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I needed a roommate. Here's the explanation I gave the prospective one when he showed up:
"Well, two friends and I started renting this house right out of college, because we wanted a place to live and because - oh who really cares, anyway, one of them didn't like having two roommates and he left, and the other moved to Washington. Luckily, I have a decent job, I'd just like to be in a better place. You know?" 
Prospective Roommate looked at me like I'd said about fifty words too many. He was a wolf, one of those darker grayscale ones, with shocks of red wherever his headfur would have platinum. They almost formed a pattern. Pretty burly, green eyes, a whole head taller than me. Black khaki sleeveless shirt, chain choker, cowboy cut jeans, and flashy red and black cowboy boots. How equestrian and viciously male! He smelled like a Hall's throat lozenge and, frankly, dick. "Care if I look around?"
"Yes," I cleared my throat, "I'll show you around," I said, emphasis on Show as I guided him around. "Three bedrooms, two have attached baths, a den, sitting room in the front, kitchen dining and family behind the garage, full basement that's unfinished, and it walks out onto this glorious Yard," I said, giving him the whirlwind tour and dumping both of us out onto the back patio.  
He didn't seem too intent on talking or asking questions, but he did walk around the back yard. I thought that was a little odd, especially since he had such a flashy pair of cowboy boots. Pointy and with those kind of flame effects around the front in red leather. "Yard's kind of shit," he said, from over by the neighbor's fence.
I rubbed the back of my head. "I can't really garden and the landlord doesn't pay for it. I do like to mow, though. It's quite zen. The owner doesn't pay for appliance repair, either, only if the water heater or furnace or air conditioner falls down. It's some guy who moved out of state and gave it up to a rental company. But it's a nice house. New roof, hardwood, the neighborhood's quite nice. It's not fancy at all, but there's really no crime."
He walked back up and cracked his knuckles, then took out his wallet. "You got any takers? I got half month's rent in cash." He really did. Not a big roller, either. It was mostly fifties and twenties. 
The wolf gave me a doozy of a gut feeling. Not necessarily bad, just a feeling. Very strong, quivery, nervous. "I don't mean to be unaccommodating, but do you have a.. well, any relationships, lots of friends who come over?"
He shook his head. "Nah. Maybe here and there. Pretty low key. Look, I'm month to month now, lease is up, I can move in anywhere, any time. You need a roommate or not?"
I put out my black hand. "Sure. By the way, we've met before, haven't we?"
---
"Wait, you knew him already?" Macy said. Macy was my cougar friend. The male feline variety, not the middle aged female variety.  We were hanging out at our usual haunt, a coffee shop and bistro named Crisp Orange. I never did figure out what a crisp orange was supposed to be.
I nodded. "Remember when I did that river cleanup project? He was assigned to my team. I never knew his name, he was just 'that wolf guy who grunted a lot while he worked'. Quite a grunter. But he actually did work, which was nice. I think that's why I let him take the spot in my house. Really a bit rangey, but I could use help with the yard..."
"Did you do the popsicle trick?" Carter cut in. Carter was also a wolf, although he looked unnervingly gaunt. It was, after seeing his family, apparently hereditary. 
I scoffed and collected my things to throw in the trash. "Absolutely not, do you think I'm going to sit there and suckle an otter-pop out of its wrapper in front of some strange wolf? Especially one who, well, you'd have to see him to understand. I don't think he'd appreciate it. He looks like the fighting type, not the fucking type. At least not my kind of fucking. Perhaps if I grew out my breasts..."
I did not have breasts. One would have to be an idiot to mistake me for a vixen. Not that I was in particularly manly shape. I probably could have fit both arms down one of Mr. Grunt-Wolf's pant legs. But no man ever mistook me for a breeding post. "Very funny. I need to get back to work. Enjoy wonderful working times, while I prepare to see what sort of mess 'Buck' has done to my house. Yes, that's his name."
And I left, with the usual 'before the last word' flourish that I'd picked up as a trope when I'd been such a nervous young man.
---
Buck's actual name was Bradshaw Daly, which sounded weird.
"No shit," he said, as he signed the contract for rent. "That's why I like Buck. You mind if I wash my car in the driveway sometimes? It's just fucking soap and water."
"Why would I mind you cleaning something?"
"Hungh," and then he went back outside. He had a big pickup truck with a small trailer attached, which seemed to contain all of his belongings. He also had a much more subdued outfit. Dirty jeans, work boots, and a dirty teeshirt. He looked ruffled. 
He was moving in. "Do you need any help?" I asked, and went outside. 
"I don't wanna squash you," was his grunted reply. Amidst all the other grunts. He'd clearly been listening in gym class during weightlifting, when the instructor surely said that grunting was an appropriate way to release damaging muscle tension. 
"Hmf, fine, don't say I didn't ask," and I went back inside while he hefted everything by himself. Everything being mostly boxes that one person could lift, so perhaps it wasn't a big loss. 
I decided to mow the lawn while he worked. Gardening? Botanical murder, when practiced by me. But I could mow me some grass. Diagonal pattern, re-mulching, edging, line trimming. I was half-finished when the wolf came outside with a glass of water. "You use the den for anything? Looks kind of empty," he said, and pointed back towards the house with a dumb jab of his furry hand. 
I shook my head. "Have at it. It's close to the side bedroom. I assume you took that one? I would prefer to keep the spare one on the other side of the house as such. It helps keep things separated." I gestured and my work gloves almost fell off. "Ungh, I feel like Mickey Mouse, or maybe an astronaut," I said, and tried to be silly by flexing my hands. 
"What kinda fox are you, anyway?" He asked, then pawed at one of his ears as a mosquito bit it. 
I felt a little taken aback and clung onto the mower's handle. "A cross fox."
"Kinda bitchy, that's for sure."
That got my tail going. If I had more than one, I would have taken off like a helicopter. "Not that kind of cross. Part normal red fox, part silver fox. I suppose there's some pattern that's supposed to be on my back, but you know, I don't think I've ever seen my own back."
"Huh." He loped off back to the house.
It was going to be an interesting summer. 
---
I had been under the impression that Buck had a pickup truck, since that's what he moved in with. Imagine my surprise when a tremendous racket pulled up into the garage. I went out to have a look. 
There, parked next to my aging Hyundai Accent, was a ridiculous musclecar. "You wanna try not to bang into it with your car door? I do body work for a living but that's on other people's cars. No one's gonna pay me to fix mine. You got that?" He looked pissed off for no discernible reason.
"Oh sure, of course," I said, and nodded quite hard to make sure that the grumpy, snarl-muzzled wolf in my driveway would get the right message. "My car's quite petite, I doubt it would do more than give it a tiny little scrape."
He chuffed.
"I'm kidding! I'm kidding!"
At another one of my every other day gatherings: "What kind of car? I bet it's a Camaro. He sounds like he drives a Camaro. That's the ultimate trash car," said Carter, as he nibbled on a biscotti. 
"It is! But it's one of the new ones, I think. Very large and aggressive. The front end has this sort of grin to it. Isn't that why they put it in that Transformers movie? But it's black with these red racing stripes, and red mirrors, and red wheels, and has this silly wing on the back, and this.. oh, I don't know what you call it. The thing that sticks up from the hood and sucks in air, like a jet engine." I tried to gesture what this was, but my gesture looked more like I was describing the size of a fish. Or something else.
Macy started to look like someone had tossed a catnip sock at his face. "Did you say red and black?"
"I believe those were the two colors I just rambled on about, yes," I said. As you might have noticed, I'm dreadfully sarcastic. It's overcompensation for being, as my first boyfriend said, "the kind of twink you can pack in luggage."
"That guy gets his hair done at my salon! Not by me, he wants Shin to do his hair 'cuz he has these crazy red streaks that he swears only she'll do right. That sounds punky, right? But they make him look kind of crazy ins-"
"Buck goes to your salon??" I dropped my remaining bagel into my remaining coffee. 
"Yeah! Yeah! He always smells like he's fucked everyone on the planet and like, he won't talk about anything except what he wants done to his hair. I mean he's not, you know, covered in dirt or something, it's just, it's kind of, well it's sort of hot. He's quite a wolf."
"Hey," Carter growled. 
"You're quite a wolf, too! You're quite a skinny one." Macy turned back to me. "So your roommate is already on the little six degrees thing! Awesome!" The cougar said, and looked like he was going to fluff up and bounce around like a kitten from an internet video. 
---
After a solid week of Buck living with me, I started to regret my decision. Every time I saw him, that gut feeling escalated, until it left me nervous with my heart pounding. Here is an example why:
I was cooking dinner, which happened to be coq au vin, to be served with red potatoes and sugar snap peas. I got quite lost in what I was doing, not because it was particularly hard to do, but because I had an important business meeting at work the next morning and I was rehearsing what I would say at my presentation.
Then I felt breathing on my neck. Sniff. Sniff. "Oh!" I startled like a housewife on a classic television show. It was Buck, and he was all but touching me from behind.
"That smells good. Can I have some?" 
Maybe he didn't really mean to basically growl it into my ear, but he actually did. I shrank off to the side and twisted around. "Well, you should try saying 'Please'," I said, and waggled a wet stirring spoon near his face. 
And he licked it. "Gimme some of your food, Please."
Heart Pounding Very Hard. "That was rude! I was using that!"
He backed off and leaned on the kitchen island. "You have like fifteen spatulas, Kennedy."
"Ungh, Ken, please."
"What'll it take for me to eat that? I can make you breakfast. I'll get up early. You like bacon?" Aside from sneaking up on me, Buck was wearing a ghastly deep-V-neck designer teeshirt, Ed Hardy jeans, and Doc Martens. He looked ready to put roofies in some girl's drink at a college bar.
I tried to think of how to settle the situation down, because he was giving me squinty aggressive wolf eyes and holding onto the island counter like he would push off at any second and pounce on me. "I'm making coq au vin, which is full of pancetta, which is essentially bacon. Does that answer your question?"
He turned and left the room with a lumbering clomp, chuckling to himself. 
"Hmf. For your information, I leave at eight in the morning."
He waved a hand up in the air as if to say, "Got It" before he went out of sight.
Heart Less Pounding. I turned back to cook, tossed the licked spoon in the dishwasher, fetched another one, and realized why he had been giggling. The name of my soon-to-be-eaten creation. 
"Save me some. Breakfast, tomorrow," Buck growled, sticking his head around the corner from the hall into the kitchen.
Yes, Douchebag Wolf.
---
I'm not an asshole, But. Buck had been dropping quite a lot of hints that I was ferociously bitchy, which made me upset every time he dropped them in the form of, "You're a bitchy little fox" - he was quite forthright - but it was really true. I was simply unable to accept a lot of things in my life, and being bitchy about them was an easy personality characteristic to adopt. 
I usually tempered it by actually doing something about my complaints. I spent a good five minutes complaining about my lackluster vacuum cleaner some time back, and there was actually no one around to listen to it. But, I also bought a better one, _and_ donated the un-foxworthy one to Goodwill. Hardly asshole territory.
Buck, on the other hand, was just as productive but frighteningly callous. Sometimes, he would open his mouth while watching television and pass judgement in the most politically incorrect way possible. The amount of difficulty he had in doing a task was measured by whether he simply grunted like he was fucking the task into submission, or swore profusely and nearly smashed it to pieces like an angry toddler. 
And he smelled. I'd noticed it immediately, and so had Macy. Buck clearly showered - not just from the clean smells but because he spent nearly half an hour in there - and used some sort of fur treatment, but that didn't stop the scent of Male from actually forming squiggly cartoon scent lines as it radiated from him. It wasn't onions or garlic or that burnt-rubber body odor that humans sometimes had, but profound and alarming sexual musk. It even made me self conscious about my own smell, because as you surely already know, red foxes tend to stink. I used a cocoa butter fur flattener Down There to cover it up. 
It was very distracting as I waited for him to groggily make my breakfast. A very male sort of breakfast, potato chunks, bacon, and scrambled eggs, all of it cooked in bacon grease. He also attacked my spice cabinet like he was rooting for buried food. "Well, thank you," I said, as I draped myself on a dining chair, sitting sideways and watching. 
"You let me eat your prissy French cock in wine, stuff," and then he almost had a giggle fit which he ended with a snort, "So I'm gonna give you something back." He plated my food and handed it over. 
In his defense, it was absolutely fantastic, even if eating like that every day would turn me into a beach ball. It clearly fueled him the right way. "You must work out quite hard to eat like this."
"I'm a wolf," he answered, and then proceeded to eat like one. 
"So is my friend Carter, but he's quite thin," I cut back.
When he plucked a piece of potato off his fork, he curled his tongue around it and yanked it off, bit it in half, and half of it fell off onto the plate. He immediately tipped his face down and snarfed it right back up. "Well, 'Carter' needs to go to the gym."
"He does. And so do I. We just don't lift all the weights. Only some of them." And, I was done. Literally, and also heart-poundingly rankled by Buck. "I need to get moving. I have an early meeting."
Grunt. "I'm gonna sleep in after this. Mmm, sleep. Have fun meeting."
I was ready to go, and so I intended to get right along. I started my car, put it in reverse, and nothing much happened. That wasn't entirely out of the ordinary, so I tried again. A little gas, an unnerving whirr, and then, "SERVICE TRANSMISSION" appeared on the little thing between the gauges. Oh, that's a bundle of fuck right there. I got out and noticed there was a pool of green fluid growing under the car. 
Shit, shit shit! That meeting was going to give me a promotion if I didn't blow it, and my car had clearly decided to blow it. 
Heart pounding again, this time a more awful kind of nervous. I had to get to work, and a cab wouldn't cut it. The only solution was:
"Buck? I need a bit of a favor." I said through his bedroom door.
Thud, thump, thump, and he yanked it open a few inches. He was naked, aside from boxer briefs. "Rrnngh, what?" He looked like his eyes would roll back into his head at any moment as he crumpled asleep to the floor.
"I think there's something wrong with my car, and I need to get to work."
He shut the door, then responded. "Lemme look," thud, thud, and he burst out to almost knock me flat, wearing a pair of jeans and no socks now. 
We both looked at the car. "Is that what's wrong?" He pointed at the puddle. 
"I tried to put it in reverse, but nothing happened." 
He leaned in and looked through the window. "Transmission seal blew out. That's all the hydraulic fluid from the transmission."
"You work with cars. Can you fix it?" I was half serious. 
"I don't do that kind of stuff. Also, that requires, you know, a full garage. And tools. Lemme guess. You want me to take you to work."
"Yes, I have a very important meeting."
"You want me to take you to work, what?" He barricaded the door back into the house.
"Buck, I'm serious, I need to go _now_. I spent too much time enjoying your lumberjack wolf breakfast-"
He growled.
"I want you to take me to work, Please."
Wolf grin, and he let me back in. "Lemme put on my work shit and we'll go."
Five minutes later, Buck had a mechanic's workshop shirt that said, "BUCK" on it over his left pec, tough jeans, and engineer boots. We got into his car, and started off.
The inside of his car was, like the outside, red and black. All leather, with sport seats. I presumed they were sport seats, since they had very obvious names on each of them - "RECARO". I didn't know what that meant, but my sad little Accent did not have names on anything. The dashboard was strewn with extra gauges, which all leaped to life as he started the beast up. And it was a beast. It might as well have been a grizzly bear awakening from slumber when he punched the start button.
Buck stuffed his phone into a holster and held down a button on it. "OK Google, I need directions." Then he reached over and slapped me on the chest and gestured at the phone.
"Where to?" The phone said. 
"Central Trust Bank, uh, the headquarters in downtown Lainsville." I eyed Buck, unsure if that was good enough. Then I eyed the phone. 
"Is this right?" A map drew up, with a little pin dot hovered over the exact location of my job. 
"Yes?" 
"You'll be there in fifteen minutes, with traffic."
"Wonderful, that's just on time," I said, and then Buck actually started driving. The lightest touch on the gas pedal through my neighborhood produced a sound much like an enormous, very angry leaping tiger, and stuck me back against the seat.
"I'll do it in ten. With a detour. That thing's traffic report is always wrong." He looked very blase about driving, while simultaneously hurtling the car around subdivision, then local road, then onto an on-ramp. "So what, are you a banker or something?"
"Customer support coordinator. I have to work with the IT department a lot, so I suppose that makes me some sort of geek." I tried to cover my bases, in case he didn't like bankers, support people, or geeks, at least individually. "Not a banker. I'm Irish."
Buck didn't seem to care, nor did he get the joke, nor did he get the double joke that my last name of Aaron was Jewish despite my national heritage. When the light turned green to turn onto the on-ramp, he punched it and the car Rotated around the corner with a scrabbling howl from the back tires. I clutched onto the door handle and some part of the center console. He stood on the gas and we accelerated fast enough to be on an amusement park ride, complete with another back-end squawk and wiggle. The car sounded like some sort of roaring dragon, one of the gauges labeled "BOOST" steadily shot upward, and when we actually crested onto the highway, I was sure that the very turbine-like thing that stuck up from the hood was a jet engine that would blast us off the road and off into space with us pinned into the dashing seats.
Instead, he got off the gas and that dangerously-elevated gauge snapped back down, along with a muscular HUFF! that sounded like a noise Buck himself would make. 
"I don't dare look at the speedometer," I said, and cautiously crossed my arms. My heart pounded. I had that awful gut feeling again, but this time, it was not quite so awful as when he snuck up on me while cooking. It was much more giddy. 
"You're basically on the way to my shop, so this isn't a big deal. Driving you around."
"I'm sure it's not, you seem to relish driving like a madman."
He grunted, and proceeded to make like a NASCAR driver, weaving through traffic on the highway, then bursting off onto another ramp into town, car belching out a Snort-GROWL! whenever he clawed around at the shifter. "When do you get off? I'll take you back home, too."
"Oh, let's say Six. I tend to have rather long lunches."
"Fine," he grunted, and veered out of traffic and into a loading spot in front of the bank. "Out."
"Well thank you too," I said, and climbed out of the car. I must have looked a little odd, dress shirt and blazer and slacks and Italian shoes, climbing out of a Camaro that looked like it belonged on a drag strip. 
Long lunch, indeed. Macy, Carter, and Shin were going to hear about _this_.
---
"You know that silly little car I drive? Well, the transmission fell down, so I asked Buck for a ride to work."
"I'll bet he gave you a real good ride," Macy cut in. 
"Do you have any idea what his car is like?" I sniffed.
"Tacky," the cougar nodded. 
"Is this the guy with the Camaro? I agree with kitty," Shin agreed. Shin was a fox like me, but she was a much normal red color. Also, she wasn't quite a she, although never really talked about that fact.
"It was so Loud! I thought he was going to set a speed record driving down my street to the stop sign. Any time he did anything with the wheel or the pedals, it made some sort of vicious squall or snarl or hiss. And I don't see how we didn't get a speeding ticket. He got me to work in under ten minutes. In traffic! Well, not really in traffic, more like around it," I made a zig-zagging-fish gesture. "So terribly uncouth."
"It seems like, if you're gonna spend money on a car, you should get some sort of fancy car. You know? Like a Porsche if you're sporty, or maybe a Lexus if you're a dentist," Carter said. 
"Or BMW if you are an asshole," Shin added.
"Ooh! Or a Beetle if you're Carter!" Carter drove a Volkswagen Beetle, the new and ostensibly masculine one. It was still quite round.  
The wolf frowned cartoonishly. "Stop making fun of my car. Ken's roommate is the one with the fire-breathing Camaro. Does he have a mullet, too?"
"No, no, red highlights and he's sort of dusky otherwise. He looks a bit like a punk who works out too much," Macy explained. "It's actually kind of better than it sounds, like I wish I had a picture. Do you have one?"
And they all turned to me. "What? Why would I have a picture of him?"
---
I managed to survive a ride home in the Red Dragon, which is what I decided to call the Camaro. A tiger was my first choice, but mere muscular big-cat leaping seemed too tame for that thing. Just like in the morning, Buck might as well have been a chauffeur, if chauffeurs went to the same driving school as the kids in that Fast and Furious movie. I'll admit that I pretended to pay attention to one of those films, since Macy was interested in anything that had pretty colors and young bratty men in it, and I had this on-and-off interest in sports cars. Buck's car was certainly colorful, fast, and happy to produce all of those pop-hiss sounds that fast-car-driving bratty kids seem to like.
Buck was not very sociable. That seemed like a good quality in a roommate, although it made me feel a bit uneasy. He sometimes interacted with me, but as often as he seemed a little friendly, he would just antagonize me. Like with the dinner incident. Or with how he'd sit in the middle of my sofa to watch television. I wasn't exactly a fan of television, so I didn't have a large couch that wrapped around the room. It was some affordable thing I'd purchased with my old roommates merely to have furniture. With a wolf square in the middle of it, someone would have to consciously ask him to move over to either side. When I approached, he didn't move over. He stayed put. I considered that rude. 
The wolf also had his own ideas about what he wanted to do now that he was living in 'a house' and not 'an apartment'. He wanted to improve the yard, yes, and that was very nice of him. But he didn't ask me about anything, to make sure it was allowed, and not like any of it wasn't allowed, but the thought counted quite a lot. For the first month or so of living with him, he simply spent his time turning the den into his own little man-cave, or planting shrubs and digging the weedy life out of the landscaping. 
One evening, he walked right into my home office. I was not doing work; I was carefully curating some new entries to my porn collection, although I'm sure he had no idea that I was scouring Tumblr. He couldn't see my screen. I looked up and just one minute saw a shirtless wolf standing there.  "This bitch I know is gonna come over to pick me up. You okay with that? Gave me shit about 'relationships' when I was looking at this place."
Aaand no more hardon. I saved all tabs and closed. "The point of that questioning was to make sure I wouldn't suddenly find your girlfriend couch-surfing while she was 'between jobs', or something off-putting like that. You can have friends over. Just let me know."
"Yeah, no shit, what do you think I'm doing? Anyway," and he turned around and left, but kept talking. "Her name's Gail. She's this biker wolf. Not a fucking hell's angel, I think she's the accountant for a school district or something. We're gonna go out to this bar she likes and then probably screw a lot."
I decided to follow him, since if I didn't, he would be talking to the wall. I closed my room and went after. The house smelled vaguely like cigar smoke. "That sounds like a wonderful night. I probably won't be home when you get back. I'm going out as well."
"Oh yeah? Where to?" 
When I caught up to Buck in the family room area, I realized he was wearing leather pants and his engineer boots on the outside. They were clearly riding pants, with zip-shut pockets and that waxy, sturdy look. "Do you have a motorcycle?"
"No, but I used to. Was fun, until a friend of mine that I rode with died in an accident. High-sided going around a fucking bend and-" He suddenly dash-clapped his hands together, "Hit a parked car at one of those, I dunno, scenic turnout things. Two pieces." He made a throat-slitting gesture. "So I sold it. Figured cars are safer."
"Of course they are, especially when you drive over a hundred miles an hour. To answer your question, you probably wouldn't like where I'm going." Shirtless. Wolf.
"You going to some gay-ass dance club or something?" He walked out onto the patio and cleaned up the source of the smoke - a cigar ashtray, and the remains of a stogie. He ground it into the sink, then just tossed the butt into the disposer and send it whirring away. Now the kitchen smelled like tobacco. 
There was that gut feeling again. "It isn't a dance club," which was sort of untrue. It was a nightclub, but the dance floor was in only one room. "It's more of a martini bar. Cocktail bar. That kind of thing."
"Yeah? I'm going to Tracy's. That biker bar downtown. Gail's probably gonna make me play pool while making out with me, then I'm gonna cream pie her front and back, maybe give her a nice pearl necklace."
I had actually been to Tracy's, for Carter's father's birthday. Tracy was a man, or rather a grizzly bear, and the place was actually quite upscale. If you were a biker and your bike cost as much as a family sedan, you went to Tracy's for steak and bottomless wings and Fifteen Big Screens showing every game of import at the moment. Not my scene at all, because while men in leather were attractive and I could ignore the ladies, no one there generally wanted to hide the sausage in a skinny little cross fox. "You are absolutely disgusting," I said, and turned away from Buck because I was having trouble looking at him half-naked in leather pants. Partly because it seemed rude, and partly because it was obvious he was not wearing underwear. Very, very obvious.
Underwear! There, on the back of the couch, were a pair of boxer briefs. They were charcoal-colored with a florid graphic design consisting of a tiger that seemed poised to spring out of the groin pouch. "Clean up after yourself," I hissed, snatched the garment, and threw it at his face. He snapped and caught them _in his muzzle_, then spat them out in his hand, stomped over to the garage hallway, and tossed them into the laundry room. 
"I gotta go find my jacket," he said, and disappeared. 
I barely had time to formulate a reaction before a thundering motorcycle roared around the corner onto the street, then into the driveway, then stopped. Seconds later, someone pounded on the door. "C'mon out, Buck!" A gruff, but still identifiably female, voice.
I answered the door. "Hi. The wolf you're looking for is still dressing. You just missed him chewing on his boxer shorts," I said, and then realized what I was looking at. It had to be Gail. Clearly a wolf, ashy pelt, riding leathers from head to toe including a vest with embroidered slogans and a number, a rack that could be used to play a couple of ball sports - and I mean could be the balls - and helmet in hand. 
"Must be the lil' fox bitch he lives with. You mind if I come on in? Course you don't," Gail said, and pulled the door open. I had to back out of the way lest she knock me over. 
"I don't think I'm quite a bitch. I have too many balls for that," I said, tail tucked a bit as Gail stomped around the living room.
"Got a nice place. You do all this decorating? Even got your pictures square. Where's that wolf? Buck, you gettin' a kink in your tail or somethin'?!" she yelled. This was, on one hand, the sort of situation I didn't want in a roommate. On the other hand, it was the second most amusing thing I'd experienced since being shuttled to work in The Dragon.
Buck walked out, and aside from the scowl on his face, looked like he wouldn't have much of a problem standing up to Gail. He now had a classic leather jacket and riding gloves, fingerless black leather that let his charcoal-and-claw fingers free, and a bandana on his head as a skull cap. It was black paisley with red highlights, just like his headfur. He ignored me and went straight to Gail, and the two embraced for a rough, nuzzling, biting sort of kiss. Usually when hybrids kissed it was a nuzzle and a lick, at most some teeth locking. But this was like they both wanted to eat each other's face, and eventually Buck snarled, almost flinched back. Gail really flinched back, stepped around, and gave the wolf a leather-smack to the ass. 
"You two have fun," I said. 
Gail bark-laughed and the two stomped outside. I took a peek through the curtains; when Buck saddled up behind Gail, he grabbed her tits through her jacket until she smacked his hands down. But I saw her scoot back against his groin before they took off, so it had to be a friendly smack.
I got my phone out as soon as they'd run around the corner. Time to call Macy. I felt scared, like someone would see me.  "You won't believe what happened."
"Did Buck just bend you over the sofa and fuck you?"
"He's going out to some sort of biker bar with this wolf bitch. And I mean actual bitch. Not, you know, like how I'm apparently a bitch. Her name's Gail. I'm slightly afraid for Buck; she might try to eat him while mating."
"That'd be a shame, huh? No more scary wolf to insult you while you're cooking."
"He didn't insult me! He crowded me against the stove and licked my spoon."
"You have a very nice spoon."
"Macy! I'm not sure I really signed up for this. I don't think we could be any more different. A straight wolf who fucks biker babes and leaves his underwear on my sofa? Do you know what kind of underwear he has?" I found myself walking around in circles that slowly spiraled towards the laundry room. There they were, on top of the washer, hanging over the edge as if he couldn't be bothered to even throw them into hole. "Here's a hint. There's a tiger."
"Eww, Ed Hardy. Does he wear polo shirts with the collar up? Oh wait, I know what he wears. Those awful V-necks. At least he has a nice chest."
I picked up the boxer-briefs with the tips of my finger and thumb. Such a... slob. 
Buck wasn't actually a slob, though. I wasn't sure what he was.
And the smell! They were even visibly damp, and it was right around where the tiger was. He'd... he'd...
"Helloooo, anyone home? Ken?"
"Macy, I gotta go. I need to do stuff around the house. Okay? Bye." I hung up and swallowed. Then, I took a big, close sniff. So, so male. So musky and sexual. 
I hadn't been fucked in well over a year. Every time I saw Buck, or even thought about him, I got an awful gut feeling. I knew he was going to go after me, maybe was already doing it. He was restraining himself with every fur on his body. Gail? Gail was a distraction. And the underwear? He'd left them out so I would find them, and lose control of my inhibitions due to his Godawful pheromone stench!
I took Buck's underwear into my bedroom and closed the door. Time to play Make Believe. In my games of Make Believe, I played some sort of kept fox who had to dress up for his eccentric owner, and perform sexual favors for him. As a result, I had a closet full of embarrassing clothing which would result in the murder of anyone who uncovered them.
I decided to select something simple, because there was no telling how long it would take Buck and Gail to enjoy their cream pie dessert. First, a pair of black leather riding boots, because they looked so crisp and foxish on... a fox. Next, a pair of equally black leather riding gloves, for the same reason, and because black leather was so perfectly sensual. 
That was it. My fetish was easy. Next, I selected something to play with, aside from Buck's sweaty underwear. He must've been working outside in them. My toy of choice was a big suction-cup dildo named "Harry". I thought it was silly that they named dildos, plus Harry was a terrible porn star name, but it really got the job done. Big, circumcised human dildo, with wobbly fake balls and a sturdy suction cup for a base. Perhaps eight inches long, almost two thick, quite unrealistic when it comes to actual penises. 
I hadn't seen Buck's, of course, but I had seen the bulge it left in his pants, and it was alarmingly big. Maybe I thought it was alarmingly big. Maybe I hoped.
A bottle of poppers, a bottle of silicone lube. 
And then, I got a terrible, terrible idea. 
When I'd first seen Buck's car, I'd thought it was laughable. It was garish and unnecessary. But after I'd ridden in it, I'd been so giddy that I felt embarrassed. As much as Buck was crass, insensitive, and even threatening, he was more often than not silent and affably stoic. This was especially true when he was driving me to work or to the grocery store, as I decided whether to get my poor blown-out Accent's transmission fixed or to scrap it. (He'd even offered to hook me up with a friend who wanted to train a mechanic's apprentice on my car.) His car? Like riding Zeus's thunderbolt. Like riding a dragon, hence the nickname I gave it. Like a roller coaster. 
I took my toys out to the garage. It was hot in there, obnoxiously muggy, and it smelled like all manner of unpleasant things. Oil and gasoline, hot rubber, a hint of garbage, dirt, lawn clippings. But there was Buck's Camaro, sitting silent, brooding and snarling with its goofy headlights-too-big-for-smile face and the jet-set curved, let me get this correct, Supercharger sprouting up from the hood. 
I crouched down, mostly naked, and spit on the base of the suction cup. Then, I plastered it against the front of his car. 
I hunkered down between the concrete platform that led into the house and the car, squirted lubricant onto the wobbling fake dick, then backed up. I'd nailed the placement on the first try. 
I set Buck's underwear down on the concrete in front of me, opened my bottle of poppers, and took a sniff. Bleah! I could never get over the awful chemical-
FUCK
MY
ASS
Head swimming, pulse pounding, I backed up and the big mushroomy head of the toy plowed my loosened asshole apart. I clutched at the concrete ledge, then leaned down against it, face against the damp, male-stinky underwear. I nuzzled the Ed Hardy tiger's face and rocked backwards, then arched up and stretched onto full all fours as I pulled off. 
Oh Buck, don't fuck that biker chick - she could have babies from it! She could have wrinkly breasts! She could have a vicious yeast infection! She isn't a pretty, slender fox who can take a big dick and will roll around in your smell without even being asked!
I was a pretty, slender fox. I'd even wear panties if Buck wanted me to. I'd probably wear a dress, but only one of those fancy evening gowns that encases like a sausage. I'd wear lipstick, in some hot color so it'd show up when I rubbed it off onto his fur.
As I pulled back and forth, head aching a little from the rush of nitrites, delirious with penetration... I heard a sound. I froze. The sound stopped. I moved again, and there it was, a subtle creaking, and not the one from my leather boots. I craned my head around and watched as I plungered myself on the toy; I was rocking Buck's car back and forth on its tires, all three-thousand-odd pounds of it. That wasn't really strange; any car would move slightly when pushed hard even with a finger. It was the thought that counted.
Another sniff of poppers, and I slid back all the way, feeling the toy's head knock me in a very deep place. I hunched forward, and felt the fake prick nudge into me. I picked just the right rhythm and made the car fuck me, because it was the closest thing to Buck that I had. 
I licked and nuzzled at his underwear, nestled my face into them, grabbed them up into my gloved hands and breathed through the deliriously musky fabric, and dusted my tail back and forth over the black and red corner of his car's grin. 
I shot without touching myself, without even feeling an orgasm at first, just a hot urgent clenching and the wet splattering sound of spunk hitting underneath me. I arched up and tried to crush my prostate against the toy and There It Was, hard enough that I yelped out and whimpered and almost actually cried. I pulled off the toy and in the absence of the car-creaking and my fox yelps, I could hear a visceral Shlurp as it slipped out of my quivering asshole.
How Satisfying. I felt a little sore and very empty and fur-tingled with bliss. Then I looked down and realized that a good six streaks of fox sperm had lashed across Buck's crass boxer-briefs. 
I gathered everything up, wiped off the bumper of his car until there was no trace that I'd stuck a dildo onto it, threw his undies into the washing machine, and hoped for the best.
---
Buck's terminal aloofness wasn't one hundred percent of his character. His strange need to landscape the yard also provided us with roommate bonding opportunities; every week in the summer, he badgered me to get out there and work with him. So I did.
"How'd that thing with Gail go? Was that her name? The biker lady," I said, puttering with the lawn mower instead of actually using it so I had an excuse for a conversation.
Buck was digging a hole, which seemed like his natural state outside. He was planting some privacy trees for around the patio. "I don't think I'm gonna tap that again," he said. 
"Too much baggage? Too many saddle bags?"
He looked at me with a dull look, like I'd just said the stupidest thing possible. "She talks too much while fucking. And it's not like good talking, you know, sexy talk. It's just..." And he put his trowel down and stood up. "If I'm fucking you, and you wanna talk, I wanna hear you say stuff that makes me feel good about me, good about fucking you. She made me feel like I wasn't really doing it right. Like she wanted control over me."
"That's no fun," I said, and started getting That Feeling again.
"I like butch women. I don't like girly girls - they always have daddy problems. Gail wasn't like that. She didn't want to use me for stuff, but she knew what she wanted and it wasn't exactly what I was doing, and I dunno, that just didn't work right."
"She was a power bottom," I said. 
"Yeah. Something like that. You figured out if you're gonna fix your car, or do I have to be Drivin' Bitch Daisy forever?"
I gave him his own dumb look right back. "Seriously?"
He sniffed. "That was pretty stupid, huh? Sounded better inside. So you gonna fix it?"
"One of your friends, that coyote you work with, the one you had come out and look at it? He's going to fix it up enough that I can sell it. I think it's time for a new car. Or at least a different one. Preferably one that doesn't come with one hundred and fifty thousand miles of dubious caretaking as baggage."
"Nice," he said. Then he crouched down, patted the dirt around the shrub he'd just planted and doused it with water. "Hey, you wanna come look at something with me? I wanna take care of that nasty spot behind the shed." Then he turned and walked over to said Nasty Spot. There was a low area there at the corner of the lot, and it turned into a mud bowl.
"I'm not sure why you think I'll be of any use. I already told you I can't make anything survive if it's a plant, much less look pretty," I said, but walked over anywhere. He was going to take me behind the shed. Behind the shed, where there wasn't any line of sight to the neighbors' houses. He knew, he knew, he knew.
Buck shrugged and stood there in battered work boots, dirty baggy jeans, token undershirt, dirty work gloves. He surveyed, and did quite a wolfish job of it. I always imagined wolves to be  surveying things with that look they gave the world. Wolves were supposed to be social animals, and of course humans are. Foxes are always at odds with it, just our little nuclear families and all those YouTube videos of natural foxes bouncing around on silly things to dissuade the solitary reality. Foxes are sneaky and cunning because they work outside of society; wolves are threatening but iconic because they have their own. "I think we gotta dig a drain hole."
"That sounds, ah, difficult?"
"A dry well. You just dig a hole and fill it with gravel." He scanned back and forth across the mud. "If you do down beneath the clay, bingo. No more mud. It'll stop the mosquitos."
"Mmm-hmm," I said, and had no real idea what he was talking about. We'd originally met while working on a river cleanup project, but I hadn't been doing it because of my love for nature. I'd been doing it because I had a crush on one of the ferociously straight other coordinators, which had been a fruitless crush. Plus, after actually working with the guy on something, I discovered that his head was as empty as a canyon. At least Buck seemed to have something going on, even if I often had no idea what it really was, or had a creepy feeling that I did.
Then he pushed me into the mud. He just slipped his hand behind my back, patted my shoulder like he was doing to leave me there and stalk off, then knocked me right off balance with a hearty shove. I tried not to actually fall into the mud, but my old shoes weren't exactly good work wear and I staggered, slipped, and not just fell but flailed and crashed down with an awful splash. "What the fuck?"
This was serious mud. I tried to get up but part of my forearm sank down into the slime, and when I pulled my hand back, I came out sans work glove. I rolled over and stared up at Buck. Now, instead of that "I own this land" wistful stare, he showed a little teeth. Then he uncrossed his arms and slapped his thighs. 
"Oh you want to PLAY, is that it?" I said, recognizing him for the dog he was. Terrified, pissed off, and filthy, I grabbed his ankle and pulled. He steeled himself, bending that knee and letting it scoot forward, and we pulled each other closer as he slid and I slid. "Come ON, you're so stoic you can't even fall over! You're a-" and I arched my back and yanked at the back of his knee. "Stick in the mud!" 
I could feel him actively let me pull, and he came down with a crash atop me. After the momentary shock, he was all over me. He tried to pin me down and I freaked out, thrashing around in the mess, winning only because every time he tried to grab at one of my limbs, it slid muddily out from under his grip. He snarled and growled, tail arched, boot toes stabbing into the mud. He got footing and pinned me down on my chest with a slap, splashing my face right into the slimy clay. I slapped my hands into it and twisted around, dug forward, then turned over. He shifted and lurched forward, straddled onto me, and jammed his hands down on my upper arms. Then, angry-dog smirking, he wagged his tail hard. 
"I," he panted, "Win."
I started to feel like I was sinking. "Get off me, you creep!"
He pushed up and off, and suddenly I was merely stuck in the mud, not stuck in the mud and held down by someone's erection. I tucked my ears back against my wet fur when I realized _that_. "What a fucking mess. Gonna go shower. Unless you wanna get soaked by the hose?" He stood up and stuck a hand out for me.
"I don't do well in wet tee-shirt contests, since I don't have breasts," I said, trying to pull things back from being viciously wrestle-attacked by my roommate into a submission hold. Then I grabbed his hand and he pulled me up and out.
He shrugged, grunted, and headed up into the house. I followed, after quite some hesitation, and found all of his muddy clothes in the back foyer. That meant he was both conscientious of making a mess, and also walking around completely nude. I listened carefully; the shower from his end of the house hissed and splashed. 
My own shower was difficult, because as soon as I was nude and wet, I got a wicked hardon. Just like his, I thought. When he was on top of me. Buck liked women, or at least did a very convincing job of acting like it, but he also apparently liked me. Erections aren't uncommon in greco-roman wrestling, but he'd intentionally chosen to throw me down into a mud bowl behind my own (well, rented) house. I was so hard thinking about it, but jerking off in the shower to my own dubiously creepy roommate felt creepier than he did.
Once I was clean, I solved my problem by ordering some Chinese delivery and eating it in my bedroom like a college student. Perhaps if I completely avoided Buck, I would eventually forget what happened. 
That didn't work, because ordering in Chinese food made me realize I couldn't leave the house to get food because my car was broken and there was nowhere within walking or even reasonable biking distance, meaning I would have to rely on Buck to get somewhere. Within days, my car would be fixed, but that meant days of strapping myself in against the leather sport seats of his car and being rocketed around by a grimacing, quietly crass Wolf if I needed to go somewhere. 
Once the sun had slipped below the horizon, suitably late on the summer night, I decided to venture out to other parts of the house. I could smell a hint of spicy, dark smoke, which meant Buck was probably smoking a cigar out on the back deck. I decided to fix a drink and confront him, which became "just say hi" by the time I went to open the sliding door.
"Quite hard to survey your territory with the lights off," I said, and slid the glass closed behind me. The silence of the house gave way to the constant low noise of Outside, breeze rustles and crickets and roosting birds and a soft creak of leather.
"Keeps the bugs away," Buck said, and his face glowed dusky red as he took a big puff from his stogie. It made him look positively evil, in that very attractive movie villain way. He was seated at the patio table, leaning back against the siding of the house, wearing black leather. 
Wait a minute, what?
"Going out again? I thought you said that Gail wasn't working out for your loins." I sipped my martini to end my bratty statement.
Puff, and then a discreet head flick to send the smoke somewhere other than towards me. "Nope. Just felt like it."
"Really," I said, and sipped again. It was dark, and I was seated under the edge of the table. He wouldn't be able to see my erection.
Black leather motorcycle jacket, black and red muscle tee, black riding jeans, and his fancy flame-tipped cowboy boots. My eyes were adjusting to the deep dusk. "Figured I'd be ready for when you came to chew me out for what happened earlier." He tapped his ash off and puffed up another cloud. "Nice night out for it, at least."
"It was rather rude," I said, and started feeling tipsy. I'd had a few swigs of gin on the way to the full martini, to help brace myself. "You could have asked nicely. Hello, Ken, would you like to come out into the yard with me? I fancy a roll in the mud, because I'm a wolf and I love to roll around in smelly things."
"Picked the right animal to roll in the mud with.  Foxes stink." Then a whole fucking mouth of teeth in a big smirk. 
"Cigars stink."
"Guess we both like things that stink, since you're sitting here giving me shit, and I'm sitting here chewing on it." Crrrreak, as he moved in the metal patio chair. 
I slugged my martini down. "Can you explain why you decided mud wrestling was your new hobby?" No immediate answer. "Will you explain?" 
"Every time I see that big mud puddle back there after a rain, I think, I wanna roll in that mud. Maybe I'm part pig."
"Can you explain why you dragged me into it?"
He leaned back further. When he puffed again, at the stub of a fat cigar, the glow even lit up his fingerless gloves, glinted off his choker chain. He seemed to think for a while. "Maybe inside, in my den, while I get stoned off my ass."
Nervous feeling again. "I see."
He snuffed out the cigar onto the plate he'd brought out with him, then carried it inside. I stayed put to cool down my racing heart. Without the smoke, a few mosquitos ventured over and I decided that joining Buck would be better than feeding blood to insects.
"Your den?" I said, and leaned into the doorway. He'd transformed it into a low-key man cave, just like he'd mentioned weeks earlier.
"Yeah. My den. You said I could have this room, so I have it. Now I'm in it." He had a leather stuffed corner sofa, a big television panel, his humidor, a coffee table with car magazines on it, a few big posters with suitably manly cars and motorcycles (Porsche, Harley-Davidson, a Mustang horse logo). He was fooling with some sort of odd device that looked frankly like a piece of garage shop equipment. It had a gauge on it, a big trigger handle, black and yellow plastic, with a coiled metal gooseneck that sprouted from the top. "You mind? I mean, you mind if I get stoned?"
"I'd rather you not smoke inside, frankly. It's terrible to get out of the paint."
"Not smoke, this is a vaporizer," he said, and picked the device up by the handle and brandished it. "You're welcome if you want, I'm not gonna be a dick and bogart it all." He was still wearing all of his leathers. He set it down and the gauge started moving. 
I sat down on the other leg of the couch. "You were going to explain why you thought it would be funny, or fun, to attack me earlier."
He shrugged and slipped out of the jacket, leaving him in the muscle shirt and fingerless gloves. What a wolf. Not really huge, but everyone was big compared to me. So nicely built, though. Then he picked up the vaporizer and made like he was playing an oboe with the end of the spiral part, inhaling with a soft hiss. He set it back down and motioned to me, then eventually exhaled a streamer of faint smoke that disappeared almost instantly. It smelled clearly, but mildly, of marijuana.
"Are you just going to shrug at me? You're terrible," I said, and really couldn't be mad at his recalcitrance. His means to get high made me curious, and I took my turn. I could barely tell I was inhaling anything, save for mouth-drying warmth. "Are you sure this is working?"
"It sneaks up. I love cigars. Loved 'em for most of my life. Reminds me of when I was a kid and my dad would have cards night at home. It's not one of those kinky-ass things like some people. But they can turn my fucking stomach inside out, and this turns it right-side out again." He took another drag and passed it over.
This time, I could taste the grassy, slightly nutty flavor. "I don't really know what to think about you, Buck. I suppose that's intentional. You obviously care how you look, you care how your car looks, but otherwise, you're a wall." My heart started pounding again, from chemical excitement. "Marijuana makes me terrible," I changed the subject. "Makes me drowsy, and frankly, incredibly aroused. I spent some time in college going to too many clubs and parties downtown. Quite the party fox. Quite the party favor," I said, and giggled stupidly. 
"Figured a queer-ass little bitch like you would go into that kind of stuff."
"Excuse me?!" I giggled so heavily that it sounded like a sneeze-cough fit. "What makes me think you're a queer-ass fox? Oh shit! What makes you, think I'm a queer, ass, fox?" Holy Shit. My misgivings about how well his electronic vice worked were replaced by a serious high. "You, Mister Bradshaw Daly, are the one wearing leather pants and fingerless gloves, inside, not straddling some roaring machine."
"You came on my underwear, so I shoved you in the mud," he said, then took another 'hit', just like how I would take a sip of my drink after saying something Oh God he knew.
"Oh god, you know about that? How do you know about that?" No sense in denying it. 
"You fucking came on my underwear. You think I'm not gonna notice the smell?"
"But I WASHED them! I put some of that Oxy Stuff on them! I made sure to air dry them so it didn't bake the smell into them!" True.
Buck seemed to have enough of the vaporizer. I took my last, and left it idle. I felt so good, so embarrassed, but so good. I felt horribly filthy, and that was always fun. What can I say? Buck just leaned back and propped a cowboy boot up on his coffee table. I looked at it, he looked at me looking at it, then he gave me a half-lidded wolf grin. "I almost came in my fucking pants while I was on top of you. Ever since I saw how it got all muddy back there, I've been wanting to throw you down in it." He made a gesture that looked alarmingly like throttling me and then discarding me into the trash. "Pin your cross-foxy ass down against something and get on top." He squirmed in place, then looked up and rolled his eyes while he grabbed and shifted his sausage around.
"I'm flattered!" I burbled. "I should go put on a red sweatshirt, and then the big bad wolf can pretend to be my grandmother and... that's quite incestuous, maybe I shouldn't try that."
"I fucking love femmy boys. Butch girls and femmy boys. You all have this sexy thing, the way you move around and cock your fucking hips out and arch your back around and wear tight and fancy clothes and talk like you're so fucking full of yourself. When that shit's on a girl, they're trying to fucking use you, and they can have BABIES. I don't wanna have babies. I don't wanna get sucked into some shit. I wanna have a tough girl who knows what she wants and how to fucking do it. On a boy? I wanna have some little squirming twink who wags his fucking tail and shoves his ass out and acts like a desperate little moaning SHIT. He probably just wants to get off, and that's fine. He can get off all he wants. And when he wants to move in and get his rent paid, I can tell him to fuck off and he'll listen because he's not a subversive little bitch, just a regular little bitch."
"That certainly doesn't describe me," I giggled. "If I'm not mistaken, you're paying Me rent." Buck wanted me! This was turning into a Penthouse Forum letter. 
"Bull shit. You're wagging your fluffy tail around right now," he growled, then grappled his hands over his chest, like he was going to claw his shirt off.
"Oh don't do that, do it like this," I said, and because I was stoned and quite buzzed, went hands on. I grabbed his clingy, stretchy shirt - clearly from some trendy discount shop that traded in camp shirts and things with dragons on them - and started to roll it up from the waist. Instead of reacting, Buck just sat there, one arm sprawled back on the sofa, the other dumbly by his side. He breathed very hard, and stared at me. I turned his shirt into a cord that stretched across his pecs, arching over the middle of them. He trimmed his torso fur save for the ruffy part right up top around his collar bone where his choker sat. It felt like warm velvet. 
"I dunno about this. Might be a bad idea. We're fucking roommates. I just like femmy boys and wrestling around and shit. I couldn't help myself."
"Well, Buck, I couldn't help myself either," I said, and slinked up into his lap. It was so easy, Bermuda shorts sliding against taut black leather. "I couldn't help myself to take them and steal them out of the laundry, then put on something sexy, then take a nice, big toy out into the garage and stick it onto your car, and fuck myself on it, while I rubbed them all over my face." As I spoke, I leaned in, hands massaging those big, firm pecs, like I was hunkering down against something. I made sure to wave my tail from lock to lock behind me. 
He didn't grab at me. He just stared down at my face, breathing. "You fucking what?"
I was quite stupid by this time, and simply nuzzled his chest, sniffed at the dark smells, let my hands wander down to the sides of his hips. I took his not-reaching hand and pushed it against my shirt buttons. "Hmmm?"
He made a fist, puckering the fabric. "You fucking did what to my car?"
"Don't be mad, Mr. Big Bad Wolf," I said, tucking my dark little snout. Ken, maybe you should be careful, because he's unpredictable, a little voice said to me, but it was hard to hear over the pounding in my ears.
He suddenly pushed me down onto the couch and straddled on top of me, holding my upper arms again. I squirmed, and he held harder. "What did you say you fucking did to my car? Say it. Don't play your little bitch games."
"I stuck a dildo onto it, and fucked myself with it. It was amazing," I said, and couldn't help trying to word my way out of the situation. 
"Show me," he growled, then got up and grabbed me by the shirt. I tried to follow without getting my shirt ruined. He then pushed me out into the garage, his own shirt still corded up over his pecs, ears splayed slightly, headfur ruffled up. He growled.
"Don't be so serious!" I said, but pushed back when he shoved. "It was right there, I think," I said, and pointed down to a part of the body work at the lower left of the bumper. "It had a suction cup, so I uh, stuck it on there, and then I crouched down here," I pointed around with a dark finger. "It rocked back and forth as I pushed and pulled, and that was so amazing. It was like your car was fucking me. Quite a stupid thing to do. But, Buck, I promise I was very careful with it. I gently buffed the paint to make sure there was no fox spit on it."
He grabbed me backwards against his body with an arm around my chest. "Don't fuck with my car. If you want me to fuck you, you should just ask." He was still hard. I could feel it throbbing against me.
"Fuck me?"
"Yeah, I said you should ask me if you wanna get fucked."
"I'm ASKING, Fuck me?"
He pushed me away, growled and snarled, grabbed his corded shirt and instead of just lifting it off over his head, chewed and rended it until it tore in half. Then he flung the remains of it in the general direction towards the garbage. "Go inside."
I scurried back into the house and he followed, stomping instead of hurrying. I paused, looked over my shoulder, and when it was obvious he was on a collision course, continued to scurry. Towards my room. Where else would I go?
I flung the door open and kept moving until the bed tripped me. He strode in and slammed the door shut, not like there was anyone else in the house to hear us. "So this is your fucking room, huh?" Suddenly, Mister Tough Wolf just sounded stupid. Then he started going through my closet.
"You're rude. You shouldn't just look through my stuff," I said, and started trying to take my clothes off. It was really more like I rolled around in bed, squirming against my shirt and shorts, until I realized I could actually peel them off and unzip them, and in the correct order. "If I wasn't stoned and horny I'd tell you to stop."
"What is all this shit?" He took something out. It was a leotard. Not anything explicitly sexual - it was an actual performance leotard. Then he took out a tail coat. 
For underwear, I only wore a stretch spandex jock, and my cock strained it out away from my hips. Embarrassing, not to mention what he was doing. "I like to dress up."
"Dress up for what?" He kept looking through my stuff. He encountered all of the sexy things, and all of the girly things, and didn't seem fazed beyond gruff surprise. 
I got out of bed and gently wrapped my arms around his waist from behind, stroked the leather covering his thighs and cock, and pulled backwards. "For play time," I said, softly, against his strong back. He smelled so good. So dirty, and so good. Cocoa butter Furlax coat wash and spicy musk body spray and hot leather and hot Sex. 
"I've never even seen you bring someone home. This what you do at that club you go to? You a dancer or something?" 
I gently goaded his hand to hang things back up. "No, I'm not a dancer. I'm just a little kinky."
"You like to roleplay or something?" 
I opened his fly. It had buttons instead of a zipper. What a cock tease. "Well, that varies. I like how I look in various things. I like how I feel in various things. Roleplaying per se? That depends on the other person." I reached in. Wow. Just Wow. Uncut, throbbing, sweaty, and hand-filling. Instead of taking it out, I took my hand back and let go of him. Then I stepped back against the bed, scooted my jock down, and tossed it over into the hamper with my foot. 
Buck turned around and stared, shoulders up, elbows out, face even wrinkled up a little. At first, it was a hot, dangerous look, but every passing second made it look more like he was either broken, or upset at the situation. 
That heart-pounding sensation came back, or rather it came out on top of the already-thundering sensation from the liquor and the smoke. "Yes?" He wasn't eying me, just staring. Despite the sudden growing panic, I couldn't quiet my erection down. 
"You've got a big dick. You skinny guys always have big dicks."
"I don't know what yours looks like yet," I scoffed, and crossed my arms, cocked my hip a little. 
So he dragged it out. Not a long one as much as thick, and he really stiffened up fast. When it bobbed, the whole thing moved as one, instead of wobbling around. That alone made it something worthwhile, but he had A Tattoo On His Dick. It was a tribal pattern, in red against his black, that rimmed around the shaft behind the head so the foreskin wouldn't disturb it. "It hurt but it looks cool," he growled, anticipating my question. 
On and off for the last few minutes, I had a fantasy of unrolling a condom onto his cock. It seemed like such a sexy thing to do, because it guarantees that you're going to get fucked. There's really no other reason to do that. I suppose you could just lick it through the rubber, but a condom seemed like a poor choice in that case - something more extravagant was in order for that kind of fetish play. A condom was just to keep what's yours to yourself. But with the tattoo on there, I couldn't... but I had to... but I couldn't. "Lemme get ready," I said, and giggled profusely. 
Buck mirrored my stance and crossed his arms, stepped back, and leaned against my closet door. With his foreskin forward and his shaft straining upwards, the design pointed up underneath and right to the tip. Good choice. 
I slinked into bed and crawled across to the nightstand, then opened it up. Strip of condoms, loosely rolled up, which I took out. Lube, which I took out. Poppers, which I took out. 
"What's that shit?" He grunted, cock bobbing, but he didn't indicate what shit he was unsure of.
"This?" I showed him the lube. "It's so you'll be _slippery_," I mocked.
Buck stalked over and swiped up the bottle of poppers instead. "No, this."
If I hadn't been stoned and aroused and nervous, I would have given him a detailed explanation. Instead, I just squirmed around on the sheets and laid back, then pulled my knees up. "Sniff it. It gives you a head rush and makes your asshole loose."
"I don't need a loose asshole," he said, but uncapped it and sniffed anyway. A big sniff, a few huffs, thanks to the drugs. Pot seemed to make us both breathe hard. "Yuck," he snorted, then capped it and set it back down. I clutched onto it and waited. After a few seconds, Buck looked like he was going to sneeze, then groaned like someone waking up groggy. 
"I said it gives you a head r-"
And he attacked me. Not really attacked, but suddenly he was in bed, cock smacking up against mine, arms at either side of me, angry wolfy face way too close. "You gonna slick me up? Or are you gonna lie there like fucking roadkill?"
Stunned, I grabbed the bottle of lube and messily squirted it all over my hand. I would have squirted it on his red and black shaft but there wasn't enough room between bodies. I reached down and massaged his length, and his eyes dozed shut while a hot, smoke-tinged grunt puffed into my face. Kind of gross, really. I reached over with my other hand and uncapped the poppers with one hand, then brought it over for my own sniff.
It hit me like a ton of bricks. A ton of cock-shaped bricks. I was already stupid and wound up from the vapor earlier - adding a blistering, thundering head-rush made me feel like I was going to explode. I clutched onto Buck's bare shoulders, back, lower back, then his leathery rump. We squirmed against each other, and that disgusting meat and smoke smell of his breath was suddenly so immensely hot that I tried to suck it out of his snout until he growled from being tongue-tickled and shook his head back. 
And he stuck me. "Wait, wait wait," I yipped, but splayed my legs apart anyway. The feeling of a big dick starting to push my hole in made my heart flip-flop a few times, and the poppers did their work. But then his bare, slick cock really shoved in, half of it, all at once. It was too much, and it hurt, but only a sort of cramping ache inside, not that terrible sharp feeling of actual damage. "Unh! Buck! Easy!"
Pornography tends to give the impression that one can simply cram their cock into another's asshole. After a lot of preparation, or if the asshole's owner is limber, that's certainly true. In general, I took quite a bit of fussing and playing to really get ready, and Buck seemed completely oblivious to that. "Mmm. Fuck that wolf bitch, she was loose. Shoulda gone with you from the start."
The cramp started to subside and I stopped pushing at him, and instead limply fell back against the sheets, swooning and fox-whining. I turned my head and saw the condoms, still in their little roll on the nightstand. "Oh shit," I breathed. 
Buck looked over, then grabbed me by the face and turned my head back to point upwards, at the ceiling, at his own face. "You complain too fucking much."
"Buck, you really should-"
"I'm a fucking wolf and you're a fox. Nothing's gonna happen. Quit bitching and either shut up or say something nice." Then he Moved. While I was pretty sure he hadn't ever fucked someone in the ass before, hence the sudden rough penetration, he did seem to know how to move while performing the general act. Instead of just jackhammering, he used his whole body to rock back and forth, which both made a racket out of his leather pants squeaking against his boots, and ground his thick shaft right up into the right place.
"Oh," I huffed, and absently petted the sheets, then my own chest, then wound my hands around his supporting arms. "You're really strong."
"Mmrh," was all he said, and then he nuzzled me. 
"And your cock is really huge. It... it almost hurts." That was true, but I'd also learned that every man loved to hear about how big their dick was. 
"You said this shit makes you loose, well, here," Buck gruffed, then grabbed the poppers again. This time, he snatched an errant sock, wrapped it around the bottle, then shook it. 
"Oh don't, you'll waste them," I whined, and reached up to stop him, but really just squeezed his chest. He was hard as a rock. If I'd have punched him, I would have hurt my hand. I couldn't believe someone actually felt like that, and kneaded and stroked away. Meanwhile, he took the now half-full bottle out of the sock and set it aside, then smudged the sock into my face. 
Poppers are really quite gross to sniff. The only reason the smell is tolerable is because of how awesome the end result is - after an afternoon playing around with them and a rather slender cheetah, he fisted me with no ill effects aside from a headache and a case of the sniffles the next day. Since Buck wanted me to sniff them hard, fine, I sniffed them hard. When I nudged his hand off, he took the sock back to himself and had his own few whuffs from it, then just tossed it over his shoulder. 
And fucked me. Really hard, almost brutal, but very aroused. He was extremely into it and jammed up deep enough that it made me writhe around to make sure he could really go far enough without bruising something. Sometimes he slowed down and pushed right at my prostate, and as much as I wanted to kiss and touch him when he did that, I just couldn't move or do anything but squirm and yowl underneath him. Sometimes he just pumped in, at the wrong angle, so it just missed where I really wanted it. And the whole thing was such a hedonistic, heart-pounding, frothy-headed blur that who really cared about orgasm? I didn't want him to stop for a second. 
I came for four shots without even realizing it; Buck then grabbed onto my cock and milked hard and I screamed while the next four splashed me in the face and painted the wall with wet splatters that I could hear bouncing off the paint. The wolf pulled out and throttled his cock, and it terrified me for a moment thanks to the red tattoo work around the shaft - but no, that wasn't blood, that was art. Painful, permanent art. He came all over my cock and balls, and the shots would have gone just as far if he didn't intentionally wrangle his cock with his half-gloved hand to splatter my twitching, sagging dick and slippery orbs. 
The best part was that afterwards, instead of just storming off to the bathroom, Buck looked spent and stayed kneeling on the bed, dazed and dribbling onto his leg. When he went soft, he stayed big. I liked that.
"You didn't cum in me," I finally said. I felt small. My voice felt small. Somehow, after having someone do something stupid and reckless like fuck me bareback, not getting it all the way was a letdown. 
Buck shrugged. "I didn't wanna wear your asshole out."
That's why? I thought. The only reason why? While I thought about it, Buck wiped his leather pants off, then loped into the attached bathroom. He came out with a towel and threw it at me. 
"You wanna shower with me? Or do you like going to sleep crunchy?"
I wasn't going to pass up showering with Buck. And by showering with, I mean he scrubbed me down like a housepet. I think I actually lost a little fur, he was so serious about cleaning me off. He wouldn't let me do anything myself, either, attacking me with the fur soap and a scrubber and everything. He even got me between the thighs and up the ass crack, which made me howl and kick from the tickling. It was this weird kind of mindfulness, and while still stoned and bristling after all the poppers fumes, it was a kind of hedonism I'd never experienced.
After the shower, Buck's romance ended. He didn't want to sleep with me, in the literal sense. "I don't sleep well with other people. I bite and stuff and if they roll around I get pissed off." Then he left with a grunt and a backhand wave, like he always did. 
I really hoped it wouldn't be the last time.
---
"Oh no," was what Macy had to say when I showed up for Lunch Gossip. 
"Oh no what?" I actually was surprised - I looked down at my shirt, in case I had some sort of awful stain from carrying my coffee over from the bar. 
"You have that _look_."  Carter agreed: "Totally. Totally totally." He resumed picking at his salad, a decidedly un-wolfish thing in my opinion.
"What look?" I started feeling that creepy crawly feeling over what Macy was talking about.
"You've been fucking," Shin said, and pointed her fork at me. "Macy, did wolf come in with that look?"
Macy's eyes went so wide, he started to fluff up. "No? No, he comes by every other week to get his highlights topped up. But when he _does_ come in, I'm going to ask him all about how YOU are," he said, then turned to me with a raucous grin. 
"You can't possibly tell that I've been fucking by just my facial expression. Foxes are second only to coyotes in trickster abilities. Besides, it's none of your business."
"You called me on the phone to tell me about Buck's stinky underwear!" Macy hissed.
I attempted to drink my coffee, but one lick sent it rushing over one side of the cup. "Well, we only fucked a little bit."
"A little bit!" Macy's tail curled onto and pulled over the chair behind him, bothering the deer trying to use their laptop on the next table over. "You can't fuck a little bit. Maybe if you're Bill Clinton, but even then, that involved a cigar so it's kinky and makes up for it. So what'd you do."
I sighed. "Well, we wrestled in the mud a little. Then, I stuck a dildo onto the bumper of his car and fucked myself on it, and came all over his underwear that I was sniffing. He found out about it, and gave me shit about it. We got stoned, then he fucked me like a girl in bed and came all over me."
The other three sat there and stared, apparently not expecting me to actually tell them. But it was a trick; too much information is the best way to stop an annoying conversation. Behind them, the buck at the other table looked aghast, but snapped his eyes down to his computer when he saw me spying back.
"No wonder you smell like a wolf," Carter finally said, then looked amidst all of us. "What? I mean he does, I should know."
And that was how it started.
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Buck Daly and I weren't friends. We were lovers. We weren't together. We were roommates. I found that strangely comforting to repeat in my head.
His dark gray fur and red highlights gave the impression that he was a crass alpha male wolf. He was fond of fast and powerful cars, cigars, powerful clothing, predatory sex. 
But he also gardened, to an almost obsessive degree. He volunteered religiously with local parks projects and environmental conservation efforts. And he liked nature shows.
On the other hand, I was a prissy male cross fox. Well, I still am a prissy cross fox. It's quite hard to stop.
Thanks to Buck, I had become somewhat of a stoner over the six months we had been living together. Not only did he provide easy access to marijuana, fond of it himself, but my previously full social life had suddenly dwindled and closed in. My friends left town (the case with cougar Macy and transsexual partner in crime Shin, both working to open a spa in California) or even died (in the shocking case of Carter the skinny-because-he-was-secretly-a-meth-addict wolf). 
Instead of exploring the world of people to find replacements, I careened off in a different direction, exploring inside of myself, and the domestic oddity of our sexual odd coupling. It even led me to question whether I wanted to be the customer service coordinator for a bank that was increasingly looking to plump up the bottom line of its shareholder wallets. 
One night, I became particularly baked off my ass and had a momentary thought that I would dress up in something frou-frou to get Buck's attention. I managed a fluffy poet's shirt and a pair of black 'manties' before I decided to get a snack. And of course, the kitchen was very close to the living room, so I ended up on the sofa where Buck was watching yet another exposition on the world around us.
"Don't you think it's odd," and I leaned on the word Odd until it seemed weirdly stretched, like a snobby person from a fantasy film, "that you're a wolf, watching a television show about wolves?"
Buck grunted. He clearly didn't care what I was wearing. 
The show's content is somewhat lost in my memory, aside from being about wolves. There was scarcely little narration, and all I can remember is that it seemed to show wolves being wolves in actual nature, instead of in animal sanctuaries. 
I remember one long cut involved a dark wolf watching the cameraman. Staring, although staring was a human thing. Animals always stared; it was what happened if they didn't look away. The show left the cut in, despite poor attention spans, and it was unnerving. 
"He has your eyes," I said, finally. 
Buck was just as stoned as I was, and became even less likely to talk. "I saw a real wolf once. In the wild. I'd been camping," he suddenly started to say, and it was like someone had unplugged a hole. "We cooked some chicken and it didn't really work out right. Like the fire went out and we realized one piece was still raw, so we had to throw it out. We weren't really thinking and just tossed it a little ways away. So I got up in the middle of the night and had to pee really bad. It was really fucking scary, being out in the woods, literally out in the middle of the fucking woods, you know? I was I dunno, ten or eleven. So I was out there peeing since I knew where the fucking chicken was and didn't want to get lost, and then I had to shit.  I turned off my flashlight so I wouldn't attract all those stupid bugs, and was trying to drop one while being scared of the real fucking dark."
On the show, the wolf was eating something that looked like a deer. Nearby, a few crows were waiting their turn.
"The moon was out so it was you know, a little light, like I could probably have walked around without the flashlight. And despite barging through the fucking woods and pissing all over a tree and taking a shit while sitting on a root, I didn't scare off this wolf that came around to eat the damn chicken. I dunno, I guess he was a hungry wolf. Like if I was out in the wild and someone left some chicken there, I'd go eat it. Wouldn't wanna starve."
It was my turn to be quiet. Buck was actually expressing something. It was enough to make me even forget that I desperately needed a snack.
"Do you go out in the woods and shit like that?"
"Well, you do remember how we first met..." As I spoke, I started to regret how I sounded, a split second too late to stop myself.
"You ever run into some sort of wild animal? You think if you startle them, that they'll run away. But that's only sometimes. I guess I really startled this wolf because he just stayed there, just like that one," and he pointed to the screen. "And stared at me. I could see his eyes reflecting the fucking moonlight, like they were fucking metal in his head. And he stared at me. And he fucking stared Into Me."
"Wow," and I meant it.
"Do you know what that's like? I knew what he was thinking. I KNEW WHAT HE WAS THINKING. I felt it. I was another wolf. And he knew it. We both knew it. We were both wolves. Have you ever looked at a fox?"
"They have cat eyes, and it's sort of bizarre really."
"What'd you feel?"
"Perhaps a little awkward, because he was in a cage. It was a science thing at school, they brought animals to show us."
"I don't feel like that when I look at a wolf. I feel like I do when, I dunno, I look at another person."
Something inside of me cracked open. "You watch all this stuff because you're homesick."
Buck looked uncomfortable in his seat and jostled his only-underwear self around until he was sitting cross-legged. "I don't know."
"If you're homesick, why are you here? Why are you living with me, in a house, why do you drive a car, why do you do any of that stuff?"
"I have two homes."
I cocked my head. 
"I'm a First."
We then suffered through a long silence. Maybe ten minutes. At first, I felt a little awkward, because I didn't know how to respond, couldn't tell if Buck was upset or not. Then I forgot about that feeling and simply enjoyed the uncommon peace of being with someone and being quiet. 
"You know what that is?" He finally said, and looked at me with a serious, hard look. 
"I'm not _stupid_, I went to school. And I'm not one."
"Didn't know until a few years ago. My parents tried to hide it. I guess that was a Southern thing. Privacy and family secrets and bullshit." Buck shifted around on the sofa until he was sitting with his feet on the front edge, then moved around to kneel. 
"That's awfully rude. Isn't it a big deal?"
With every passing second, he looked more and more antsy. "Those First Dawn weirdos think so. I fucking hate activists. Do things 'cuz they're the right things to do, not 'cuz you want to influence people. I hate that stuff." He started to paw at his chest. "I'm fucking hungry. Go make me a snack."
I scoffed. "I'm not your servant." I could see him lifting his shoulders to growl. "But _I_ am hungry. That's why I came out here. So fine." I got up and went into the kitchen. Buck followed me almost literally on my heels. 
Some people get paranoid on pot. I never did - it was purely hedonistic, although I could see how the heart-pounding could lead someone to think that something was wrong, and then fall into the spirals of intoxication concocting an explanation for the fear. But the ideas! Buck's literal stalking would have normally scared me, but it was sexually thrilling and he was quite plainly drooling. In the wild, that would have been bad for a small bunny rabbit, or perhaps a fox that got in between said dead rabbit and the wolf, but civilization had such wonderful things as refrigerators and packaged food.
And I had gotten a glorious, overly large portion of fajitas for take-out earlier. "If you keep clinging onto me, I won't be able to make you anything."
"Rrrrrh, you'll feed me. I know it. I fucking scare you."
"Yes, you do. Like the other night, when you so casually fucked me without wrapping it up. That was very scary. What if I get a disease? Then it's your fault." I kept on lilting away, despite the fact that it was in fact scary, I had no idea if I could really trust Buck, and he had very pointedly not taken the hint.
"You could have asked. Food. Now." More and more growl. 
"Sit." If he was going to bareback me like one of those game players, I was going to fuck with him. 
With a loud gruff, he sat back onto a stepstool. 
"You know, Buck, you could act more like a wolf sometimes. Commands are for dogs." I rummaged in the fridge. Oh, where were the fajitas? Were they _here_? Were they _there_? Maybe I had to take the milk out first. That was quite refreshing - I had some, and left a smear of it on my mouth, then wiped it off. "Dogs are just wolves that didn't grow up."
When he saw me give myself a 'milk mustache', he whined. 
"And since I'm a cross fox, which is a garden-variety garden-infiltrating hen-stealing egg-on-face wild animal, I don't have to worry about that problem. Unless I'm in Russia, I suppose." There was the meat! I pulled the carton out and Buck immediately leaned forward. "Are you out of your mind?"
"Wolves on TV," he growled, and that was the only thing he said for the next few minutes. That was a rather odd explanation. 
I opened the styrofoam and picked up a piece of steak with two fingers. By this point, the marinated, medium-rare meat had that odd dried reddish look, which could almost be unappetizing. If one weren't hungry, carnivorous, and stoned out of their fur. "You should try this place sometime. It's really fucking awesome," I said, and would like to think I sounded totally snarky, but I'm sure I really just sounded desperate and stupid. Then I carefully ate the meat from between my fingers. "Mmm."
Buck grabbed the seat between his legs and leaned forward. 
"No, sit. If I'm going to make you a snack, you're going to behave."
Thankfully, Buck's tendency to avoid using actual words left him grunting at me instead of insulting me back. I could only imagine what he'd say. Actually, I did imagine. I was a filthy, disgusting, smelly fox bitch who fucks himself stupid with anything that'll fit up his ass. 
I picked up another piece of the steak and stepped in front of Buck. I held it up and brought my hand over in front of his face. He immediately sniffed forward and I held it up and away. "Now be good. No nipping at my fingers. I enjoy having fingers. They make it very easy to masturbate." This was too fun. It was a perfect way to forget about all that bareback fucking nonsense.
I lowered the meat again, and Buck snapped at it. I dropped it to the floor, and not just because I was feeling cocky. It was quite a reflex. The meat strip landed with a wet splat, and Buck let out a whine-growl and huffed so hard that I could see his torso compress and puff back out. 
I actually started to bend down to pick it up, but Buck slid off the stool and slapped onto all fours, ducked his head down, and licked the meat up off the floor. He chewed and growled, let it drop back onto the floor, picked it back up again, chewed again, swallowed it, and then _licked the floor_. 
"That's a good wolfy," I said, but mid-sentence I felt wryness give way to slight alarm and turned away. Unlike Buck, I really didn't want meat. I wanted crunchy snacks, which meant PowerCrunch crisp nuggets so I wouldn't get fat or get my fur all out of sorts. They were in the pantry, so of course I could turn away from Buck and go rummaging in the pantry and-
Rustle. Splat-slap. I snapped around and there was Buck, having crushed the styrofoam container in his jaws and yanked it off the counter, only to drop it on the floor over in the corner. 
"I don't mean to sound rude, but maybe you're wrong about that out of mind thing?" I said, clutching the PowerCrunch box. "Granted I started dangling meat in front of your face, but I was thinking, you know, of something kind of Nine and a Half Weeks, all that sitting in front of the fridge and eating olives out of your navel, you know, that sort of messy sex stuff?"
By the time I finished expressing my concern, Buck had completely demolished the leftovers, complete with a peaceful cleaning lick to the floor afterwards. He stood up and approached. "I was fucking hungry."
"Yes, I can see that, but you didn't have to splatter it all over the floor. Although you did lick it up, that's so naughty."
"You're a prattling faggot. Gimme that." He snatched the snack box out of my hand and tossed it aside on the counter, then backed me up against the sink and kissed me. At first I thought he was going to eat my muzzle off, jaws opening and gnawing at my lips and chin, then licking and slurping all over my face. He stank of cigar smoke, grassy drug, and that almost rancid fatty meat smell from the cold leftovers. 
I pushed and slapped at him, but ended up holding onto his arms, then embracing him. He was hard as a rock and bent on thrusting me against the edge of the counter. "Mmmf, stop, that hurts my back," I whined.
"You fucking complain about everything!" he growled, and tongued into my mouth. After a few more licks, he backed off. Now that his greasy muzzle wasn't jammed in my whiskers, I could smell that alarming fuck-musk wafting up from his groin. "I bet you're gonna complain about something right now."
"You, as usual, stink."
Gruff, snort, and he let me go like I was a small dead animal he was bored of chewing to bits. "You got a mess all over your face. Go take a shower or something."
Hmf, I snorted right back, and stalked off, without having any sort of a snack. Fine. I'll go pretend to shower but actually call up Macy, surely interrupting the cat's workday out in sunny California. I went into my bedroom, too stoned to remember to close the door all the way, and got out my phone. Speakerphone time! I wanted to look at the screen. It had a pretty screensaver if I let it sit. 
"Maaaaacy, are you busy? Are you cutting someone's hair right now? If so, you're a naughty little kitten for answering your Phone."
"No, it's Saturday, I have the day off, and you are completely off your shit, aren't you?" 
"I can't even tell you what I've been doing because I'll laugh so hard. So, what I've been doing, is, well, I got Buck to eat some fajita steak off the kitchen floor. Like a dog! Actually, I didn't really have to get him to do it, he did it on his own!"
"That's disgusting. Haven't you heard of the five second rule? If someone eats something that was on the floor for more than five seconds, puke time!" 
I listened for the sound of the shower, to see if Buck was cleaning himself off. Nothing. Nothing except maybe a thump or two from the other side of the house. "We were having a deep discussion about, oh, what's that called, Firsts. IPC-1, all that stuff. Apparently he's one of them."
"Are you SERIOUS? They kill people!"
"Everyone kills people, Macy. Breathing kills people."
"Firsts are totally badass! That like, totally explains why he's so disaffected and macho and drives a fucking Camaro."
Squeak. But it wasn't a leather squeak. "Macy, he's probably outside my door listening."
"Hellooooooo Buck! Do you recognize my voice?"
Squeak thump thump squeak. Okay seriously what - and someone picked me up from behind, right off the floor. I fox-screamed.
"Shut the fuck up, you make the most god fucking awful noises sometimes," he grunted. "That sounds like my fucking hair dresser. C'mon, we're gonna have some fun."
It was obviously Buck - who else would sneak into my bedroom and grab me up like a child, but Buck? I looked down, and the hands that were holding me were covered in thick black rubber, like a hazmat suit or something from a science fiction horror movie. "Buck what the fuck are you doing!? Let me go! Buck! BUUUCKKK!! Help, Macy, he's kidnapping me! He's going to do awful things to me! If you never see me again, I'll probably have gone out with an orgasm!"
That was just to make sure Macy didn't actually worry about me. I was going to worry about me, because Buck was wearing an insane outfit. On his arms, thick and loose black rubber gloves that reached all the way up to his shoulders, ready to plunge into all manner of disgusting fluids or holes. On his legs, black rubber hip waders that tickled his balls. While he wasn't really hard, his big red and black dick wobbled around peeking out of its fleshy tube. I could see it in the hallway mirror as he started walking.
"Oh my god, why are you wearing fireman's boots?" I incorrectly groused as I clung onto him. His face still smelled like meat. "Are you going to take me out into the mud again? I bet once you get mud in your foreskin, you'll be totally sorry!" The pot made me a bit oblivious - one minute, we were in my bedroom; the next, in his attached bath. 
"It dried up. They're fishing boots. What the fuck's with this outfit you have on? Take it off. I either wanna see you naked or wearing some crazy-ass full getup, not a pair of panties and a vampire novel shirt." He set me down in the bathtub. I took off the shirt, then squirmed out of the 'panties', which were really just tastefully skimpy male briefs. He hadn't seen my real panties yet. 
"So what're you going to do to me? Besides embarrass me in front of my friends. I'm sure Macy's gonna worry himself sick over me."
"Was that really Macy? That was the guy who used to do my fucking highlights. He left the salon or something. I dunno, kinda liked his airhead kitty-cat thing. I'm gonna piss all over you."
"Hah," I sputtered, then looked around. Bathtub. "Oh you're serious! What a wolf you are."
"I'm gonna piss all over you and you're gonna roll around in it. And then we're gonna take fucking turns, 'cuz that's nice and polite." As he said that, his cock pushed that extra inch or so out of its foreskin like a drowning worm after a rainstorm. I really couldn't get over that tattoo. It was some tribal quasi-dragon thing that curled around the head and pointed right up at his pisshole underneath. I could only imagine how much it had hurt. 
"Of course! That explains the rubber gear. At least you don't want to play butcher. Or fist me, although I..." My prattling didn't seem to work. He just glared. "You really are serious? What if I don't like watersports?'
He leaned down over the edge of the tub, then snapped the drain shut. He stood back up and throttled his cock, inhaled and filled his beefy chest, then held it with a frown. A big slobber of precum drooled out of his cock and hung from the end. 
How could I resist? I leaned forward and licked up the boot rubber that covered his thigh, cleaned up the wet splat his precum had made, then kissed his slimy cockhead. Slurp. Lick. Then I pulled back to give him some sultry look - he had told me once that he only wanted me to say something 'flattering', in my words, while fucking - and he let go all over my face. One big, hot squirt, and then his cock bobbed upwards. 
"Unh," I hissed, face squished up as hot piss ran down my fur. It smelled terrible, but in the same strangely alluring way that Buck himself smelled terrible. 
"Lie the fuck down," he growled, then smacked me in the chest. I didn't see it coming and it was really a small-looking tap, but I went right back over and scrabbled about, barely avoiding a head-smash against the back of the tub. He stomped one of those huge rubber boots into the tub next to my leg and splatted a hand against the tile wall above my head. 
The glove squeaked downwards a few inches, and I cringed into the corner, expecting hundreds of pounds of wolf to collapse in on top of me. Instead, his cock bucked upwards and twitched, abs heaved above it, and then a hot arc of urine gushed out, dark and yellow and reeking as it hit my chest and spattered. In a few seconds, the sound was wet, exactly like the awful four-in-the-morning realization that one was actually pissing on the toilet seat cozy instead of into the bowl. 
And the grunts! Buck received his communications degree from the Tim Allen school of primal utterances. I could only imagine that he would grunt at customers while accepting their work orders for garish fiberglas car bits. Pissing on me, he groaned like someone was pulling organs out of his body, face even screwing up a few times like he was actually in serious pain. The stream petered out after dumping a few cups all over my fur; the yellow fluid tucked up under his cock and ran down to his balls, dripped onto my leg, and then burst forth again to hit me on the shoulder. "Unnrh!" Then onto my face. "Nrnrunhm!" Huff! "Roll the fuck over!"
I rolled the fuck over, which hurt. Being pissed on made me so unexpectedly hard that it was like hitting my elbow on a table as my dickhead clubbed the side of the tub. He climbed in with both legs and leaned over closer, then forced the last of his piss out all over my ass crack. I could feel it run around my tailbase, then down over my hole, then down my taint, then off my balls onto the tub. 
"Squirm around in it, you little faggot."
I not only squirmed - I licked a few drops of it off the wall of the tub. Unlike my bathroom, he didn't quite clean his that often. So what? He had just Pissed On Me. The only bad part was the closed drain; that puddle was uncomfortably cold already. 
"Now I wanna do something fucked up," Buck growled, and sat down on the bathroom floor with a thump. 
"More fucked up than pissing on me and making me roll in it?" I said, and peeked up over the edge of the tub to see what he was doing. He was removing one of those massively tall rubber boots. I wasn't quite sure if I liked the look of all that gear. My clothing fetish involved fancy themed outfits, not piggy-play gear. 
"That's nothing. Wolves do that kind of shit all the time," he grunted, then finally pulled the boot free. He immediately stuck his head into it and groaned, grunted, and snuffled. He took a particularly big breath and the rubber sucked in on itself before he pulled his head back out. Then he held it open. "If you died, I'd roll around in you."
"WHAT?"
"Piss in there."
"WHAT did you just say? How terribly unarousing of a thing did you Just Fucking Say?" 
"Piss in my fucking boot or I'm gonna keep saying weird shit!" He shook the black rubber and the foot swayed back and forth. 
No longer aroused, the idea of peeing into someone's boot was ridiculous. But, no longer aroused, it was much easier to actually do it. I stood up in the bath and let 'er rip. A few seconds into the stream, and I felt a little giddy. Maybe this was why people were into pissing on everyone and everything else? And it felt good, as just about anything else seemed physically more stimulating while high. Such a dangerous thing. "Is this what happens when you become a drug addict? One minute, you work for a bank and have fashionable gay friends, and the next you're pissing into some wolf's boot?"
"Gimme," he snarled, and took the rubber back to himself. Then, with just a grunt, he pushed into the bathtub next to me and sat down. I could barely get out of the way before he upended the boot all over his muzzle, pouring yellow fox piss all over his neck, chest. His rubber-gloved hand smeared the scent all over his fur, ending up in a loose handjob. 
"I don't know what to say, Buck."
He relaxed and groaned, then let go of his cock. "Kinda know how you feel. What, you're not into this?"
"Are you?" But before he could answer, "It's actually rather hot. Moreso you actually doing it, than that," and I gestured at his soaking, musky head and facefur. 
"I think I fucking smoked too much, I feel kinda fucked up. Like I'm gonna open my mouth and words aren't gonna come out anymore." He wiped at his forehead with his gloved hand. "Did you say fisting earlier? I heard you say fisting."
And I got so, so hard again. "Well, those are fisting gloves, you know?"
"These are the kind of gloves you wear when you gotta shove your arm up a cow's asshole," he growled. 
"That's disgusting."
"That's _true_. I grew up on a farm. Kinda. My dad was a plant manager at this big factory farm. He made me do one of everything you could do there to see if I could follow on after him."
"That obviously worked out well."
"I don't wanna talk about _that_. But yeah, no thanks. I'd rather shove my arm up a fox's asshole." I winced, and he sat up a little. "Are you fucking into that? Are you shitting me? I could touch the outside of your fucking hips with my fingers," he said, and splayed his hand out. Perhaps. 
"I've only done it once. And it was a cheetah," which was only half true. It really was a cheetah, but I'd been fisted more than once. He didn't need to know that. If Buck knew that, who knows when he would decide to try it out.
"Turn around." I balked. "Turn around already! If I'm not gonna cum, you are."
"You can't just do it right here, I need preparation."
"I'm not gonna fist your asshole open right here. Just turn around. Trust me."
Relax, then take my hand. Wow, where did that song lyric come from? It welled up inside of me and I felt a little quivery behind my navel. I turned around and braced myself into the corner of the shower tub stall, then sank down until I had my knee jammed onto the ledge. Buck lurched forward, snorted, then spit on my asshole. Before I could complain further, two of those gloved fingers jammed up inside. "Aaaah! AAH! Buck you asshole! Have you ever fucked a guy before, EVER?"
"Yeah, you," he grunted. 
"CLEARLY! Be Gentle."
"I know what I'm fucking doing," he growled, and started to thrust his fingers in and out. It hurt, but less. And a little less. The rubber was very slick already. Of course - rubber 'polishing' usually meant silicone lube. I had watched at least one of every strange amateur porn on the internet. Who hadn't? 
Buck did not tenderly fingerbang me. He didn't hammer me like a porno actor. He didn't coldly twist his fingers around like a doctor. I can't really describe what he did differently than I had done to myself or what anyone else's mating prong had done to me before. It was the anal equivalent of one of those deep tissue massages where the therapist all but leaves bruises. Every second of it almost hurt too much. 
At first, I just wedged my head into the corner and winced, hissed through my teeth, and steadily drooled. Then I realized that his forceful rocking finger-thrusts were coming every time I unconsciously shifted my body in just a certain way. So I started moving that way more, until he was pressing in hard enough that I had to feel around the tiled wall for a better position. 
The wolf could have berated me with all kinds of filthy talk, but occupied with shoving his rubber-gloved fingers up my ass, he fell into his typical grunt-laden silence. I could even really make a noise most of the time, as the severe pressure not only made me feel like I had to piss to the point of dribbling more of it all over, but it made me tingle and quiver out to my clawtips. 
It was, for perhaps ten minutes solid, the absolute most amazing feeling I had ever encountered in my life. 
"You've been cumming for the last five minutes. What a fucking mess," Buck said, and I started to tense up as he broke my reverie. 
"What? That's silly, I'm not done yet!"
He smeared my face with his free hand, and I smelled rubber, piss, and the salty chlorine musk of fox sperm. "Kinda like milking a cow, except I don't have one of those machines.  And you fucking stink of piss."
I clenched my teeth together. Tighter, tighter, I couldn't help it! "You're so crude!"
"You're FILTHY! You let me piss all over you! You pissed in a fucking boot for me! I'd have my fucking arm up your ass if you-"
In rushed the real orgasm, not the semen drool from forced muscle contractions from lupine intervention. Out rushed a fox scream, so loud that the room closed in on itself and the volume actually dropped, as if the only thing in existence was my tail-crushed siren wail. 
Buck pulled his fingers out and I slid down until I almost smashed my face on the corner of the tub. The thing stopping me: his cum and piss-splattered hand. I twitched and literally convulsed, twitching in the cold puddle of urine, absently smacking the drain lever with my snout and sending it rushing away into the sewer with a gurgle more appropriate for how my asshole felt.
I tried to speak but I blubbered for a few moments, so overstimulated. So, so overstimulated. 
Then the aftershocks. One of those internal spasms post-climax, and I felt like I was cumming all over again. I sputtered and chuckled. Then another one. I felt like I had to pee a little more, and I relaxed, and then _another_ lightning bolt. 
"Hey, hey, easy," Buck growled into my ear, and held me hard from behind. I was suddenly his wet, musky cuddle pillow, and he was a strong one. "Hey. You alright? You wanna take a shower?"
"Muh," is all I managed to say. 
One minute, Buck was holding onto me like he was a scared puppy. The next, his boots and gloves were in a wet pile on the floor and we were bathed in luxurious suds and hot water. 
"Let me wash you, that's supposed to be romantic. Or are you not one of those?" I mumbled, as I tried to sponge Buck's fur with a bath fluff.
"I can wash myself." And he scrubbed me rather hard, enough that it made a mess of the fur trap. 
"Don't fuss over me. That's how you feel, right? You don't want me to fuss over you. Well don't fuss over me. We should equally not fuss."
"You were crying. You need a good scrub."
"I was what? Are you serious?" I honestly wasn't sure what had really happened for some stretch of time between unloading and being stuffed into the shower. 
Rinsed, and done. A spin through the fur dryer, then buck wrapped me in a towel and carted me off again, carrying me like a bride over a threshold. He dumped me in my own bed. "I'm a bad influence." And he turned to leave.
"Oh come on! Buck, if you leave this room, I'm going to follow you and beat you up." He just glowered at me. "Okay, I'll scream. Again."
"Fine," he huffed, and sat down on the edge of the bed so hard that it bounced. "I don't like sleeping with other people. In bed. I'm not cut out for that shit. None of us are. I mean, you know. Like me." He looked like a pet dog begrudgingly sitting as commanded. "And I bite in my sleep. I keep a fucking towel around my pillow 'cuz I chew it to bits."
"Well, comfort me until I fall asleep."
"No. Cuddle me if you want. I already clung onto you earlier." He dropped flat on his back and put his arms up behind his head. 
I sniff-huffed and curled up next to him. I had to nuzzle into his armpit. He still smelled like piss. And wolf. I splayed my black hand against his chest and made idle circles. "I bet you think I'm going to tell you I love you and make you all uncomfortable."
Rrrh.
"I have a feeling you don't really wanna have a relationship," I said, and started to feel drowsy. Instead of making figure-eight circles, I just dragged my fingers up and down the center of his chest. Buck groaned and pushed his ribs up, tucked his ass back into the sheets. "I bet you just wanna lie here and cum and go to sleep."
I slid my clawnails down towards his navel and his cock filled up like someone inflating a water balloon. A balloon-dog-animal water balloon. The thought crossed my mind; I was stoned and half-delirious. Excuse me.  Back up to his chest, and he murr-growled. Back down, and his leg tucked up, then relaxed with a soft rustle of heel against the sheets. 
And then I fell asleep. 
---
I woke up with almost a migraine. I wandered into the kitchen and started the coffee pot, only to panic out of my fur when something grunted over on the living room sofa. For a good four seconds, I was convinced someone had broken into the house. 
But it was only Buck. "Finally. Thought you'd never fuckin' come out. Been waiting for breakfast."
"You're such an ass," I said, but opened the pantry anyway. 
"I'm not the one who flipped out in the middle of the night and attacked me in my sleep. I'd be in my own bed but I could-"
"Excuse me, what did you say?"
"You were so messed up last night. I thought you passed out on me in the bathroom, and then you were sobbing and giggling at the same time, and then you got all cuddly." He rolled up and over the back of the sofa, flipping around to stand up, and his cock made an audible thwap against his thigh as he did it. It was smeared with dried semen. "Fell asleep and I had to finish out here, and you got all weird-ass while you were sleeping."
Buck approached me, and I stared at him. It was almost a predator stalking, and I didn't quite know how to take that. Back in the day, when I was in college and living downtown, I frequented clubs. The crew - the former crew - and I would make sure we knew what to do if someone came after us, for their good, or just for bad. But this wasn't the same thing. Buck was half animal. My animal parts wanted to run away. My human parts wanted a glass of water and something to eat. He came up and slapped my dick as it jammed out into the air. Yes, I was naked.
"What was that for?" I huffed.
He shrugged. "You were sticking out. Look, I gotta get ready for work. Don't screw yourself."
"Excuse me?"
"Are you gonna be fucking indignant about everything I say? Don't hide shit. I know what happened to that other wolf buddy of yours. I know about that hairdresser and the weird girly fox that went off to Cali with him. You gotta get outta the house when you're not working. You gotta be someone."
"Who are you to suddenly tell me what to do like that?" Suddenly, so vulnerable. 
"Well I'm the only wolf here, so that automatically makes me the alpha."
I rolled my eyes.
"You got some mail on the table. I'm out." Then he turned and wave-wandered off to his own room. 
I had fucked him three times. Well, we had fucked three times. We had sex, of some kind, three times. Three and a half if you count foreplay where I fell asleep, just hours ago. Over six months and three desperate and kind of furtive encounters, despite living in the same house, Buck had very slowly started to open up. I decided to take his words into consideration. 
I made an egg sandwich and sat down at the kitchen table. Oh, he was right. Carter was such a shock. I didn't know what to think. I knew him, but I didn't _know_ him that well. None of my friends, or anyone else I ever knew, really knew much about Carter. He was sort of attached to our little group as the not-quite-so-girly holdout. He was always nice, he was always willing to hang out, he was just manly enough to be a contrast without actually being a Man. Contrast that contrast with Buck, who was so manly, he wasn't even a Man anymore, just a wolf. 
But Carter had been a meth addict. He'd picked at his food for years because he wasn't hungry. He'd been willing to go all night at clubs and out on the town because he didn't need to sleep. He could afford a brand new car right out of college not because he had a good job, but because he started dealing to be able to afford to do it in the first place. And unlike raw humans, meth addiction doesn't give hybrids those awful sores. Just skinny frames and bad teeth, and Carter's family was British so he said, so we all just laughed together. Then he missed lunch one day. We called him up to go to the club, and go no answer. It took three days and finally some calls to the police to find out what happened. He'd been making some kind of pickup in the warehouse district, in the real rough parts where some buildings had decayed and just stayed like that. He had, apparently, just keeled over from a heart attack and whomever he had been meeting simply left him there to rot.
As I sat at my dining room table, nibbling on my fox food, I really couldn't believe it had happened. It was so stupid that we didn't know. We never tried to really know. Pink elephant in the room, all that. Of course the signs were there, no appetite, gaunt, restless, wide pupils, furtiveness. 
Then there was Macy and Shin. They had a happy ending - they moved off to California to open a spa. Apparently it was even working out, which seemed ridiculous to me. Starting a business was terribly hard. I'd learned that in college, and decided I wouldn't try my hand at it until I was older and more settled. They settled up in Berkeley, so perhaps the frou-frou crowd was more amenable to flighty businesses. Most likely, Shin was the brains of the operation. She was the product of a tiger mom, and if she ever adopted kids, would be a tiger mom herself, as much as a fox could be a tiger. Macy was just quite good at cutting hair. Plus, the two had fallen in love without saying so much, which was so quaint. 
That was it. Those were my friends, and now they were gone. My car, which was nothing special, had tipped over the edge of being old and would be donated off by the end of the week. My job... was a mess. As customer relations coordinator for a bank, I was having my department slowly taken away to help the bottom line. Why help people who don't like the bank, the theory went. Get rid of them, or placate and push products on them. While I have never been a hippie, let me say, Fuck Capitalism.
I opened up the piece of mail addressed to me. Finally, something that wasn't a bill or junk! It was from the rental management company that actually 'owned' the house. It was bad news.
Buck came back out, dressed in his work uniform for his car-bodywork-fabricating job or whatever he exactly did. As he walked by, I stopped him with my arm. "Buck, they're selling the house."
Grunt.
"Are you going to play dumb? The rental company is going to be selling the house. After my contract is up in a few months, it can't be renewed."
"The fuck. Can they do that?"
I sighed, and despite input of food, felt dizzy. Pounding heart. Just like when Buck bothered me, but this was purely bad.  "Yes, they can do that. It's in the contract. Presumably the guy who used to own it wants to get it liquidated for the money. We have some warning, it's another three months. They're even offering a cut rate on other rental properties! Isn't that sweet? Goodbye, you can't live in your house any more, here, have another one that will probably get sold off too!"
Grunt. "That sucks. I gotta go." And that was Buck's reaction.
All of a sudden, the world closed in on me. 
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My name is Kennedy Aaron. I am a cross fox. Up until a week ago, I worked as the customer relations something something for Central Bank of New York in downtown Lainsville. I rent a house in the north suburbs, and recently got a new roommate named Bradshaw Daly. In another few weeks, the house will be sold by the original owner and we'll have to move.
Bradshaw Daly is an old fuddy-duddy sort of name, which is fine, because he prefers being called Buck. He's a charcoal wolf with red highlights in his headfur, and a red tattoo of a tribal dragon curling around his black, uncut dick. He wears Ed Hardy underwear and muscle teeshirts. I had thought he was a douchebag and predatory misogynist, but it turns out he's more like a naturalist who likes butch women and mincing faggot cross foxes. He works for a company called HiPer Automotive designing and building fancy body parts for cars. If you see a car around Lainsville with ridiculous fiberglas go-fast wings and aerodynamics parts, he probably made it. He drives a customized Camaro SS with a supercharger the size of a jet engine, painted in red and black that matches his fur and penis.
As soon as we fucked the first time, I became a pothead. I'm not quite sure what did it: fucking my roommate who had started off terrifying me; hating my job more and more as they tried to downsize the department into me; or the fact that it made me uproariously horny. Buck claimed he smoked because it kept him from throwing up after smoking a good cigar, but that seemed silly. He also became uproariously horny on pot. He also turned into quite the feral wolf, probably because he was a First. 
Of course, we didn't smoke it per se. We vaporized it, which is (legitimately) so much more healthy. Perfect for that after-cigar haze. I'm sure cigars are unhealthy. I'd find them disgusting if Buck didn't look perfectly masculine with one sticking out of his grimacing mouth or wound between two leather-gloved fingers. 
I suppose there's also a little bit of costume play involved. Buck plays the part of a douchebag who thankfully only pops his motorcycle jacket collar, and I play the part of some hot little fucktoy tod. 
But I had no job, and we'd have to move, and who knows if we'd stay together - we weren't Together anyway, at least not if you believed Mr. Dick Tattoo. 
I also lost my car, since I had sold its barely-functioning ass to one of Buck's friends, a coyote who wanted to teach his son how to fix cars. 
I also lost all of my friends, as they moved away, or died. That was heavy.
Then I saw the want-ad on Craigslist for a customer support manager at Saran Automotive Group, a chain of car dealerships that made up an entire motor mall near Buck's company.
Buck could let me drive his car to the job interview, and since it was a car dealer, I could buy a car! Friends, hah. 
"And it worked! Although I thought he would turn into a ghost when I started driving that Thing," I said, leaning on 'the thing' as if it was some atrocity. In a way, Buck's car really was. It was Awesome, in the more original meaning, inspiring of Awe. Awe, like Greatness, is neither positive nor negative. "I don't exactly have a car right now. I'm sure that's a job interview red flag. However, my roommate works just a few streets over at HiPer Automotive, which is rather convenient." Who was I kidding. Working at a car dealer? Car salesmen make lawyers look like higher forms of life. Might as well just cut loose in the interview.
The interviewer was a fox named Mark. Unlike my black and tawny dark-muzzled self, he was an arctic fox. He left his dress shirt partly unbuttoned and wore no tie, in an attempt to casually draw attention away from his being a snow-white puffball. "The red and black Camaro? I didn't think it was yours - the guy who owns it comes by here to talk shop with one of our mechanics pretty regularly. Big black wolf, kind of like one of those tough-ass guys on a mechanic reality show, all red up here," he dusted through his own head-fluff over those cute little ears.
"Exactly," I said, and wasn't sure if I was winning points for knowing Buck, or horrifying Mark by knowing Buck. "Doesn't quite drive like a dragster, though. If you happen to be turning when you get on the gas, you turn very, very fast. And if you stand on the gas, the supercharger," yes, I could tell by Mark's expression lighting up as he knew what I was talking about! I'd used the right word for once! "Will suck nearby small animals into its gaping turbine hole."
Mark looked tickled as we walked, but then stopped me and his face almost frowned. "I'll be blunt about this job. I need someone in between me and the sales team. I'm in charge of handling all of the customer support and feedback from the sales and service guys. I need more legitimacy, and working with sales people tends to bleed that away. Plus, I think we could probably lean on them for better behavior," Mark said, and stepped close enough that only I would hear what he said, but not so close that it looked like he was getting intimate. It helped that we were walking around the quite cavernous Lexus dealership, headed back to the Honda one where the interview had started. Mark thought moving around made him think better.
"That's a very interesting idea," I said, and caught another gleam in Mark's eye. Not a gleam of physical interest, like the ones Buck got. Just an excited one. "That is the exact opposite of my previous job. They were interested in cutting customer service down to a bare minimum. Quite hard to argue with the one who holds all of your money, I guess. While I might be quite snippy and sarcastic, I don't like rotten customer service any more than anyone else. And certain kinds of it can get quite rotten." 
Mark gleamed so hard that I could feel my fur bleaching. "Frankly, I think you're it. One of the other guys I saw today, I could see him in the job, too. But you're just what I need."
I felt nervously flattered. "Well, that's-"
"Of course, you have to get past Mr. Saran," the fox cut in, as he led me back to his office. "I think I can get you in with him tomorrow." His words had some weight now, instead of zealous optimism. "We're having the company barbeque but he swore up and down that I should just pick some damn someone-and have them come down and eat lunch with me. In those exact words. You don't really argue when he says stuff like that. He's like this big." Mark reached up over his head and tipped his white fingers forward. He had his shirt cuffs rolled up so that his fluffy puffy fur didn't balloon out of his wrists. Granted, he was about my height, but he was still describing someone very large. "And he has horns."
"A regular bull," I said, having a vague idea that-
"That's him!" Mark slapped me on the back. "Hey, you mentioned you're in the market for a car. I'm actually not going to just hand you to some sales guy. What kind of car are you interested in?" He kept his arm there for just a few more seconds, then let go. Son of a bitch, Mark was a car salesman who'd been promoted. 
"Oh, I don't know, a sporty one?" I said, attempting to act like a bimbo. 
"I knew it! Come on, our used guys here get some pretty wild stuff through. We're kind of a car town out here." Mark whisked me out into the parking lot where it was much more gloomy than the luxurious austerity of car dealerships, threatening to rain all day. He picked up one of "the used car guys" on the way, and we headed out to the back few rows. They were in an area where things could be completely chain-fenced off. 
I vaguely recognized some of the cars. My father had been a complete car nut, and I dutifully followed him about fixing up an old sports car. I even learned to drive in it. I thought I had escaped everything my father had given me in terms of personality quirks. There was a Civic Type R, like someone had cut an eggshell in half and plastered a wing on the back. A GT-R, even though it was not at all a Honda. An NSX, albeit in surprisingly ragged condition. And then, like a pimp would drive through the country, a metallic yellow-gold Honda S2000 with black and bronze custom wheels.
It was ridiculous.
But it was actually beautiful, a wonderful sweet champagne color, just dark enough and seeming to swell and ebb through the car's curves. 
It was a convertible roadster, the epitome of impractical.
But really, I only shopped for myself, and let's face it, I was having my mid-life crisis early. "I don't care if this is almost an Old Car now," I said, gleefully holding onto the steering wheel. "I suppose you're going to let me drive it. If I can drive Buck's car, I can drive anything." You could let the clutch out in first gear and instead of stalling, The Red Dragon would chirp its tires and stomp forward to a full roll. If you gently feathered the throttle, it felt like someone was pushing you from behind. If you stood on it, aside from ingesting local fauna as I mentioned earlier, the acceleration just welled out of nowhere and hurtled you along atop some snarling Ed Hardy underwear tiger. 
"You got it," Mark said, and his canine comrade handed the keys to me. "If you try anything, well, then you won't get the job. Mr. Saran will probably be pretty unhappy, too."
"That's creepy, and I will see you in twenty minutes, which incidentally is enough to take a quick spin through the state park!" I said, increasing to a holler as I started the car up and rolled on off. With it being a drop top, I could. It made me feel even more giddy than I already did, having impressed a fellow vulpine and spent the last twelve hours wearing a pair of satin panties colored almost identically to the car that I had just slid into. 
The exhaust was quite loud, with a bit of a booming sound to it that gave way to a terrific shriek as the RPM climbed up to 9,000. It was a first generation S2000, with its ridiculous V-TEC shenanigans. This, at least according to some research. Ever since Buck had moved in, I'd suddenly been more interested in cars.
Those engines had little torque so the previous owner had attached a supercharger. Superchargers add more torque with higher RPMs, so while it made it easier to drive around town, revving it up was explosive. It was quite unlike Buck's car, nimble on its own without requiring sheer brute power to dart around, snug and communicative instead of massive, and there were no horrible blind spots because There Was No Roof. 
As I tore through the park's twisting scenic drive roads, devoid of people as it was mid-afternoon and no one had much business at a park during the work week, I wondered how I had managed to spend so many years after high school driving a completely boring car. 
Back at the Honda dealership, the sales people were waiting for me. Standing outside and having some sort of bull session, more like it, although presumably they were ensuring I returned with the car. I pulled up next to them and shut the car off, then leaned on the window. "I intended to come here to get a job. Seeing as that is up in the air until tomorrow, and my roommate drove me here, and thus I have no car at the moment, I'm going to make myself look even better by buying a car from you."
Mark seemed a little surprised that I was actually interested in buying the S2000. He was further surprised when I simply took out my checkbook, even more when I simply paid the asking price. After an obnoxious hour of fussing around, I had a ride home. A very giddy ride home.
---
I pulled up into the driveway and what was waiting for me? Someone else's car, a boxy Ford family-mover with vinyl graphics on the side. "Bergman Real Estate Solutions". Worst case scenario: I had completely blown the date on the rental buy-out and now someone was coming to evict us. Best case scenario: I had completely blown the date, Buck was home and his car was hiding in the garage, and I was going to get in trouble.
The thought of getting in trouble with Buck, despite the very real housing issue we were having, was stimulating enough that I sat in the car for a few more minutes and claimed it was just new owner giddiness instead of calming down and losing my erection.
I got out and simply strode into the house like I was coming home normally. I wanted to call out as if I was oblivious but I simply had no time - Buck and some other wolf were sitting at the dining room table amidst an array of paperwork. Buck was dressed like Buck, which in this case meant a black tank top and black leather pants. It made him look a bit like a gang banger for some reason, even though it was all properly fitted. The other wolf couldn't have been more different, stock gray timberwolf, about two thirds the size of Buck, and nervously officious.
They were right in the middle of something and Business Wolf looked a bit alarmed to be interrupted by me. Buck, on the other hand, looked unusually bewildered as he stared at a long legal-size document. "Just a fucking minute," he said, not even looking at me, steeled himself, and then signed the document. And another. And a check. 
"Oh, what's this?" I finally said. "Are you turning my house into a wolf den?" What a thing to say.
Buck shot me a glare that made standing in one spot in front of a stranger quite difficult without crossing my knees. "Nah. Wait, yeah. I just fucking bought it, so yeah, it'll be a wolf den."
"Ahh, I see," I said, and that quivering sensation - also threatening to excite me - grew so painful that I had to move. Then, like nothing was amiss, I strode off to my bedroom. "Well I bought a car," I said to the air in front of me.
Once safely inside, I leaned back on the closed door and What The Fuck Did Buck Just Say Did He Say He Was Buying The House Question Mark Exclamation Point.
Blazer, off. Tie, off. I felt a little better. Dress shirt, unbuttoned a few spots. After loosening up my interview clothes, the shock felt a little better. I had gone to get a job, and intended to surprise Buck by coming home with a new car instead (albeit with a follow-up interview and a seemingly impressed future coworker.) But no, Buck was not going to let _that_ happen. No surprising him. 
I had to do something. I had to see if this was actually a dream or some sort of strange fantasy, or actual reality that Buck was buying the house that _I_ had started renting years earlier and had invited _him_ to come live at by way of a classified ad. I grabbed my empty coffee mug from my desk and came back out. 
Buck and Business Wolf were having some little bit of chit-chat, which seemed mostly on the agent's part. Buck wasn't very good at small talk. I passed by as they got up to go to the front door, deposited the mug in the dishwasher (which happened to be clean, but whatever, it was for the casual effect), and then came up on them as they were about to leave. It was time for The Handshake, which Buck used to further jostle the wolf. 
Buck turned to look at me. "I just bought the house," he said, and put on that bewildered look again, as if I hadn't just heard him say that minutes before.
"Mmm," I responded, swished my tail, and then sidled up to him. I reached around his chest in a half embrace from the side, stroked the bare part of his ruff, and nuzzled him. "You're the most amazing wolf ever." 
Then I went back to my room and shut the door. Buck bought the fucking house. Buck bought the fucking house. Buck bought the fucking house. If I thought the same thought three times in a row, it would become real! That only works in the bathroom mirror, and if you're a teenaged girl.
My room felt small, even though it was the master bedroom. I felt itchy and took my shirt off, then my pants, and clutched up a pillow, waiting for Buck to come for me.
And did he ever. He burst through the door so hard that the knob clanked against the strike plate on the adjacent wall. He was wearing the same leather pants, his cowboy motorcycle boots (a rather dashing pair of black snip toe harness boots that announced his presence with a raucous clop against the hardwood), a straight-zip racer jacket, italian driving gloves, and a red and black do-rag. The design on it wasn't paisely, but was the dragon motif that he had tattooed on his black dick. He was breathing hard, his eyes looked bleary but intensely angry, and he smelled like grassy burnt popcorn. Stoned wolf. "You bought a fucking car?"
"I-" but then he was almost on top of me and I scurried off the bed. "Well how am I supposed to drive to work?"
"You bought a fucking car but you don't have a JOB?"
I backed into the closet. It was walk-in, but only in the sense that it had three walls - it was still closet-sized. "I'm getting a job! I went for an interview at Saran Motors, this customer service thing, and well you know what happens when you walk into a car dealer. Sometimes you walk out with a car! It's not like it's brand new. It wasn't that much." It was more than I would have paid for a down payment on a loan, which actually was quite a lot.  So I was lying. "And you bought the house. Did you really just buy the house?" I squeezed the pillow that I'd snatched off the bed with me. 
Rrruuh! He grabbed the center of the pillow and pulled. It tore apart, pillow protector and sleeve and all, into a fluff of polyfill. "You fucking humiliated me in front of that wolf guy! Draping your fucking bitch-fox arms around me and kissing me like that! Most awesome fucking wolf, what kind of smarmy bullshit is that? Why don't you fucking stuff your bra next time?" I clasped a hand across my chest but he grabbed it next, then yanked me up to my feet and tossed me into bed. "And what the fuck are you wearing? Are you wearing fucking panties? Were you gonna come out dressed like that if he hadn't left yet, huh?!"
"I, they're for good luck, at the interview, if I can do an in-in-interview in panties under my slacks then I can do anything, I," I shrank back against the other pillows. He climbed into bed almost in a pounce and pushed me back with a big, leathered hand to the chest. I panicked and scurried my hands in front of him, unsuccessfully pressing at his half-leathered chest. "Buck! Buck, stop!" I thought I saw his free arm twitch back. "No! Don't hit me!"
He snarled and paused, making it all the more obvious that he was indeed winding up to smack me. A moment of shock struck his black face, and then he grabbed down on both of my shoulders and started to hump me. His covered dick plowed against the gold satin of my show-girl panties, and against my own helplessly swollen dick. "The most awesome wolf in the world just bought your fucking house. And you know what else he wants?" He growled into my ear, then nibbled at it. It felt nice, and the way he spoke was so ridiculously gruff-suave and yet so stoned as well, with long pauses and a lot of heavy breathing. "Why the fuck do you think I bought this house? Why do you think I picked to live here? I found some cheaper places, just as nice. I like the fox that comes with this one."
I stopped trying to push him off and kneaded at his muscles instead. Buck really was the most awesome wolf ever, at least to me, under him, and that moment. "I thought you were mad at me,"
"I don't know what the fuck I am," he snarled, and did a pushup using my shoulders, cock jamming down hard into the crook between gold panties and tawny thigh fur. "Except I wanna fuck you really bad. Except I'm not gonna do it right now. You're gonna play dressup. That's something you like, right?" He climbed off me and started rooting around in the closet.
I nearly came, right on the spot. He'd never actually had me dress up as anything before, out of the handful or so times we'd fucked up till then. I usually did, but it was of my own initiative, feeling sexy and daring. Grunt, grunt, and then he tossed a leather miniskirt out onto the bed. Grunt, grunt, and he repeated with a purple leather dress jacket - imagine a punk fashion pinup girl from the 1980's. Leather driving gloves, and my dressage riding boots. "Put all that shit on," he finally gestured.
"Are you going to watch?"
He gruffed and leaned back against the door, almost losing his balance as it pushed shut with a clack. "I'm gonna make sure you do it."
"So, yes," I sighed. "Do I keep the panties? They have a fuck hole. Do you know what that is? That's a slot in the back-"
"I'm not fucking retarded, I know what a fuck hole is," Buck growled. 
I shut up and did as asked. Miniskirt, which was snug enough to display my lack of birthing hips, but flat-fronted enough to somewhat hide my cock bulge. Boots, which made me wince a little since wearing them reminded me of the last time I wore them, which involved Buck's car and a dildo. Jacket, which I hadn't worn in years and had really only bought because Purple Pop-Collar Punk Girl Jacket was not a common vintage store find. It smelled so leathery.
"How'd you fucking get into this shit, anyway?"
"How'd you get into this shit, yourself?" I shot back. "Or do you just wear leather because it looks tough?"
Buck shrugged and rubbed at his chest. "Got into wearing wading boots and stuff working at my dad's farm. I told you that. Got into bike stuff when I had a bike. I dunno if I give a shit about actual parts, like I don't fucking lick my boots while jacking off or anything. Stuff just gets me hard. Like watching you dress up like a fucking whore. That gets me hard." Now he rubbed at his cock bulge.
Time to see what the damage was. I stepped in front of the mirror. "Oh my god," I cackled. "Too bad I'm from upstate or I'd have something to say to you," I said, cocking a couple poses. Black leather skirt, purple leather jacket, black leather gloves, black leather boots, and if I moved just right, a flash of gold from my ass when the skirt rode up. Trash. Absolute trash. "Bucky, how come ya nevah caaaaaaall me?" I squawked, doing my best to impersonate some shrill downtown girl, and sidled up to-
SMACK!
"Shut the fuck up. If you ever say shit in that voice, I'm gonna smack your fucking teeth out your ears," Buck snarled. After smacking me. 
I recoiled, hands up to my face, probably looking like I was being dramatic but actually protecting my face. I fox-whimpered and backed away from Buck. His eyes looked funny when he got stoned - here's a tangent. Buck had wolf eyes, so there weren't really any whites showing. But his irises could change color, usually to some dark ruddy orange color from the usual yellow. Smoking started to do it a little, but apparently getting mad really did it, because he basically had red eyes after smacking me. "Oh. Oh."
Buck lurched forward and grabbed me by the wrist again. "Here's what we're gonna do. You're gonna take me out for a little drive in your bitch-ass new car, and then. And then. You know what we're gonna do? We're gonna find some nice little spot and have some private time together."
Private time? "Private time?"
"Yeah, I'm gonna fuck you in the woods like the piece of trash you look like. C'mon."
"You should have made me put on my spike heels!" I yelped, as he pulled me out of my bedroom and dragged me across the house. I tried to pull away once we got to the kitchen, but I just slid across the floor like a recalcitrant housepet on a leash. Riding boots aren't good for walking around, just riding stuff.
Buck was too strong, I was too much of a pushover, and it was really hard to say no to him even if he scared me. My face still stung from that hard, unwarranted smack. "You can't fucking drive a car in heels."
"Oh, like you'd know!" I took the initiative and pranced outside. Right into the pool of light by the garage, where the entire neighborhood would be able to see Kennedy Aaron dressed like an extra from Pretty Woman. "Get me my keys?"
Buck was half out the door, stopped with a snort, and ducked back inside. He showed up a few seconds later and threw them at me, then stomped out and locked the house. "This is my second fucking idea. You'd have loved the first even more but I dunno if I wanna piss off the neighbors."
We got in, or really rather climbed in, and took off. "I'm guessing you want to drive somewhere fun, since you said 'woods', and we're driving a sports car."
"You, you're driving a fucking Honda. I'm fucking wearing it," Buck groused, then against his blow-your-house-down demeanor, almost giggled. When I shifted, his head bobbed. "Shit fuck I'm trashed. Put fucking shake in my vape and now I'm, so what the fuck is up with this car? You're a fucking idiot, Ken. You don't have a fucking job." His change of subject was pitch-perfect, because he really did seem to be too high.
Driving around in the dark with a convertible was a bit more exciting than I'd expected. It was a bit like riding a roller coaster in the dark, save for all the screaming. "I might be getting one. I didn't _intend_ on buying this car," I sort of lied, because I knew it had been at Saran Honda, and had researched it, and decided that it would be foolish. "You dropped me off for a job interview. They just suckered me in by all but promising I'd get a job. Also, I'm about due for a midlife crisis. Losing all of my friends? Quitting my job in a very non-re-hireable way? Losing my house to a WOLF? Now all I have to do is have an interview with Mr. Saran at the company barbeque. That ought to be easy. He's a bull so he won't be stuffing his face with the sales staff, who are all obnoxious apex predators. As usual."
Buck looked very near passing out, or at least very loose. His knees were bent a little, and he had the seat as far back as it would go, which wasn't very much farther back. No back seat, remember. But, despite his ludicrously stoned condition, it looked like he'd stuffed a sausage down his leather pants, and every few seconds he felt his chest. "Mister Fucking Saran? Clive Saran? You met him yet?"
"No. Oooh, hold on, we're approaching the vast wilderness," I said, and turned off the county road into the state park. Perhaps I didn't _turn_ as much as _slide_. I jostled the wheel and let out a jaunty little yip. 
"Fucking shit! Are you crazy?" 
"There was some gravel there, and yes, I am fucking crazy, letting you convince me to drive you out into the woods while you're baked like a pie and so obviously wound up. If I didn't have to work this-" I clawed at the shifter and downshifted, filling the woods with a howl more befitting a big sport bike than a car, "You almost certainly would have cum in your pants by now."
That seemed to perk Buck up even more than oversteering around a corner. "I don't fucking get this shit, you drove a Hyundai, and not even one of their gay-ass Genesis things or that ugly old Tiger shark what the fuck ever. A fucking Accent. You know what good an Accent is? It has wheels and a fucking warranty. But what the fuck, you didn't even know what your Hi-un-day pissed into the garage floor and now you're rev matching?"
"You talk so much when you're high," I cackled. "Swear so much! Opposite lock!" And I tried a little drift around a corner. I just barely skimmed the gravel on the other side, whew. Luckily I could see headlights coming, if any were coming, and no one was coming. Yet.
"Boy, am I so glad I barely ever let you fucking drive. You'd fucking spin out the Camaro so fast it'd go back in time. So what's the story, huh?" He had to almost yell over the exhaust and supercharger whine. "Shit, is this thing blown too? Why don't you just buy a fucking Ferrari and be done with it?"
I don't want to give the impression that torching around the scenic drive of the Green Ridge Wilderness State Park was some sort of effortless thing. It was terrifying even during the day, a road rated for forty five miles an hour but realistically down to 20 or less on many of the corners. The hills outside of Lainsville were just shy of foothills and the road essentially switched back up and down through them, while being alternately tree tunneled or roaring a foot or two away from bluffs. I was also still unfamiliar with the S2000, so when it seemed like I was pushing it, I was really accidentally going a little too far. Nonetheless, it was a terrific way to take my mind off Buck's plan. "Hmm? I wasn't listeningâ€¦" I finally said, after navigating one of those switchbacks-past-a-cliff scenarios. In the dark. 
"How'd you fucking learn to drive like this?" Buck asked, and I caught him gripping onto the door handle. Hmm. 
"My father loved classic cars and sports cars, pretty much just cars worth loving I suppose. He had a Shelby Cobra that he restored and drove around and I'd help him with that, because that's what boys do for their fathers unless you watch too much porn."
"Huh wha?"
"I learned to drive in a Shelby Cobra," I simplified things for Buck.
"Get the fuck out," he said, in a tone of voice that almost included 'bro'. 
I spotted a picnic area turnout and pulled into it. There was a chain preventing people from driving into it, but years of circumvention and lax park authorities had carved a path to the side of the bollards. The S2000, being a roadster, fit easily inside. I pulled to a stop on the gravel and got out my cell phone. Picture album, flick flick flick, and I showed it to buck. "That's me, I'm probably about thirteen or fourteen, mugging like an idiot. I was desperately into 1980's stuff then, I think I wanted to be Peter Murphy, that guy from Bauhaus, Bela Lugosi's Dead and all that stuff. Look at that hair!" In the photo, I was sitting in the driver's seat of the Cobra, pretending I was gleefully running people over, while the body of the car was conspicuously covered with soap suds. It was wash day. "My dad said if I could learn to drive in that thing, I could drive anything. No synchro thingies in the custom race transmission, five zillion pounds of torque and high gearing so you can go really fast, really no comfort in any meaningful sense of the term, and it sounded like a freight train played back at 78 RPM."
Grunt.
"So yes, I actually did learn to drive in a Shelby Cobra, and clearly I enjoyed the roadster experience because, tada! Now I have the complement, a screamy pimp-gold Honda. At least there isn't one of those wing things on it, and it's not pink."
I stopped the car and shut off the lights. Bad idea. It was awfully dark. Moonlit, but we were in a state park, devoid of any other lighting. The only artificial lights were the emergency phone stand and my cell phone, and it went to sleep while I had it out. Buck continued not talking, uttered another grunt, and then got out of the car.
"Where are you going? Is this it?"
"Is this fucking it," he snarl-laughed, and sauntered slowly away. "I gotta take a hot piss. I had to fucking down a few shots after that real estate guy left. Had me on fucking nerves the whole time, you know how many fucking numbers I had to stare at? And that shit doesn't make sense." 
I leaned on the car door. The picnic area had portapotties but they were opposite where Buck was headed. He stopped at the edge of the gravel and looked over his shoulder. "Get the fuck over here," he growled. "Hold my dick."
"You are _not_ pissing on me."
"Get the fuck over here and hold my fucking dick, what's your problem? I'm not gonna piss on you, we're in _public_!" 
I came up behind him and got in the way of his tail, which twitched down between my legs. I reached around and felt for his cock, but found only leather. "You lazy ass," I huffed against his leather jacket, and unbuttoned it. "Buttons, too. Why don't you get lace-up pants-"
"Shut the fuck up, I gotta take a fucking leak!" he snarled again. 
I pulled him out of the leather. No underwear. His cock felt so big and floppy, and I couldn't see it, not without craning around him, and the moon was over my shoulder and behind some trees. "Like this?" I was so, so hard. I drooled against his leather jacket, then nuzzled it into my fur so he wouldn't eventually get mad. 
Buck seemed to swell up as he inhaled, leather squeaking a little, and then uttered a stifled grunt. His cock surged in my fingers and I could feel a sort of rushing sensation. Piss spattered out onto the ground, then tapered off and dribbled down my fingers. Luckily my punk pinup girl outfit included fingerless gloves. "Pull the fucking skin back, don't you know how to use a fucking dick? You've got your own."
I gently teased his foreskin back, and by this point, he was so hard that if I carefully let go, his cock would throb back into my finger grip from his heartbeat. After another body-swelling inhale, he started to piss again, and his tail jerked against me, then went limp. Another hot rush, this one unabated. I wasn't sure where to aim so I just slowly waved back and forth, imagining that a wolf would want to maximize piss-wetting for some territorial reason. 
Buck was so big, not just his cock but everything. Not immense and burly, just tall and ferally built, and he smelled so amazing. Hot leather and hints of smoke and hints of bourbon and that sexual stink that suggested depraved behavior and poor hygiene but didn't come from any observable filth. While he pissed, and it seemed to take forever, I stroked up and down the middle of his chest, fingers bumping over the hem of his stretch tank top and moving between fur and fabric. Finally, a few dick-jumping squirts, and he just knocked my arm off. "Done, get back to the car," he growled.
After being knocked away, I hurried back. Did I mention riding boots are not good for walking around? I almost lost my balance thanks to the loose gravel. I reached for the door handle and instead slammed into the side of the car. "What the fu-HUH!" Then I rolled up over the front quarter panel and onto the hood. Buck had attacked me, but I hadn't even heard him coming. To try to get away, I rolled, but he just rolled me further. I saw his face, and then kept going, as he flattened me forward against the hot metal. Hot! Not too hot, but uncomfortable. The car was still ticking and crackling from the spirited driving. 
Then he leaned down in and pinned me in place with that piss-wet, bare dick up against my miniskirt. He groaned and held my arms down, then slid back and forth until it slid up under the skirt. 
"Here? Here?! Aren't you f-forgetting something, Buck?"
"Yeah, I got some lube in my fucking jacket somewhere," he huffed, then flattened down against me. Nuzzle, lick, and nip at my ear. "Maybe we could do it real fucking raw. Just some spit."
I tried to wrestle him off, but it didn't work. Buck was too strong, and I didn't really want to wrestle him off, because trying to wrestle him off and failing at it was hotter than just sprawling against the uncomfortably hot hood of my new car. "Please do it the right way? Please?" I got a hand free and tried to thumb at his chin. 
He bit me!
"Oww! Fuck, you could take my finger off!" I snapped, shaking my hand. He leaned up and snorted to himself, then started trying to root through his pockets. He seemed to be having trouble even _finding_ his pockets. I was about to offer more help when he froze, ears snapped upright. "What? What'd I say?"
He smacked me in the face, but not like a slap. The smack came with a hard grab and he bore down enough that he banged my head into the windshield with a thump. "Shut up."
I shut up. I heardâ€¦ nothing, particularly. Some wind rustling in the trees, the far off hiss from downtown Lainsville and the highway that rimmed it and crosshaired it, some loud car in the distance. 
"You hear that?" Buck finally hissed.
"Mrfgh," and then he let go of my mouth. "I hear that we're all alone in the wil-"
"Shut UP," he hissed again, "Get fucking down, someone's coming!" Then he slid me off the hood of the Honda and hunkered down next to the side of it. I tumbled to the ground and was about to scrabble up to normal, fuck the polish on my boots, when he yanked me up close by the scruff. 
All I could hear, aside from his doubly intoxicating steam train breathing, was the same natural quiet and remote din and someone's car. Getting a little louder, that car was. Not just driving on the highway either, plenty of snarling acceleration and thundering overrun gurgle and all those other things that make driving sporty cars on winding roads fun.
Sport cars on winding roads.
Winding roads.
That car was definitely approaching us, and fast, probably as recklessly fast as I'd been. It wasn't some screaming little rice burner like my new S2000, either, but some hulking beast like Buck's Camaro. Lights blasted through the trees, and not just regular headlights, not just those obnoxious bright blue or purple ones, not even those luxury car projector ones that blind you while driving. This was like the rack on an offroad truck, enough lights that the forest looked like something out of an X-Files episode. 
Whomever it was sped by the turnoff into our little secret place, then did an e-brake turn with a screaming roar, barged into the picnic area's drive and skidded to a halt. It was, I was pretty sure, a black Ford Mustang, one of the newer ones that looked like a modern update of the classic muscle car. It certainly sounded like a Mustang, with a tail-wagging rumble as it idled for a few seconds. Then the owner shut it off and got out. 
He was a wolf. "Hey. I thought I saw a fucking car driving around in here," he said, and started sauntering towards us. "You broke down? Two kids doing drugs in the woods? Ohhh, that's a fuckin' good one, I hope that's what it is." He sounded like a slobber-mouthed contrabass Brooklyn mafioso.
Not just the voice, but he _looked_ the part. While I've said Buck is a black wolf, he's really more of a charcoal color, extremely dark slate with some lighter colors here and there for timberwolf patterning. You wouldn't say he's a dark gray wolf, you'd say he's a black wolf, but this new wolf who was stalking ever towards our hiding spot was a black wolf. He was so black that in the barely moonlit night, he was an empty hole in space with yellow eyes, white teeth, clothes, and maybe a little highlight sparkle from conditioned fur or earring. 
And the clothes! Black leather blazer, black leather gloves, black leather jeans, shit-kicking flat top cowboy boots fit for one of those old west villains, and no shirt. Also fit for a cowboy: a black leather leg holster. 
My reaction was to stay hidden. On a good day, I might have thought, oh my god two black wolves to pick from! In my current stirred-up-and-hiding-behind-a-car-while-trespassing state, a guy in a hot-rod with an open carry holster was bad news. Buck didn't have the same thought, and stood up suddenly. "Who the fuck are you?" he barked, and jumped up so fast I thought he was going to jump _over_ my car. 
The newcomer stopped and tilted back slightly, stomped a boot backwards, and unholstered his gun. "If I were you, I wouldn't fuckin' jump out at a guy with a gun, you know?" He lifted it up, cocked the hammer back, and drew a bead on Buck.  Buck did the right thing and put his hands up. "Nice dick. Nice lack of an erection, too. I point a gun at you and you get hard, you're gonna have a hard time."
I considered pissing myself, but that would have made a sound. 
Then he pointed it at me. "And you, I can see your fucking fox ears. That's right. I bet you're a fox. C'mon up, don't be shy. I love foxes. I love foxes more than anything else." This guy was straight out of a movie. I had the misfortune to be party to a mugging once and it was over before I knew what was happening, with my friends broke and bloodied and waiting on a ride to the hospital. This was not a mugging. "You gonna stand up, too? Or did your gang banger wolf here stick your ass to something?"
I popped up, arms up at right angles like I was directing a plane. "Please don't shoot us. We were just-"
"Fucking? I bet you were fucking. Wanna know why that's gonna be a good fucking bet?" The black wolf lowered his gun and used it more like a gesture prop as he stepped up. He would make a bad real villain, because his getup creaked like saddle tack and his boots had ankle chains that gave a prissy little rattle when he heel-clopped. "Because your boyfriend's dick is hanging out and you're dressed like a fucking whore."
"You ever heard of letting sleeping dogs lie?" Buck said, face slowly twisting further and further into aggressive wolf mode. It made his nose point. I'd never seen him do it before. 
"That's a real nice dick. I always like a wolf with a big dick. Makes me feel like we have something in common," the black wolf said, now turning his attention to Buck. "You look fucked up. I can see it in your eyes. Must be why you're sagging a little, huh? I bet your fox here can cheer you right up," he kept approaching us, despite Buck's rotten expression. He came around the back of my car, so that put me closer. He reached out and went to curl his fingers under my chin, and I lost it.
"DON'T TOUCH ME YOU MOTHERFUCKING BITCH!!!" I screamed, and both wolves pinned their ears back. Buck had heard it before, but perhaps this new wolf hadn't? Or at least he hadn't been expecting me to do it. 
Then he fucking recovered from it, still waving that gun around. My father used to hunt when he was younger and I remember him going pistol hunting, with a revolver that looked like it could take down an elephant. This was essentially the same, foot-long, six-shot revolver, only with a black grip. "You're calling me a bitch?" 
Buck continued to look shocked, wound up but in a way that looked like a spring that might spontaneously uncoil. He looked at me, then over at the wolf, and his face simply drained of emotion. 
"I like this guy. Look at that face. Now that's a fucking wolf. You, you're a bitch because you just screamed so loud it could crack a fucking rock, you're dressed up like a street-walking whore, and you're probably wearing panties. Let's see 'em." Wave to Buck, wave to Me. 
"I'll do whatever you want if you put that gun down, please, Mr. Wolf Sir?" I did not say that with some kind of tremulous voice begging for a pounding. My voice almost broke at the end. Seriously, down, with the gun.
No moment of decision, just a hip-cock and a finger twirl that sent the sidearm into its sculpted leather holder with a heavy fwamp and a little jangle of something metallic. Bullets? Handcuffs? This wolf was urban gunslinger material for absolute positive sure. Then a little gloved-hand twitch, like someone might do in a gangster movie. 
I turned away and leaned against the car, reached back, and slowly hiked up my miniskirt. 
"Hah, you fucking match your car," he said, and came forward again. I raised my hands and he splayed his off to the side. "Look. I'm not gonna touch you. But you're gonna put on a show for me. You're gonna get your pet wolf off by letting him fuck you." He pointed to me, then turned. "You're gonna cum in his ass. And you're gonna do it with him bent over this fucking car. I know it's his car. You'd never drive a prissy little rice rocket like this." 
Buck started getting hard again. He stepped around and got in between me and Mr. Wolf, whomever he was. But he didn't face the black wolf; he started grinding his bare dick against my almost bare ass. I squirmed and pulled away, but slipped up onto the front hood. Not quite so hot now, but still radiating up into my leather jacket and my dick and my face. He seriously hot-dogged me, hard enough that it ground my dick into the hard warmth of the car, hard enough to make me forget that 
Someone 
Was
Watching
!
"What's your fucking name, anyway? You, the wolf," the intruder growled, as he simply stood and watched. He looked like he could stare a hole in sheet metal. 
Buck futzed around in his leather jacket while he crammed his dick against my ass, then suddenly snorted and pulled it out. Not, as I somehow hoped, a condom. A packet of lube, some silicone freebie from one of the sex party nights at a nearby gay bar. He fumbled with it and snapped it apart, and was about to slather it on his cock when the new wolf stepped forward. 
"Hey, don't get ahead of yourself. You're gonna spit on your dick and then you're gonna suck it. You like this little back and forth thing I'm fucking doing with you two, huh?" He repeated the point-and-turn gesture as he humiliated both of us, his non-pointing hand now massaging his fly. Leather squeak. Leather squeak. Crreeaak. 
Buck grunted and spit on his cock, which took a few tries and a lot of snorting. He finally got enough of a blob on the end of it. Then he stepped towards my face. 
I gave him a tongue bath, making sure to slop my tongue up over his spit-wet crown. I didn't swallow; I just let it drool all over his cock. "Is that enough?" I said, and pulled my head back.
"Nah," Buck grunted, then slathered his cock with the lube that was now drizzling out of his left gloved hand. 
I reached back to try to help peel my panties down, but Buck beat me two it, hand actually knocking mine out of the way. He plied the fabric down, throttled his cock, then leaned forward. His cock almost stuffed in, but then it skidded out of the way. Oooh, it even smarted a little. Something compelled me to whimper and tuck my ears back. "I don't know if I can take it right now," I said, as I pretended to pretend I was bashful. 
"How about you do something useful, Mister-"
"You can call me Hawk."
Buck didn't take the opportunity to return the name. "You're obviously some kinda faggot, since you want me to fuck his ass while you watch. You got any poppers on you?" Unable to stuff his mushroomed dickhead into me, he stuffed a leathered thumb in instead. Much better. That might as well have been a pacifier. I'd never been in a threesome, and I was surprised that having him nudge my prostate in front of a stranger was merely interesting when He Was Nudging Me There. 
Hawk stuck his hand into his jacket, for his version of Buck's search. He came out with something that looked white and fabric-like. "You got me. I'm old school. I'm real old school. I know some guy who makes these things, by hand, start to finish. Cooks up the juice, blows these little glass things," and he held up his gloved hand and snapped the item between his fingers. It seemed to grow wet. "And they'll take your fucking head off. Answer my question and he gets 'em."
My black wolf glared. "Name's Buck. That's Kennedy."
Hawk reached over and tucked the wet gauze under my nose. Whew, even a little whiff was a bit of a blast. I took a deep one and Everything Exploded. Pound, pound, pound, and I squirmed and rolled against the car. Another sniff, and I was being fingered, hard, two fingered after a third sniff, then stuffed with Buck's cock before I even knew what was happening. 
The bandana-clad wolf groaned and pulled right back out. "Fuck, that's enough, don't knock him out or nothin'," Buck huffed, then put his big gloved hands on My Neck. He didn't choke me, but just stilled me, then moved them outwards to knead at my shoulders. Buck seemed lost in something as he just pistoned into me, thrusting hard enough that I could definitely feel every inch of him sliding against every inch of me. It almost felt wrong, and I mean wrong like broken, not in a moral sense. "Hey, tell this guy what you said to me earlier today," Buck suddenly gruffed, and slid out of my ass. I think I felt some of his precum drool out of my asshole and down the inside of my leg.
This Hawk guy was kind of like if someone had turned Buck up to 11. A big bigger, a bit taller, a bit more muscular, a bit more feral, a bit more body-pierced (three rings in one ear, two in the other, both matching his nipple piercings), a bit less shirted as he had nothing to hide those rings and his carpet pelt from the world, a lot more sneery and smirky, even darker. Frankly, that got me in the mood. "I said that he's the most awesome wolf in the world, I think," I murmurred. 
The two exchanged a strange downwards glance, and then Buck leaned in and stuck me again. A little less loose, a little more in control, and the extra tightness just guided him right into my prostate.
Hawk lifted his hand up and stuck it in front of Buck's face, and my wolf took a big sniff from the poppers. He bucked his head away and grunted, looking as disgusted as I'd felt for seven seconds and then his jaw dropped a little. Drool just ran right over his teeth and hung out over his chin, and he plowed me right to the hilt. He lurched against me, pulling and yanking at my shoulders, thrusting me hard enough against the car that I heard a couple pieces of gravel scrape away. 
I looked over at Hawk. He gave me a rotten-apple smirk and pulled his dick out. "Oh no you don't! Don't you even think about it, or I'm gonna-"
"I said I'm not gonna touch you. You think I'm that much of an asshole?"
Buck leaned down and jammed his muzzle into the far ear away from Hawk. He seemed almost doggish about it, nuzzling for a moment before chuckling hard. "Hey, you know you got real tight when he came at you like that?" He said, voice booming into my head but probably a mumble to the outside world. Then he got even quieter, just a rushing whisper. "Hope he does it again."
I crammed my hips forward against the hood, suddenly enraged that Buck was such a shallow asshole. No, I was a gaping asshole, and he was about to cum in me. I pulled away and he flopped out like a wet sausage. "Oww! I said I can't take it! I can't take it!" I tried to scrabble away, but really didn't. His cock felt so good when I tensed up on it, tried to draw it in, crushed my prostate against the throbbing rod. 
"I'll fucking distract him," Hawk snarled, then came around to the other side of the car. He made a big show out of grabbing his cock as he stepped up, then started jerking off in front of my face. He was pretty loose-hooded until he firmed up, maybe an inch longer than Buck's but not as thick. Watching him stroke his fine leathered hand over that black prick made me whimper and tighten up for an altogether different reason.
"Don't cum on that fucking car. Don't cum on him, either. You keep that shit to yourself. You got that?" Buck snarled, and suddenly turned on Hawk, while he was still stabbing into me. Now, each thrust made him grunt. "You want me to prove it? You want him to shit my cum out when I'm done? Is that what you want?"
Hawk looked a bit taken aback, but his cock spurted enough that it almost splashed into my face. He aimed it upwards and kept milking over the shaft. 
Buck went to speak again but then shuddered and buried up deep. Twitch. Twitch. Then he pulled back and slopped out, a few wet spurts of spunk splashing over my hole. Then back in, for the rest of the load, cock pulling the head back and forth. Then out. 
"Go on, show him I fucking came in you," Buck growled, then gave me a clap to the ass and stepped back. Creamy ooze dribbled from his wobbling dickhead. 
I had most certainly _not_ gotten off yet. I tentatively pushed out a little, and felt something hot start to slip out. Fuck. This was not in the program. Getting fucked in the woods was in the program, getting fucked by a wolf in the woods was in the program, another wolf watching was kind of porn movie, but- Now I felt something definitely run down my leg. 
"Fucking shit," Hawk groaned, and stepped back again, back arched, gloved hand milking upwards at his ballooning cockhead. Then he surrounded it with the other hand and sputtered, a few audible squirts resonating inside his open fist. Then one of them escaped and slopped over the edge of his gloved hand like a big snot.
Buck looked stupefied but profoundly relieved after his climax, which was now Running Down My Leg. Hawk just looked more vicious. "That's real nice," the blacker wolf said, then took his hand away and splattered the ground with spunk. "You two have a real nice time," he said, turned on his heel, then stomped back to his car. He didn't even put his dick away.
Did I mention I hadn't come yet? I sat up, scooted off the car, and got about two feet before I felt too dirty with that hot ooze trickling out of me. "What the fuck is this? Is this some kind of fucking setup?"
"I don't fucking know who this guy is," Buck snapped back.
"I don't know who either of you are, and I'm not complaining."
"What the fuck was that about? Are you just some pervert?" This was a serious problem. I almost toppled into Hawk's car with him. "Get me a towel or something, Buck, please?" Buck looked even more stupid now. "In the car, I don't know!" I waved him off.
"I was out for a drive. I saw a car turn in here, a sport little bitch car, and who was driving it? Was that a wolf? No, the wolf was lolling his do-rag around while some Fox worked the pedals. You think I'm gonna pass up an opportunity like that? Well, I didn't do it." He rolled up the window, started the car, then took off. He gunned it out of the gravel lot and showered me with gravel.
Buck crashed into me when he turned around. He was bare-headed now, and his black and red bandana was in his gloved hands. He looked like a dog bringing me slippers. 
I snatched it up. "Fine."
---
The drive home was Interesting. Thanks to the poppers, I didn't really have a sore ass as much as a sagging feeling. The stiff ride seemed to amp it up, and it was almost erotic again. Buck didn't say a word until I did.
"Well, was it just cum?"
He looked horrified. 
"When I shit your cum out of my ass, in front of that wolf, so he wouldn't SHOOT US, was it just cum? He got off so I'm assuming he's not that disgusting."
Buck scowled. "Yeah, it was just cum."
"Then why did you throw-"
"Do you think I fucking arranged that?" Luckily we were at a red light. I shrank against the steering wheel. Someone pulled up behind us but Buck didn't seem to care. 
"Maybe you could protect me?" I questioned back. "Maybe when you get hot under your dog collar and make me play hot fox for you and some asshole shows up, you could scare him off instead of doing EXACTLY WHAT HE ASKS YOU TO DO?"
"I wanted to make you drive us out to a fucking spot in the woods so I could fuck you on top of your car. And apparently, wolves think alike. Haven't you ever heard of a coincidence?" Buck gestured. The light turned green and the car behind honked at us. "Fucking go around! There's no one else here!" That was true. "He had a fucking gun. I don't have a gun. You think I'm gonna jump on some guy with a gun? I don't wanna get shot. I don't want you to get shot."
"I don't believe you! I'm not fucking incredulous, I don't actually believe that you didn't-"
The guy behind us honked again, then a siren blast exploded out of the front grill, along with blue and red strobes. Holy shit, a cop! He then leaned out the window of his SUV. "Oughta ticket y'all asses but it's kinda cute," he hollered. There was no reason to holler - we were out in the middle of nowhere, and there wasn't any traffic. "Watchin' you have your lil' fight. Heard you were fuckin' up in the woods. You mean that woods?" He pointed up and over his truck.
Buck shut down and sat. Maybe someone had trained him never to talk to the police. I will never not talk to no one. "Well, that is rather close by, so maybe it was over there," I said, and shrugged. Buck punched me in the thigh. 
"Heard you say somethin' 'bout a gun, too. Someone hold you up?" This particular cop was a black Clydesdale. The hood of his SUV had a gold Albany County Sheriff logo. 
Since he didn't seem like he was going to do anything to us, I decided to keep talking. "Some wolf stumbled upon on us, and he threatened us with this enormous hunting revolver, and then he, well, frankly I don't know what I'm going to say for an official statement. Uh. He intimidated us for his own amusement." I slowed down as I realized I was actually throwing that stranger under the bus. 
The clydesdale neither looked perturbed at us blocking an intersection, nor particularly officious. He was very clearly driving a Sheriff's SUV cruiser, and wearing a black and gold-trim Lainsville PD uniform shirt. I dated a cop once. He was surprisingly boring. This horse was already interesting. He leaned over towards his shoulder-mount radio, which also leaned him out of the truck window for a better look at us. Me in my purple leather coat and gold panties surely peeking out a little from my miniskirt. The tight seat pulled it up when I sat down. Buck, in his red and black bandana, leather jacket, black undershirt and leather jeans, like some modern version of a greaser. 
"You gonna just sit there?" Buck said, slipping back into his post-inebriated lethargy. Even in front of a cop. 
"Cal, Sheriff Ross here, you got any reports of fast cars around? Anyone gettin' pulled over for real tough drivin'? Maybe anyone that's a wolf?"
After a few silent moments, the answer crackled back on the radio. "Dispatch here, howdy sir, I got a black mustang gettin' followed by an unmarked, our guy has a funny feelin' about the guy drivin' it. Hold on," a few more seconds of silence. "And it looks like it's some kind of canine drivin' it. Down over in Westford."
"You two have a nice night, think I'm gonna take care of this wolf. Think I know just what he needs," the stallion said, pulled his head back in, and pulled away hard. 
We both watched him drive off. No other cars passed by. The state park area was almost deserted when people weren't actively visiting the parks. There were no homes out there, except down at the far west side. Which, aptly named, was where he seemed to be headed. That's where the dispatcher had said some wolf in a mustang had been puleld over. 
"There's no way you were involved in _that_, is there?" I said, offhandedly, to Buck. I was serious, but he was still stoned. I didn't want to trip his paranoia. Strangely, cops didn't seem to, either. Suddenly aware of how quiet the night was, I started driving again.
"You're the fox. That wolf said he liked foxes. Maybe you two know each other."
I laughed. "I don't think so."
I really didn't.
---
At home, I took a long, hot shower. I kept waiting for some horrible feeling of dread and regret to come over me, but then what was there to dread? Being fucked in public? By Buck? Under orders by an even more viciously lupineâ€¦ lupine? That was the stuff of Penthouse Letters, albeit if Penthouse had been for gay men. 
No revulsion, no horrible - there it was, a pang of panic. I pulled back the shower curtain. No one there. 
I'd lived in downtown Lainsville while going to college, and had really run into my share of rough situations, but -
No, there really wasn't someone there. If there was someone there, it would be Buck. Buck would totally sneak up on me in the shower, but he wasn't. 
I turned off the water and crept over to the door. I opened it and listened. I could barely hear some heavy breathing from the other side of the house. Sleep breathing, not any other kind of heavy breathing.
I went to bed full of questions. Was it all a joke? Did Buck know this Hawk guy even though he denied it? Was that a real gun? Why didn't I feel bad about getting ass-fucked in front of a stranger? 
When my friends all vanished, I sank into a depression without even realizing it, and only clawed back out when I got the job interview at Saran Motors. I lay awake wondering if I was going to feel the same way, if I would end up fucked up without quite realizing it, if it would haunt me, if I would be able to go to sleep and go to my second interview which was Tomorrow, at some kind of picnic, and everything just buzzed and buzzed and buzzed in my head until I was peeking out from under the covers and staring at the door.
Footsteps. Probably Buck doing something like having a snack. No, footsteps coming to my door. For a brief moment, I imagined The Other Wolf barging into my room, gun drawn, dick drawn, ready to shoot me in some way or another.
Instead, the door creaked open very carefully with barely a click and squeak. Before it opened more than a few inches, I spoke. "Buck, I'm awake. You can't sneak up on me."
Grunt. His muzzle poked in, disappeared, and then the door opened. He looked haggard and naked. "Can't sleep."
"And coming into my bedroom is going to fix that how, exactly? Every time I get you to try to sleep next to me, you get up three minutes after I nod off." I immediately felt better. Buck didn't look belligerent, and he wasn't moving fast. He lumbered across to my bed, then dumped down on top of the covers next to me. "Hey, not on top of the covers! I'm under here!"
Grunt.
"Buck, I'm serious. Don't trap me under here. I'm feeling weird."
He grumbled and sat up, stirred the covers around until they were mostly off of me, rolled over a few times, then just sat crosslegged. "I can't sleep. I sleep like a rock usually. Did we get fucking punked tonight? Is that what happened? That fucking horse cop and the wolf and-"
"Yeah, that police officer was strange. He really did seem to be driving a cruiser though."
"I googled him on my phone a few minutes ago, that's actually the sheriff. Derek Ross. Guess all the big strong men in this fucking town like to play games. That wolf runs some club downtown called The Pit. Looked him up too. Gay fetish BDSM club. I went there once or twice, but I don't do well with bars and clubs. Too many people." Buck hunched over like a melancholy animal. "Guess it's not any more weird than some angry, stoned wolf dragging his pet fox out in whore-girl shit to fuck him in the woods."
I chuckled. "I'm hardly a pet fox and that was hardly in the woods."
Buck didn't seem amused. Each second, he looked more and more pained. "What the fuck am I doing? I bought this fucking house. Was that a smart thing to do?"
I didn't know what to do, so I just sat up with him. Also naked. "Did you ruin yourself financially?"
"Nope."
"Did you actually want to buy this house?"
"I guess. I like living here and I don't like having some weird rental company able to break their contract at a moment's notice. Have some kinda need to have my territory."
If Buck had said that before I knew him, I would have thought he was a jackass. Now it was almost endearing. I rubbed his back. "Do you like me?"
"I made you dress up and go out with me in your little bitch car so I could fuck you. What the fuck do you think?" Buck grunted and almost squashed my hand as he leaned back, then lay down.
Good point. I started rubbing his chest. This seemed to actually accomplish something, as he growled and arched his back, kept his knees up, and started to look stupid. "So I don't really see a problem."
"It's just a big fucking deal. Like buying a car's a big fucking deal, it's just a smaller big fucking deal. You feel stupid after buying that thing?" For all the profanity, Buck started to sound drunk again as I gave him a center-line rub. 
I thought for a long few moments. Being next to Buck made me feel better about just about everything, since he was a black wolf who had my best interests in mind, instead of a black wolf who wanted to rape and/or shoot me but was being nice by not doing either. "Not yet. Maybe once I have friends again and want to take them somewhere and realize they won't fit in my car, I'll feel a little forlorn. Or when winter starts, but I'm sure snow tires will be good enough."
Buck eased up even more. I, on the other hand, was terribly hard. "Did you get off while I was fucking you?"
I shook my head. "It all really happened sort of fast, to be honest. No offense."
"I'll let it slide. What thing would make you cum harder than anything else?" Buck perked back up, including downstairs. I don't think he'd showered. Somehow that was just more attractive. "I'm serious. This is a serious question."
"Can I think about it and have you go first?" I felt a bit scared to answer.
He grunted, scowled for a second, but then pushed me over and straddled me. "Remember all that rubber shit I wore while we were pissing on each other? The hip boots and those insane gloves up to here?" He nudged his shoulder with his muzzle, since his big hands were shoved into the sheets to either side of me. He wagged his tail as he straddled and rubbed dick on dick. "If I put that stuff on, had a nice hot piss all over myself, then just slicked up and jerked for a while, for hours, I'd cum like a geyser. I dunno what it is. I just, it just gets me. Maybe it reminds me of when I was a horny kid wearing that shit and mucking out stalls and shit at the farm."
I imagined Buck wearing all that gear and pissing on me. Twitch. Buck wearing all that gear and finger-banging me until I came. Twiiiiitch. Buck fisting me! That didn't happen but imagining it was mind-altering. Buck wearing that stuff and shoveling s- "Hmmf. Well. I think," I stalled, because I didn't really know what would be hottest. Maybe Buck fisting me, but if I said it, he'd try to do it, and that was scary. "I like to play dress-up. And you like to wear leather stuff and maybe play dress-up a little, too, am I right?" 
Grunt. Grunt and a dick-thrust. I grabbed onto both of our dicks and tried to move along with Buck, so we both fucked my hand. It mostly worked and felt dirty hot. 
"If you dressed up like a pirate and treated me like some kind of fox for hire and raped me, I think I'd cum pretty hard." It was the do-rag. Buck's tendency to wear a bandana on his head as a skull cap made me always think he looked like a pirate. 
GROWL. "Be fucking serious," he huffed, and pinned me harder.
"I mean it! I mean it! You would be so hot as a pirate. Those tall leather boots that fold over at the top, swordsman gauntlet gloves, some sort of puffy shirt that's always showing your chest, your bandana, maybe leather pants, and you'd be drunk and crude and you'd use me for a sex toy even though I don't want it." The more I actually verbalized the admittedly silly idea, the more it was actually hot. Thanks to the prostate battering from before giving me aftershocks, I even started to feel close. "Maybe, maybe you could even do that Dread Pirate Roberts thing and wear a black leather zorro mask over your e-eyes."
I couldn't tell if Buck liked the idea or not, because he looked pissed off, and a little focused on what he was doing. Soon he wasn't pinning me down any more, nor using his dick for anything. He was jerking me off, instead of me jerking both of us off. "Thought you were gonna say you wanted to get fisted or something."
The thought of Someone's Entire Arm up my ass made me squeal and shoot off. It didn't even feel that great - edging rarely does for me - but it was a huge relief and a huge mess. He made sure it all piled up and ended in a very audible wet splattering, spunk on spunk. 
I lay there, in peace. 
"Hey, you alive?" Buck nudged me. I looked up. His cock drooped, skin even a little loose around the tip. He looked a bit concerned. 
"Only if you promise to dress like a pirate for me sometime."
He grunted.
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I used to rent a house with some college friends of mine. They continued to grow up and further their careers and moved out one by one, leaving me living alone. That wasn't so entirely bad, as foxes aren't exactly pack animals, but it was financially wasteful. I got a roommate, but he turned out to be a nasty almost-black wolf named Bradshaw Daly. His nickname: Buck. His clothing style: aggressive douchebag, by way of Ed Hardy and trendy jeans. 

I was scared of Buck. He acted like a predator around me, and even though he was bisexual and clearly trying to date some biker she-wolf, knew I would fall prey to him. He had an obnoxiously customized muscle car and smoked cigars and smoked weed and stalked me around the kitchen.

I was so scared of Buck that when he decided to buy the house I was renting out from under the rental agency, I didn't move away.

I'm just kidding; I stayed there because I loved him. And because I wanted to get him to dress up like a leather fetish pirate. Work with me here.

---

Buck was in the back yard, digging. He appeared to be planting bulbs. Fall was coming, and I'd heard that was when you were supposed to plant them. Squirrels always dug mine up, but I have a black thumb when it comes to anything alive that isn't furry and black and lupine. When it came to those things, I tended to end up on my back in a green haze with semen oozing out of one or more holes. 

"Well, I have good news, and bad news,” I said, trying to surprise him. 

"Bad news first," he said, and didn't bother to look at me.

I should have known he'd try that. I crossed my arms and stared down at his jeans-clad ass. It really tensed up hard as he bent over. "I forgot to look for a pirate costume for you to wear."

He jerked and spun his head around. "What the fuck are you talking about?"

I put my hands on my hips. "You know what I'm talking about.” That got a 'you have to be kidding' deadpan stare. "Don't play ignorant parent. You agreed to it. You asked me what I really wanted and I said I wanted you as a pirate. You said that what you really wanted was some sort of odd rubber fetish fantasy.”

"I want to fist you wearing all that crazy shit I have,” he reiterated. "And do a lot of watersports. And maybe wrestle in the mud.”

"Yes. That. Well, anyway, the actual news is, I got the fucking job. I also got a free lunch. And Mr. Saran is really something. I mean that in a global kind of way, not just impressive in his business, but in... everything." Mr. Saran was a suspiciously masculine bull who ran a car dealership network here in Lainsville. I was going to be the new customer service coordinator, a job hopefully less shitty than it was at the bank I used to work at. Car dealers weren't exactly famous for being ethical places to work. 

"That sounds fucking suspicious."

"No, nothing happened at all. I just seriously impressed him. I think I have the attitude he wants to project. Someone who's obnoxious enough to get attention, and slick enough to get results. There is something a little odd about the whole thing, but I do enjoy having a job again." I bent down and handed him another bulb. "Wait, let me put it in the hole for you." I had a sudden compulsion to do what I just said, and plucked the plant bulb out of his work-gloved hand, then dropped it into the hole he'd just made with a divot. "There we go."

"Seriously, what the fuck is wrong with you?" He stood up and crowded me back to standing, lest I shrink away and fall over. Buck was quite tall, about six and a half feet, furred in charcoal black with silvery touches here and there. He dyed his headfur red, causing the patterning to bloom out as a douchebag-youthful style decision. 

"I got the job! I'm excited! Being excited makes me happy, and I'm not quite used to being outright happy so it's very... elating," I gestured. I really was such the fop. Everyone will talk to a fop. Genius bull. 

Buck grunted, and went back to planting. 

That meant he was elated, too. 

---

My first day of work wasn't particularly exciting. It was mostly just HR paperwork and some 'getting to know the place' tours. And by place, I mean all the places. Saran Motors was one of those car dealership empires. There was the Brushton Motor Mall, which included Saran Honda, Saran Chevrolet, Saran Subaru, Saran Ford, and Saran Mazda. There was, a few miles away, Saran Acura and Saran Lincoln. There was Import Experts, which sold upper echelon boutique new and used cars. There were two body shops, and one generic mechanic. I got to visit all of them, which was enthusiastically boring.

It didn't quite take a full day, and rather than mill around, I took it easy and went to visit Buck at his job. Since I didn't have any local friends any more, maybe I could mooch off him now that I was being forcefully thrust into the Car Stuff fold. 

HiPer Automotive looked kind of like a tire shop. One corner of the building was a greenhouse sales floor, while five garage bays took up the remainder. The main sales guy, and the only one not wearing a mechanic's uniform with stark black and white embroidered name badge, was a coyote named Pat. He looked familiar.

"Hi, welcome to HiPer Auto," he said, as I sauntered in. 

"I'm not quite a customer. Is Buck around?"

Pat perked up. "Oh! Are you Kennedy?"

"Yes, Ken please," I said. Pat nodded and went to peek into the back area. 

I looked around. Wheels. Shocks and struts. It almost looked like a tire store on the inside, save for displays featuring just about every other car part one might want to replace or customize. And then, the waiting area, dominated by a strange beast. Someone had taken a fairly recent Honda Civic and cut it in half lengthwise, then modded half of it to look like a garish multi-colored tuner car straight out of a street racing movie. Big aero wing in the back, extra body parts, carbon fiber and livery stickers everywhere. 

"He's right in the middle of spraying a mold. That'll be a while. Uh, so you'll have to wait. Is that your Honda?" He pointed outside.

"Is that yours? It looks half done," I said, and pointed to the car on display.

Pat beamed so hard, I thought his ears would explode. "It totally is! I'm kind of an art guy, like I know I'm at the register here but I do a lot of art stuff, all the graphics for our ads and stuff, I do custom spray work, and I said hey, you know what would be cool? Demonstrate how awesome we do stuff! Here's your mom's Civic, here's your mom's civic as far as it'll go! Check this out," he said, and hurried over, then opened the hood. Underneath, half of the engine bay looked normal, and the other half was full of painted and chromed piping, more livery stickers, electric-colored wiring. "You know what's even crazier? It actually runs. We take it to car shows for advertising."

"Interesting," I said. I probably didn't sound interested. I half was - my in depth knowledge of cars was fairly limited to restomodded 1960's AC Cobras driven by middle-aged fathers, and my extremely new-to-me ride.

"We totally tuned your car. Like did you just buy that? The guy who had it before was a dog and I'm pretty sure you're not a dog," Pat said, and leaned on the car very carefully. 

I nodded. "Yes, and I just got a job from Saran Honda, too. Well, from everything Saran. I'm some sort of customer service liason now. That's the fancy resume word for 'the wall you throw shit on to see if it sticks'. They're quite adept at selling cars. I went in for a job interview and came out with a used sports car."

"So we do a lot of Asian tuner kind of stuff around here, I mean we'll do anything, look at Buck's ride," Pat almost rolled his eyes, "But there's just this huge, huge market for Japanese and Korean stuff. It's amazing. Like here, check this out," he said, and waved me over. Why not? I followed him to a computer station set up in the middle of the shop. "This is totally my doing. I went to school for 3D design shit. I'm totally selling myself up but you gotta see this."

What I saw, was a computer. He launched some application called "THE AMAZING CAR" and a relatively boring window came up. He typed in "Honda S2000" into a search field and a few results came up. One of them looked just like mine. He clicked on it and it filled part of the screen. "That appears to be my car."

"No, this _is_ your car," he said, and picked something else. It suddenly turned gold. "Like this really is your car, we set it up for that dog guy. Wanna get a carbon fiber hood?" He poked around in some palette of car parts on screen and the hood rematerialized with shimmery black. "Want a scoop?" More clicking, and an intake scoop. "NACA or ram air?" He toggled between two checkboxes and the scoop went from a real scoop to some sort of lopsided hole. 

"This is quite involved," I said, as he started doing ridiculous things to my virtual car. "Perhaps you should start with something more modest. I don't think I need a-" I squinted at the screen, "Drift wing."

"That thing's supercharged, right? So here's a good addition. A little more power, a little," Pat made a pinching motion in the air, "And a lot better sound. Bam, tuned equal length headers. They'll look like fucking snakes under the hood, they maybe rice the sound up just a little, but we set up the exhaust however you like. Deep, raspy, throaty, snarly, as much as you can get out of one of those little K20's."

I bobble-headed. Sure, that sounds exciting. Was I buying something? Help? The back shop door opened and Buck came in, safety goggles on his forehead. 

"Pat, drop that fox," Buck grunted, then ditched the goggles onto a holder by the door. He smelled somewhat disgusting, like chemicals and paint. "The hell you doing here, Ken?"

I shrugged. "My options were watch people sell cars, which I find somewhat painful-"

"Great, you got a job at a car dealership, enjoy being a fucking masochist," he cut in.

"Ahem, or I could come here and watch you be a wolf."

"You could watch me glass a mold. That's exciting. Not really, although it's kinda cool. You take some funny lookin' thing and spray it with this fibery shit and then wait a while and pull it apart, and there you go, a new fucking bumper for your mom's old Civic that you can scrape on every fucking driveway in town. Is Pat here bugging you? Pat, don't sell my fox TRD stickers."

This was apparently par for the course since Pat just grinned and went back to the register. Good timing, since some customers had floated in. Even in mechanic overalls, Buck looked hot. Mean, no nonsense, but hot. I started feeling stuffy under my shirt. "He was showing me this thing, where he made my car look ridiculous. That's pretty impressive." But ridiculous.

"We don't fuck around here. Heard you talking about headers. You gonna put equals on that thing? That'd be nice. Tuned header-back with high flow cats and unequal dual outlet. That'd sound hot. Nice and loud, everyone would hear you coming, even when you're driving."

"Thanks," I said, and stared daggers at him. One of the customers, a vixen in a pink shirt and garish green baggy pants, was talking to Pat about something something STI something. The customer's friend, another male coyote, was eyeballing some poster ads. It was the exact 'girl shopping, man bored' part, except the girl was shopping for rally-spec performance upgrades. 

"You oughta hang out with Pat. He's kind of a loner," Buck said, apparently loud enough that Pat could hear. "He loves your S2000. He'd probably marry it."

"I think my car's already married."

"You're the second fucking owner, you get sloppy car seconds," Buck rolled his eyes. "You wanna get indian food? I'm hungry for some Murgh Makhani."

"Butter chicken? I'm hungry for some black wolf." Surprisingly, no one else looked our way at that. 

"Yeah? We oughta track down that other wolf guy, then you can have two fucking helpings. I gotta go check on shit back here. You sticking around or you wanna go drive your little bitch rocket around?" That made the vixen look our way. Buck had already turned away; I made a 'ha ha can you believe this guy?' mime and looked uncomfortable. She seemed to accept it.

I laughed. "That's a terrible idea. But I will go for a drive. Call me when you get off!"

"You'll know when I fucking get off," Buck said, and slammed the shop door shut. 

A lightbulb suddenly turned on in my head, nullifying my irritation at Buck. An awful lot of coyotes in here. Coyotes. "You're the guy I sold my old car to," I finally said, to Pat. 

He beamed. "Thought you looked familiar! Nice step up."

"Well, I'm going to go and do something for a while, until Buck's ready for me." I waggled my eyebrows and curled my tail around to stroke it. Pat looked slightly broken. I waved, and left.

Track down that other wolf guy.

Track Down That Other Wolf Guy.

Oh Buck, why did you have to say that?

---

The first few days of the job were mostly training. I went from various HR induction tasks to actually shadowing a few of the salesmen, which was rather unnerving. Buying a car is terrible, on purpose, and it's not just the salesmen at fault. Mr. Saran hadn't lied when he said the dealer's allocation was based on customer service feedback. The intention was lofty, an attempt to produce better customer ratings and thus higher rankings by punishing those with poor service. The reality: sleazy salesmen who ask for five star ratings so their children could eat. 

Well, it wasn't quite that bad. They definitely made it known, though. That had to be the wrong way to do it. 

The weekend after, Buck went on a trip.

"Where are you going?"

Grunt. He was having a snack in the kitchen, and stopped to offer me the answer.

"It must be lovely there this time of year," I said, and got _my_ snack. A cream popsicle. I licked at the tip a few times, then nipped off the orange coating and tongued at the white inside.

Buck stared at me. He just stared, until I'd bared the stick inside and was coiling my tongue around it. "Hey, what the fuck are you doing?" He huffed. "I'm going to this race with some of the guys at work. Chad, the guy who's been building that project car, entered it into this amateur race. It's a PR thing for the company, you know?" I didn't really know but didn't want to start an argument. 

I looked at the popsicle. "I'm having a little treat. And I can't believe I just did that," I said, and bubbled up to a near squeak. I felt, for lack of a better description, foxy. I stepped up behind him and reached around his upper body. The wolf was wearing one of his tight muscle-snug undershirts. I pawed around it, then pulled it up, then pawed around at his bare chestfur. He gruffed and leaned against the counter, put one hand down, then looked back at me. I gave him a licky kiss and then held up the popsicle. 

He bit it in half. 

"Nooo, don't do that, you can't eat the stick inside!"

He gave me a flat look, chewed and tongued at it, and the splintered stick fell out of his mouth onto the counter with a faint little splat. 

"I'll miss you," I said, and reached down to give him a squeeze. He pinned my hand to the edge of the counter. "Wow. You're hard. I guess you'll miss me, too."

"If you think I'm gonna fuck you right here," he growled, and trailed off. 

Five minutes later, I was wearing a pair of stiletto-heeled thigh boots and opera gloves. Buck leaned up behind me and I felt his bare dickhead nudge my asshole. "Perfect, knew I'd have fucking problems because you're a short little bitch." Supposedly, the heels were because he didn't want to bend over at some awkward angle. Because that's the first thing one thinks about when ordering one's boyfriend to get naked and dress back up.

I looked over my shoulder. Buck was drizzling olive oil on his cock. Extra virgin. I giggled. "I'm not _Italian_, and neither are you."

Grunt. Buck set the bottle down, then picked up a different one. Poppers, of course. What gay male ass pig didn't have a poppers bottle in each room of the house to facilitate gay sex? Well, I didn't - he'd brought them out of my room along with the boots and gloves. He took his bandana off, soaked a spot in it, and then came at me with it. I let him grab me around the muzzle and reached up to pet his bare hands, then inhaled. Urrgh. They could at least make them smell better-

AND HE SLID RIGHT IN!

I pawwed at his hand with my gloved one. He didn't budge. My heart pounded, my vision swam, and I huffed out against the wet cloth enough that I could feel it puff away and then suck back. 

"I'm not gonna take this off your pretty little face until I cum in your ass, bitch fox."

Then he started to thrust. Thanks to the loosening fumes, he barely needed any warmup, and he was serious about it. Very hard, very urgent, enough that it dug my thigh into the counter and hurt. If he'd been using the ultrapure poppers from my sudden encounter with The Other Wolf, I would have passed out.

"Mmm, Buck, you ASSHOLE! You fucking ASSHOLE!" I groaned into the cloth, slapped at his arm, and writhed around. It was about half real squirming, and half helpless desperate movements facilitated by a thick dick stabbing my asshole while I swooned. 

He grabbed _my_ dick and stuck his muzzle against my ear. "You're not gonna do anything stupid this weekend. You got that? No fucking around, no playing dressup in your fucking bedroom, nothing. You're not gonna cum 'till I get back, and I'm not gonna cum 'till you get back. You understand me?" Then he nodded my head, using his poppers-smothering hand. 

I squealed and pounded on the counter with one hand, then came so hard that it physically hurt. I pulled off Buck's cock and he slapped me, but then shot all over my asshole half a second later.

He dropped the rag and I crumpled against the counter. He was already gone, washing himself in the bathroom. Sure thing, Mister Wolf, I won't do anything bad while you're gone.

---

I wanted to see Buck dressed up like a pirate. It seemed perfect to me. Everything about the way he acted seemed perfect for a pair of swashbuckler boots, a romance-novel-cover shirt, swordsman's gloves, and of course the bandana. He wasn't very dramatic, so he wouldn't be Jack Sparrow or anything. If we lived in the time of fantastic pirates, Buck would be a pirate. We actually live in the time of Somali pirates and Buck wouldn't fit in there, but I didn't think rogue disenfranchised militias were very hot. 

I'd even told him that I wanted it. His reaction had been to scoff at me, but then he fooled around with me afterwards so it had to excite him.

I couldn't just go buy him something at a costume store and surprise him with it. I wanted something high quality. I had a feeling he wanted the same. Plus, I would have to get him on board to go for tailoring. 

I had no real idea where to buy a leather-fetish pirate costume. Despite years of playing dress-up, mostly for myself, I tended to buy real clothing for whatever purpose. A police uniform? I actually bought one from a uniform shop. Riding tack? A saddlery shop. Women's clothing? I actually had to make an exception there and buy things from a company called Male Image, because while I'm sassy and diminutive, I hardly look like an actual woman. Flat male chest, straight male hips, and of course, cock and balls. Like any good skinny guy, mine were rather big, and regular panties are not meant to cover over anything sticking out.

Buck had told me not to do anything sexual until he returned. I had agreed, because it sounded titillating. But thinking of sexual things to do while he was gone made me instantly think of another wolf. Another black wolf. That made me feel guilty, not only because it was disobedient, but because that other wolf had left an echo in me. I tended to think about him at random times over the last few days, and it always gave me a start.

It didn't help that Buck had mentioned The Other Wolf at lunch the other day.

That Other Wolf ran a fetish sex club. Surely he would know where to find a pirate costume. Surely visiting him on my terms would erase the nearly-non-consensual torment he'd put us through, if you can call being fucked by one's boyfriend in front of someone else 'torment'.

So I got dressed up. I didn't have anything Leather Culture to really wear, but I did have a leather corset, a fluffy blouse, leather opera gloves, a leather miniskirt, and my thigh-high spike boots. There was even still some wolf and fox cum on them; I cleaned that off, of course. Fox Whore seemed to be a good enough choice. I'd seen plenty of those 'caught at the bar' pictures in the Freak Town Herald, with twinky guys in harnesses showing off their bubble butts while they hoisted Bud Lites. 

Off I went.

The Pit was on the last block of the gay district downtown. Unlike some of the other bars, it actually looked nice from the outside, although the front windows were completely blacked out as was common for bars. Bass throbbed from somewhere inside, and a bouncer stood by at the door. He was a buck with a goatee and sideburns, a "The Pit" staff shirt with torn sleeves, and cowboy boots. He gave me a dirty look as I paid cover. 

"You're gonna get your ass done fucked up in there," he said, "Dressed like that."

"Well what do you think I'm here for? Intellectual discourse?" And I slipped on in. 

The Pit was simultaneously what I had imagined, and not. Dark, reeking of leather and fur and sweat and alcohol and Male Sex, a main room with a bar and tables and some kind of Demonstration Area featuring Middle Earth torture equipment, a back room with pool tables and a few sketchy arcade games and booths that were almost but not completely private. And of course, men. But as much as it was a meat market, this wasn't the 1970's, and the clientele seemed happy enough to socialize without staring daggers at each other. That seemed reserved for the greymuzzles in leather Nazi uniforms and bike gear.

There was no sign of the Other Wolf.

I went downstairs. Immediately downstairs was a dance floor, the source of the throbbing music, DJ'ed by a black jackal in gaudy Eye of Ra goth makeup. Tables and another bar rimmed the floor, and I'm pretty sure someone was actually rimming someone else at one of the tables. Clearly, public sex was par for the course. The Pit indeed.

But wait, there was more! Below the dance floor was another level, probably the sub basement for the building. Instead of being off-limits and holding industrial mechanical bits, it was full of people and ancient industrial mechanical bits, and frankly terrifying. 

A whipping cross, a sawbuck, stocks, a bondage chair. Those things were upstairs in the main room and were really not very scary. The things in the sub basement were much weirder. Several private rooms with actual medical exam equipment in them, a room full of old equipment that looked like water pumps which was being used for some sort of gang-bang scene, a locker room where I could actually count semen splatters. 

That was just too rough. Buck was my kind of rough. Buck would fuck me over the kitchen counter. Buck would not strap me to an institutional restraint table and anesthetize me. I hoped not, at least.

Fuck me over the kitchen counter. Oh fuck, why did Buck have to go play with his toy cars over the weekend instead of fucking me over every piece of furniture in my, err, his, err, our house? 

"Hey, looking for something?" 

I spun around to face away from the Creepy Cellar, and faced into a rather large room that was half filled with shelves and display counters. Sex toys, leather clothing, rubber clothing, and some things that surely violated the Geneva Convention. In the middle of it, dressed in an outfit that looked like a motorcycle racing suit but clearly made of sculpted and armored rubber, was a strange fox. If it weren't for his fluffy tail, I wouldn't have known quite what he was, a dark black with red tips in his fur, a red mohawk between his ears. He'd spoken.

"Is this a store or something?" I wandered closer. Unlike the alarming rooms behind me, the idea of a filthy store was a bit fun. Clearly a store, since everything had price tags. 

"Yep. MJ Custom Rubber, uh, that's my thing, my name's Mike, I make stuff like this," he gestured to his body with his armored-knuckle hands, "And my business partner and I sell all this stuff here. Horny drunk guys will part with their cash, let me tell you." 

"Interesting. Do you do leather?"

"I sell it, but I don't make leather stuff. Sorry."

I cocked my hip and crossed my arms. "Hmm." I pondered asking this odd fox for the name of a leather crafter, but then The Other Wolf appeared in my mind and I tucked my tail. "I'm actually looking for someone. The, ahh, owner of this place."

He perked his ears up. "Hawk? I don't know if he's even here today. Here, let me call him, what's your name?" The fox took one of his gloves off and took out his cell phone, then started dialing before I had a chance to really say yea or nay. "He probably isn't gonna want to see you. He's particular.”

"Uhh, Kennedy," I said.

The fox apparently made a connection. "Hey, you here today? Yeah, this is Mike. Yeah this is really Mike, my dog didn't take my phone again," The fox looked at me, then pointed at what I had thought was a display 'puppy cage'. Someone was in it. Someone who, as far as I could tell, was human and wearing a rubber puppy costume. "Someone's here looking for you. Yeah I know. Yeah. I know. I know. He's a fox named Kennedy. Oh, uh, sure. Okay." The fox hung up and looked a bit bewildered. 

"Is that good or bad?"

"He's here, and he wants you to come up." The fox bent over and opened up the cage, then led the puppy-guy out. Then he helped take the guy's hood off, and his entire demeanor changed. "Can you watch the shop for a bit? I have to play security guy and take this guy upstairs," Fox said to Human.

"Sure thing," the guy said, as if he hadn't just been cooped up in a cage. He took the fox's place by the register. The fox gestured to follow.

One minute, I was in the middle of a haunted house for willing torture victims. The next, a sex shop. The next, a freight elevator. "I get the feeling I was... led down here," I said, as we started going Up There.

"Oh?" The fox perked up. I had trouble thinking of him as a person with a name. I think it was because of the outfit. "I think that's intentional. At least, I wouldn't be surprised. Hawk's kind of particular when it comes to atmospheres. This place used to be a lot more rough. It was shady because it was shady, not because it was made to be that way. That jackal guy who DJs upstairs helped him redecorate. The guy does haunted house design for a living. Can you imagine that? That's a thing! I'd make monsters that grab people with their monster hands." Michael was very excited to talk about things.

We emptied out into a rather posh lobby. What originally had been a reception area was now a private lounge, as evidenced by the placard that read, "Private Lounge". The fox led me over to the office door that led away, and opened it up. "He said just go in," he said, and stepped back.

I expected to come across some wolf sitting at his desk, smoking a cigar, stroking a white cat, plotting something. Instead, another lounge. This one looked like someone's entertaining living room at home, albeit upscale and distinctly leathery. There was a small wet bar. I closed the door, and waited. "Hello?" I finally called out, and peeked around. "I'm not stupid enough to start wandering around so you can pounce out of nowhere and molest me."

Clop. Clop. He emerged from another part of the building. Cowboy boot heels, followed by the requisite squeak of leather boot on leather pant, a little jangle from almost tacky boot chains. Very measured. Very careful. The strut of someone who knew how to move for body language purposes. I had a roommate once who could do exactly that. He'd been a drama student, a rather good actor. 

Really, he was quite the wolf. "Is that how you always dress, or is it only when I'm around?"

"You don't have much to judge that on, Mister..." I tried to lead him to speak. Since he wasn't charging me, I walked across the sultry red carpet and leaned on one of the sofas. 

He joined me, gestured to the couch, then sat down in a finely leathered high back armchair. "I told you to fucking call me Hawk. See? I have a good memory," he said, then gestured to his head. He was smoking a cigar. Not the same brand Buck usually smoked but some dark chocolate leathery-looking thing that was, if my memory served me right from the other night, as long and thick as his cock. 

He was wearing the same outfit as when he'd crashed our outdoor-fuck party. Tall cowboy riding boots, fitted leather jeans, a chrome belt buckle with an onyx wolf head inlaid beneath the surface, a leather blazer with a bling-bling expensive black cherry alligator lapel and collar highlight, black leather riding gloves, and no shirt. His chestruff seemed to puff out a little, which seemed simultaneously wild and cutely domestic. Like a housepet dressed up for halloween. Much more of a wolf ruff than Buck, who trimmed quite a lot. Horrifying, acid yellow eyes, and a face with a smirk even when relaxed. "And your name's Kennedy."

"Of course you'd remember that. Mike," why did I just use the fox's name? "Just told it to you on the phone."

"You like his little shop down there? He still have the freaky shit out front? I love freaky shit. I own this whole fucking place. Dungeon to dance floor to bar to fucking brothel downstairs from here. Sometimes, if I'm real fucking quiet, I can hear 'em having fun." He smoked his cigar like a mafia don. He sounded like one. Inner-city NYC thug. The newspaper article about him and the club from a year or two earlier had quoted him as being from Brooklyn. 

I felt a bit stunned. He wanted to talk business? I tried to remember. "I was a bit distracted by that, that dog of his."

"I can always tell a person by how they react to that puppy play shit. You called him a dog - the guy's a fucking skinbag! You're a filthy, filthy fox." Hawk crossed one of his boots onto his knee. "And you got nice, nice fashion sense. The fuck you here for?"

I slid off the arm of the sofa onto the cushions and sprawled backwards against the leather. He smirked at me. Maybe a sneer. Maybe he could see through the posturing. "Not to get fucked. I need a favor. A little help with something."

"I don't fucking owe you a favor," he snorted.

"You, Mister Wolf, came out of nowhere and held my boyfriend and I, at gunpoint, while you jerked off. While you jerked off to him fucking me. While I shit his cum out of my ass." I sat up and pointed to my chest to make sure he knew who I was talking about, successfully transitioning from call girl to Cranky Fox. 

He didn't miss a beat, leaning forward to point at me. "And you just came to my fucking job and social-engineered your way up into my office, dressed like a slut. And don't tell me you're not dressed like a fucking slut. Corset? Thigh boots? Opera gloves under that short-sleeved fucking puff shirt? Gimme a break. You need a dick in you like I need to put one there." He really said that.

"Do you remember Buck, my wolf?" Yes, Buck was _my_ wolf. As opposed to this wolf, who was _not_ my wolf. "We had a discussion about what would get us off harder than anything. His was some weird thing about wearing wader boots and pissing on himself, which fits because frankly he's into that. He's kind of a freak in private. Mine was him wearing a pirate outfit and fucking me. Not something from a halloween store, not something for a stage play, some fancy leather thing that makes him look extremely hot."

That appeared to disarm Hawk. He went from glaring and pointing to almost letting his cigar flop out of his mouth. "Uh-huh."

"And I don't know where to buy something like that. I presume someone _makes_ something like that around here, or else this place wouldn't be full of as many leather freaks as it appears to, or else you wouldn't be wearing _that_."

"Yeah? Where'd you get all that shit?" He leaned back again. 

"Wherever I could find it. This isn't exactly strange attire. It's garden-variety Girl Sexy."

He took his cigar out, licked his chops, and put it back in. Buck never really did anything like that. He smoked like he was playing poker. This wolf smoked like he was in porn. "So, your wolf, Buck. You want me to go surprise him or something? I don't do well with other wolves. I hate fighting, but nothing'll get me fighting faster than another fucking wolf. Only reason nothing happened with you around was, well, you were around."

"I want to dress him up like a pirate. Like the kind of pirate who would come to your fine little establishment for a good time. And I think that requires a leather tailor, and I don't know any. Also, I wanted to come here and give you shit in person, just to see if I can."

He looked unflapped. "Can you?"

"I'm not sure. How stupid is my request?"

"I know a guy," he said, leaned to the side, and reached inside his coat. I saw the handle of a gun. Not that monster revolver, but a handgun nonetheless. If I had any inkling of being aroused, it went right away. He only took out a metal holder, and withdrew an actual business card. That was a little weird. "Here. He's kinda old fashioned, hence the fucking business card." He got up and handed it over, then sat back down. He easily could have sat down next to me, but he returned to the chair. Good boy.

The business card was exceedingly simple, both in overall design and quality. Definitely no "American Psycho" moments of carefully embossed fonts. "Oscar Veselý, Leathercraft", and then an address. No telephone number, no website, no email, no Twitter, no Facebook. 

I stood up and pocketed the card in my skirt's little money pocket. "That wasn't so hard, was it? We spent all this time and you smoked down two inches of your cigar just to hand me a business card." I started for the door. 

Hawk got up, but didn't try to stop me. He just closed in. "What, you're just gonna leave?"

"Did you think I was here for something else? You must have me mistaken for someone else," I said, and put hand to knob. 

He lost his smug smirk, but kept the uneven muzzle gap. It had to be one of those pleasant deformities some people have where they always smile or frown. "You remind me of two people I know, at the same time, and while that should scare me, most of the shit that scares me ends up getting me off."

"Not this time," I said, and left.

---

When Buck came back from his little car trip, I neglected to tell him about visiting Hawk. Partly because I thought it might make him mad, partly because it might make him want to give Hawk a piece of his mind, partly because I wanted to see both of those things happen, and partly because I wanted to spring the costume surprise on him. Somehow. It seemed a bit hard to surprise someone with something they had to be tailored for. I'd figure it out. 

I had a more pressing issue than costuming. Buck had told me not to cum, and I hadn't. As a result, I really, really needed to get off. I tried to downplay it and just did some work around the house. 

I kept having a strange idea, though. The shed in the back yard was unnecessary, since someone had remodeled the house to include one as part of the walk-out basement. Buck had decided to fix the mud pond that formed near it, and now it seemed like an actual building. 

I started thinking about turning it into a little sleeping cabin. A completely private place away from anyone and anything else that was on the property. I didn't want to get away from Buck. I just imagined that getting away from everyone would be fun. Maybe Buck would even like it. Maybe he'd want to fuck there. He would definitely want to fuck there. It could be a fuck cabin. Merely going into the cabin would mean that the person was ready for sex, and-

"Hey," he said, and scared me out of my shoes. To keep me from flying forward, he even grabbed me. For a second, I squealed. Wolf, black wolf, grabbing me, gloved hands even! He simply pulled me back, looped an arm around me, and stood next to me. "How's the shed look? I think it looks like a shed," he grunted, regarding where I had been staring blankly.

I twisted around, curled my tail around him, but acted like I wanted to recoil in horror. "What are you doing? Are you being nice to me? Are you going to start wearing an apron?"

"I have a rubber butcher's apron. It's pretty messed up when I wear it with those boots and gloves. You know, the rubber shit," he said, like he was talking about a car part he'd installed that day. "I uh decided I'd do that thing with you."

Since he was serious, I stopped pretending to be horrified. "I'm looking at the shed because I think we should make it into a sex shack. Or a meditation shack. Cabin. A little meditation cabin, where you meditate on a dick in your ass. Does that sound nice?"

"You fucking didn't hear me," he chuffed, then snickered and paced around. He was dressed to go somewhere. Motorcycle boots, black jeans, some kind of loud camp shirt, black tanktop, leather racing jacket, driving gloves, bandana. "I wanna do that thing."

"There are a lot of things. You'll have to be more specific," I said, and followed him. 

"That pirate thing."

"You mean you want to go get fitted for a custom pirate costume, just for me?" I clasped my hands together. "I'm actually excited, this isn't being a snarky little bitch. Right now? I suppose we could call that guy-" Oops.

Buck looked stupid. "What guy?"

"Oh no one! No one at all. I'm not sure where we could get such a costume..."

Buck squared my shoulders with his hands. "Are you talking about that wolf?"

"No! No, not at all. Really not. I erm, found a place that makes this sort of thing, actually."

"Course you did," he growled. "Go upstairs and get in my car, before I change my fucking mind," Buck said, and made it obvious I should go myself. 

I felt nervous, that old anxious sick feeling I'd get while Buck was around, when I knew he was planning something, when I knew he was capable of sudden bouts of behavior that I couldn't quite predict. There was no surprise in the car, though, just the smell of leather and a vague hint of burning rubber. That must have been from his 'drift' race. 

Buck entered the car and dumped into the driver's seat, then prodded the Red Dragon to life. If it was my car, I'd have actually put that as the name on the side, in airbrush work. Luckily, I did not feel the same way about my Honda.

"So where's this guy's place?" He growled, and the car growled back, ushering us out onto the road. Buck barely moved while driving. The accelerator certainly didn't need any real touching.

I took out the business card and waved it in front of Buck's phone. It scanned it and started navigating us there, into the heart of downtown Lainsville. 

"This isn't some trick and that's gonna take us to see that fucking wolf, is it?" Buck asked, after a few miles of rumbling silence.

"No, it's some guy named Oscar, apparently."

"How'd you find out about him? You do some internet searching or some boring shit like that?" Buck looked so lazily authoritative while driving. He pushed himself back into the seat and kept both hands on the wheel. 

Should I tell him, or should I not? "Well, funny story, I decided to go see that wolf-"

"You ASS!" Buck turned and snarled at me.

"I didn't fuck him! I didn't even, well I probably touched him while getting this business card, but I looked him up and went out and crashed his little lone-wolf party at that club. Did you know he has a penthouse apartment at the top floor all to himself? I'm sure he uses it like a love nest. It smelled like a brothel. Anyway, I teased him by simply being a fox and got this leather tailor guy's name."

"You didn't cum?"

"No! Why would I go over to see that guy and cum? I'm not stupid. I'm absolutely positive that he wanted to fuck me." I squeezed my thighs together. What would Buck do if Hawk fucked me? "Anyway, you saw how he dresses. Wouldn't you trust him in matters of the dead flesh?" When I get excited, my brain gets excited too. I've heard some people get stupid when they get an erection. That must be blissful.

"No."

Well then. Buck's GPS led us to a basement shop in the fancier part of town, where all of the hipsters and fashionistas went to their wine tasting bistros and boutique shops. His particular shop didn't seem to be very fancy.

It was a retail establishment, so we could just walk right in. Instead of racks of ready to wear clothing, the room was full of dressed mannequins, creaky hardwood floor, and a few sultry oriental rugs. Some of the outfits were ready for fashion-plates, but almost all of them included a significant amount of leather. By the time we had reached the back they were almost alarming, practically movie costumes for science-fiction/fantasy villains who wore sculpted armor and militaristic jackets.

There was only one other person in the shop, and he was behind the glass counters of accessories. He wore a prim dress shirt, a green apron, had numerous earrings in one of his ears, and was a polar bear. He looked busy with something in a large three-ring binder.

"Hey, I wanna buy something," Buck said, after stepping right up to the edge of the counter. That prompted the polar bear to look up. 

"I don't sell things," the bear said, "I make them." 

Buck grunted. "Then I want you to make me something." It was a very Harrison Ford moment. I tingled inside.

"Better. What do I make for you?" The bear seemed progressively more interested in both of us.

Buck scratched at his neck. "I wanna look like a pirate. It's this little bitch's idea," he said, and suddenly grabbed me by the scruff. I had to stand close or else it hurt.

The polar bear's reaction was to grumble at me, then look back up at Buck. "This is not a costume shop." He had a rather heavy Eastern European slavic accent.

"Really?" Buck said, and let go of me. Oof. Then he waved over to one of the nearby mannequins. It looked so villainesque that I thought I recognized it. "That looks like a costume to me. I don't see people wearing that on the fucking street."

"That, is for a television series, so yes, it is a 'costume'.” Oh! I was right! I loved all the outfits in that show. Some fairy tale thing. "But I make things for you to wear. I make them to mean something. Will dressing as a pirate mean something to you?"

Buck shrugged. "It means he's-" And he jostled me again, "-Gonna cum harder than he ever has while I fuck him in it."

Time to roll my eyes and turn away. Buck had graduated to embarrassing me in-

"Good answer. You have passed Oscar's quiz," the bear said, and opened the pass through in the counter. He went over to a cabinet and took out a few things. 

"Who's Oscar?" the wolf gruffed. I smacked him on the shoulder.

"Whose name is on the door? Who is standing here in front of you? I am Oscar Vesely. I do the best leather work in this filthy place." He swept his arms out and turned a little.

"Sure, okay," Buck huffed. "So what-"

"I must measure you," Oscar said, and brandished a tailor's tape. "Stand on the platform." He pointed.

Buck looked at me, shrugged, and started to take off his jacket. I was saddled with all of his clothes. He stopped with only his leather pants left on. 

"Take off more, I have to be accurate. You are a big wolf."

"What? There's a fucking window right there," Buck pointed at the front of the store.

Oscar turned to me. "If this outfit does not fit the wolf right, will you still be happy?" He sounded slightly irritated all the time, and had a bearish scowl on his face, but the intent was clearly friendly maliciousness. 

Buck had that Wild Wolf look. I thought for a moment. "Probably not, no. It has to be just right." I have to watch some slavid polar bear measure Buck's dick. In public. I just had to.

Snarrrrrrrrrl, but it had to be a play snarl, like a domestic dog makes while playing with a tug rope. He didn't do anything aggressive, and just started taking his leather pants off. Oscar's reaction: "Yes, big wolf." He then attempted to measure Buck. 

"Hey what the fuck?" The wolf snorted, X-crossed over his groin, and stepped back. 

"Do you dress left or right?"

"What does my cock have to do with this? Seriously? Is everyone in this town a fucking pervert?"

"You're one to talk, piss-wolf," I huffed, and made sure to stay back in case he went nuts.

The bear instead showed him a piece of paper on his clipboard. It looked generally like a male humanoid, with all sorts of call out lines. "Fitted clothing must accommodate your body. Or do you want them pushed up inside?" Oscar made a juggling gesture with his hands. 

Buck huffed and crossed his arms, and allowed Oscar to handle his cock for a measurement. Seeing that black tool with its red dragon tattoo flop around in some stranger's hands in a clothing shop was so surrealistic but so porn video, too. This was turning out to be the best idea I'd ever had. 

Then it was off for all the other numbers. Once Buck saw that the bear was actually serious, he simmered down, although he looked increasingly displeased after every passing second.

"So how exactly is this going to work? Do you have some sort of design?"

"I will make the design now," Oscar said, and took his clipboard back to the counter. His shop certainly wasn't busy; no one else stopped in and we had been there for over half an hour already. "Please stand there," he said, and pointed to an X on the floor. Buck, now at least back in pants and boots, stood. 

Within perhaps a minute, Oscar created a sketchy block shape of Buck. Within another minute, it looked much more wolfish. "You say you want to be a pirate. What are your colors? Black and red? I see red dragon on your cock, your hair has streaks, the bandana... red and black are good pirate colors. Aggressive, angry, but sensual. Red rose petals on the bed, red light district. Black is power, black is dark, black is hard. And leather. Is that right?"

I looked around and spotted one of those fantasy outfits. "Like that. Except a pirate, not some spandex-legged foof with a sword and a British accent. I wear the spandex leggings in the house." All of a sudden, I was thinking of Buck fucking me in that store. Maybe Oscar would have to go to the back, and I could put on some sexy outfit and Buck could-

"Do you know what real pirates are?" Oscar said, and paused his doodling. He seemed upset?


"They're, uh, Somalis with assault rifles and nothing to lose? You know-"

"You want the pirate everyone wants, not the pirate they get. Fair enough. Fox, what do you wear while wolf dresses up?" The bear went back to drawing. While it didn't exactly look like Buck, it looked like a stand-in, and the outfit was surprisingly hot.

"You mean to tell me you can just draw something and make an outfit out of it?" Buck said, looking increasingly grouchy from standing still.

"Is more than that, but this is the idea. Fox, answer the question."

I thought. "I was thinking perhaps a slutty prostitute. The kind of woman who would willingly go with a pirate. I'm sort of into that kind of thing. The wearing women's clothes part."

"No, you are pirate too. Wolf captures you, and has his way with you. Maybe you find a wolf pack."

"Excuse me, are you trying to tell me what to do in the bedroom?" This situation had turned ridiculous. Was it a setup? "Buck, do you have a wolf pack?"

Buck shrugged. "Can I move now?"

"Yes, move," Oscar said, and flurried at the drawing with his pen. "Here." There was a wolf in some sort of leather coat, some sort of leather vest, swordsman's gloves, leather breeches, and fold-top boots."Who is buying outfit? Now I give you," pause, "Sticker shock."

 I wagged my tail again and again as I looked it over. I shrugged to his words. "This whole thing was my idea, so I might as well." Oscar led me into a back room and fussed with his computer a little, then showed me a screen. "Oh, that's a lot. Well. There's room for doing everything once in life," and I got my bank card out.

Oscar wasn't exactly a good salesman. He was more like a person who did what he did. That seemed respectable, so I was happy to give him money. Unlike, say, a car salesman. But who was I kidding - I'd bought a car on a whim when I didn't even have a job, from the people who were hopefully going to employ me.

We did it, or at least started it. Buck didn't say anything on the way home.

---

My job quickly became surreal. It was obvious Mr. Saran wanted me around, because even though I traveled to all of his other dealerships, he kept me at the Honda one where his office was. We didn't really interact much, but when we did, I could feel something radiating out of him. I could smell it. It was sex.

Not to mention the suspicious firing of the guy who got me hired, the day I started work. I kept intending to follow up with Mark The Arctic Fox, and kept letting each opportunity slide. Aside from Mr. Saran's imposing "I'm going to fuck you but I'm not going to say I want to or really do anything much except walk into the room" attitude, the job was actually fairly decent. 

It turns out most car salesmen are assholes because they get fired if they aren't. A few are genuine sleazebags, because that's how sales works. You have to be sleazy. You do what you have to in order to land the sale. Mark must have sucked a lot of bull dick if he convinced Mr. Saran to make things reasonable for employees and fight back against the stupid holdbacks from the manufacturers, but even that couldn't keep him from being fired. What if Mr. Saran thought I could do it better?

One day, leaving work, I noticed a commotion going on in the back of the holding lot. The used sports car people were always doing random things back there; Mark's absence didn't seem to throw them off much. They'd sold me the S2000; maybe they figured I was just one of them.

I was just about to step into my car when someone pulled up next to me, driving a black wedge. Not a Ferrari wedge, or maybe more importantly not a Lamborghini wedge, because Lambo likes their 1980's-cum-Batmobile cockrings-I-mean-cars. An unidentifiable wedge, and I had been all over car stuff lately. 

Someone stepped out of The Wedge, which conspicuously made only a hissing whirr. A black someone. A black wolf. Oh no.

"Now this is probably the best timing I've ever fucking had," the wolf said. 

"Hawk."

"Where?" He looked around. "I don't want a bird fucking shitting on my car. I just washed it. Again, after it rained yesterday." He kept talking without letting me cut in. "Let's see what these rice junkies think about something weird and classic and not very sporty and fucking English, huh?"

"What are you doing here? Are you stalking me?"

"I don't need to stalk you. You'll come to me. It worked last time," he shrugged, inside his leather coat. Blazer, black, with some sort of reptile for lapels, leather pants over cowboy boots. The same general thing I'd seen him in both previous times. So dashing, yet so ridiculous. All that black, sumptuous, fancy, authoritative leather. 

Outside, I stayed foxy prick. Inside, I started to curdle and repeated myself. "What are you doing here?"

He reached over with a leather-gloved hand and patted the shiny black roof of his car. "Showing off my Lagonda. Not the new flashy and legitimately good one, but the old and fucking ridiculous one. Let me count the ridiculous ways," he growled, and started using his fingers. "Carbureted malaise-era V-8. So what if it's an Aston Martin; it wasn't any good new. I took it out and put in some turbine-electric shit. Four-speed slushbox. Also took that out, because turbine. Electrical system made in England: fully resto-modded so it'll run for more than ten minutes before a light goes on or off. Leather interior: of course I fucking redid _that_."

"You would. You actually go around in public dressed like this?"

"I _am_ this," he huffed, then stepped over to my car. No no no no no. I tried to close the door but he got in the way. "How'd your wolf-puppy's pirate outfit come out? Have any rated-R fun yet?"

"Say another pirate joke and I will murder you," I said, and he scowled.

Then he put his arm around my shoulder. He smelled like leather and cigar smoke and dick. So he smelled like Buck, except somehow completely different. I liked Buck's smell more. "You foxes are always so uppity. So I'm serious, you get that outfit for him yet?"

"No, I did not get it yet, I don't know when I'm getting it, probably in half a year considering how anal-retentive that polar bear was, and what are you doing?"

"I'm getting close. You smell nice. You smell like you've been wearing slacks and a dress shirt and yelling at people all day. Plus, you're a fox. I love foxes. How about you gimme a little kiss?"

NO NO NO NO, but of course I barely managed to push him away before he leaned down and, arm around my shoulders, gave me a nuzzle and lick across the snout. In my attempt to dodge away from the asshole wolf, I stared straight at a few of the sales guys, who could see me from where they were fussing with a barbeque by a row of six sparkling vintage Supras. 

One of them, a perk-eared Belgian Malinois, had his phone out. Oh please, this is getting ridiculous. Was he taking a picture? He was definitely texting. 

I pushed Hawk away. "Go let them gawk at your English car penis and let me go home."

He laughed and shrugged, then got back in his car. "Whatever," he said through an open window, and then whirred on towards the gathering.

I wasn't out of the parking lot when my phone rang. "I heard you were making out with another wolf," said Buck, sounding energetically grouchy. 

I bristled and banged on the steering wheel. "God dammnit, he showed up to some sort of car meetup at the dealership in his ancient-ass Aston Martin and got all up on me because I smell nice, and then kissed me on the side of the face, and we were not making out, and it was not my idea, and I pushed him away!"

"Yeah, I got the fucking pictures, you know Kalen works there, right? He helps out with the powertrain shit at HiPer? The police dog? He sent me some pictures. I'm gonna give that fucking wolf a piece of, rrrh, something." Then came a loud thwap noise over the phone. "I got a fucking package today. You know those security camera things I put around the house?"

Buck was slightly overzealous about security now that he owned our house. We had a security system with integrated fire, freeze, and flood alarms, security cameras, remote-lock gates, and computerized lighting. I think it might be a wolf thing, controlling one's territory. "Did they throw it again?"

"No. I can't read who it's from, but I'm not expecting a fucking package. Did you order something?" I could hear him panting. He was losing his shit. 

"Settle down, Bradshaw." GROWL! He did not like me using his actual first name. It was fun. "No, I haven't bought anything-" I was trying to drive slow enough that I could hear Buck over the wind noise, but when I realized what was going on, I pulled over. "Oh."

Over the phone, I heard a loud growling sound, but it wasn't Buck. Then a big WHUMP and the sound got quiet. "Hurrgh, bye," Buck snorted, then the phone hung up.

Instead of driving slowly and sedately and legally, I overcooked every corner on the way to our subdivision. I had to beat him home. Unfortunately, I got nailed by horrendous traffic on the few miles of highway that I had to take lest I want a very leisurely granny-drive.

I showed up and opened the garage. No, dammnit, the Red Dragon was parked in there! I suppose I could have used some sort of phone app to find out when he showed up to the second, but that was Buck's territory. Literally.

There was also no sign of a package on the front porch. Buck must have gotten it already. I stormed around inside and went up to his closed bedroom door. "How did you get home so fast? How? I know what's in that box, Buck. You can't just hide in there. Are you being secret? Are you being ashamed? You're really hot when you're ashamed of something, come out and be ashamed in front of me and I'll make you very, very happy." I was almost about to cum in my pants and that would have been a terrible waste.

Grrrrowrl, and then some random vague noises inside the room. 

I sighed. "Come on, don't be completely ridiculous. Of course I'm selfish but you do realize that I bought you that outfit, so you could wear it, for me."

Buck's cellphone slid under the door. It was showing a picture of me and Hawk making out. Of course, any fear that I had of being caught in some actual clandestine romantic moment (which did not happen at all!) evaporated when I saw the expression on my face. I might as well be getting kissed by an overzealous and drunk uncle at Thanksgiving. My story was clearly the right version of what happened.

"What's that supposed to mean? Are you just showing that to me? Obviously you're changing outfits in there or you'd talk to me. Or are you being all anti-social?"

"I've been home half the fucking day," finally came a growl. "I was just playing on the phone with you. Did that wolf seriously just show up at your job?"

"Yes! Do you think I'd invite him over? I only went to his den of debauchery - really, have you been to The Pit? It's impressive - I only went there because I figured, well, who else would know the most about that sort of thing? And it turns out, this fox who works for him is probably more perverted-EEH!" 

I was leaning on the door, and Buck opened it inwards from inside. I ended up falling on my hands and knees, and I instinctively made for the center of the room to climb up onto what was surely a bed. 

And he was gone. Somehow, I had managed to get past Buck and climb into his bed without taking one look at him. "This is completely stupid. Why can't we be normal people who buy each other dinner at nice restaurants? Why do you have to play hide and go seek and do drugs and drive a stupid muscle car while I prance around in panties and taunt every wolf in a ten mile radius?" That wasn't really true. Aside from Buck and The Other Wolf, I didn't really go after wolves much. I climbed out of bed and went to look for Buck.

I could hear him moving around, but I could also tell he was trying to be silent. There was just no way to avoid the creaks and squeaks of whatever he was wearing, but at least he wasn't stomping around. 

"I don't get it. You were just going to have a conversation with me, and now-"

SHING. Have you ever heard that noise? It's usually made by something sharp dragging against something else that's sharp. Here is a list of things that can make that noise:

- Sharpening a knife with one of those knurled sharpening rods. Trendy culinary sorts love to do that in the kitchen. 

- Guillotines. Eeee.

- A sword coming out of its holster. An actual sword, not some kind of sexual double-entendre. This was the source of the actual noise. 

I turned around, and then jumped back. It was indeed a sword, which had just come out of a holster. A very long, slightly curved sword. Perhaps a katana; I'm not a sword expert. He had it just inches from my head, and it wavered more than I would have liked. In his other hand, he had a bottle of Kraken spiced rum. What else would a pirate drink besides rum? What else would Buck drink, but the most badass (and legitimately good) rum I could think of? What else would be getting him somewhat drunk already? 

"Oooh! A sword!” Of course Buck was now a pirate but that sword was something I did not expect. Buck was not one of those sword guys. They're always the ones who are wolves wearing wolf tee shirts and looking like their mom just dropped them off on the way to the gym to occupy them for a while. "That's quite dangerous-looking. You shouldn't stick it in my face.”

Growl. I looked Buck in the face. Yes, an angry black pirate wolf holding a sword. 

Growl! I felt the sword brush my fur. No, it brushed some of it off. It was sharp, and it shaved a patch off the left side of my muzzle. My poor fox whiskers! "Buck that's a real sword get it away from me what the fuck are you doing!” And I crabwalked backwards across the bed until I hit the wall with the back of my head.

Then I really looked at him. Fear was quite big in my mind; it always was around Buck, but he had a real sword and I could feel where it had scraped my skin. It was razor sharp. The outfit trumped that very real thing with a very fantastic, in all senses of the word, look. 

Leather breeches with attractive side laces down the thighs, a muddy worn-in deep brown color that looked fit for a burnished saddle. Black leather boots that came up well to his thighs but were meant to also fold down if desired, and made an attractive and iconic and leather-worshippable way to stand on the floor. An amazing tooled black leather vest that also did a nice job of framing his grabbable chest. Buck was such a wolf. He had a black and red bandana tied around his head as a skullcap with the tail of it dangling behind as if he were a highwayman marauder. He had long black leather swordsman gloves, which were like slightly rougher gauntlets that also could fold forward. It was surprisingly rakish. 

And the coat. The red leather coat with a black leather dragon inlaid in it, complete with orange fire breath, carved and sewn in out of fine leather. Double breasted with brass buttons. Designed to be worn open or closed, for maximum kink fashion impact. 

"There was a fucking card in there, that said just, "DRAGON OF THE SEA”,” he said, and only lowered the sword because he was taking a drink. I continued to cower wide-eyed. "What the fuck are you surprised at with the sword? I've had this sword for years.”

I twitched my bush tail against the bed. "What? Really?”

He stepped over to his desk, set the rum down with a clump, then reached up and put the sword up on a holding plaque on the wall. It still barely looked familiar. 

I continued. "I don't like coming in your room, I'm afraid you'll find out and then interrogate me about why I did it, and then come terrorize me and make me orgasm all over something important so I have to lick it off, and I suppose that's not much of a reason not to do it anyway?” I leaned forward, a bit dizzy. "My god, you're beautiful in that.”

He thankfully left the sword where it was and half-sat on the edge of the desk. Fuck that other wolf; this one's mine. I was quite hard in my dress pants and rubbed at the tent; Buck looked at me, chuffed his lip up, squirmed in place, and had a swig of rum. "I guess it was a good idea,” he said, and looked down and to the side, like he was actually ashamed. "Go put something sexy on and join me out back on the patio.””

I got up and hurried into my bedroom. Something sexy! Something sexy for Outside! My heart pounded, my cock dribbled as I got out of my pants, and I couldn't stop my ears pinning back to listen to whatever he was doing around the house. Mostly walking around, surely enjoying the badass sensation of stomping in heeled boots and looking like a rakish swashbuckling movie villain.

I selected something sexy. A leather corset, which I could slip into like a pair of briefs by this time. Thigh-high stiletto heel boots, which thankfully I had practiced walking in whenever my old housemates weren't home. Long opera gloves, again made of leather. A leather short skirt, which would not keep me modest if I did anything other than stand straight up. I turned the top of the boots down, and the suede inside stood out rough above the otherwise shiny black leather. Good enough. 

I went to sashay out of my bedroom, but the doorbell rang. I froze in a terrified startle, and then as my heart shuddered, I felt an immense sense of disappointment. The same kind one feels while having to interrupt sex for something otherwise legitimately important. Fuck that.

Then I saw Buck storm out of his room and through the dining room, then into the living room. His room was next to the garage and could see whomever was on the front porch. He had this sword drawn and had left the bottle of rum behind. He looked drunkenly ferocious. 

"I don't fucking believe this! Kennedy, are you fucking around with me?”

"Do you mean with you, or on you? Who's at the door?” That came out way too sing-song-y, but I was really just clenching my throat and it squeaked out.

"Who do you fucking think is at the door?”

Pound, pound. I really had no idea. Probably some cable internet sales- oh no. 

I stayed right where I was. "Are you kidding me? He's at the door? He must have followed me here!” Or asked someone at the car dealer where I lived. Which one of my coworkers would tell him that? Surely Kalen, although he was on Buck's side. The wolf wasn't on mine; he turned to me and shot me a glare that would break glass. "I swear, Buck. Really. He's such a tacky asshole. You're at least genuine about being tough.” That was a real compliment. Buck just scowled more.

Pound, pound. "Hey, you know I can fucking hear you two talking through the door. You wanna keep complimenting me or you wanna open up?” That booming urban drawl could only belong to one jet-black wolf. 

"I think you should open the door. At least you have that sword,” I said, and clung onto the corner of the bedroom hallway in a scared-sex-kitten pose. 

Buck yanked it open. Yes, Hawk was standing on the front porch in his mafia hitman finest. As much as it was too much, it was also appropriate. He wouldn't have been the same wolf in a mere fabric business suit. "You.”

Hawk walked right in. Now that was a calculated move. "Where's your fox? I gotta congratulate him on fine taste. Kennedy, that your name?” He called out, and just happened to have not looked my way yet. I let him turn to face me before I spoke.

"Yes, Sir,” I said. 

He immediately bristled and scowled. It wiped the lopsided smirk off his face, and it looked so much like Buck's sour expression. I had come to think of it as some First thing. Seeing them next to each other was amazing. They were, oh, this will sound quite strange, but two different steaks cut from the same meat. This one is rare and bloody and expensively visceral. This one is well-done but still immensely well-flavored and worth the money. Ink black and fancy, charcoal black and Fancy. Brooklyn profane, and semi-rural gruff. 

And I was afraid of both of them. 

"Don't ever call me that. You call me Hawk, or you can call me Mister Wolf. But not-” Buck whipped Hawk in the snout with the sword and the wolf stiffened back, ears splayed, face twisted up. "The fuck?”

Buck parried or thrusted or whatever one does with a sword, and made Hawk step backwards against the wall, with the tip of it jabbing him in the chin. The way he moved suggested an instant fear of being run through. That fucking sword. Who has a sword these days? People have guns, or baseball bats, or those taser guns. "I don't know what to think of you. You ambush us in public and make me fuck him in the ass on top of my car. Do you know what he already did with my car? Kennedy, tell him what you did with my fucking car.”

"Hey, this is a real fucking sword,” Hawk complained, completely taken down a peg up against the wall. It didn't make him look less viciously lupine; a scared wild animal is as dangerous as one with his wits about him. Just like Buck. 

"Fox, answer the question,” Buck growled, to me, but as he kept a watchful eye on the gloved-hands-up black wolf. 

I came closer, suddenly so aware of the ridiculous heels I wore. I couldn't not move sensually, unless I wanted to flail or fall over. "I stuck a dildo on the bumper, hunkered down, and fucked myself on it. The car kind of rocked back and forth on the tires, and so when I did it right, it was like his car was fucking me.”

"He did that, and then you made it worse. You helped him get this outfit, but then you had to stalk him back here. Tell me what you're here for. Tell HIM what you're here for, you motherfucking wolf.” Buck's speech devolved into an actual drooling snarl at the end, and he took his sword down to get face to face with Hawk. He pointed at me.

"Uhm, I'm sorry, but what's going on here? You're really rude, barging in here like this. You could perhaps ask me if you could come over, when you see me at work, while you're stalking me,” I said, to Hawk, before he could talk. "And I'm not being catty. The neighbors are bad enough.” My neighbors are another story. 

"I'm here to fuck you,” he said, right to me. Then he turned to Buck. "I'm here to fuck your fox, and I'm also kinda curious to see what this whole pirate outfit is all about.” He then looked up and down. "Oscar's a fucking genius. I'd let you fuck me in that. Son of a bitch,” growled, eyebrow spots up, gloved hand reaching for Buck's leather coat. 

I suddenly burned so hot, so possessive. I rushed up towards the pirate wolf. Towards my wolf. He blockaded me with his sword arm and I shrank well back, tail between my legs. "I know you want to get your fox paws all over me. Well, you'll have to wait. This wolf wants to fuck you. I want to give him what he wants, my way.” While Buck growled and gestured with That Goddamn Sword, he was just inches away from Hawk's face and the other wolf wrinkled his nose. I can only imagine it smelled like rum.

"Aha, so it was a plan all along-”

Buck ignored me and grabbed Hawk. "You, take your coat off. Hand it to the fox. He'll take care of it.” He shook the wolf by his lapel and let go. The stunned black lupine did as directed, although he left his gloves on. "Gloves too. That's right; just the leather pants and boots. I want to watch a Wolf fuck him, not just some guy in leather.” 

Hawk handed me his coat; it was surprisingly heavy, and radiated his warmth and smell. The black cherry lizard that made up the lapels and collar was the real thing. What a fashion statement. Then he handed me his gloves, which were just as warm and musky. With his coat off, he looked quite the wolf, short cropped fur just making the mane ruff and backs of his arms that much more lupine. Buck was just the tiniest bit taller, and seemed just a little thicker, but they were both Wolves. I took the leathers over to the coat closet, hung the coat up, and tucked the gloves into a pocket. "I don't see why he can't wear gloves while he's over here.”

"He wants to fuck my fox. So he's gonna have bare hands so he can feel everything I want him to.” Buck sounded crazy. He was clearly drunk, not staggering but walking with a big, confident loose stride. I could smell it. I could hear it in his voice. "Go get in your bed. He's gonna do it in your room.” He aimed it at me.

"You heard him,” Hawk said, after a long pause where I didn't budge.

"Shut up,” Buck snarled, then grabbed Hawk by the scruff. The other black wolf lifted his arms and haplessly grabbed at Buck. "You heard me,” he snarled my way.

I hurried back into my room and climbed onto the bed. "Am I really going to get fucked? I did this when I came home and you just tried to skewer me with that sword.” I couldn't help it. I wasn't really going to be fucked by a stranger in my own bed. This was just some sort of big hot game plan. Buck would swoop in and cock block Hawk and they'd have a little snarling match and I'd get an ass full of wolf cum from my wolf. My wolf. 

"You. Go get in bed with him. Be nice about it. Give him a nice kiss. You, fox, you make sure you give him a nice one back.” Buck kept using that sword like he should have been using his penis, gesturing between us. 

Hawk didn't look like he wanted to do it. Holy shit, this wasn't some sort of goofy joke. He'd really showed up on his own, and Buck had really gone nuts and was going to make him fuck me. The half-naked black wolf climbed into bed and came up towards me on all fours. He may have been hesitant, but he looked hesitant like a wild animal. It was just like Buck when he was wolfing out. I was some sort of prey thing and he was going to come and eat me up. 

He reached forward and stuck his hand up under my leather skirt. When he grabbed my dick, I gasped and squirmed. I stayed hard, tingled, swooned, but frankly, that was all involuntary. What I _thought_ was, "Oh god, I can't really do this.” 

I just couldn't say it.

He kept jacking me off under the leather, ears now perked and forward, rotten smirk plastered across half his face. "You look real good in this shit. Your wolf oughta be proud he's got such a gorgeous fox to come home to.” I was slobbering precum all over, so intensely turned on but so almost repulsed. Buck could see the look on my face, and he glared back. He also adjusted himself; those pants were fitted just right to let me know he had a stiff one. 

"Pull the skirt up. That way, we can both watch.” Buck came around to the side of the bed and loomed over both of us. Me, and Hawk. 

I leaned up and turned Hawk's face back to mine. "Hi. Remember me? You're supposed to kiss me,” I said, conjuring up as sleazy and tawdry a bedroom voice as I could. Hawk looked blank and feral towards me. I leaned my head up a little and licked him across the snout. "Like this.”

WHACK! I didn't know what hit me at first. I just flinched and scrunched up my face as the left side stung. Buck looked awful and sour, then started to lift That Fucking Sword. He and Hawk exchanged dagger looks. 

Then Hawk turned and pounced away from me, right onto Buck. He actually got to a crouch on the bed and sprang for the other wolf. That knocked Buck right flat onto his back with a big guttural huff. Buck then quivered in place, gloved hands clutching at air as if he couldn't breathe. Poor thing had the wind knocked out of him.

Hawk pinned him to the floor by his shoulders. "Mmm, guess I don't have to strangle you just yet,” he snarled, then let out a yelp as he rolled out of view from me and there was a hard thump. Buck gasped and launched himself back at Hawk and they rolled around on the floor, punching and snarling and Biting. I'd never seen anything like it. 

The sword. It lay on the ground, and they'd scooted away from it in their pummeling fur-ball. A leathery fur ball. I hurried to the edge of the bed and picked up the sword, finally keeping it away from Buck for good. At least, that was my intention. 

I had seen someone get beaten up before. That was vicious and terrible and traumatic. This was not that. This was more of a wrestling match, albeit between two oversexed wolves in very expensive leather clothing. At the very least, I wanted to save Buck's outfit from being ruined before he had a chance to enjoy it. If you are thinking that I really wanted to save it so that I could enjoy him in it, you're also correct.

On the other hand, it was amusing to watch them wrestle around and growl and swear and act like wild animals. They were fighting over me!

They were fighting over me. "Guys, you don't have to-”

Then Hawk grabbed the sword out of my hand. I wasn't really brandishing it properly. I was really holding it quite limply, because it was a Fucking Sword. I would have done the same to a gun. Which, by the way, Hawk was carrying in a hidden holster that was not so hidden any more. 

Before I knew what was happening, he had Buck pinned to the floor on his back, with a sword up against his adam's apple. "I came over here to see you in your pretty little pirate costume, and I also came over here to see your fox. I came over here to fuck your fox, and I'm gonna do it my way. I'm not gonna fuckin' do it with you breathing Kraken down my fucking NECK. You understand me?”

Hawk took the sword away from me because I was a foolish little foxy and was too busy gawking at all the action. So I took his gun away while he was busy being a genuinely bad person. 

Click.

"This is a single action revolver. A very big single action revolver. That means that now that I've cocked it, if either of you do anything more stupid, I will shoot you even faster,” I said. "Also, it's Hawk's gun. Well? Does it feel good? Now put the fucking sword down and get out of here! No one's fucking me! No one's playing stupid games where they turn the tables and get revenge for some weird-ass wolf's fucking felonious bullshit he pulled out in the middle of fucking nowhere a month ago! Okay? I am not a fucking toy! I'm not a thing! I'm not some sort of, some sort of prey object, some little bunny rabbit, although I know both of you like foxes a lot and that is very fucking unnatural for wolves! I BOUGHT THAT FUCKING OUTFIT FOR HIM WITH MY OWN GODDAMN MONEY!” I started shaking the gun, because I was shaking.

Hawk pulled the sword away from Buck's neck and put his hands up. "Don't be a fucking idiot.”

"I'm not a fucking idiot! I have two more things to say and this isn't one of them yet! Number one! I used to shoot guns with my dad as a kid. Number two! I can't remember how to put the fucking hammer back, goddamnit!” Then I set it down on the bed. 

"Wanna see something scary?” The black wolf said, picked up the gun, put it to his head, and pulled the trigger.

CLACK. 

The startle hit me after the fact, and everything got spotty. Buck, on the other hand, fainted and hit his head on the carpet with a thump, then rolled it a few seconds later and made an awful snorting sound. 

"You think I'm gonna carry a fully loaded revolver on me? You think I'm stupid? I'm not stupid. I'm from fucking Brooklyn. I keep one bullet in it and the chamber only rotates one fucking way. That way, if I actually need to shoot someone, I can, but I'm not gonna do it unless I need to. And I don't wanna need to. You can be very fucking sure of that.” Then he reached back and put it back into the hidden holster. "You get brownie points for taking a gun from a fucking wolf. You're some fox. I'd buy you a drink but Jack Sparrow here probably drank the rest of it.”

Buck sat up and grunted, then got to his feet. "I only had three shots of it. I'm not gonna stagger around the house drunk with a sword. That's a real sword.”

"You wanna tell me why you have a real fucking sword?” Hawk crossed his arms and stood there. 

I, meanwhile, put my face into my hands. "I wasn't kidding. You should leave,” I said, in a small but serious voice devoid of any trademark bitchiness. 

"You want me to leave? You put my coat away. You go bring it back,” he said, head over his shoulder, still cross-armed. Buck stood up and resumed his usual non-pirate stance, which paradoxically worked better as it made him look actually disgruntled and not cartoonish. "As for you, answer the question. I'm sure we both want to know. Your little fox toy here was pretty wide-eyed about it.”

I did not budge.

"I'm not going to buy some stupid fantasy sword and hang it on the wall. I'm going to buy a real sword. So I did.”

This anticlimactic answer seemed to sate things a bit. Hawk no longer was trying to attack Buck. Buck was no longer trying to force Hawk to fuck me. I was no longer completely terrified. I did go get Hawk's coat, though. 

He took it from me and slung it around his shoulders. No shirt. What a wolf. I caught Hawk thinking the same thing, because I knew the stare he was giving the other lupine. He gave it to me often enough. 

"Don't worry. I'm not gonna fuck you. You don't want to fuck? Fine. I don't do real nasty shit any more. I grew up. You know what's more fun than forcing people to do what you want? Finding people that'll do what you want because they like it. That way, you don't actually have to put any real work into it. You can just sit there and talk shit at them and they'll suck your cock until it explodes while they put their effort into crying for you.” Hawk then headed for the door.

I let him grab the doorknob before I spoke up. "I might have overreacted a little bit back there,” I said, and held my tail in front of my skirt. My leather skirt. I tingled a little even if I wasn't exactly hard any more. "I mean, you did give me that reference for Oscar guy.”

"Are you saying he doesn't have to leave? This isn't your house. It never was. You rented it. I own it now,” Buck said, or rather, he grunted. 

Hawk turned around and looked between us. "You gonna let him talk to you like that?”

"Yes. He's my weed dealer and frankly, I think I need to get baked off my ass after all that.”

Buck grunted again. 

---

I suppose the fun thing would be to end up as the fox meat in a wolf sandwich. And technically, I did end up in bed, between two wolves. However, they were both fully dressed, very stoned, and talking to each other with me in between them.

"I gotta say, that fucking Polack bear did a number on your fucking outfit,” Hawk said. "It's real nice. That's fucking amazing. I can't do pirate shit. I leave that to Al.”

"Al?”

"Yeah, this maned wolf.”

"What the fuck's a maned wolf?”

"Ever see some some fox and think jesus, that's a big fox, really fucking tall, all legs and arms and bony stuff, but he has a wolf tail instead of a fox. You ever see that? You can't have both at the same time, it's the wrong species or something, so it's not a fox. But if you call him a fox, he gets real pissed off. He's kinda bratty. Kinda like your fox,” Hawk said. He didn't have a shirt on. I wanted to touch his chest. 

"Hi, I'm right here,” I said. Just for good measure, I clung onto his arm. Hawk's arm. Buck gave me a dirty look.

"Yeah? And you're a fox. I think this worked out pretty well. I got to go show my weird-ass car off to some people. Then, I got to come over here and help you jack off to your little cuckold fantasies, I got to get in a fight, I got to put a gun to my head and scare the fur off your fucking tail, and now I'm stoned off my ass. All for free.” Hawk gave me a look that said he wanted to fuck me but was too languid to move. 

"Yes, I am indeed a fox.”

"You're a messy looking fox. Not one of those pretty european red ones.”

Hmmf. I turned to Buck. 

Grunt. Of course. 

"You know I'm dating a fox, right?”

"Of course you are! Why wouldn't you be cheating on your boyfriend with another fox. In front of that fox's boyfriend! Because that fox's boyfriend is trying to force you to do it!”

Hawk cut in before I could deploy my attitude. "That was a fun little wrestling match back there. You're a real physical wolf. You fight a lot? I know support groups for that shit. For that first shit.”

It was like playing tennis! With wolves. Buck looked completely aghast when I switched back to him. 

"What? How do you-”

"You fuckin' blurted it out while we were getting high from your bike pump or whatever the fuck that thing was. I run the First Dawn chapter here. You ever hear of a guy named Harley Benson? He's the business brains behind it. Also, in case anyone gives me any shit, he'll go stare at their houseplants and make 'em wilt. That lion could make a rock bury itself back in the ground.”

"I don't need a support group,” Buck said, and his voice was very small. Uh-oh. 

"Yeah, well, just playing yenta. You know I didn't know until I was in my twenties? My dad didn't fucking tell me. He didn't tell my mom, either. He says he didn't even know himself. I don't think that's possible. He's kind of a jackass.”

"It certainly runs in the family,” I said, to try and break the tension. Buck snorted.

Hawk shrugged. "Thanks for breaking that shit up. I'm a bad wolf,” he said, equal parts sputter-chuckle intoxicated mock-shame and actual admission. "I really have a fucking boyfriend. He's even on TV. He's a fucking meteorologist.”

Buck's hurt wild animal look faded and he cocked his head like a dog. "Meteorologist?”

"You know, forecasts the fucking weather?”

"I'm not stupid. It's that foxcast guy, right? Chad or something? He's so foxy his last name's Foxx with two x's? He's so adorably corny and he won some award for the hurricane coverage? You're dating that guy?”

Hawk smirked, although he seemed incapable of making any other facial expression. "What about it?”

"I bet he's a slut, too.” 

Oh, wolves.


 
  Marking the Family Tree (M/M) (Pt. 5 of Buck and Kennedy)

  Marking the Family Tree
Pt. 5 of the Buck and Kennedy Stories
by H. A. Kirsch


---


"Do you realize this is only the second time I've been on a plane, and I can't really remember the first time because I was a baby? It's so terrible. Why do people fly anywhere? A city bus would be less obnoxious and uncomfortable. The only thing that's remotely redeeming about it is that some poor loudmouth businessman was just a little too late. I could see him having a fight with the gate attendant through the window as they were disconnecting that tube from the airplane.” I was embarking on a flight and Buck had made the mistake of answering the phone when I called. 


"Why is that good? Are you German all of a sudden?” Buck wanted to FaceTime me and I accepted. His charcoal-and-red-highlights lupine scowl filled my phone.


I, on the other hand, was a cross fox named Kennedy. Well, I still am. Quite hard to change that part. "I don't have any idea what you mean. No, I'm in an exit row so there are only two seats on my side, and he was going to sit next to me. Now I can put my armrest down and have all two inches of it to myself! I hope you're going to have a terrible time without me. I'm going to frolic amidst oranges and wine grapes and houses that are all square and very expensive bridge tolls. And that street that's so steep it has to make switchbacks!” I was going to San Francisco, to visit my old friends Shin and Macy who had moved a couple of years earlier and left me all alone with a fucking Wolf.


Buck grunted. He often did that instead of speaking. Buck went to the Tim Allen School of Manners.


"Well, like I said, I hope you're going to have a terrible time without me and that you'll miss making innuendos with food and insulting me and whatever else you like about having me around. Making me scared in your car. Watching nature documentaries with me. Oh no, I'm actually being sentimental.”


"I'm going on vacation, too.”


I sniffed. A little sign turned on over the seat. It was next to the no smoking sign, and had a picture of a cell phone with a NO symbol on top. "You're going on what? You're going on vacation without me?”


"If I tell you what I'm doing, you're gonna get mad at me.”


"I suggest you tell me very quickly because we're going to take off and I need the most time to be mad at you for planning a trip and not inviting me.”


"You wanna go up to my mom's cabin with me and Hawk?”


"You're doing WHAT?” Someone looked at me because I was being loud. They had a baby, so they were a hypocrite. "You're going to your mom's cabin? Your mom has a cabin? You're going there with Hawk? Why would you do anything with that awful wolf? He has such a coarse accent, like he should be a cab driver or a bookie or something.” Hawk was from Brooklyn, I had heard. I was from Lainsville, which meant a much more vague upstate New York accent. Buck was from Atlanta although he'd been born in Lainsville and came back there because well, he never quite said why he chose it but I think he missed his family when they moved back before him. 


"He's okay. I went to one of his support group things. It was dumb. But he's okay. I dunno.”


Support group. The First Dawn, a moose lodge for 'first' hybrids, like Buck, and that dastardly and awful Hawk. "You're planning something. I know it. You're planning to,” and then I chose my words carefully because I was on a plane. "Convince him to try something again and follow through with it.”


"I didn't say that,” he said, and looked shifty, put his ears down, snarled a little. "We're gonna do some work around the cabin. I wanna see if he's actually a good person of if he's gonna try something nasty.”


"You're absolutely plotting something.” Try something nasty? At least I wasn't too worried about Buck. While our first encounter with the sneering black wolf involved his overly large handgun, it didn't go off, and Buck would probably bite his head off long before being shot.


"Fine. We're gonna plot something involving your asshole and both of our dicks,” he huffed. Thankfully I had him on my headset. 


"I really have to go, they're going to tear the phone out of my hand. You better take pictures,” I said, and hung up.


Hawk! Hawk and Buck going to a cabin! Buck was a charcoal wolf. His real name was Bradshaw Daly, but for whatever reason he insisted that people call him Buck, like he was a redneck. He worked for a performance automotive shop designing tacky fiberglass body kits, drove a customized Camaro with a massive supercharger that I called the Red Dragon, because his penis had a red dragon tattoo on it and the car was simply an extension of it. Also, it had a dragon on it, in very impressive airbrush work. 


Hawk, on the other hand, was a completely black wolf, and he was a cad with a leathery fashion sense. He ran some disgusting fetish club in downtown Lainsville. Not like I mind disgusting things. Hawk had run into us frolicking in a parking lot at a state park at night, which was a terribly unusual situation. He had put us at gunpoint and made Buck fuck me. Then, I had to go to him to get help finding a pirate outfit for Buck to wear while he fucked me. Then, he came over to our house one night and Buck was going to make him fuck me. 


If that makes absolutely no sense, then you can join the party. At least there was lots of fucking.


Well, they were going to go and have some sort of male bonding session while blowing the leaves around at Buck's mom's cabin. That was so sweet. I hoped that they'd have some sort of awful fight and Buck could tell me all about it. Maybe he'd get a scar. I knew he'd win in a fight with Hawk. Buck was, when I didn't ferociously love him for no good reason, quite scary. 


---


Buck had a pickup truck that he used when he needed to do something that wouldn't fit in his Camaro. He had loaded the bed with all of the landscaping tools from our house, and then loaded Hawk in as a passenger.


"So where's this cabin?”


"Catskills.”


"You have a cabin in the mountains? Nice.”


"It's my mom's cabin. She's gonna be hosting Thanksgiving dinner up there, so I wanna get it all nice.”


"Aww, that's so thoughtful. Wanna know what my mom's doing right now? Probably eating beans from a can and fucking a moose.” 


Buck did not grin at him. 


"She's a forest ranger in Alaska. It's not a fucking joke.”


Buck started the truck and drove off. 


"I dunno why you're so fucking cranky. Are you like that with whats-his-name, Kennedy? And I thought I was a grumpy old shit.” Hawk draped himself as much as he could while sitting in a pickup truck. 


"Did you bring some clothes that you can actually do work in?”


"You think I brought a duffel bag full of bondage gear or something? I got some shitty jeans and stuff, don't worry about me.”


"I don't even know why I'm doing this.”


"Yeah, why are you doing this? Are you gonna cook up some plan to have me fuck your little fox toy for real this time?”


Buck almost pulled over and banged on the steering wheel. "God dammnit! Okay, I screwed up with that, alright? I was being impulsive! Look. You're a freak. You're weird, you're an asshole, you're practically a stalker. But I wanna give you the benefit of the doubt because I can tell Kennedy has sex dreams about you and if he's gonna do that, I wanna make sure that you're not really gonna do something stupid when he gets to live them out eventually.”


"Nah, I'm gonna just pretend to do something stupid. I'm really gonna do something smart. Like listen to a business lecture on my fucking phone. Poke me with a stick when we're there yet,” Hawk said, got out a set of wireless earbuds, and put them in.


Buck frowned for the entire rest of the drive.


---


Shin met me at San Francisco airport in a limo. Not a car service limo, but an actual limousine. 


"This is... opulent. I think they may have even cleaned the smell of teenage girl vomit out of it,” I said, unable to resist running my mouth. The woman with the baby on the airplane was unfortunate enough to have a baby with a mouth and I had lost all of my patience.


"One of repeat customers runs a limo service and I get a perk,” Shin said. Shin was a silver fox from Nagasaki. "I'm not going to make you take Prius cab to my shop! I want to meet you in person! What the hell have you been up to, Kennedy?”


"Wolves! I've been up to my neck in wolves.”


"Wow, I thought you afraid of fisting,” she said. If you are thinking, what kind of a name for a girl is Shin, Shin is a boy's name in Japanese, you are right. Shin is a boy fox, technically.


I facepalmed. "You certainly haven't changed.”


"You have to tell me everything! I know you have stories. I want all of them. Every one. Especially about wolf.” Shin was wearing a fantastic professional jacket and skirt combo. She looked really classy. She ran a series of spa salons with Macy, who was a hairdresser I grew up with. Macy was a snow leopard and was also a boy, with no asterisks.


"Well, right now, he's going on his own vacation with another wolf. They're going to have pillow fights and gossip and eat ice cream at his mother's cabin in the catskills, I think. I think it's really a terrible plot to ruin my life in bed by filling it with wolves.”


"What is it with foxes and wolves? I don't get it. In wild, they don't do anything together.”


I shrugged. "I don't know. I never really thought about them in particular until Buck moved in with me.” I thought about how he had found me as a roommate from a classified ad. Sigh. He had showed up at the house I was renting, dressed from the Ed Hardy douchebag collection, and gave me sex nightmares until we ended up dating. Now I'm living my sex nightmares.


"Well, I glad you're here to visit. Macy won't shut up about it for the last month,” Shin said, and crossed her arms. 


---


Buck's family cabin wasn't so much a cabin as just a house out in the woods, at the top of a hill which led to a big pond or maybe even a small lake. Hawk got out of the truck and stretched his legs with a leather creak. He was wearing what looked like full leather cruiser motorcycle gear: perfecto jacket, leather riding jeans, tall engineer boots. There was no bike in sight. 


"Nice,” was all the blackest wolf said. The cabin looked like no one had used it for several years; all of the landscaping was overgrowing or loaded with weeds. "You're a good little wolf for helping mommy clean house.”


Buck snarled. "Don't fuck with me.”


"Hey,” Hawk said, hands up and spread at chest level. "Okay, I buried some sentiment in that one. You are a good boy for helping your fucking mom with stuff. My mom, you have to take a helicopter to get out there. She hunts for her dinner, scout's honor. And she's human!”


"Whatever. Let's get this shit out of the truck, and go put on something that won't get wrecked in the dirt. Unless that makes your dick hard, ruining your leather shit.” Buck grabbed a leaf blower and a rake. 


Hawk grabbed his duffel bag and a couple other tools. He changed after they opened up the cabin, into a pair of battered black jeans, a denim jacket, work gloves, and a pair of rubber muck boots that looked like they were new in box. One of them even had a tag still attached. "Just in case you think I'm some prissy-ass wolf, point me at whatever you want done and I'll do it,” he said, shoulders up in classic wolf challenge posture.


"You know what a weed looks like?”


"There's a lot of kinds of weeds. Be specific.”


"Okay, how about this: if it's within six feet of the house, pull it out.”


---


Shin lived in San Francisco proper, but I only got to see her apartment for a few seconds as she picked something up. Then it was back to the limo and out to the outskirts of the city, where there was a little more land. I was a little bewildered; I'd been to Manhattan before, but this was different. New York City is mostly flat, whereas San Francisco is on a hill. 


Her latest venture with Macy was the spa named "ONSEN”. "Onsen is Japanese for hot spring. I wanted to make artificial hot spring, so I found these entrepreneur guys, engineers who were otaku. They want everything to be Japanese! I was almost offended but they are so good.” Shin gestured around the big space. It smelled vaguely like salt and plants, but not of chlorine. The inside of the building was open and full of what looked like actual boulders. 


"I can't say I've ever been to a spa. I'm not one for baths, really,” I said. "No offense.”


"We had customers ask for spa things at our third salon franchise, so we started massage, fur packs. Then I thought, in Japan, baths are tradition. Why not here? Bath house is not just for sleazy gay men.” She led me around the interior. "But I had to make private rooms, too many people just don't like sharing.” We entered a posh waiting room and she sat down at one of the couches. "So how are you? Don't you sell cars now? What an awful job.”


I laughed. "I don't sell cars. I wrangle people that we sold cars to who aren't happy.”


"Even worse!”


"It's better than the bank. They're real people. At the bank, since I was higher level, I only ever dealt with big customers, and they're all businessmen who play with money that doesn't actually exist. That's no fun. Plus, the guy who runs the dealership is kind of interesting. He's a bull and I think he wants to have sex with me. He doesn't push it or anything, I can just... tell.”


"Mr. Saran, is his name? I know him! You want dirt?”


"You don't even live in Lainsville anymore and you have dirt on my boss? Of course I want dirt. I am a dirty, dirty fox.” 


"You told me about wolf and the mud. So, Mr. Saran... you will not believe... takes men home, and then his wife seduces them.”


"What?” I almost giggled. "That makes no sense.”


"I hear it from a friend! He has them come over, wife isn't home, they do something nasty, then when they wake up in the morning, he is gone and she is there and puts moves on them. It is some kind of game. Cuckolding?”


"So what you're saying is, if he invites me over to dinner... well, I suppose it was all too good to be true.” If I had been back home, I would have gotten upset, perhaps even had an anxiety attack, at finding out that my boss was a creep. But I wasn't back home, so it just seemed like a big crass joke.


"Well I didn't hear he was mean about it. Bull is just a lecher. How is your wolf?”


"His job is doing great, I suppose.” I relaxed a bit; the ambient lighting and ethereal music helped, too. "I got him to wear a pirate costume. Oh, let me tell you something, he is the most amazing wolf for letting me use him as a dress-up doll. He was so mad about the idea, I mean angry about it, he would growl at me and have a fit. So it showed up, and he turned into a vicious badass for real! He and this other wolf, did I tell you about Hawk? That guy came over, he stalked me home to our house, and the two of them got into a fight. A big rolling around on the floor kind of fight.”


"Like brothers! My brothers would do that all the time. I would play referee,” Shin nodded. 


"Frankly, I was scared half to death, but then we all got high and giggled about it and now I think they're becoming friends. I thought Buck was allergic to other wolves. Something about his DNA. It actually has me worried. I know they're plotting something.”


"You so paranoid,” Shin laughed. "By the way, we are waiting for kitty. He is having late meeting with some lawyers. Good meeting. Oh! Did you know we are married now?”


"Really, that's,” I started, and then realized what she'd just said. "You're WHAT?”


"Oh yeah, we got married maybe half a year ago. It was small thing, we don't want to have a real expensive wedding and all sorts of stuff.”


"I had no idea you were even dating!” I had known Shin and Macy for so long, and while they were good friends, I assumed they'd moved out west for strictly business purposes. "How long have you been dating?”


"For a real long time. Macy was a big help about making me comfortable with myself, and I guess we just got intimate from that.”


Did I mention we were having sake? I should have mentioned that. In the course of the conversation so far, I consumed an entire small bottle and was now quickly losing grip on my inhibitions. "Wow. I'm completely shocked and saddened that you would keep such things from me.”


"I wanted to make a surprise! Plus you were so sensitive about how we left, I'm sorry we abandoned you with angry wolves.”


"Shin, I have to ask you something, and you can slap me if you think I'm a jerk,” I leaned forward, to get confidential, even though the spa was closed for the day. I'd had a late flight. "But what's it like being a girl? I've started cross-dressing sometimes, usually just with Buck, well really it's not a new development at all. It's just because I like sexy clothing and men's clothing is usually all manly and uniform-like. You're a girl though, I mean, you're really a girl.”


My vulpine friend leaned back, crossed her leg, and wobbled her fancy booted foot in thought. Shin was a girl because she said so. She was biologically male, although she took a moderate amount of hormones. "Well, let's see. For me, being girl is just who I am. I don't know how to explain how it feels. Maybe, when you realize that you need to quit your job because it isn't right, that's how I feel about being a girl. I just... wasn't a guy. As for how the world is while being a girl,” She tossed her head back but had a slightly pained look when she looked back down. "It's shitty sometimes. No other word I can think of.”


She poured herself some of her own sake. One for one, it seemed. That meant we'd be pleasantly buzzed when we went out for dinner shortly. I had the last of mine. "I hope I didn't-”


"Oh no, I mean so it's shitty, so what? I'm a fox, we get made fun of; I'm trans, we get made fun of; I'm a girl, we made fun of; I'm alive, get made fun of. Being trans isn't so bad. I think people are scared of it. When they think I'm just a girl, that's when really bad stuff happens. Isn't that so backwards? You'd think after making two thirds of everyone on the planet into animal people, we could put some of old hatred behind us.”


Suddenly I wanted Macy there, because he was a very known quantity. Or was he? He and Shin were married! Of course I could see the ring now, but I figured it was just jewelry. She always liked being a little fancy. "But you wouldn't want it any other way.”


"No way! This is who I am, and I feel a lot better being who I am than being who I'm supposed to be.” 


That warmed me back up. Also, the rice wine warmed me back up. A loud chime sounded somewhere at the front of the building, and then a voice. "Hellooooo, I hope that's a pair of foxes or I'm going to have to use my pepper spray again!” 


Macy. He didn't wait for an answer and just walked right back into the lounge. "Well! I'm glad there's a limo out front. Kennedy! You look like you're headed to a beach house.” 


Camp shirt, khaki shorts, and sneakers. Not running, athletic, or cross-trainer shoes. Slim sneakers. I had a few things planned for the trip where clunky shoes would have been silly. No heels, either. I wanted to save up bad behavior for a wolf. He could always prickle my fur. 


Anyway, I stood up and hugged Macy, then tested out how drunk I was. After getting used to standing, I could walk around while only looking a little unsteady. "I'm going to be taking a trip down to Los Angeles, because why not see all of the meaningful things California has?”


"Meaningful! You better be taking a trip down the coast and up into the redwoods. The bay area's not meaningful unless you like programming computers or selling crack or idolizing hipsters. Although that mud stuff probably makes someone a lot of money even if it smells like farts.” Macy then clasped his hands together. "I am very hungry, and those lawyers had terrible hors d'oeuvres.”


---


"Beer?” Buck threw the can at Hawk before actually waiting for an answer. The other lupine caught it and snapped it open. 


"So do you always do hard work on your vacations or is this just because you're afraid to have a fun time with me?” Hawk asked, then guzzled some beer and belched. He immediately winced. "Holy shit, did you freeze this?”


Buck shrugged, then bit the can through the sides and tilted his head up. It gurgled and sprayed into his mouth and he swallowed most of it. Hawk laughed like he didn't quite know what to do. Buck then spat the can out. "Keep your friends close and your enemies closer.”


"If you think we oughta be closer, I'm wearing two layers too many over my dick right now,” the jet black wolf said, then wandered around and sat down in the foyer. The cabin was fairly cozy: the kitchen, dining and living room were all one big space, and the three bedrooms each had two beds to accommodate the most people. "I caught you looking at my boots. I show up in fucking mafia leather every time I see you, and what do you ogle? Muddy boots.”


Buck looked down and away. "I got my things I like.”


"Don't be a little bitch about it, not like I care. Your little fox like them, too?”


"Some of them.” Buck got up to pace around, rolling his head to work out a sore neck. "So which room do you want? Gotta get a good night's sleep. We tore all that shit out; tomorrow we gotta put down mulch.” 


Hawk followed him around. "You don't wanna actually interact with me. Was this whole thing Kennedy's idea? Maybe a little penance for-”


Buck grabbed him by the denim jacket. "Pick a bed and quit stomping dirt all around the fucking cabin.”


Hawk surrendered his arms up again. "Okay, okay. Want me to take the truck into town to get you some tampons, too? This one's fine,” he said, pulled his rubber boots off, then left them outside one of the bedroom doors. 


Neither wolf had any intention of going to bed so soon; it wasn't even fully dark outside. Hawk tested his bed out, got his phone out to mess around on the internet, discovered that there was no meaningful cell signal, and ended up falling asleep fully clothed.


Buck had a couple more beers, a hot piss, and then sat down to check his own phone. No signal either, but he had a text message waiting. "Flight went fine, Shin and Macy are doing great, they got married lol and now I'm going to eat gastronomique ice cream, I miss you, don't let Hawk play with his gun.”


He wolf snorted and tossed his phone onto the nightstand, He was asleep in a matter of minutes.


Only to wake up in the middle of the night, at two A.M. The cabin was silent save for the purr of the refrigerator and the soft near-snores coming from Hawk's bedroom. There were no noises from outside; their subdivision was close to a road and while it was rarely loaded with traffic and not a highway, there were still plenty of noises even in the dead of night. Out in the mountains, there was nothing.


Buck got up to go have another hot piss, and didn't bother to close the door. If it woke up the other wolf, so what? He could yell at Hawk for leaving his muddy boots in the middle of the hallway. Mid-stream, thinking about muddy rubber boots made Buck's cock swell up and cut off his stream. He hissed through his teeth and squeezed the rest out, then crept out of the bathroom.


The boots were now dry, mud gone from slimy brown to ashen gray. He picked them up and carried them over to the laundry room, then started rinsing them off in the laundry sink. That turned the mud liquid again, and he ended up feeling over one of the boots. They weren't cheap models from a sporting goods store, but real rubber, almost firefighter style. Sturdy, but also glistening black once wet and clean. 


He held it up to his muzzle and sniffed. Rubber, earth, soap. He stuck his snout down inside and huffed. Sweat, more rubber, odor after odor that were individually gross but together said Boot. They also said, "Hawk”. He could remember the smell just from having shared a truck cab with the wolf for the long drive.


Buck slid his boxer briefs down and set them aside, then carefully closed the laundry room door, holding the knob turned and twisting it back silently until it latched. He picked up Hawk's now-clean garden boots and pulled them on, then paced around the room. They were almost the same size as his own. They fit well. They felt good. They turned him on. 


The laundry room doubled as the 'workshop', inasmuch as there were racks and drawers of tools for keeping up with the cabin. Buck went through them until he found a collection of work gloves. His cock sprang up as, underneath some otherwise sumptuous and beaten leathers, he found a pair of black rubber chemical gloves. They were slightly dirty, but nothing a good rinse in the sink wouldn't fix. He slid them on as well, then sat back on a simple wooden chair previously used as a makeshift Place To Put Junk. 


It wasn't just the boots and gloves, but who they belonged to. Someone Else. Another Wolf. He wagged his tail as he thought about what it could mean to wear another wolf's boots. The thought not only excited him to an aching erection, but it made him feel antsy in place. He reached up and cupped a rubberclad hand over his muzzle and started pumping his foreskin. 


He imagined what Hawk might say. "You're wearing my fucking boots,” growled in some stand-back-wait-a-minute New York swagger. "Now my cock's gonna wear your asshole like a glove.”


So fast, so fast! Buck squeezed harder at his face to remind himself Not To Make A Sound, and then covered his cock up just as it erupted hard with his seed. Some of it splattered out past his fingers. Even stifling his climax left it pounding hard through him. 


Another wolf. 


He cleaned up and silently took the boots back, then set them neatly at Hawk's cabin bedroom door.


----


My second day in California got off to an awkward start. We took a rather long drive down to the south bay for breakfast, at some boutique little place that was very california. Small, earnestly fresh, very expensive, and at the bottom of a hill. 


I liked New England hills. The hills in the bay area just lift you up and show you how huge everything really is. In New York, where there are hills, they make everything smaller. 


"In case you're curious,” Macy said, as he nibbled on some fresh fruit appetizer (locally sourced using only biodiverse fertilizers) three feet away from both a Hyundai Accent (like my poor old car!) and a Maserati Gran Turismo. "We trade off.”


"Oh, you mean when you do the dishes?” I actually meant that earnestly, as I was busy noticing the pretention of the nearby parked cars and his question caught me off guard. 


Shin took a finger and poked it through her mini-donut. Macy looked over and let out a throwback purrt! sound, and curled his tail all the way around his chair. Snow leopards have impressive tails. Then he burst out laughing. The two proceeded to fit-giggle while I nursed my coffee. 


"I like having penis, you can do things with it,” Shin said, coming down off of a high vulpine laugh. "Sometimes, I am just a fox sandwich. Fleshlight, me, and then him,” she said, and put her arm around her husband. Macy. 


I swooned over my coffee, which was hopefully seen as me succumbing to too much heat. Oh no; my parents were from Boston. I can pour coffee right from the pot down my throat. Our waiter had shown up with our meals, and got to hear all of Shin's obscene gesturing. 


Shin's reaction to food was to expectantly take her food and start eating. She had always been a go-getter type. Businesswoman? No surprise at all. Giggling and cuddle-hugging up with a punk-pierced snow leopard in designer jeans? Whew.


"I'm so glad to know you two talk about me behind my back! Obviously we all do it,” I said, and graduated from coffee to a crepe. A Ten Dollar Crepe. There was only one of them.


"We're all bent, look at you with wolf and his friend going to 'fix things at the cabin'. I bet one of them has problem in his asshole,” and again with the donut.


I sighed, but put on a smile. No, I smiled, for real. "I don't really fuck Buck. God, that sounds so stupid when you put it together. Like in that movie. I just don't think I'm into topping. I top with words. I am a verbal dominatrix.” Whipcrack. "I suppose they could be having sex right now. I suppose I don't really mind. I'm certainly no wolf and he seems to lust after them in this very strange, feral way. He never would admit it, though.” 


I have noticed, digression, that Buck looks around all the time. Whenever he sees another male wolf, he gets this Look. Instant higher attention. An attractive male wolf? That Predator Look he can shoot off. If I'm around, he will - without fail - look over at me. With the same look. He never says anything about it; he just does it. Now, for a few days, he can look at a wolf in the privacy of some mountain cottage and not worry about what I'll think. 


I already masturbated to the thought of it the night before, so no worries there. 


Thankfully, we were all quite hungry and so breakfast soon occupied our attention. We all had the same reaction to the food: this is so very delicious, and so very expensive. I thought it was odd - hook me up with a diner whose breakfast is made on the crumbs of last night's last burgers! - but Shin and Macy dismissed it with the kind of voice that says, "oh, I know about that, live with it every day!”. 


"I'm sure you've been dying for me to ask why we're all the way down here in... wherever here is. Isn't this Silicon Valley?”


"That isn't actually a place,” Macy said, mockingly as if I were stupid.


"I know I mean Mountain View and San Jose and all that. Down here. Just not around the farty spot. That's awful. People live there?”


"Milpitas. I think the smell just goes away after a while,” Shin said, and tapped at her head. "We are down here for a big surprise! For you. You going down to LA, right?”


I nodded. Shin just beamed. 


Going down to LA, and trusting Shin to hook me up with transportation. She knew someone who ran a limo rental company. I'd probably just get an executive car gratis or something like that. Some big swarthy S-Class with in-built leather cock rings and a shield you can put up when you don't want to listen to the prostitute you have chained up in the back seat. Is that what people do in those things? I can't imagine they just sit there. They're too important to Just Sit anywhere.


We left the restaurant and walked a block away to a nondescript semi-industrial area. A few upscale office blocks and a big warehouse. We met up with a lion in a black leather suit. Hawk is one to wear a black leather suit; this lion looked like he just had too much money. 


"Kennedy, this is Jasper. Jasper, Kennedy, friend from Lainsville.”


"Lainsville, New York? I hear you have some fantastic night life out there,” Jasper said, in a very lascivious tone. 


Oh god, if he mentions The Pit... 


"Now. I run a limo company. But, I also run a top-shelf rental company. Supercars, sports cars, touring coupes, even a few extremely over-powered SUVs and trucks. Take your pick,” he said, and pushed open yet another security door. Part of the warehouse was cordoned off as a display area. The effect was goofy, like a trade conference, but effective. Concrete floor, polished to a dark shine. Black 'velvet' curtains. Hot camera lights. 


And cars.


Aston Martin Vanquish.
Aston Martin Vantage GT.
Lamborghini Huracan. 
Ferrari 458 Italia
Porsche 911 S Turbo Cabriolet. 
Acura NSX (second generation - the real second generation).
Dodge Challenger Hellcat. 
Mustang Shelby GT350R.
Corvette C7 Z06
And, in eyeball-popping blue crystal and knowledge that only 299 others exist, a third-generation Ford GT. 


"I do mean take your pick. Any of them. Full tank of gas, expertly detailed, I'll even throw in insurance,” the lion said. He had some sort of foreign accent. 


I tried not to squeal. "Insurance, eh? Shin, you've seen me drive...”


"You learned to drive in sports car, didn't you? I remember that, some loud roadster from the 60's.” 


"Oh yeah, the Cobra.”


"Mustang?” The lion asked. Meanwhile, Macy wandered amidst the cars. He was inspecting the Huracan. 


"No, Shelby. It was mostly rebuilt if I remember correctly, but still... if you can drive that, you can drive anything. I don't think it had synchros. Macy, what are you doing?” 


Macy was feeling the Huracan's front end. "It's so sharp! If I lean on it, it'll cut me!” 


The lion looked impressed at what I said and concerned at Macy's car-fondling. "I trust Shin. She screens people for special packages - you get spa, and then a limo ride to and from. Only picks the good people. No college girls.”


I scanned back and forth along the line of cars. Aston? That was a Hawk car. Lamborghini? As Macy was demonstrating, too pointy. Ferrari? I'd just never quite gotten into them. Acura? That was a possibility... Hellcat? That was a Buck car. GT350R? Also a Buck car. Corvette? I wasn't old enough or going gray enough yet. GT? I was going to be driving down to Los Angeles and the GT had no air conditioning.


Also, only one car was a convertible. California, PCH, route 1. I wasn't going to be bottled up. "Where are all the AMGs? Or the BMWs?”


"On the road. I run a business, you know,” the lion said. 


If you think sports car, it's hard not to think "Porsche”. I wanted not to pick the Porsche, because it was a Porsche. But I had to. "911.”


The lion opened his jacket. Like some shady watch salesman on a street corner, he had many pockets. He pulled a set of keys out of one and tossed them my way. "There you go!”


"Wait, are you serious? Don't I have to pay?”


"I pay for it, you are on vacation!” Shin said. 


"You gotta be kidding. I looked at doing this back in New York, this company called Gotham Adventures or something will take you upstate in this rotating group of supercars. You get to drive a Bentley Flying Spur and a Rolls Royce Ghost. Hundreds of dollars! I looked at renting a 911 once, it was fifteen hundred dollars for my trip! It was a weekend!”


The lion shrugged and looked at his phone. "Someone wants the Porsche down in LA on Monday. So, you drive it down there, I don't have to send a porter, I don't have to pay to ship it, you have fun, vixen here gets to dote on you, snow cat gets to...”


"Oh, I don't really like driving that much. I have a Mustang V6 convertible,” Macy said. A Mustang V6 Convertible is basically the 'I want to rent a sporty car but don't have any money' fleet rental special. 


"Okay! If you insist....” I said, and approached the car. The lion clapped his hands loud, and suddenly one of the curtains pulled back. The rest of the warehouse was full of cars, and there was a gauntlet to drive through that led to a garage door. Someone in black name-badged mechanic scrubs started opening the door. Another someone wheeled a cart over. It had my luggage on it! "Holy cow, you guys are nuts.”


I went over to the back of the car to open the trunk to be a gentleman, then quickly remembered NO, that is not where the trunk is on a Porsche. I let the assistants load my luggage in. 


"Well, it's been great seeing you two! I suppose this is my time to head off into the... I guess noon sun, eh?” 


Shin and Macy came over and we exchanged hugs, and then it was time to park myself in the car's leather sport seats. Comfortable, leathery, and probably 13,000 dollars extra. (I later looked it up; I was unaware that the Turbo S was one of the highest-end 911's and so most of the options were already included.)


I fired it up and instantly grinned my face off. Such a wonderful racket. Plus, because it was the Porschest of the Porsches (unless you count that 918 thing, or a 911 Carrera GT3 which is a death sentence on wheels), it had a PDK transmission. PDK is German for "just wait until something breaks”, but it was also an automated manual so there was no chance of accidentally stalling the car in front of my friends and the person who was graciously giving it to me for the weekend.


I trundled down the gauntlet, and off onto the road. A San Francisco traffic fight later, and I was on Route 1. 


San Francisco proper was in the midst of Fog. This is apparently a common problem. Thus, instead of seeing out into the fantastic pacific ocean, I was able to see about 100 feet away into horror movie mist. Meanwhile, twenty feet away on the other side of me, was a Sheer Cliff. I decided not to take the enormous tunnel that safely burrowed through a mountain, and instead chose the Coastal Road That Looks As If It Will Fall Off The Mountain. With the top down. 


Why oh why did I ever drive a Hyundai Accent? My slightly hot-rodded S2000 blew it out of the water, but it was nothing compared to the 911 S Turbo Cabriolet. I had to use all of those words together when thinking about it. Buck's insane supercharged luxo-dragster Camaro was nothing compared to the 911 S Turbo Cabriolet. Do people who own Porsches like this make sure to use all of the words in the name all the time, lest people think they actually have a 911 Carerra GTS Cabriolet, or god forbid they actually have a Cayman instead of a 911...


And none of that actually mattered, because with foggy sea air rushing past my ears and the raucous flat-six howl echoing back off the mountain bluffs, the only thing I could think about was Oh My God I'm Driving a Porsche.


I'm pretty sure I squealed when no one would hear me above the exhaust. The trip was absolutely beautiful and, barring some traffic snarls, absolutely relaxing. Even when I was white-knuckling the steering wheel and holding my tail at a funny angle because I was terrified I was going to fly off the road. 


I even avoided being pulled over.


---


After another day of hard work, this time cleaning up the inside of the cabin and making sure all of the linens were washed, Buck went down to the pond behind the cottage. He wanted to get away from Hawk for a while, get away from the cabin for a while, get away from everything for a while. 


He sat down on the shore bench and took a deep breath. In with nature, out with... everything. In with nature, out with everything. In with wolf, out with-


"Boy, I'm glad you ran off down here. I could probably hike miles through the woods in all directions and never find you out there.” Hawk sat down next to him. 


Buck grunted.


"Am I interrupting something? You're definitely not gonna get a signal down here.”


Another grunt. Buck started putting his ears back.


"You really aren't the talky sort huh?” Hawk looked as normal as he could bring himself to. Black leather bomber jacket, black jeans, battered old military boots used as work wear. 


"You never shut up, do you?” Buck cut back.


Hawk held his hands up. "Hey, sorry. I'm outta here then-”


"Don't be a freak. I came down here to get away from you, but really just to... I just need to be alone sometimes.”


The pure black wolf settled back down. "I know the feeling.” There was a long pause. The weather wasn't particularly nice, overcast and autumnal, air cold and damp. Further up in the hills, it looked foggy. It was actually low cloud cover. Hawk huffed and his breath showed. Buck snorted and made twin streams of it. "I mean it. You probably think I'm some kinda playboy, right?”


"I don't know what to think.”


"I live alone. I do everything myself. You know how I own that club? It's like practicing zen meditation, when I hire someone to do something. I burnt out all of a sudden a little while back, I was trying to do everything all the time. We're open at night, but you can't do everything then, so I was up like twenty hours a day. It was a mess. Got it sorted out now.”


"How the hell did you get into that business, anyway?”


Hawk picked up a boot and crossed it on his knee, then looked around. He wasn't really scanning the surroundings; he was hiding the fact that he looked twice to see if Buck was looking at his foot. He caught it both times. "Let's see if I can explain this without talking your ear off. I know you don't like that shit.”


Buck growled again.


"I grew up in Brooklyn. My mom hated it, so we moved to Lainsville. Also, it was something about her brother owning all this land and giving her a spot for a trailer home gratis, but I didn't know that as a kid. My dad was a cad, and eventually, they got divorced. My mom wanted to become a park ranger, so she ended up moving to Alaska. Meanwhile, I worked out this agreement to stay at the trailer if I proved I was doing okay in school and getting a job and not becoming a meth freak. Got it so far?”


"Yeah,” Buck said this time. 


"Good boy! Now, I ended up getting a mechanical engineering degree from Lainsville College. A real bachelor's, too, once they stopped being a community college. I worked for this marine power company doing small engine design, for a few years. Then I ended up working for a powersports company. Lainsville Powersport.”


"I know them,” Buck said.


"Yeah, I own them and LPC Performance Engines. Kind of a real estate thing now more than anything. Anyway, my uncle died. He left his property to me, since I was living on it, and my mom had no intention of coming back to Lainsville. She loves Alaska. I visited her a couple times - I needed a helicopter to get to her house. I'm not fucking kidding. Uncle died, I got his land. This didn't really dawn on me until some guy showed up looking to get me to sell it to him. Some developer. My uncle Harry, hence my name, had never wanted to deal with those 'idiot' developers. The guy offered me two point five million dollars for it. Said it would complete this big luxury housing development. Okay, so there's some money. I socked it away. You following?”


"Death, money, got it.”


Hawk grinned. "I went to The Pit a lot. I became friends with the owner, Carl. Big German Shepherd guy. After a while, he wanted to go out and start some kind of sex ranch with this bull friend of his. So he wanted to sell the club. By then, my two point five million dollars was more like six or seven, so I said hey, why not? I'm a pervert. Who better to know how to run a kinky gay sex club than a kinky gay wolf? And it worked out.”


"So you're lucky.”


Hawk shrugged. "I guess I'm a little lucky. I've been doing some real estate investing. Building up a nest egg. I don't wanna lose everything all of a sudden. I don't wanna be a jackass. Honestly, though, I'm getting close to owning most of the street that The Pit's on. That's kind of fucked up. Me, owning a street? What kind of wolf owns a street? Wolves own shit like this. Wolves are wild animals.” The wolf gestured around the pond and cabin property. 


Buck didn't say anything for several minutes.


"What, did I say something stupid?”


"No. You're right. Sometimes, I guess it's like I hear the wild stuff calling me. I can't just run off and pounce around in the woods. But I feel it.”


"You're a first, aren't you?” Hawk's brusque profanity was all but gone. Buck nodded. "It took me a long time to get my head around that shit. I didn't know until maybe ten years ago. My dad didn't know he was one. Some kind of mixup at the testing lab. He got a little class action settlement out of the blue one day. I'm pretty sure he blew it on hookers. He called me up from LA and said hey, guess what? You're a first. You need a new IPC card. Here's fifty bucks from my settlement! Talk to you next Christmas!”


"You serious? He's like that?”


"Ehh, it's not that bad, but he just doesn't think he has anything in common with me. He's a straight-ass screenwriter who likes tiki bars and titty-fucking girls. I like titty-fucking cross-dressing zebras. Or foxes, I guess.” Then he elbowed Buck. The other wolf immediately stood up. "God dammnit. I haven't done shit to Kennedy. You know that. I dunno what it is. I'll be honest. I'm afraid if I do, and you aren't there chaperoning me, you'll come kill me in my sleep. I don't need anyone trying to kill me. Already been there once. Look, how about you tell me about you. That way, we both know about each other. Male bonding. Right? We're in the fucking middle of nowhere, in the Catskills, in a cabin, and it's gonna rain in about ten minutes.”


"Fine.”


"Okay, this is where you tell me something. Like... the red shit. What's up with the red shit?” Hawk leaned back on the bench and scooted to the middle, arms out along the back. The fog crept closer and closer.


"I thought it'd look cool. So I dyed my headfur a bit. Got some highlights. Then I got my tat.”


"Your tat?”
"You saw it when you made me fuck Kennedy. My dick tat. I got a dragon tattooed on my dick.” Buck then shrugged. "Now it's just who I am. I just wanna have red hair, I guess. Matches my car.”


"I know this other fox, he works for me, he's a silver fox but he dyes his fur so the silver parts are red. Looks kind of fucked up, but he's pretty weird so it works. You look like you wear Ed Hardy underwear or something,” Hawk said, and put his grin back on. 


"I wear Ed Hardy underwear.”


"Exactly! So where are you from. Let's be even with our stories here.”


Buck shrugged. "I grew up in Lainsville. My mom got pregnant from some guy she was flirting with, but she'd already started dating my dad when she found out. That guy was just... not part of her life. Mom and dad just decided to have the kid and go with it. There was this complicated legal agreement with my uh, birth father. But my dad, he's the only dad I've ever known, so yeah. We moved to Atlanta for a while, but came back when I was going to college. I met Kennedy the first time at some Clean Up The River! event while we were both in school. Then years later, I answered his want-ad for a roommate. Then I bought the house he was living in.”


"Good move. Gotta show that fox who's the wolf,” Hawk said. Buck gave him a nasty look. It didn't have much of an effect. 


"I do fiberglass molding and design for HiPer Automotive. I've been working on car shit since I was old enough to hold a wrench. I went to college for business stuff but fuck that, I like car stuff. That's about it.”


"And you like cigars, getting stoned off your ass, and dressing up like a pirate.”


"That's Kennedy's thing, the pirate shit. I mean, it's hot, I guess I make a good pirate, but,” grunt, shrug. "If I was gonna dress up as anything, uh, it'd probably be a fireman. Back when they wore all that rubber shit. I'm kinda into that. Whew.”


"Yeah, so I figured. I'm not stupid, you were fucking with my mud boots last night. Wanna know how I know?” Hawk said this and Buck looked wounded and angry in return. "Oh, with that fuckin' expression, you really wanna know! Well, for a start, my boots were dirty when I took 'em off and I don't think I sleep-clean very well. Also, you left a little wolf spoor in the top of one of 'em.”


Buck screwed his face into as much of a wolf frown as he could. He tensed up as if to fight, but then the mist rolled in and brought with it a disgusting cold patter of rain. "Let's go inside. It's gonna just turn to mud out here. Cold mud. I hate cold mud.”


"What, you like warm mud?”


Buck glared at him.


"Well, do you?”


"Yeah, kinda. Come on.”


---


Aside from the traffic, and the fact that it was a very long drive, the trip down to LA was quite nice. I had gotten started early enough that it was past dusk when I arrived in Los Angeles proper.


And I was sick of it already. I was alone, and that was the part that hurt. Fancy car I didn't have to pay for? The 911 was amazing, and I had lucked out at missing traffic wherever it really counted so I could enjoy a little squealing around cliffside corners. That, by the way, is terrifying. 


Buck wasn't with me. I'd originally thought it would be fun to spend some time away from him. While he isn't the most intimate person on the planet, I hadn't realized how much we occupied each other's time until I was thousands of miles away. Plus, he was probably frolicking with Hawk. Maybe they were having a fist fight! Who's the baddest wolf, grrr, slap, punch, bite. I would pay money to see that.


But now I was in a place I'd never been, a monstrous traffic-soaked desert, a huge sprawling city where nothing was recognizable except for obnoxious American chain stores and food. And I had no big cranky red-tinged black stud-wolf to hold onto. "I'm with this douchebag,” and people would leave me alone. But no.


Then I found it. A Tiki Bar. I rather hate most bars per se, and I'm not at all a dancer, but there's something so refreshing about tacky decor and sweet and sour liquor. Plus, it was a neighborhood tiki bar, not some massive thing you see on a television show.


Colored lights! Moai statues! Every drink had an umbrella in it! Fruit and hard liquor, not sweat and cigarette smoke and beer! Not a meat market! Luckily my hotel was a short distance away and I'd stashed the 911 for the night. It was time for a Zombie.


For all its welcoming tacky charm, the tiki bar was also packed. I wandered around, and by wander I mean squeezed past people who were milling at the bar, then eventually pooped myself out onto the patio. It was also packed. After a circuit of the whole place, there was only one free seat, at a table occupied by a black wolf with a laptop.


"You wanna sit? Sit. I'm just workin' and doin' shit,” the wolf said. So I sat. He was serious, and ignored me for a few minutes, which gave me a chance to stare at him out of the corner of my eye. Black wolf, all black, black enough that his computer screen's blue glow reflected off the fur but didn't light it up. (Perhaps a little middle-age gray around the muzzle.) Yellow eyes. Screaming camp shirt unbuttoned over plush black chestfur. Cargo shorts. Sandals. "You lookin' at my feet? You one of those guys who likes feet or something?” Screaming indignant sloshy Broolkyn accent. Oh god, deja vu, and that _look_... 


"I'm appraising, yes, I want to make sure you aren't going to start prattling off annoying come-on lines at me,” I said.


"Nah, not gay. I can insult you, though. Looks like someone pushed your face in the mud. Hah! You a cross fox, is that it?”


His tone of voice was slobbery and smug and not at all actually insulting, but also not quite drunk yet. I had a big slurp of my own drink. Then I coughed. "This is very impressive. I might even say dangerous, from that bite. Four stars, would get sloshed again. What are the odds that, the first time I ever come out to Los Angeles, I end up sitting across from some East Coast Asshole at a bar. Want me to shut up?”


"Nope.”


"But you're working,” I said, running my mouth to defuse the increasingly hackle-raising deja vu. I couldn't escape black wolves. 


"Eh,” he said, and leaned back, then nursed his own drink. It was served in an actual pineapple that had been cored out. "So I'm not working working. I'm uh, gathering reconnaissance. See, what I do is I sit here and eavesdrop on everyone. Regulars, tourists, big shots, dates, the whole thing. I can't help but overhear people, I have ADD or some shit like that, so I just listen and write down tidbits, what people look like, how they yap and move around and shit. Helps me characterize better.”


"You sound like a writer,” I mused.


"Bingo. Screenwriter. And East Coast Asshole, although I'm probably not going back there any time soon. I was too big for New York. Nah, I was just an asshole. Luckily everyone in Cali's an asshole, too, so I fit right in.”


"Apologies if I didn't recognize you,” I said, and felt the deja vu move into the background. 


"Hah! No one's gonna recognize me. Maybe if you saw my name. Anyway, what, you from New York too or somethin'? I hear a little accent in there somewhere.”


"Really? I thought my prissy demeanor covered it all up. Yes, I'm from Lainsville, this weird place near Albany-”


He practically coughed up a chunk of pineapple and laughed. "You're from Lainsville! No shit. I used to be from there. Grew up in Brooklyn, moved out to Lainsville, fucked up a lot, moved out here, and now I'm a hack writer who's gotta get his inspiration from drunk hipsters at a fucking tiki bar.” 


I bristled. "Okay, this is just too weird. I happen to know a black wolf with a Taxi Driver accent who grew up in Brooklyn, and you're quite reminding me of him, and it's making me very unnerved because you obviously aren't-”


The wolf shrugged. "Wouldn't be the first time. Name's Jeffrey Michael Kirsch. I use all three names to be a pompous ass. That ring any bells?”


My mouth flopped open. "Did you say Kirsch?”


"Yeah, and before you ask, no, I am not another jew producer. No offense to jew producers. It's some old family name, someone back in Germany made a lot of Kirschwasser, this nasty-ass brandy shit.”


Black wolf. Last name: Kirsch. Older. "You wouldn't happen to have a son, would you?”


"Yep. One. Well, okay, two, but only technically two.” 


"Aaand... your son still lives in Lainsville?” Wait, two? I put that query on hold, though, because he confirmed my suspicions.


"Yep. He's a crazy faggot, last I heard. Owns some kind of sex club. I think that's a pretty good gig, if you ask me. If you're gonna be a pervert, at least make some money off it, you know? Hey, your fuckin' ear's twitching. You get that thing with 151 in it or something?” He gestured at my drink. "Nothing wrong with faggots, uh, by the way. I just tell it like it is.”


"Oh god, you're Hawk's dad,” I palmed my forehead. "What are the fucking odds?”


"Hah! What a badass name, Hawk. Guess it makes sense, though. He always hated being called Harold. That was his mom's idea, I wasn't gonna name my fuckin' kid Harry. What a fucking small world, huh? You anyone I know?”


"Kennedy Aaron, and not unless you banked with CNY Bank within the last five years. I can't believe I'm talking to Hawk's dad. He'll never let my live this down...”


"We don't talk much so you're pretty safe. He's been mad at me for being a jackass and leaving his mom to come out here. That's fine, I'm a jackass for leaving his mom and coming out here, so I deserve it. I'm a disaster in domestic situations, so I gotta write about everyone else's.”


When I had overheard Hawk's last name, it had sounded familiar but I never quite placed it. Jeffrey Michael Kirsch, on the other hand, was much more familiar. "You're the guy who did 'No Exit', right? That crazy melodrama about abusive relationships? That won-”


"-that fucking swept the Golden Globes, I even fucking got one. Best New Screenwriter. I fucking swear, I auctioned it off. It's just making up someone's dirty laundry, I don't need a fuckin' award. Anyway, how do you know Harry? You're a fox, that makes me think uh, you know, he's got this thing for foxes.”


I went to get more of my drink, but surprise! I'd already downed the rest of it. "Oh, I ran into him once, and then just... somehow he ended up friends with my partner, which is very surprising because he is a self-proclaimed 'doesn't play well with wolves' wolf, and my... well. Don't worry, I'm not another one of your son's conquests.”


"You know he's dating a weatherman? My son, is dating a weatherman. At least he was for a while.”


"Oh! The Channel Four FoxCast guy? I'm pretty sure they're still dating. Not exactly the most monogamous dating, I suppose. He's mentioned him a few times. And once again, we're not f-”


"Eh, humans aren't fucking monogamous. Except the ones that are. Like my ex-wife.” The wolf let out a wistful grunt. "She's a real fucking human. I mean, she's a totally normal human, not a furry-ass freak like us. Boy, that was good while it lasted, though. If she showed up right here, and started sucking my dick, hey, I wouldn't say no. I'd probably push you outta the way, since I doubt you want to watch.”


Like father, like son. "Since uh, you seem to bring it up quite a bit, dare I ask what happened?”


He pushed his laptop aside, then leaned back with a foot crossed on his knee. It was almost on the table, like he was going to push it away. He put his hands behind his neck. "I cheated on her a bunch. Funny thing is, the worst thing that happened was while she was pregnant with Harry. I dunno if she remembers, she had that disease afterwards where she got real depressed and weird. It all turned out okay in the end, but it was kind of nuts at the time. 


"I was on this bowling league with some coworkers at the time, and there was this chick there that I kinda liked. This wolf. She was always kinda ribbing on me and stuff, but it was totally flirting. A real toughass flirt, too. So I did it back, because... because I just can't say no to it. That was that. Until it wasn't that, and we got kinda tipsy and went back to her place and just fucked like mad. She spit in my face and slapped me 'cuz I wasn't doing it hard enough, that kind of thing. What a wolf. All dark and rowdy and barking and ungh, hff. A real rowdy bitch, and I ate it up. I hadn't fucked in months, you know? The baby. And I like fucking a lot. 


"So you can probably tell where this story is going, right? She got pregnant. There's basically no way to win in that situation. You, me, the guy, is basically in the wrong. I fucked her and didn't wear a condom, I even licked it outta there afterwards, it was that kind of night. Obviously didn't lick enough. She gets pregnant, I flip out. But. She was just starting to date this other guy. They had a fucking talk about it, and guess what?”


Like father, like son. Only this one wasn't about to fuck me in the ass. Oh, I was supposed to say something! "I'm sorry, I'm completely enraptured by your slobbering Brooklyn accent.” Then just enough pause for him to catch his next word, and I finished. "I'm quite serious. I love it.”


"This shit's not gonna work on me. I tried playing with a guy once. I tried jerking him off, I dunno, it was like jerking my own dick but I couldn't feel it. Anyway, so this bowling bitch talks to her new man and they decide that they're going to raise the kid. And I'm not. I'm not gonna talk to her again, I gotta quit the bowling team, they're not gonna tell the kid who I am, nothing. We signed a legal agreement in lieu of child support. Her brother was the presiding lawyer. Can you believe that? That's some fuckin' award winning writing right there.”


Now I felt stupid for the flirtatiously bratty comment. I also felt my stomach quiver. I lashed my tail around, and that didn't settle it. There was something about what he just said, about the whole story, that was sitting wrong. But alas, alcohol. "That's quite a sob story. On the other hand, you weren't stuck paying child support, which I hear is a big problem. Men make out poorly in divorce court. I wonder how that works with same-sex couples?” I mused, to try and lead the conversation. 


"They probably pick the one who talks back to the lawyers the most.”


"Oh, then I'm screwed if Buck and I ever split up,” I said, and suddenly remembered that this mouthy black wolf had no idea who Buck was. "Buck. That's my wolf. He drives a souped-up Camaro and wears Ed Hardy underwear.” And let me dress him up like a pirate and then fucked me while wearing it, _sigh_. 


"He smoke cigars and get in a lotta fights?” 


I rubbed my chin. "Well, not fights. He smokes cigars, though. Gets awfully stoned sometimes, too.” And fucks me in the middle of the kitchen, _sighing intensifies_. 


"Fucking wolves. We're all the same, you know? Either that badass bullshit or it's playing up the 'hey look I'm like a husky whose tail isn't a fucking donut' thing. Look at me, I talk like a fucking sailor but what, I'm sitting here drinking a pineapple full of coconut rum and writing all this shit down so I can write myself into a fucking story. Nah.” He laughed. 


Wow, this was really what Hawk was going to become. Except gay. And perverted. Naughty. Kinky. Kind of sadistic. Armed with a revolver. "Does it bother you?”


"Fuck yeah, it bothers me, but that's how it goes. I fuck up, so my punishment is that someone else is gonna raise one of my kids because I'm too much of a jackass to do it right. When I moved out here, I solved that problem. I donated a bunch of sperm and then got my tubes tied. Now I can fuck whomever I want and only worry about getting mange or warts or whatever.” The tough talk kept coming but he looked noticeably set off. "It shook her up, too. Bowling-alley bitch. She ran off to Georgia with her new man.”


That feeling again. Georgia. Ran off to Georgia with her new man. Ran off to Georgia with her new man, and pregnant. I knew a wolf whose family moved to Georgia. Buck was born there, and moved back later when he was a teenager. 


The lawyer! Buck's uncle was a laywer! 


"Now, I realize that I'm from Lainsville, and so perhaps you shouldn't be telling me anything more about this if you aren't supposed to go near this woman, but,” oh how can I ask this question, "This all just sounds very familiar, that's all. Not you being involved, I mean I've never heard anything about you ever.” Hawk had never told me anything specific about his father. Come to think of it, he'd interacted much more with Buck than with me, despite his attitude towards foxes. 


The wolf leaned back. "Okay, how about this? I show you a picture, in person, and that's that. You never talk about it back home. You got that?” His eyes were bleary and a bit glazed. He was now intoxicated. That meant he would regret this if but only if he remembered it. But fuck it, I was drunk and tired and in such a mood to get gossip about my friends! When I nodded, he got out his phone and held it over. An older picture, obviously on film originally. A bowling alley. A classic goofy picture; Hawk's father, clearly identifiable in his youth (he looked just like Hawk did now!), with a woman cackling as she reached over and pulled his ear. She was wearing a Lainsville Community College sweatshirt with a green collar. 


That did it. I had seen someone wearing that exact shirt before, another dark wolf, another female dark wolf. Buck's mother. "Oh, hmm.”


"That's not good.”


"What? Did I say something?”


"Come on, you said Oh Hmm, that means something's not fucking good. I'm not stupid.” The wolf took his phone back. 


"Oh, just that you look exactly like Hawk when he was younger.” And you fucked my husband's mother. Dear god.


He put his face into a big grin. Unlike Hawk's, his was normal. Hawk always grinned out only one side of his mouth. He said it was some sort of 'thing'. It was a very rakish thing. "Yeah. I bet I do.” While Hawk's grin was menacing and feral, his father just looked smug.


That was a good time to get going. I excused myself, because I really was desperately tired and alcohol could only mask it so far. Then, on the walk back to the hotel, I pulled up Buck's mom's Facebook page. There, buried way in the back in the photos, was one that someone else had tagged her in. It had been one of her old bowling buddies, who had taken that photo. Intelligently, Hawk's father didn't seem to be tagged in it. But yes, there was absolutely no doubt about it. Identical. The truth.


In my luxurious hotel room, which was a tasteful suite that looked out over a parking lot (I was just going to sleep there, so who cares?), it finally hit me and I started rolling around on the bed like a wild fox on a trampoline.


I have to tell Buck, I have to tell Buck, I have to tell Buck. Time for a phone call.


Time... for texting. "You won't believe who I ran into out here. Vacation's going fine, but I really need to talk to you.”


"Hi Buck, my vacation is wonderful. How is yours going? Are you and Hawk having fun? I have something I should tell you so please call me back. It's nothing bad about me.”


"Buck, I'm going to call you.”


I called Buck. No answer.


I called Buck again. This time, "We are trying to locate your party. We're sorry, your party is not in a service area.” Then, Buck's voicemail message. 


Oh no, he's in the fucking woods. "Buck,” I texted again, "Buck I really have to tell you something and it's very important and it might impact what you do up at your little cabin time,” I texted. Still nothing.


It didn't stop there. I texted until I grew tired enough that I fell asleep while waiting for a reply. I dreamed about bowling.


----


Buck put his suitcase on the sofa and started rifling through it while Hawk clanked around in the kitche. "Hey, try not to make too much of a mess. You know, we're here to clean this place up, not wreck it.”


"I'm not a frat boy,” came the sputter-chuckle response. "I just want a drink or two. Can't be a wolf without whiskey and a cigar.”


"Skip the cigar. Mom hates cigar smoke,” Buck said, and took out a wooden box. 


Hawk sauntered back out into the room, glass in hand, whiskey in glass, and immediately pointed. "You wanna be a hypocrite about anything else, wolf?”


Buck glared and opened it up. The inside was lined with red velvet, but it wasn't a cigar box. A gadget that looked like a squat bicycle pump took up most of the space, along with a bundled black power supply cube and cable, a black metal thing the size of a hockey puck, and an amber medicine bottle full of something uneven and dark. "I don't think this is a box of cigars.”


Hawk perked his eyebrow spots and lifted his drink. "I don't know what the hell it _is_, but you win. Have a drink,” the black wolf said, then set the glass down next to Buck's box and turned back to the kitchen. "Well, it's probably for drugs or sex, or it wouldn't be in a velvet-lined box.”


"It's a vaporizer,” Buck growled through his teeth, then set up the device. The 'pressure gauge' of the 'bike pump' shape was a temperature meter, and the metal flex hose that came off the top was the inhalation whip. The resemblance to shop equipment was just aesthetics. Buck quietly set about grinding a load of herb for it. 


Hawk returned with another drink, and sat down next to Buck. That interrupted the wolf and got Hawk a gruff glare. "I give you some of my scotch, you gimme some of that.”


"Course. I'm not that kind of asshole. You have to share weed. It doesn't smell as much this way, and besides, my mom's a pothead. Where I got the habit from. Their little family reunion's gonna be full of stoned libertarian giggling and bacon-wrapped everything. It's her side of the family. My aunts, grandmother. They're like lesbian hippies married to men, I fucking swear.” Buck loaded the vaporizer, plugged it in, and waited. During the pause, he had a sip of the whiskey. "Nice scotch. Is that single malt?”


"Do I look like I'd drink blended whiskey?” Hawk smirked, then put his arms out wide. One of them went behind Buck, and got another glare. "Yeah, it's just Old Pulteney. I'm not gonna blow hundreds of dollars on liquor to go help clean some pussy-dripping wolf den in the mountains. That stuff gets fuckin' pretentious, too. Like wine and modern art.”


The vaporizer beeped. Buck picked it up, took another sip of whiskey, then had a deep inhale from it. He exhaled, and nothing came out of his muzzle. He repeated, and this time, a thin cloud emerged, then wafted into nothingness. "I even sanitized it a little.”


"You cum on my boots and then liquor up the nozzle for me?” Hawk snatched the device and took his own pull. Afterwards, he licked the gooseneck whip and handed it back.


"Asshole,” Buck snorted, but took his without a second consideration.


Hawk shifted around on the sofa, grunted to himself, thumped his tail, and then put a boot up on the edge of the coffee table. "You haven't seen anything yet, wolfy.”


"You made me fuck my boyfriend on the hood of his car, at gunpoint.”


"That's not asshole. That's movie badass. Like The Gunslinger. You ever seen that?” Hawk squirmed again. His black jeans had a mean lump between the legs. He continued before Buck could speak, leaning forward, legitimately urgent. "German porn-star guy named Karl Moul got a job doing this gritty pulp-novel spaghetti western for this weird Italian director. He had previously done art porn. Anyway, the wolf. He's this big, black wolf, just like me, and he's a gunslinger cowboy, badass fucking cowboy lone wolf, and he goes to get revenge, and the only reason it isn't a porn is that there's no sex. Do you know what I fuckin' mean?” Hawk's excitement rose, but his eyelids drooped a little, and when he paused between sentences, he let his head slop back a bit. "It came out when I was in junior high, and it's the first thing I ever came to. Fuck. The gun gag scene.” Hawk actually adjusted himself in his pants, and looked only slightly more comfortable afterwards. "Anyway, it's like a Quentin Tarantino movie, but if you took it up to eleven. That's what I did to you.” Then he abruptly stood up.


"Yeah, I think I saw that once. I can see that now, you two have the same attitude,” Buck said, and his prodded-wild-animal tension started to slip away as well. He stared at the vaporizer, counting seconds. Thirty five, thirty six - he grabbed it and had another pull, then switched it off. 


"I bet he's a first, too. I oughta look it up. You know, I never thought about that before. Fuck,” Hawk called out as he stomped out of the room. His voice dropped as he spoke to himself out of sight.


Oh shit, Buck thought. "And now you're gonna show me what a real asshole does,” he said, and had to sit on his hands to keep from turning and watching the wolf emerge. Hawk was changing, or getting something, or preparing something, doing something out of the room. He was going to do it, or show it, to Buck. 


Hawk stalked back out, completely naked. He lifted his shoulders a bit, reached into the air, then straightened back to a more human posture. His cock, while not erect per se, was big and full and hung like a black sausage with the big mushroomed head filling out the foreskin and peeking free. He was a big wolf, and Buck stared. 


"What the fuck are you doing?”


Hawk flipped his palms up. "What do you think I'm doing? I'm walking around, fucking naked and high off my ass, in this little pussy palace for uh, bitches who put lawn clippings in their yogurt, I dunno.”


Buck flashed hot and red at the insult to his mother. The extended family earned a whatever, but his mother? Also, Hawk was _naked_. 


"Do you know how often I walk around completely naked? Only when I'm gonna take a shower or go in a hot tub. Otherwise, I fuckin' sleep in leather. A nice leather jock, sometimes gloves, too. I thought, why not now? Why not show the douchebag wolf who was milking his dick all over my boots last night? I'm sure he won't mind.”


Buck snarled. Not at the insult, but at the sense of raw - primal - feral, conflict. It hit him with such a rush that it sent another pang right into his cock. "Don't fucking insult my mother.”


"What is this, 'you fucked my wife?' I'm sure your mom's perfectly nice, whatever. You wanted me to fuck your fox, your fox, Your Fox. You were pointing a fucking sword at me while I was gonna do it. You want to see my dick again, for fucking sure.”


Buck jumped up and tackled Hawk. The pair collapsed onto the sofa, but Buck wasn't content to just pin Hawk down. He wrestled him right off the couch and pummeled him down to the floor.


"You fuckin' son of a bitch, I'm not a fighter,” Hawk growled, but then had to lurch out of the way as Buck went to bite at his throat. He bit back and succeeded; Buck growled and wrestled his arms to the floor. 


"Oh, this is gonna be a repeat, huh? No fancy pirate costume this time,” Hawk snorted, and overpowered Buck enough to grapple him back against the couch. Instead of pinning him, he went and yanked Buck's shirt up. They toppled over again in a snarling ball of struggle, and Buck ended up shirtless. Then with his pants around his ankles. Then with his pants off completely, and his boxer briefs loaded with a big, hard erection. "There we go, two naked black wolves. Fuck the dragon on your cock and that bullshit in your hair, we're both black wolves. Just like before, rolling around on the fucking floor, biting each other, maybe-” And then Hawk punched Buck in the chest and was promptly hurtled over onto his own back. "Fuck! Yeah, but there's no harlot fox-boy to point a pistol at us. There isn't even a pistol. There's just ten fucking inches of wolf dick.”


Buck paused just long enough that Hawk got the upper hand and landed on the floor. Buck also wised up fast enough that he could roll and send Hawk sliding across the floor. It left a dusty ash across his black, almost svelte fur. "You think I'm gonna let you fuck me?”


"Look how hard your own cock is,” Hawk coughed, nonetheless rising up. Buck jerked after him and the other wolf stood and ran for the first open door that wasn't leading out to the mountain rainstorm. "Yeah, that's it! Right into the bedroom! Is this your mom's bed?”


Buck tackled Hawk to the bed, except the other wolf rolled out of the way and pinned him again, then went for another bite. Buck squirmed onto his chest to press up and crawl away, but Hawk bit down harder and dragged him flat against the bed. 


"I bet it is, you're a nasty little fuck,” Hawk laughed through his teeth, up against Buck's ear, and then pulled the other wolf's arms behind his back. "It is not your mom's room, it's the fucking spare bedroom, which is great since I left my belt right here,” he said, then slapped it against Buck's wrist and started winding the leather strap around and across. "Now let's see what's under these fancy panties you've got on. Aww look, they're covered in flowers,” Hawk sneered, and stroked his bare hands over Buck's rump through the sleek boxer briefs. A slap and a squeeze, and he pulled them down.


Buck twisted his wrists around, arched back, but didn't actually try to get out of the belt cuffs. 


"Huh, I'd almost think you weren't really trying to get out,” Hawk sneered again, then climbed up and off Buck. "Since you aren't actually gonna get out, I can actually have some time to slick my cock up. If you got outta that belt, well, it'd just have to be spit and dick sweat.”


"Do you ever fucking shut up?” Buck growled over his shoulder.


Hawk opened his duffel bag and got out a bottle of Pound-brand lube. It was slightly cloudy and looked a bit like semen as he squirted it out onto his cock, then stroked it around. It left his hand terribly messy, streamers of slime between them. "Do you ever use your asshole? This isn't fucking fast talk, how gentle do I have to be?”


Buck scowled, but Hawk returned it with a beckoning frown and the universal hand-toss of a 'so?' "Not... too hard at first.”


"You ever been tied up before?” Hawk said, then climbed back in bed and let his slimy cock hotdog Buck's rump. He nudged it down, and let it slide against the hole.


The prostrate wolf groaned and clutched onto a pillow between his jaws; Hawk's reaction was to grin and lick his chops. 


"I'll take that as a 'no'. It'll make you squeeze down better. Maybe I oughta ask those questions before I do things, huh? But that's no fun. If I asked you if you wanted me to tie you up,” Hawk continued, and started nudging his cockhead into Buck's ring. Hawk's shaft was long enough that it was unable to get fully rock hard, and it bent dangerously as he leaned forward. "You would have said no, and then, well, shit, maybe it's not gonna fit.”


"It's gonna fit,” Buck grunted against the pillow, then squinted his eyes all the way closed.


"Hey, don't do that, you wanna push out. Pretend you're taking a shit. Oh yeah, that's gross, isn't it? I don't care if it's fucking gross, just do-urrgh, yeah. See? See how easy it is like that?” Hawk breathed out through his teeth, rattled a snarl-growl, then pulled out as soon as Buck squeezed up.


"Ahh fuck! What the fuck?”


Hawk grabbed him around the muzzle. "Do I need to shut you up? Don't tell me what to do. I don't wanna break you open, and it goes in easier the second fucking time. Besides, this is the best part,” he huffed, then bore his cockhead back against Buck's asshole. It popped in again, much more easily, and he sank down against the other male's back, black hand still clutched around Buck's disgruntled snout. "Boy, you're a fucking wolf, aren't you? I can feel you growling in my balls, and you might as well be a mannequin with how fucking hard you are all over.” Hawk roamed his other hand around Buck's shoulder, then stuffed it between the sheets and his pec. 


Buck did not fight back, but he did struggle his hips as Hawk sank in further, body tensing up and eyes squeezing shut as inch by inch pushed in through his muscles. Whenever he growled, Hawk squeezed or pushed or pulled or _did something_, and that made it feel better and better. The hurt of initial penetration was now the dark red burn of lust, and if he did as the wolf directed and pushed out, the pressure against his prostate almost made him forget Hawk had insulted his mother.


Hawk stuffed his muzzle down in against Buck's neck and took a big sniff. Then, he let go of the other wolf's mouth and grabbed him fully around the chest. Instead of pumping his hips, he slowly rocked back and forth, grinding his shaft in as deep as Buck would let him shove it. "Mmm. You really smell good,” he groaned, not in the smug urban drawl he'd been using, but with genuine buried-bone affection. "I bet your little foxy took one of your shirts with you, so he can muzzle himself with it while he jerks off in the jacuzzi tub at his hotel or-”


The black wolf had gotten so enamored with the strong, muscular, slightly bound and cock-squeezing wolf beneath him, that he hadn't noticed that same wolf wriggling out of the belt and pulling his arm free. Buck made a fist and pumped his elbow back and hit Hawk in the shoulder hard enough to shove him backwards. "Owww, what the fuck?” Hawk snapped, and yanked his cock all out at once. Then he punched Buck in the face. "You wanna play rough?”


Buck snarled and spun halfway beneath him, got his feet up underneath his hips, and popped up onto all fours. Hawk sprang back and Buck tackled him, but pulled him back from toppling off the bed. "You wanna fuck me? Fine. You can fuck me. You can lie on your back and I'll sit on your dick. That way, even while you're topping me, I'm gonna be the one on top.”


"Oh no, I can't get off like thaaaat,” Hawk rolled his eyes, but flinched his elbows up when Buck grabbed for him. Instead of another punch, Buck grabbed on and straddled atop him, then reached back and fumbled Hawk's cock into position. He then sat back and barked when the head popped through.


Buck groaned and rolled his head up towards the ceiling, then leaned back. His own cock swayed and throbbed, half hard but drizzling precum all over Hawk's stomach. "Fuck. Fucking fuck, why did I ever bother with a cunt ever, is this how a bitch feels when I've got my dick in her? Seriously?”


"The fuck are you talking about,” Hawk huffed, then rubbed Buck's thighs as he flexed his rump and pushed upwards. "Besides, if I'm on the bottom, at least all I gotta do is lie here and cum in your ass. You've gotta do all the work.”


The other wolf had no problem doing all the work. He struggled to shift around from kneeling to squatting, then reached back and grabbed onto Hawk's thighs and almost choked on his tongue. He started riding, quickly working himself up to a literal shuddering pace, jaw dropped, muzzle snarled in wanton prostatic pleasure. 


"Look at that big, pretty dick you've got. You really did a fucking number on that thing - a fucking dragon?” Hawk reached out and grasped at Buck's cock, but the wolf snarled and smacked his hand away.


"Don't fuckin' touch it I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum just from your dick up my ass, god damn, you're such a disrespectful fucking mouthy asshole shithead wolf! ARRGH!” Buck then hollered out loud enough that Hawk flipped his ears back, and a huge white rope of semen pumped up out of his cock, spiraled in the air, and slapped down against Hawk's stomach fur. Then he pulled up and off and jerked at his cock, another massive bolt firing out, this time splashing against the bed several feet away from Hawk's head. He straddled forward, teeth gritted and bared, while he shot the rest of his load all over the black wolf's face. "There you go. Now you're on the fucking bottom.”


Hawk's response was to just lick his chops. 


Buck looked around, abruptly confused, and then sat down, cock throbbing every few moments. He tipped back and arched down onto the bed, then smacked himself in the face. "Oww, fuck, I think you gave me a fucking black eye,” he winced, then sat up. 


"You hit me first. And, speaking of hitting, aren't you kinda forgetting something?”


Buck rolled around, turned around, then dropped down next to Hawk. "Yeah? Like what? Oh, thank you mister wolf or something?”


"Actually, yeah, I always like it when someone calls me that instead of sir, but I mean, my dick. You might have howled your fucking heart out but I still wanna get off.”


"Tired,” Buck snorted, then grabbed up alongside Hawk and pretended to fall asleep on his shoulder. At the slightest prod, he popped back alert and sniffed. "You smell like a wolf came all over your face. And you think you're a fucking toughass, hrnf.”


Hawk turned muzzle to muzzle with him, and they both licked out at the same time. "Aww, there you go, little wolfy. I'm not gonna bite.”


Buck slapped him on the cock and Hawk yelped, but his black shaft surged harder. "Fine, fine, I'll play with it.” He smacked it again, then clutched the black length and started milking Hawk's foreskin up and down. The two stared at each other, before Buck leaned in and gave Hawk's muzzle lips a thorough licking. The black wolf returned the favor, and only interrupted it to groan and wince his eyes shut as he blasted a mess all over his chestfur. Buck let go of his cock, then gave Hawk a slap on the chest and ground the spunk in. "There you go. All finished.” He climbed up and out of bed, then staggered into the bathroom to wash up.


Hawk just reclined back in bed, folded his arms behind his head, and relaxed.


---


After the incident, both wolves acted like nothing had happened. They had a good excuse: they had to wash the bedding a second time after Buck's orgasm had slathered it with wolf semen, and then finish up all the work left over before leaving the next morning. Hawk had retired back to his guest room, and Buck to his. Buck in particular lay awake well into the night, buzzing inside with feelings that he didn't want to admit, and also that weren't expected. Some of them weren't even feelings he had for Kennedy.


Hawk's reaction seemed to be relief on the surface, losing much of his bluster, and only gaining it back through the morning until he was mouthy but not directly antagonistic. Finally tidied and straightened up, the two climbed into Buck's truck for the drive back home. 


"So, are you gonna tell your little foxy about it?” Hawk said, as soon as the doors were closed. 


Buck huffed and grabbed the steering wheel, and paused before starting the truck. "Yeah, why wouldn't I? I'm not an asshole.”


"He's a cute guy. Not my type, and that feels really weird to say. I'm a self-proclaimed fox fanatic. I dunno, I think he's maybe too headstrong. I mean, he pointed my own gun at me.”


"You were stupid enough to let him grab it.”


"Anyway, I'm glad you two have a good thing going on.”


"I don't usually mess around with wolves. It's kinda weird. It's like fucking my reflection or something.”


Hawk laughed. "They used to say that about being gay. Hey, are we gonna sit here all day or what?”


Buck grumbled and started the truck, then pulled out. "Thanks for the help. It'd be a pain by myself. And uh, I guess it feels good having a looser asshole for once.”


"With the way you were hobbling into the john last night, I'd imagine that-”


As they drove down the drive to the mountain road, Buck's phone finally picked up a cellular signal and frantically vibrated. A few seconds later, "25 NEW TEXT MESSAGES” popped up on the truck's computer screen. "Jesus christ, what'd he do, fall off a cliff? Break a claw? Eat tepid sushi?” Buck laughed, then reached out and poked the "READ” button.


"FIRST MESSAGE - NOVEMBER THIRD - FROM KENNEDY AARON”, the computerized female voice spoke.


"You ever notice those things always have these sort of snippy, indignant female voices? It's never a porn star or something,” Hawk quipped.


"BUCK DON'T FUCK HAWK HE'S YOUR HALF BROTHER”, the robotic voice continued. 


Buck stopped the truck, and the two stared at each other, then the screen. He grabbed his phone and scrolled through the messages. They started off pleasant but grew increasingly worrisome until the shell-shocker. There were even a few voice mails mixed in the timeline. "What the fuck's he going on about?”


Hawk shrugged. "Fuck if I know, I'm an only child.”


Buck scrolled through the texts again. "Seriously, what the hell is this?” He showed a picture to Hawk. In it, a dark gray female wolf was yanking a laughing black wolf's ear, amidst the unpleasantly dated surroundings of a bowling alley. 


Hawk's face went slack. "That's my dad.”


"That's your dad? That's my _mom_.”


Hawk broke the long, tense silence with a scoff. "No wonder you smell so fucking good.”


---


Buck had arrived home before me, if his truck in the driveway was any evidence. He'd left his duffel bag on the sofa, and I could hear the rushing sound of his waterfall noise machine in his room. I checked the patio just in case he was out there playing pirate - which he'd taken to doing even though he'd been indifferent to the whole costume idea at first. I also checked the little back yard sex palace we'd created, and it was just as clean and tidy as I'd left it after I'd worked the last of the indifference out of him before our trips.


But no, he was in his room. The door wasn't locked, so I peeked in. "I can go away if you want,” I said quietly.


Grunt.


"Is that a yes or a no?”


He opened the door slightly further, then pushed a bowl at me. It was full of the remnants of a salad. Specifically, a broccoli salad. I suddenly had a flash of him sitting there, hunched over a bowl of broccoli, loudly and compulsively crunching on it while he moped, and giggled. Then I stopped, because of course I knew what he would be moping about. "Go put it in the sink or whatever.”


I sighed and did as instructed, because what was I going to do, hand it back and get my hand chewed off, or drop it on the floor? I was mid-rinse when I got a funny crawling sensation and looked over my shoulder. Buck was standing there in his boxer briefs and nothing else, shoulders up, head down, holding his other arm by the elbow. Not only did he look bent out of shape, but he was squinting awfully.


"There's no cell service at the cabin. Didn't I fucking tell you that?”


One billion funny and snarky things came to mind, to try and defuse the situation. I selected one of them. "Ahh yes, I could have simply forgotten to tell you. Then, we would be eating dinner some time, after a long day of working at our jobs, and I would just casually say, 'oh, by the way, it turns out you're Hawk's half brother. Isn't that funny?' Except it's not funny.” Except it kind of was, because it was completely ridiculous. 


"I thought it was some kind of weird joke, but then I saw that picture. We were in the fucking truck. I had to sit next to him for the entire ride home. Thank god the big ass didn't run his mouth about it. Shut him right up. Figures.” Then Buck turned and loped back into his bedroom. 


I followed, and he didn't try to keep me out. "Do you want to talk about it?”


He huffed and sprawled back on his bed. "Talk about what? Finding out I've had a half-brother my whole life, that my mom kept from me on purpose? Finding out that my real dad is that oversexed jackass's soap-opera-writing hollywood sleazeball father?”


"Oh, you said real d-”


"Shut up, I'm fucking serious. He can't take a shit without cracking a joke and can't wipe his ass without insulting the toilet paper. I can only imagine what the fuck his dad's like. I think I saw him on an interview once.”


"Well, I can more than imagine it, because I actually met him. How else do you think I figured all of this out?” I slapped my arms down, and then cautiously sat on the edge of the bed. Buck stared at me like I was food, or worse.


I continued. "Out of all the people to run into on the other side of the country, out of all the four hundred million people in this glorious God Bless America, I had to sit down at the only available seat in a crowded tiki bar with Jeremy Michael Kirsch. He showed me that picture. That picture of your mom from your Facebook account!”


"I can't believe she fucking, she never, she...” Buck proceeded to curl into a ball, and then let out a sound that is reserved for dying, neglected pets. "God fucking shit I just spent the weekend cleaning up her fucking cabin so her and her kombucha-swilling hippie flannel cousins can sit around talking about their vaginas and she'd posted a picture of my fucking birth father on the internet and lied about it!” Then he rolled over and curled harder into a ball and his tail quivered.


Somehow, I'd expected there would be a tawdry story, or even a black wolf waiting for me at the house to tell me all about the nasty things he conned Buck into doing. Instead, I got to very carefully pet Buck while he sobbed into his pillow. 


We spent quite a long time in bed together, mostly silent, with Buck's sobbing quickly dying down to those awful gasping snorts that are like reverse hiccups, and then just to what sounded like sleep breathing. I rolled over and he grunted and stirred, though. 


"Sorry. I guess I'm overreacting.”


"Overreacting? I highly doubt that.”


He sighed and slowly uncurled, then shimmied out of his underwear and wiped his eyes with it. Oh no, don't do that... you'll get pink eye, I didn't actually say out loud. "At least you weren't a smartass about it.”


"Well, I was going to ask you the really pertinent question, but then you imploded and I actually feared for my personal safety until you curled into a wolf ball.”


"Guess I walked into that,” he rolled his eyes, and then laughed, sniffed hard. 


I took his hand and his eyes went wide and wild for a moment, but then he leaned in against me. "At least you two didn't kill each other.” Buck's face got a very, very strange look. "Oh no, you didn't, did you? Kill each other? Obviously you're not dead, but-”


"Worse.”


"Worse? What's worse than killing each other? You do look like you got in a fight... is that a black eye?” How can you tell a black wolf has a black eye? Because he's squinting, sigh. 


Grunt. Buck slowly got a playful look in his face, but it was the kind of playful look reserved for children playing in the dust after a nuclear explosion. It might be fun now, but it won't be fun later.


"Oh no.”


"Yeah, too late for the warning. I was gonna cum all over the bed so I elbowed him off me and bam, right in the fucking eye.” He pointed. Up close, it did look quite puffy around the socket. 


I cocked one of my ears to the side. "Did you just say you were going to-”


"He fucked me, alright? We rolled around and fought and snarled a lot and then he tied my wrists up with a belt and fucked me and I've never felt that way before in my fucking life. I've never been fucked by anyone before. Fuck, I've never even been with another... another wolf guy. It's always girly dudes or biker chicks. I sat on his dick after he punched me-”


"AFTER he punched you?!” I stared, agog, and not just because of how frank he was. Buck was always frank, when he actually spoke up at all. Maybe talking about sex was distracting him from the drama. 


He grabbed me and wrestled me down against the sheets. "After he punched me, I sat on his dick and it was like, I dunno, like I was orgasming in parts of me I didn't know could orgasm. I think I fucking screamed. Then... then I jerked him off.”


"Why, why why why are you telling me all this?”


Buck shrugged and huffed down next to me. "Because I gotta fucking tell you. I can't not tell you. That'd be stupid. Not telling people things is a bad fucking idea, unless it's a fun surprise. Did you do anything nasty out there?”


"I think I let a cocaine dealer lend me a car for the drive down to Los Angeles, but I'm not sure exactly. Also, Shin and Macy got married! They make such a sweet couple. And no, Hawk's dad didn't do anything to me except spill his guts. I mean about all this crap, not like he puked on me or something, although he did get rather drunk. He also was undressing all the women at the bar with his eyes. I think he's quite straight.”


Buck cackled for a moment. "This is so fucking stupid! What a bunch of asses, I mean, me and him, this whole fucking... and we fucked. God dammnit.”


"I've heard that sometimes, when people meet long-lost biological relatives, especially close ones, like birth parents and such, they just have this attraction. Maybe because they didn't know each other, so the familiarity just comes across as sexual?”


"He said I smell really good.”


"You do!” I rubbed his chest. "You smell amazing. I borrowed one of your shirts and took it with me so I could nuzzle it in bed.”


"Argh!” He snarled and nudged me hard. "God fucking dammnit, he said you'd do that kinda thing! I bet you jerked off on it, just like you jerked off on my car.”


"No, Bradshaw Daly, I did not jerk off on your car - I stuck a dildo to it, thank you very much - and I did not jerk off on your shirt. I didn't jerk off on the pair of underwear I borrowed either, although I did daintily drape them over my face while I squirted on a pillow.”


He growled and pushed me out of bed. 
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