft slipped from his
jaws and the wolf planted a delicate kiss on the tip, scooting down even
further, licking the fox's knot on his way past. After a moment, he licked Redtail's furry
balls, swirling them this way and that with his talented tongue and the fox
felt the impending climax back off a little, the sensation half arousing, half
relaxing.


 And
then, the wolf's tongue was back, this time pressing against his tailhole once
more, swirling around the muscular ring and the fox shuddered, a broad smile
spreading across his lips as he raised his legs to give the wolf better
access. Before, Greystone had rimmed him
just enough to tease him, to make him aroused, but this time the wolf kept at
it, his saliva slicking the fox's butt and Redtail eagerly pressed his hips
against his muzzle, every swirl and swipe of the tongue sending a wave of
pleasure through him. Redtail let out a
second moan, louder this time, as the wolf's tongue tip suddenly pressed a
little harder, as if trying to work its way inside him and the fox clenched his
hands all the tighter on the bed spread.
This was so close to what he had been waiting for from the beginning,
and he felt his member start throbbing with anticipation, though a chill
started to wash over him, the icy sensation of nervous doubt. He certainly wanted it badly enough, wanted
the wolf to top him so much that if he had still had control over his voice, he
would have been begging by now, not lying there moaning. But despite his desire to give himself to the
wolf completely, there was still a note of hesitation. He had never had anything up there before,
and he had read plenty of stories, enough to know that it would hurt the first
time, especially if he wasn't slick enough.


 That
thought finally gave him pause and he turned his head, forcing his eyes to open
despite the rapidly building climax, trying to spy anything they could use as
lube, but there was nothing around.
Trying once again to summon the will to talk, he raised his head,
looking down at his lover only to find him shifting position once more, smiling
eagerly up at him. The wolf's muzzle was
poised over the fox's member once more, his tongue already swirling around his
knot. But this time, the wolf was also
stroking him with one hand, his other paw gently rubbing the tip and the fox
realized at once what the wolf was intending.
The idea was so arousing that he cut loose without even realizing he had
done it. All of a sudden, Redtail let
out a shuddering moan, panting as his penis started to throb in the wolf's
grasp. Greystone stopped his licking at
once, catching the white spurts of fox seed in his palm as the vulpine's hips
bucked into his hands. The climax was
just as intense as it had been in the morning, the wolf's incredibly talented
mouth and hands sending him into a shuddering ecstasy, his eyes squeezing
shut. It was all he could do to hold
still, his fists clenching onto the bedspread for dear life, as if the climax
might send him flying. Then, at last,
Redtail let out a gasp, his hands unclenching, his hips finally settling back
down on the bed, the wolf gently stroking his member a few times, coaxing the
last few drops of the climax into his palm before letting go of the fox's
privates. Shuddering, Redtail laid back
and felt his muscles relax, the euphoria of his peak robbing him of the
were-with-all to move. Panting for
breath, the fox managed to rise up a little bit onto his elbows, looking down
at the wolf with a satisfied expression on his face.


 "You
are really good at that, you know?” Redtail whispered and Greystone grinned at
him, rubbing his erect wolfhood with the handful of fox seed. Then, the wolf looked at him expectantly, the
tip of his tongue suggestively tracing its way around his chops. At once, Redtail's cock was hard again, the
fox eagerly forcing his shaky muscles to move.
He probably could have laid there the way he was and made it easy on
himself, but this moment wasn't just about him.
Managing at last to turn over, the fox got up on his knees, moving so he
was on all fours, eagerly lifting his tail, offering his rear to the wolf. Greystone smiled, reaching out and rubbing
some of Redtail's own seed on the fox's tailhole, making him shiver at the
feeling.


 "Are
you sure you want to do this?” The wolf asked, his voice husky with desire and
yet filled with concern, and Redtail looked back over his shoulder, smiling
gently, giving a single nod of confirmation.
"Try and relax, ok?” Taking a
deep breath, Redtail did as he was told, willing his muscles not to tense as
the wolf pressed one finger against his tailhole. For a few moments, Redtail's body resisted
the intruder, then it gave way suddenly, the slick digit sliding into him all
at once and he gasped, tensing up a little at the unfamiliar sensation. But the ever-gentle wolf immediately stopped,
holding still as Redtail bit his lip, trying to make his muscles relax
again. Finally, after a few breaths, he
felt it, felt the muscles unclench and he let out a relieved breath. Greystone must have felt the same thing,
because he immediately withdrew slowly, almost all the way, then pushed it back
into him. This time, Redtail's gasp was
one of pleasure. He hadn't expected that
so quickly, but the pain he had expected hadn't materialized; there hadn't even
been discomfort.


 His
other paw stroking his companion's spine, Greystone repeated the motion,
building a slow rhythm, Redtail's body adapting to the feeling. Lowering his head as a pleasant friction
started building in his backside, Redtail looked back between his legs and
suddenly, a far different desire rose up inside him. The wolf's member, glistening with the
coating of seed that covered it was pulsing with arousal and he licked his
lips, his own cock twitching as the thought of it came into prominence in his
head. The wolf wanted it bad, wanted
him, but Greystone was holding back for his sake. That just wouldn't do.


 "Greystone...”
Redtail whispered, looking back over his shoulder once more and the wolf looked
at him in surprise. "Do it. Please.”


 The
wolf seemed conflicted for a moment, just a moment, then seeing the sincerity
and the desire on the vulpine's face, Greystone pulled his digit out of the fox
and rose up, taking hold of the red furred hips with both hands instead. Redtail's heart was hammering again, beating
so hard it was all he could hear, but he felt his breath catch when the wolf's
tip nestled in against the base of his tail.
Taking hold of the bed spread beneath his hands in anticipation, he
relaxed, pressing back and instinctually lowering his shoulders so the tapered
tip of the wolfhood rested against the center of his tailhole. For a heartbeat, the pair settled like that,
holding still. Then, the wolf pressed
forward with his hips. Redtail grit his
teeth, his eyes squeezing shut at once.
Greystone's penis was considerably bigger than his finger had been, the
wolf well endowed, and now the feeling he had expected came, the tapering point
burning a little despite the slick fluid that covered it as it started making
its way inside. Still, he forced himself
not to clench, his fists tightening on the covers once more as the wolf worked
his way in, the steady pressure of his hips doing its job well. A moment later, without any warning, Redtail
felt something give and the first inch of the wolf slid into him in a rush.


 He
couldn't help it, he clenched, a whimper escaping his throat as his virgin butt
was penetrated for the first time. At
once, Greystone stopped, freezing instantly.
Taking a deep breath, Redtail opened his eyes, blinking away the tears
that were forming in them. Letting out
the breath slowly, he tried to relax, but his muscles wouldn't work. Drawing another breath, he forced his hands
to unclench on the bed, flexing them a couple of times, surprised to find his
fingers shaking. Looking back, he could
see the look on Greystone's face, see the concern and regret that warred with
desire and suddenly, something changed in him, a steady resolve coalescing when
he saw the look in the wolf's eyes. In
his gaze, everything he was feeling was clear; the wolf wanted this badly, but
never at the expense of the fox's pain.
And more than anything Redtail wanted to give this to Greystone, wanted
him to have what he wanted. Even as he saw
the concern start to win out on the wolf's face, the fox braced himself for
what was coming. Before the lupine could
start to move back, Redtail thrust himself suddenly backward, hard, letting out
a soft cry as he impaled his rear on the lupine cock, driving it almost all the
way in, all the way to the top of the knot in one go. The shock of suddenly burying the wolf inside
him made it impossible for him to breathe, his body forgetting how to do
anything at all for a few moments, then, as he came to rest against the thick
bulge, he let out a gasp, his chest finally releasing the pressure.


 "Oh
my god...” He panted softly, holding on tight again, his muscles clenching tight
on the wolf's cock, as if unwilling to let it go now that it was in him.


 "Redtail
are you ok?” Greystone whimpered, the sensations suddenly enveloping his member
making him shiver. "I was going to pull
out...”


 "I
know.” The fox panted, managing a smile, though his hands were twitching
spastically on the covers.


 "I
don't...” Greystone started to say and Redtail chuckled slightly.


 "Shhhhh...”
He said, the muscles in his tailhole finally starting to relax, loosening as
they got over suddenly having so much wolf flesh rammed past them. "Let's
just... just hold still a second.”


 The
wolf obliged, leaning forward so he covered the fox's back, gently stroking his
fingers through his fur as he came forward, being careful not to crush
Redtail's bushy tail as he rested part of his weight on him. Oddly, that sensation, the feeling of the
wolf pressing against his back, was comforting in a way Redtail couldn't
explain, the pain fading quickly, his insides beginning to relax. It took a good minute or so, but finally, as
Greystone gently nuzzled the fox's head from behind, his breath shaky, Redtail
felt the pain go away completely and he finally nodded. Moving slowly, carefully, the wolf pulled his
hips backward, his shaft sliding out of the fox. This time, the burning sensation Redtail had
experienced on the way in was replaced by a warm sort of feeling, eminently
pleasant, and he sighed. When Greystone
pushed back in, moving just as slowly, Redtail gasped as the wolf's shaft slid
into him, an ecstatic friction accompanying the motion. Encouraged by the change in the fox, the wolf
pulled out a little faster this time, immediately thrusting back in and Redtail
pressed backward into the wolf's hips, a pleasant heat coming to his cheeks as
he blushed, the thoughts running through his head not quite what he expected.


 Mostly,
all he could think was how good this felt already, the friction getting better
with every motion in and out, the wolf's penis massaging his insides in a way
he had never expected. The lupine seemed
to hit every sweet spot, scratching itches with every thrust that Redtail
hadn't even known he possessed. Panting
in time with the wolf's thrusting, Redtail spread his legs a little more,
purposely tensing his muscles just a little, heightening the sensations. As the wolf started to pick up the pace,
keeping his smooth rhythm, Redtail started to hump backward, his red hips
meeting the grey furred ones, making the wolf's balls slap heavily against his
own and he gasped suddenly, the odd sensation only making him want more, a
different, almost electric sort of pleasure surging from his sack. Moaning loudly in pleasure, Redtail raised
his head, rubbing his muzzle against Greystone's, the wolf returning the feral
gesture of affection as he bred him.


 The
combination of sensations was incredible, better than he had imagined, better
than had ever been described in fantasies, making the minutes last wonderful
hours as the wolf loved him. But, even
as their pace reached a crescendo, the pleasurable, heated friction building
the pressure in his loins, Redtail wondered how long he was going to last. There was no way it was going to be much
longer, this felt way too good for that; honestly, he was surprised he had
lasted the few minutes he had so far.
And then, as if in answer to his scattered wonderings, he felt
Greystone's rhythm hitch, his hands twitching on the bed beside Redtail's own,
the wolf letting out a shuddering breath, all too clearly getting close. In that moment, Redtail felt the resolve
return, the desire for one last thing before the end, the ultimate of his
intimate fantasies. He knew it was going
to hurt, probably more than the initial penetration had, but he didn't
care. He wanted to do it with wonderful
wolf on top of him, here and now.


 "I'm
so close...” Greystone panted in his ear, his arms suddenly wrapping themselves
around Redtail's chest, his humping getting stronger and the fox knew he would
have to say something.


 "Knot
me.” He gasped, pressing backward harder than ever, the thick bulge pressing
tight against his tailhole. Greystone
paused in his thrusting for a moment, his breath catching once more in surprise
and Redtail looked back at him over his shoulder, passion and desire filling
his gaze as hazel eyes met ice blue one more time.


 "W-What?”
The wolf replied, his chest heaving against the fox's back, his own voice
trembling with the same emotions, his thrusting pausing for just a moment.


 "Please
Greystone!” The fox gasped, almost pleading with him, wiggling his butt against
the wolf's hips, trying to work the bulge into him. "I want you to tie with
me.”


 Biting
his lip against his peak, Greystone pulled out once more, clearly desiring the
same thing, then, both of them took a deep breath, Redtail relaxing as much as
he could. Finally, with almost a lunge
forward with his hips, the wolf gave a mighty thrust, putting his weight behind
it. At the same moment, the fox thrust
himself backward with the same urgency as he had in the beginning. This time, his muscles seemed to be on board
with the plan, remaining as relaxed as they could be with a pillar of wolf
flesh slamming into his guts, the other fur's weight landing on his hips. But still, the wolf's knot, swollen with the
nearness of his orgasm and the length of their session, was not at all small
and Redtail's body wasn't stretchy enough for it to be easy. The pair strained against one another, both
holding their breath, their jaws set, heat welling up in their bodies. Fortunately, their effort was enough, the
bulge pressing inward slowly, the fox's opening starting to stretch wider. Shaking with the effort, the pressure in his
body making him feel altogether too hot beneath his pelt, wincing as the ball
of flesh started to work its way into him, Redtail pressed back even
harder. It hurt, seeming never to stop
getting wider, but though he was tearing up again, he wasn't about to stop, not
now. Then, he felt it, the turning
point. For an instant, just an instant,
he was stretched wider than he ever imagined.
Then, all at once, Redtail's eyes shot open wide, the breath he had been
holding leaving him in an exulted gasp as he passed it. Every last fraction of an inch of Greystone's
spire was inside him, the top of the sheath pressing tight against his tailhole
as the knot swelled even further, stretching his insides tight around it.


 The
sudden pressure around the base of his cock was too much for Greystone, and
with a shuddering groan, his penis started to pulse, the sensation coming
through Redtail's prostate clearly, it was pressed so tight against the wolf's
member. It was like a switch had
flipped; pain instantly transformed into ecstatic pleasure of a kind the fox
had never felt before. A moment later,
Redtail let out a deep, lasting moan, the sensation of Greystone's hot wolf
seed spilling deep into his guts, spreading further with every pulse more than
he could stand. For the second time in
rapid succession, Redtail felt his penis start spurting, his orgasm so intense
that, though his eyes were wide open, he could barely see, bright spots filling
his vision. The lovers' joined voices
were all Redtail could hear, the sound of Greystone's pleasure as he filled him
with seed made Redtail's insides clench on the wolfhood lodged within him,
coaxing another peak from the fox's balls as the wolf groaned again, his arms
tensing up around Redtail's chest as he came a second time, even more warmth
flooding into the fox's guts. Then, at
last, the fox felt everything relaxing, all his tense muscles almost going
limp. It was a conscious effort to keep
himself from collapsing on the wet spot under him, only the wondrous feeling of
the wolf surrounding him keeping him upright.


 The
pair stayed where they were for a minute, just panting, shivering and quaking
against one another, their paired scents mingled with the musk of sex filling
their nostrils, holding one another up.
As the last aftershocks of his climax died away, Redtail shuddered, his
tailhole still spasming around the base of the wolf's cock, wholly new
sensations taking their place. His guts
felt so deliciously, completely, full, a sensation that was so satisfying he
didn't even want to think about it going away, a feeling that gradually
transitioned into fantastic, if alien warmth higher up in his guts, the
presence of his lover's precious seed.
And even as he relaxed, Greystone finally released his grip on his
chest, slowly tipping them over before the fox's trembling arms gave way. Finally, as they settled on their right side
with a shiver, the sensation of Greystone's penis tugging on Redtail's insides
as they moved thrilling to say the least, Greystone's limbs were suddenly
pressing against his own, as if the wolf was a form fitting blanket of sweetly
scented fur. Then, as if their posture
wasn't quite intimate and loving enough, the grey furred fingers of the wolf's
left hand linked through his, holding him as tight as he could, as if afraid he
might vanish.


 For
a long few minutes, neither spoke, enjoying the delicious afterglow of sex,
just breathing in their scent, pressing their bodies as tightly together as
they could manage despite the heat. As
he lay, Redtail dwelled on the sensations he was feeling, odd fragments of
thoughts coming to his mind, none remotely coherent, fading as quickly as they
arrived. And finally, as their joined
hands came to rest lower down, over Redtail's belly button, one full thought
came together long enough to stick. This
was a moment he would never, ever forget.
The sensation of Greystone's seed in his guts, a sensation that his knot
would keep from leaving him, and more, the sensation of being full of
Greystone's hefty lupine member, were things he would forever remember, and
cherish. But most of all, he would never
forget the feeling of Greystone holding him so close, inside and out. Finally, he felt the wolf draw a heavy breath
as a yawn.


 "I
think we both need some sleep after that.” Greystone whispered and Redtail
chuckled, pressing back into his embrace, rubbing the top of his head into the
wolf's chin.


 "I'll
go to sleep on one condition.” the immensely satisfied fox replied, placing his
other hand over the one the wolf had laced through his, clasping it gently, his
next words spoken only partly in jest.
"That you promise me this wasn't a dream. That you will still be here when I wake up.”


 "I
promise, Redtail.” the wolf replied, no trace of humor in his tone, only honest
warmth. "I'll be here...”




 
  Mated in Truth

  As I promised, the fourth chapter of A Weekend at the Realm, I hope you enjoy it.
As always, comments are appreciate and requested.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
continued from 'Living the Daydream...'
 The
first thing that Tom perceived in the darkness behind his eyelids was the air
filling his lungs as he drew in a deep breath, countless scents accompanying
it. Each scent was so vivid and intense
to his vulpine nose, he could almost see them, images forming in the pleasant
dark. Instantly, his mind seemed to
focus on the faint scents, the ones least present, identifying once more the
now familiar fresh scents of the mountains before dawn; moist pine and loamy earth,
rock, dew and the indefinable aroma of green, growing things. He even caught the anticipation in the heavy
air, awaiting the touch of the sunlight.
Nearer to hand, he could smell the scent of clean linens, the faint echo
of wood stain and varnish, scents that belonged to the cabin spa. And then, with a gentle smile on his lips,
the fox turned his attention to the strongest scents, the scents that, to his
absolute delight, almost overwhelmed the others. His own scent, or rather, the scent of his fursona,
was first, a pleasant aroma, slightly earthy, tinged now with the fading aroma
of sex and the omnipresent note of satisfaction. But, far more present was the scent that
seemed to wrap itself around him, a scent he knew somehow he would never cease to
enjoy. It belonged to his lover, the
handsome grey wolf he was waking up to for the second time.


 Slowly
opening his eyes, the red vulpine looked down the length of his body and
smiled. Even in the dim light of
predawn, he could see the many subtle shades of the grey fur that covered the
arms that encircled his chest, and the tip of the wolf's tail, which was
entwined around his own fluffy fox tail, showing that the wolf had kept his
promise. Smiling, Redtail twined the
fingers of his hand with that of Greystone once more, the lupine giving an
unconscious nuzzle to Redtail's head, pulling the fox he was spooning a little
closer to him. Heaving a soft, pleased
sigh, Tom pressed back against the wolf, letting his mind drift. He felt far better this morning than he had
in quite some time and it took him a while to list the many reasons for
it. He had spent a wonderfully relaxing
day with an incredible person, in an incredible place, culminating in a
spectacularly romantic evening. Then,
they had finished up that one hell of a first date by having some very
passionate sex and falling asleep snuggled, and knotted, tight. And that last thought finally gave him
something to settle on.


 Yesterday,
he had given in to the spell of this place, of suddenly being his fursona, and
hadn't put up much resistance to the sudden urges within him, seducing the
handsome Greystone, who had reciprocated the affection and desire gladly. But thinking back, the urge itself was what
surprised him, not the fact that he had given into it. Outside his furry fantasies, he had never
felt the remotest inclination towards being gay, and even in the fantasies he
had had, he had never really given any serious thought to the 'what if, in real
life,' scenario. And yet, here he was,
waking up being spooned by a gay lover and feeling absolutely wonderful about
it; what was more, whenever he thought about the handsome wolf, his heart
ached, yearning to be even closer to him.
That made for an awfully sudden shift in preferences. But, when he drew in another breath of air
filled with Greystone's scent, felt the wolf's soft breath flitting through the
fur of his neck, he realized he didn't, indeed, couldn't, care at all. It felt wonderful to be held like this, and
he felt ever so slightly disappointed that they were no longer tied, though he
knew it was ridiculous to expect that wonderful, ultimate, physical intimacy to
have lasted this long.


 Smiling
to himself as a thin shaft of light slid into the room through the doorway,
alighting on the other side of the room from where he was facing, Redtail found
himself idly wondering what they were going to do today. After all, it would be awfully hard to top
what they had done yesterday. Then, at
once, his mind was fully awake and focused.
'Today? What am I going to do
when I leave?!' The question swept all
the sleepy cobwebs out of his brain all at once and he found suddenly that he
didn't even know where to begin. What
was he going to do about this? He
certainly enjoyed being with the wolf, but did that mean he was actually bi all
the time, or just for furs, as he had expected?
Or, did his recent inability to find himself interested in the girls he
was meeting mean he really was fully gay instead? And what on earth was he going to tell
people? He knew his family well enough
to instantly discard concerns about them.
If he came out with the fact that he was bi or gay, they would be fine
with it. That wasn't a worry. His friends might be another story, well, the
non-furry ones might be. But then again,
Chris had always had the attitude that if they had a problem with it, then that
was their problem, an attitude that Tom had always supported. Chris...


 "Damn."
Redtail whispered softly into the quiet morning, a sudden uncomfortable
realization exploding in his brain.
Forget the rest of them, what the hell was he going to say to
Chris? It wasn't that he thought Chris
wouldn't be ok with it; after all, that was a conversation they had had so many
times, they teased one another about it.
But, even as he pressed back into the wolf's luxurious embrace, drawing
comfort from its warm closeness, he felt a sudden chill sort of worry take root
in his guts, his thoughts on his dearest friend. It took him a few moments of puzzling over
the sensation to figure out what it was, and when he did, he was shocked to put
a name to it. Guilt; and not just a
little guilt, but full on, un-refutable, punch-in-the-gut sort of guilt. But, what did he have to feel guilty about?


 Was
he feeling that way because he had given in to the urge, getting it on with
another guy? That didn't seem
right... After all, he had never had a
problem with gays, and his best friend was openly bisexual, so he clearly
didn't have a problem with the concept.
Was it then that he had been the one to take the next step, moving the
moments along until they had ended up like this? That couldn't be it either; he had never been
shy about showing what he wanted in relationships with girls, so it stood to
reason that he would be similarly as assertive with a guy. But then, as he looked down, puzzling over
the feeling, his gaze resting on their linked hands once more, it suddenly
occurred to him, as strange a thought as it was. He felt guilty, not because he was lying here
with a guy, but because the guy wasn't Chris; that it wasn't Chris who was
holding him, that it wasn't Chris who he was waking up to.


 Shaking
his head slightly, the fox tried to ignore the feeling. It was ridiculous. After all, it wasn't like Chris had any claim
over him; no more so than Tom had over him.
Neither of them had ever tried to influence each other's choices of
partner. And whenever Chris had been
with someone, Tom had never been remotely jealous, though he had to admit that
whenever someone had broken Chris' heart, he had wanted to beat the tar out of
them for it. But that was just caring
for someone who was more like a brother than a friend, and maybe even closer
than that. Wasn't it? Then again, he really hadn't been joking when
he had said that, if he were to go this way, he would probably make a pass at
Chris. Was that it then? He had certainly gone that way, so was it
that he hadn't given a shot to his best friend?
Or maybe it was simpler than that.
Maybe he just felt that he wasn't being fair to Greystone; after all,
the handsome wolf was a really nice
person, kind and caring. Troubled,
Redtail turned over in the wolf's arms, nuzzling his lover's neck fur, laying
their chests against one another.
Wrapping the wolf in his arms even as the lupine tightened his embrace
around him, the fox tried to put it out of his mind, but the feeling wouldn't
go away. He felt the wolf stirring in
his close embrace a moment later and he smiled, giving the grey furred neck
that filled his vision an affectionate lick.


 The
wolf let out a contented sigh at the feeling and Redtail's smile broadened as
he pulled back a little, rising up on one elbow to examine his companion in the
dim light. The wolf's eyes were open and
his expression was one of deep content, but strangely, the look in his blue
eyes didn't quite match, like something troubled him. Feeling his heart melting at the thought of
the wolf who was pressed against him, Tom put one of the questions to rest in
his mind. Whatever he ended up telling
Chris, he did owe Greystone a fair chance, too; it just wouldn't be right
otherwise. Then, even as the wolf
yawned, showing his sharp canines to the morning light, Redtail blinked,
squinting. The shaft of sun streaming
into the bedroom was reflecting off of something, something that had many
points of light on its surface, like tiny mirrors.


 It
was on top of what looked like a gym bag he hadn't noticed before, which had
been tucked neatly into the corner on that side of the room, folded green
clothes on top indicating that it belonged to the wolf. But then, the fox's eyes went wide, the image
that he was seeing so incongruous, so out of place, that he couldn't seem to
make it fit, like it was a puzzle piece from a wholly different puzzle than the
one he was working on. The light bounced
and scattered from one smooth, flat edge of a stone, shaped in a rounded
diamond, grey, with many flecks of mica.
That stone couldn't be here.
There was no way it could be here.
But then, little pieces started to fit themselves together in Redtail's
brain, little bits of mystery that had always been in the background of his
mind. The things Greystone knew, things
there was no way a stranger could know; the way he smiled, the look in his
eyes; the way he talked... in a strange
way, it all fit suddenly. And at once, the
guilt was gone, as if it had never been...


 "Chris."
Redtail said softly, and he saw Greystone freeze for just a moment, a single
heartbeat, then raised his eyebrow as if confused and Tom knew his guess was
right.


 "Chris? Who is Chris?" The wolf asked, his tone
perfectly believable, but the fox caught the slight shift in his icy blue eyes,
a shift as familiar as his own name.


 "Come
on Chris, I know it's you." Tom stated, giving Greystone an expectant
look. For a moment, the wolf kept up the
pretense, then he closed his eyes, heaving a heavy sigh.


 "I
knew it was too good to last." Chris remarked, shifting back from the fox a
ways, untangling from their intimate embrace. "How did you know?"


 "I
am not sure." Tom replied, allowing his friend his space. "I guess I have had my suspicions since the
moment you first told me your name. But
I didn't know for sure until I saw that." The fox nodded towards the bag in the
corner, and the winking reflection off the mica in the stone necklace,
demonstrating what he meant. The wolf
grimaced, his grey fur warming with a blush again, chagrined. "You know, if you really wanted me never to
know who you were, you shouldn't have kept that around."


 "I
never go anywhere without it." The wolf stated quietly, half in explanation,
half in embarrassment. "Not even
here. I only took it off this time
because I didn't want to make it obvious.
But there is no way I would leave it at home; it means too much to
me." Cocking his head, Redtail felt a
pleasant blush of pleasure warm his own cheeks and he smiled slightly at the
odd compliment. For a moment, the pair
were silent, a sudden awkwardness springing up between them, mostly just a lack
of knowing what to say next, both all too obviously avoiding thinking about the
extent of what they had done together this weekend.


 "Just
tell me one thing Chris..." Tom began, and the wolf looked up at him, his ears
drooping with suspicion.


 "Why?"
Chris finished and Tom nodded. Taking a
deep breath and letting it out, Greystone looked away again before
replying. "I...I just wanted you to have
a good weekend, one good enough to put all the stress behind you, so you would
be happy again." At the lame answer, Tom raised an eyebrow and the wolf continued,
his voice holding an odd tone in it. "Tom, you have been my best friend since
we were seven years old. You were always
there for me, no matter what was happening.
It's been tearing me up, knowing about this place, and not being able to
tell you. I know how you feel about male
furs, and I didn't want to risk putting you in a situation that couldn't last."


 Cocking
his head in confusion, Tom shook his head, not getting what he meant. Chris was silent for a little, then
continued, opening his hands as if trying to emphasize the point. "I've seen it before. We all have.
Everyone who works here has seen a romance develop between furs and seen
what it does to people when they go back to being human. When we are like this, most of us are very
different than we are outside the Realm.
When they go back, the memory of what they did tears them up inside,
usually because they don't have the confidence to do it again, when they aren't
their fursona, I mean. I couldn't risk
it happening to you. It would have
killed me to see it. But...When I saw what
was happening to you, how much stress you were under... I couldn't just ignore
it." The wolf shook his head again, his
voice carrying a tone of such earnest concern that it made Redtail flush with
concern for the wolf in turn, as strange as that sounded, his ears drooping
just as much. "I thought if it was me
here with you, if it was me tending to you, that I could stop it from going too
far, I could give you the relaxation you needed without... that... happening." The wolf
was silent for a moment, then he let out a sound that was like a whimper, his
voice thick with remorse. "I guess I was
wrong about that. I'm sorry I screwed
this up. I never meant for things to go
this way."


 The
wolf started to turn away from the fox, tears glittering in his eyes, rolling
away towards the edge of the bed. But,
before he was even flat on his back, Redtail had stopped him, one red furred
paw resting on his arm, a gentle touch that was nonetheless steady, insistent. Gently, but irresistibly, Tom turned his
friend back towards him, reaching out to brush away a tear with the pad of his
thumb. The wolf's ice blue stare almost
reluctantly met the hazel of the fox and Tom smiled encouragingly, both
shivering as the familiar tingling rush flowed down their spines as they looked
deep into one another. But the look the
wolf gave him in return was so miserable and forlorn that Redtail forgot all
about the surprise of finding out the truth, forgot all about the impending
shock of realizing the things he had done with his best friend, forgot even
about the seriousness of the conversation.
All of that went right out of his mind in an instant and he pulled his
lover close, tucking the wolf against him and holding him in a tight hug until
he felt Greystone reciprocate, clinging to him, his muzzle buried in the red
fur of his chest, his head tucked under the fox's chin, bitter tears trailing
in silence from his eyes. For a long few
minutes, the pair were silent, only their breathing to be heard, holding each
other tight, then, finally, Redtail spoke, his words soft, warm and welcoming.


 "Chris,
how long has it been since we weren't able to talk about something, no matter
what it was?" He asked rhetorically, stroking the soft fur of the wolf's back,
nuzzling his ears gently. "This is kind of a big deal, but... how many of those
have we dealt with over the years? How
many times have we had to talk about things that made at least one of us
nervous or uncomfortable? I can't even
count them all." When the wolf leaned
back a little, looking at the fox once more, a little less morose at the shared
memories, Redtail smiled again, nodding slightly. "So...let's talk."


 "I
shouldn't have done...I shouldn't have let it..." The wolf started to say, then
let out a reluctant chuckle. "I shouldn't
have kissed you back. I shouldn't have
let it go on. And I certainly shouldn't
have...you know."


 "So..."
Redtail asked, carefully prodding the conversation along, a suspicion building
in his mind, a slight grin on his lips.
"Why did you?"


 "I...I,
uh..." The wolf said, biting his lip.
Finally, when Tom looked at him expectantly, the wolf rolled his eyes
and grimaced, his words coming out in a frustrated rush. "I have had a serious
crush on you since high school, alright?"
At Redtail's grin, the wolf continued, blushing fiercely. "How could I not? You are a great guy, and even back then we
were closer than anyone we knew, even the couples that got married right out of
high school."


 "Well,
I'm flattered." Tom said, meaning every word.
After all, Chris was the one person whose opinion he truly cared
about. If he found him attractive, then
that was quite the compliment. And as he
thought about it, suddenly, the guilt he felt started to make a crazy kind of
sense. A thought was building in his
head, a realization that felt like a thunderhead growing on the horizon.


 "Its
just, you never showed any interest for guys." Chris said, glaring at him, as
if not sure he was being serious. "And just knowing that you were in my life,
and always there for me, was enough.
But, when you told me about the fantasies you were having..." Shaking his head in confusion, the wolf
paused for a few moments, seeming to be sorting through his thoughts. "I knew you hadn't changed. I knew it was just fantasy. But I started to hope, to dream
really... I don't know. I started to wish, that it would turn out to
be something more. That I might have a
chance with you." Hearing the wolf say
it that way made Redtail feel suddenly warm all over, his heart melting into a puddle
in his chest all over again. At once, an
irrepressible urge sprang to life in his heart, an urge to show the handsome
wolf just how much that wish meant to him.
The storm in his heart was breaking, and he welcomed it, knowing what it
meant.


 Giving
a sigh, totally oblivious to the change in the fox's mood, Chris continued
again, his tone of voice reproachful. "Its stupid, I know. But I've had dreams of being with you so many
times that when you kissed me... I guess
I couldn't help but think, 'this is my chance.'
Yesterday was so like one of my dreams that I lost track of it all. But, when I woke up this morning, and I
realized what we had done... I'm really
sorry Tom. I couldn't help it. I'm sorry I tricked you; I'm sorry I..." But what else he was sorry for was suddenly
cut off by the fox's muzzle as he kissed him, gently, lovingly, just the once,
just for a few moments. Greystone's look
of surprise and confusion at the feel of the vulpine muzzle meeting his was so
comical that Redtail laughed.


 "You
big dummy." He teased, his tone filled with such a satisfied and unabashed
warmth that Greystone smiled in spite of himself. "Do I seem sorry to you? Use that brain of yours. Who seduced who? I suspected who you were from the beginning,
remember?"


 "But..."
Chris started to say and Redtail shook his red-furred head.


 "No. No buts." He interrupted, still grinning. "I wanted it to be you. Maybe it is just this place, or just being
like this, like what happened to the others you mentioned, but the more I think
about it, the more I don't think so. I
meant it when I said I would probably make a pass at you if I were ever to
become interested in guys. Well, I'm
definitely interested, so..."


 "Is
that what this has been? A pass?" Chris
asked, his tone finally taking on his familiar joking manner, though his voice
still held a lingering sadness and regret in it. "You really don't mess around when you make a
pass, do you?" Laughing softly at the
joke, Tom shook his head, nuzzling his lupine friend once more on instinct.


 "You
know me," he replied, the wolf beginning to chuckle. "Nothing half way."


 "Seriously
though..." The wolf replied, the sadness fading from his voice. "I am sorry I lied to you about this."


 "I'm
kind of glad that you did." Redtail said, meaning every word. "If I had known for sure at the beginning, it
might have stopped me. But instead, I
got to experience all of this. I got to
experience what it is like to be with you."


 "But
what about..." the wolf said, half heartedly suppressing a growing grin that
was steadily edging out the concern that he was trying to express. "You know, after?"


 "'After'?"
The fox repeated, snuggling in insistently against his friend until he felt the
wolf snuggle in against him as well, pressing their furry bodies together. "'After' is two days from now."


 "Yeah..."
The wolf murmured, nuzzling the fox's neck, his voice slightly muffled from the
red fur resting against him. "But this is kind of important."


 "Oh
shush, and let me finish." The fox said, giving his embrace a gentle squeeze.
"'After' is two days away. I don't want
to think about 'After' right now. I want
to think about you. I want to think
about the two more days I have to do this."
Redtail punctuated the statement with another lingering kiss. "Two more evenings we can fall asleep
together. And two more mornings I can
wake up in your arms. Whatever 'After'
means, I want those days."


 "I
do too." Chris replied, clinging tight to the fox once more, joy shining
through his words as he returned the kiss.
The pair held each other like that for a long few moments, neither
willing to let the other go, as if their tight hold on one another was all that
kept the dreaming moment from fleeing.
Then, finally, the grey lupine broke the deep kiss, speaking again, his
tone lacking any sort of uncertainty. "Well, its not like it would change
anything between us. Even if we decided
we couldn't make this work, I mean."


 "I
can't imagine how it would." Redtail agreed with a smile. "If anything, it might
just make us a little closer."


 Stroking
his fingers through the fur of his companion, his gaze wandering over the
handsome features of the wolf, Tom mulled a strange thought over in his head;
the wolf's question had caught his interest despite his words to the
contrary. But the thought wasn't really
about 'After', it wasn't even really about the two precious days they had
left. It was about this moment, this
embrace. Never, in all his life, had he
ever felt like this when holding someone close.
It felt like the same giddy sensation of the first date, but at the same
time, he felt almost like they had skipped all the big hurdles that you ran
into in long term relationships, the awkward questions, the figuring each other
out. Not even his longest relationship,
the one that had lasted more than three years had felt this comfortable, this
close...


 Leaning
back on the pillow a little, Tom looked at the wolf's face, admiring the
lupine's form, and the fox felt himself memorizing every detail, every hair,
every subtle nuance of coloration, every facet of this side of Chris. Moment by moment, he felt more and more
certain. Every detail he committed to
memory seemed to reinforce the familiar feeling that was rising steadily in
him. There was a word he had never used
to describe another person, not when he really meant it anyway, a word that he
had never truly understood the meaning of.
But this wolf, this wonderful person who held him so tight, this was the
one. Suddenly, the four letters of the
title seemed suddenly packed with meaning, more than he had ever imagined. The word summed up everything, everything
that Chris meant to him, everything they had done together, this weekend and
before, all the way back to the day they had met. This was the one person in the world he could
call his mate and truly mean it. And the
moment he knew it, the moment the thought came into being, he embraced it, knew
it with a certainty beyond all doubt.


 "Greystone,"
He whispered finally, his voice soft, his heart hammering in his ears as he
leaned in close, resting his muzzle against the wolf's neck, gently nuzzling
the fur. The pair had already broken
every other barrier that weekend, and finally, with a deep breath, he happily broke
through the last one. "I almost hate to
break it to you, but I think I'm already in love with someone..."


 "Oh?"
The wolf teased gently, holding him close, giving him a gentle kiss as he drew
the fox against him, Redtail feeling the wolf's heart hammering hard as well.
"Is it anyone I would know?"


 "I
would certainly hope so..." Tom replied, chuckling slightly, his mate's gentle
humor taking the nervousness out of the situation, leaving only the warmth
behind. "He is quite a catch, even if he
is a goofball sometimes. I just hope he
feels the same way, so I can tell him without it being awkward."


 "I
don't think you have to worry." Chris replied, pulling the fox into another
kiss, deep and passionate, his tongue meeting Redtail's in his muzzle, the
intimate muzzle lock saying it all. 


 Clinging
close, the fox returned the fiery kiss with equal passion, pressing against the
wolf as tight as he could, the pounding pulse in his ears becoming almost
deafening. As the moments of that
intimate embrace lasted like hours, an unending expression of love, Redtail
felt a shift in his heart, a shift he half expected to feel, if not quite this
soon. Finally, as the vulpine and lupine
couple broke their kiss, sucking greedily on the air, Redtail acted, stroking his
fingers down Greystone's spine, hesitating only a moment on the base of his
tail. Then, the wolf gasped, his gaze
surprised as the fox's red furred hands suddenly gave his butt a squeeze, his
hips pressing his sheath against the wolf's, revealing the tip showing
itself. Grinning seductively, Tom ground
their members together, coaxing the wolf's cock out from its hiding place once
more. Shivering at the sensations, the
wolf looked his lover in the eyes, his voice already growing husky from
arousal.


 "What,
again?!" He whispered, the question making Redtail giggle. But, far from matching the mock frustration
in his voice, the wolf's hands slid downward as well, until Redtail's tail
flicked involuntarily as the wolf caressed his butt, gently tracing the fur
that was still matted from their sex the night before. "I didn't think what they say about foxes was
actually true..."


 "I'm
going to bite you if you don't quit joking." Redtail replied, matching his
tone, though his fingers were mirroring those of the lupine, stroking the fur
of his backside lightly, making the wolf's tail flick around as well. "Besides, I still haven't had my turn..."


 "I
guess you do have a point." The wolf stated, chuckling slightly, his penis
giving an eager grind against Redtail's.
Both panting with arousal, the pair finally shifted apart, their muzzles
meeting in one last passionate kiss before they parted. Smiling at his lupine lover, Redtail gently
pushed him over so he was lying on his back, the fox moving so he was almost prowling
over the wolf, licking his lips in eager anticipation. Slowly, he dipped his muzzle down for a kiss,
one hand tracing the wolf's ribs, the touch of his dull claw tips on his chest
making his lover gasp. Then, he moved
lower down with his lips, kissing his throat once more, then lower still,
planting a kiss just above his solar plexus, his breath making ripples in the
grey fur beneath him. Redtail was half
tempted to repeat the treatment that the wolf had given him the night before,
but Greystone would be expecting that.
Smiling to himself, he slid further down instead, donating an
ever-so-light lick to the wolf's erect shaft on his way past, tasting the
residue of their loving on his flesh.
The heady mix of flavors and scents, so much more intense than he
imagined, was terribly arousing, making his member throb with arousal, but
though he wanted more, to explore the tastes of his best friend's shaft more
intensely, he held back, wanting something else first.


 Dipping
his head lower, the fox nestled himself down between the grey furred legs once
more, playing his tongue out slowly, lapping at the wolf's tail hole, swirling
his tongue around the ring of flesh.
Greystone let out a sharp gasp at the unexpected sensation, a smile
coming to the fox's lips as the wolf's back arched, the lupine shivering as his
tongue explored him once more.
Continuing his teasing of the sensitive flesh, the fox let his red
furred hands roam freely across the wolf's hips, teasing and caressing his fur,
but studiously avoiding his shaft.
Finally, as the wolf began to pant, his penis throbbing and twitching
with the beat of his heart, Redtail opened his jaws wide, being careful with
his teeth, playing his tongue out as far as he could, passing it in one, long
slurp up the wolf's rear, his nose filled with the heady musk of his lover's
balls. The lupine's entire body seemed
to tense up at the sudden sensation, the wolf letting out a long groan that
only ended when Redtail's tongue tip flicked up to the base of his tail and the
fox grinned to himself, the scent of his mate's privates making his mind sort
of hazy.


 Only
desire seemed to penetrate the fog, the desire to give Greystone as much
pleasure as he had given him. Without
giving it another thought, the fox rose slightly, licking his lips, following
his nose. Greystone suddenly lifted his
head off the pillows, looking down in surprise as the fox's warm maw engulfed
his entire sack, the sensation of his tooth tips on the sensitive flesh making
him twitch with pleasure. Locking the
wolf's ice blue eyes in his hazy view, Redtail slowly closed his lips around
the prize in his jaws, sucking on the furry orbs very gently, careful of his
teeth on the soft flesh, the wolf's hands clenching up at the unexpected
sensation, Greystone letting out another moan of pleasure. While he sucked, the fox's hands gently
caressed the wolf's member, feeling the contours of the flesh with the soft
pads of his palms as he stroked, the throbbing pulse that meant Chris was
quickly approaching his orgasm.
Releasing the wolf's balls from his mouth with a lingering lick, the fox
laid his chin on the wolf's hips, looking indulgently up at him.


 "Feeling
a bit eager, are we?" He teased, gently giving the wolf's shaft a squeeze, one
hand encircling his knot, making the lupine glare at him with his ice blue
eyes, a blush obvious despite his deep grey fur.


 "Are
you kidd-AH!! Haaaa..." The wolf exclaimed, his head landing back on the pillow
as Redtail's muzzle very slowly engulfed his shaft from the tip, sinking as far
down as he could, his tongue swirling up the member from the knot. It was a struggle for Redtail not to hurry,
to take his time, prolonging the pleasure as long as he could, leisurely
swirling his tongue along the shaft, savoring the peculiar mix of tastes. He tasted again the wonderful flavor of the
wolf's flesh, the lingering note of musky seed, and a slightly bitter taste he
knew came from himself, but one far from unpleasant when mixed with the
others. Even as he gently sucked on the wolf's
member, feeling the veins pulse and throb against his tongue as the lupine came
perilously close to cumming, his instincts went to war within him. On the one hand, he adored the taste of the
wolf's seed, and he would have happily sucked him dry...if he didn't also
desperately want to repay him in kind for the pleasure of last night. Still trying to decide which he wanted more,
Redtail suddenly saw Greystone's hands clenching up on the bedspread, his
breath coming in gasps and a naughty idea suddenly came to him, a way where he
might have both. Grinning to himself,
the fox tightened up on the cock in his mouth, sucking a little harder,
pressing it tighter to the roof of his muzzle with his tongue, the wolf
shuddering at the feeling. Finally, the lupine gasped, his eyes squeezing shut
with the effort of holding back. "So
close..."


 Taking
that as his signal, the fox suddenly sucked hard, swirling his tongue faster,
one of his hands gently squeezing the wolf's balls. The wolf was panting, his penis twitching in
Redtail's maw and then, he let out a cry of ecstasy, his eyes opening wide as
Redtail's other paw squeezed the base of his knot, mimicking a tie. At once, the fox felt the wolf's knot swell
against his lips, his penis jerking, the tip spraying the first jet of sweet
wolf seed against the back of his throat.
Concentrating hard as the wolf's panting moans filled his ears, the fox
let the wolf's load pool in his mouth, resisting the powerful urge to swallow
it. The wolf's tip gave six mighty
sprays of seed, the lupine's hips pressing upward into his vulpine lover's
jaws, then Greystone grew still beneath him, a shiver passing through him as
the climax subsided. Lazily sucking the
last few drops of seed from the shaft in his muzzle, Redtail backed off,
allowing it to slip from his jaws, the precious fluid still trapped in his maw.


 "For
someone who has only done it twice," Greystone panted, trying to catch his
breath, "You are really, really good at that.
I think you are even better than I am..."


 Smiling
in reply to the compliment, Redtail delighted in the taste of the wolf's seed
on his tongue, allowing the lupine a few moments to recover, keeping his lips
closed, rolling it around in his jaws, his saliva mixing with the precious
fluid. Even as the wolf lay there, his
muscles twitching feebly, the fox's eyes went wide, and he acted on the sudden
thought without question. Moving to the
side slightly, Redtail nosed his lover's hips, working his muzzle under them,
raising his head slightly as he did so, his meaning clear. After a moment or two, Greystone guessed what
he was after, giving a slight chuckle at the feral gesture, rolling over onto
his stomach and pushing himself up so he was on all fours, looking back over
his shoulder with a suspicious expression on his face. Taking a moment to enjoy the view of
Greystone's sexy backside, the fox leaned in, pressing his muzzle against the
wolf, his nose against the base of his tail.
Then, finally Redtail licked the wolf's tailhole again, the lupine letting
out a pleased gasp as the fox's seed coated tongue rolled against him once
more, spreading the natural lube across the ring of flesh.


 Delighting
in the idea of what he was doing, careful not to waste a drop of the mixture,
Redtail swirled his tongue in a circle, ensuring that the wolf's hole was
coated. Chris might have more experience
with this sort of thing than he did, having been bi since he was sixteen, but
he knew for a fact that the wolf hadn't had a male partner for a long time, his
last two relationships having been with girls.
He wanted the wolf nice and slick for what was coming next. But, even as he licked and swirled with his
tongue, pressing it hard against the pucker, working a little ways inside,
every motion of his tongue seemed to set his own flesh on fire, his own member
hard as a rock, oozing pre onto the bed spread.
He wanted it bad, so bad he wasn't going to be able to hold himself back
much longer. Making a couple more passes
with his tongue, he finally pulled back, making the wolf shiver at the absence
of the warm appendage against his sensitive flesh. Bringing his left paw up to his muzzle,
Redtail allowed most of what remained of the wolf's seed to spill out into his
palm, finally swallowing what remained as he rubbed his shaft with the milky
white fluid, his eyes glued to his goal.


 Looking
back coyly over his shoulder, Greystone licked his lips at the fox, wiggling
his hips a little, a motion that made Redtail's cock twitch in his grasp. Finally, when Redtail's member was nice and
slick, Greystone gave a flick with his tail, as if beckoning to him and the fox
didn't hesitate. Moving up close to his
friend once more, Redtail reached out, rubbing the fluid into the muscular
ring, starting to push inside with his finger, as Greystone had done to him,
but the wolf stopped him with a slight shake of his head, fiery desire clear in
his ice blue eyes. Giving his lover a
questioning look, cocking his head to the side, the fox raised his hips,
leaning forward until his shaft nestled against the wolf's tailhole, grinding
slowly against him. Shuddering at the
feeling, sucking in a sharp breath in anticipation, the wolf nodded, biting his
lower lip. 


 Shrugging
inwardly, Redtail took hold of his shaft once more, guiding it into place
against Greystone, the sensation of his tip touching his goal suddenly setting
an inferno loose within his body. For a
moment, just a moment, the knowledge of what he was about to do filled his
brain, and he hesitated, panting with exhilaration and desire. This was going to be a first, and more
importantly, a first done with his best friend, but damn, he wanted it, exactly
because of who it was. For a moment or
two longer the pair sat there, as still as stone, their breaths coming in
gasps.


 Then,
finally, Redtail pressed his hips forward, his tip working its way inside. He could feel the tenseness in Greystone's
body, but the wolf didn't clench like he had, allowing the fox to work his way
into his passage smoothly. Despite their
efforts to slicken their flesh, it was slow work, but the sensation on
Redtail's shaft as his first inch slid in was so intense it was all he could do
not to suddenly slam forward as hard as he could, the fox letting out a gasp,
shuddering. But finally, after a long
minute of steady pressure, Redtail's knot was pressing against the base of the
wolf's tail, their hips pressing together.
Knowing how it felt to be on the other side, Redtail held still,
allowing the wolf to adjust to the presence of the fox's cock inside him,
delighting in the warmth that enveloped his shaft, every slight, subtle
movement sending a sudden jolt of pleasure through him. Leaning forward slightly, he traced his dull
claws through the fur of Greystone's back, dragging them down from his
shoulders, making the wolf shiver with delight.
Then, when the wolf looked back at him once more, giving a gentle nod,
the fox tugged his hips backward slowly, the wolf still not tightening on him,
pulling out as smoothly as he had pushed in.
Finally, when only his tip was inside, Tom pushed forward once more, the
penetration smoother, the passage loosened and slicked just enough.


 Letting
out a long, slow breath of pleasure, the wolf arched his back, pressing his
hips into his lover, grinning broadly.
For his part, Redtail was in heaven, the pleasure just as intense at it
had been on the first thrust. Pulling
back as soon as he was all the way up to his knot again, the fox started to build
a smooth rhythm the sensations easing as he got used to them. But Greystone wasn't content just to kneel
there. The moment he felt the fox's
thrusting get smooth, the wolf suddenly tightened up on his penis, not quite
clenching, but the change in pressure made Redtail gasp, a feeling like an
explosion suddenly racing its way through his loins. Not about to be outdone, Redtail changed
tactics as well, pulling back all the way, slipping his tip out from the wolf's
body for a just a moment, then, before the wolf could relax his hole again, he
suddenly thrust back inside, his knot slamming against the wolf's butt. Greystone sucked in a greedy breath of air at
the sensation, his body jerking forward
in surprise.


 Instinctually
picking up the pace, Redtail found himself leaning forward while he bred his
mate, rising up slowly until he was almost looming over the wolf. Feeling the change in angle, Greystone
immediately obliged, almost crouching where he was, lowering himself so the fox
could be more comfortable. But, as
Redtail pressed his body against the wolf, humping harder, the lupine raised
his head, rubbing it affectionately against his own. That simple gesture made Redtail go even
faster, both of them panting almost in harmony.
But, even as he thrust harder against the wolf, Redtail knew he wasn't
going to last for much longer. How could
he? This was better than any sex he had
ever had, excepting that of last night, the sensations building in his loins so
intense he was already faltering, getting close. He couldn't imagine how Greystone had lasted
as long as he had, since Redtail's passage was even tighter than the wolf
was. And then, even as his lover let out
a long moan as the fox's cock touched a sweet spot inside him, a sudden
realization crashed over him, as if it was a thought that had leapt from
Greystone's mind into his.


 Greystone
was his best friend, had been his best friend for so long that he couldn't
imagine a life without him in it; more than that, the wolf had nursed a secret
attraction and desire for him for years, never so much as hinting at it for
fear of damaging their friendship. For
that alone, he deserved every ounce of pleasure that Redtail could give him. And that meant he was going to last as long
as the lupine had. Immediately, the
sensations stopped building in his loins, his will hardening. The pleasure in his cock was still intense,
so intense that he was moaning right along with the wolf, panting with exulted
desire, but he was going to last, last as long as he had to, to truly satisfy
Greystone. Mimicking the position he had
so enjoyed last night, Redtail suddenly wrapped his red furred arms around
Greystone's toned chest, his fingers tracing the outline of his muscles, hugging
him tight, picking up his thrusting, humping even harder.


 Greystone
groaned suddenly, almost crying out with the pleasure, tensing his muscles
around Redtail's cock and the fox let out a matching sound, muffled slightly by
his clenching his jaw so tightly. He
could tell Greystone was getting close now, the wolf's hips bucking back hard
into him and he instinctually knew what Greystone wanted, why he was pushing
back so hard. He wanted it too, wanted
it more than anything in that moment, but he wanted to time it right. Pressing harder with each thrust, he felt
Greystone relaxing the muscles in his butt once again, pressing backward longer
with each thrust. And then, Redtail felt
it, felt the muscles spasm slightly, the wolf riding the edge of his climax and
the fox thrust forward as hard as he could, not letting up this time. He felt the wolf's muscled ring opening
wider, stretching around the growing bulge, but he could see the wolf's
grimace, his teeth set hard against the pain he had to be feeling.


 At
once, Redtail was conflicted. He wanted
to tie the wolf, wanted it so badly his knot was throbbing, but he didn't want
to hurt him. Chris might have had
boyfriends before, but by his own admission, he had never had one that had
possessed a knot and Redtail knew firsthand how much that hurt going in. He was just about to ease up the pressure he
was putting into his hips, when the wolf suddenly spoke, his voice husky and
labored, but also determined.


 "Don't
you dare..." Greystone gasped, pressing back with his hips harder than ever,
working them side to side, forcing more of the hefty bulge into him.


 "But
I'm hurting you..." Redtail replied, almost whimpering, the instinctual need to
knot his lover making him tremble. It
was so close, the wolf's tailhole grudgingly giving in, but it hurt him to know
that Greystone was in pain.


 "So
hurry up and knot me!!" Greystone commanded, managing to sound playful despite
the effort they were both putting in.
And then, just as had happened last night, he felt the tipping point,
his knot starting to slip and he drew in a deep breath, holding it as he
pushed. Suddenly, he was past it and in
a heartbeat, his knot was in, swelling even larger, the wolf's tailhole
squeezing tight around the base on instinct.
He couldn't even begin to put words to how it felt. It was the most incredible sensation he had
ever experienced, as if his body had suddenly become ten times more
sensitive. He could feel Greystone's
pulse through his penis, feel his prostate suddenly tighten up against his
flesh. He felt Greystone sucking in a
deep breath, the swell of his chest against him, could feel the wolf's pucker
spasm against the top of his sheath, feel every exquisite detail of the
moment. And then it was too much. Clutching Greystone tight to him, his balls
suddenly clenched up to the base of his sheath and he cried out, his penis
twitching and throbbing within his lover as he came, spilling his load deep
inside the wolf. At almost the same
moment, Greystone let out a cry of his own, the sound nearly a howl, his shaft
twitching and jumping, spraying another load of wolf seed onto the bed beneath
him.


 The
musky scent of his mate's seed on the air did something odd to him, something
that Redtail had never experienced before.
Incredibly, though he had just came, he felt the explosion of pleasure
return again, even stronger than before, and he let out a surprised gasp as his
penis started jerking again, spraying yet more seed into Greystone's guts,
making his head swim from the sensation.
This second orgasm didn't last quite as long as the first did, but he
couldn't care about that. Finally, the
fox felt everything relax, all the tension in his body disappearing in a
moment. Panting hard, he let go of
Chris' chest, putting his hands out to stop himself from just collapsing, his
entire body trembling.


 The
lovers stayed still, panting and trembling against one another for a pleasant
eternity, then, finally the fox drew in a deep breath, a silly, satisfied grin
on his face. His body felt almost
confused. Every sensation was still
intense, from the feeling of their bodies pressing together as they breathed,
calming down, to the warmth of the wolf's insides, locked tight around his
vulpine equipment. He felt warm and
pleasantly cool, excited and calm, satisfied, and yet, oddly, still full of
desire. But it wasn't the desire for
more sex. And at once, he understood why
Greystone had held him as close as possible after they had tied. Shivering, he pressed himself as close to the
wolf as he possibly could, desiring to hold him tight forever, luxuriating all
the more in the feeling of their fur mingling between them.


 At
last, after a few more moments, the pair tipped over at the same time, landing
on their sides, wrapping their limbs as tight together as they could. They were every bit as satiated and worn out
as they had been last night, but neither dropped off to sleep this time. Instead, as Redtail spooned Greystone close,
they simply lay, listening to one another breathe. Then, just as they started to slip into a
doze even more pleasant than when they had spooned on the couch yesterday,
Greystone spoke, his voice a whisper that's very tone seemed to ooze pleasured
satisfaction.


 "I'm
going to have to change the sheets before tonight." He said, making Redtail
chuckle, the non-sequitur seeming oddly appropriate to him. "We made quite a mess..."


 "I
think we made more of a mess of each other." Redtail replied, nuzzling
Greystone's ears, his comment eliciting a giggle from the wolf as well. Looking over at the rest of the bed, the fox
suddenly grinned broadly, realizing that they were scrunched over on maybe a
third of the bed, the stains of their wild loving sort of taking up the
rest. "You know, I think I understand
why the beds are so big here..." For a
moment, Greystone looked confused, then he got the fox's meaning and he
laughed, a familiar, rich, hearty laugh that made the wolf's body tug slightly
on Redtail's knot, making them both twitch with pleasure.


 "Ha
ha ha..." Greystone laughed, linking his fingers through Redtail's, the
warmest, most satisfied smile the fox had ever seen on his lips, shaking his
head slightly. Giving a sigh of utmost
pleasure and contentment, he finally said it, the words Redtail had known and
yet longed to hear. "I love you."


 "I
love you too Chris." Tom replied, pulling the wolf in yet closer, planting a
kiss on the back of his head. Then,
finally, even as the valley outside the cabin spa began to stir with the
morning, the mated pair's eyes closed as they finally slipped into the pleasant
doze once more, not sleeping, not truly awake, basking in the afterglow of
their love, not a care in the world...
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