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  Chapter 1 (Todd)

  I open my eyes and yawn. My arms are stretched out for some reason. When my vision clears, I see him. I'm holding my best friend close to me. Hold on! What?! What am I doing? I haven't come out yet and yet I'm cuddling with him.
I met Wendell about seven years ago. Ever since I did, I've had a crush on him. What can I say? There's something about this cute grey wolf that I love.
I can't help but pull him in closer, out muzzles inches away from each other. I'm afraid that he'll wake up and see what I'm doing. After a few more minutes, he wakes up.
"Todd? What're you doing?" Wendell asks, clearly nervous. What do I say? I think fast.
"I don't know. I woke up like this." I say. I'm scared to death he's going to hate me now.
Wendell gets off the bed ad goes into the other room. I can't help but look at him while he leaves. He probably would never like a fox like me. I cover myself back up with the blanket, embarassed. When he walks back in, I blush a deep shade of red. My fur is orange so hopefully he doesn't notice.
"So," he starts out, "What did you want to do today?" Wendell sits down on the foot of the bed.
"N...Not sure." I say nervous. Does he hate me? Is he fine that another guy was cuddling with him?
"Everything okay?" Wendell asks, cocking his head to the side.
"Uh..." I say.
"Todd, I can tell something is bothering you. Tell me what's wrong?"
I sit up. He would understand right? He's not going to turn his back on me for who I am right?
"Well," I start out, unable to form the next words, "Can I... tell you something?"
"Sure. Anything."
"Well, remember when we first met?"
"Yes, I do."
"I've been lying to you since."
"What about?" Wendell clearly has a look of concern on his face. I still can't help but look straight into his beautiful blue eyes. I get lost in thought for a moment but then continue.
"I don't uh... I... I... I'm gay, Wendell." I say then quickly cover my eyes with the blanket, ashamed. I'm too scared to look at him now. Wendell reaches over and gently tugs the blanket off of my eyes, but it's too late, they're wet with tears.
"It's okay, Todd." he whisperes in a clam voice.
"No it isn't, you probably hate me now." I cover my eyes again with my paws.
"I don't hate you." he says. I can feel him putting an arm around me.
"But you always told me you were straight and I thought you'd want nothing to do with me if I told you who I was."
"No." Wendell says, "I don't hate you."
"You don't?" I uncover my eyes and look at him.
"No." he starts to blush himself. "To be honest, I'm not exactly uh... 100% straight..."
"What?" I ask. That's not true! Wendell has had three girlfriends in his life! Unless, he's not lying. Maybe he's bi. Would I be happy about that?
"Well, after we both got into high school, I... started to see you in a different way." he starts to get scared.
"Huh? How so?" I ask, trying to get him to continue.
"Well, I... I'm not gay exactly but I am a little bit... curious about... you." Wendell start to shake a bit, nervously.
"Curious?" I cannot believe what I'm hearing! "As in, you want to..."
"I'm not having sex, Todd. We're both only sixteen years old." he says before I could say it myself. It's a good thing too, plus it's a relief, I thought he was going to try to talk me into it.
"Ok." I say, "Well, if your curious, what're you curious about with me?"
"I... Ever since our Freshman year, I've wanted to see what another boy's kiss would feel like."
Did I hear that right? Wendell has wanted to kiss me for over two years?! I'm scared, yet thrilled at the same time.
"Did you want to kiss me?" I ask, shyly.
"Yes." Wendell nervously says, "May I?"
"Sure." I take his paw into mine and look into his eyes. "To be honest, ever since we met, I thought you were a cute wolf."
"Really?"
I nod in reply. I lean forward slowly and he does the same. When out muzzles meet, I close my eyes, taking it all in. I've wanted this for seven years and now that it's happening, I love it. I just hope Wendell feels the same way.
Wendell pulls away from the kiss and we stare at each other, both of us not saying a words. The kiss was amazing. Does he think it was?
"That was... uh... nice." Wendell says, breaking the silence.
"Really? I thought it was amazing." I say.
"Can I... do that again?" he asks, still scared.
"Always." I turn to face him and wrap my arms around him. Wendell does the same for me. We kiss again, this time it lasts longer. I run my paw up and down his back, and soon enough, I feel him doing the same. This goes on for a while before Wendell breaks the kiss again.
"I... I'm sorry." he says.
"For what?"
"For making you feel like you had to do that."
"Wendell, I've wanted this for years. The only thing you make me feel is passion... mostly for you."
"Are you saying you... love me?" when he asks, I nod. All he does is smile. I smile back. "Well, since we're being honest, when you woke up and I was in your arms, I purposely did that. I wanted to be cuddled by you badly."
"You did?"
"Yes, I wanted to know the feeling. And it felt amazing."
"I loved holding you. Do you always prefer being little spoon or...?"
"Sometimes." Wendell hugs me tight.
"Well, I'd do anything for you." I say hugging him back.
Wendell lays us both back down on the bed, still in each other's arms. He kisses me again, I kiss him back. I can't help but moan a bit into the kiss. I think I hear him do this same.
"I love you." I say in between kisses.
"I love you too." he says back.
This goes on forever, and I was hoping it would. When Wendell pulls away, he says: "Can I... pet you?"
"Ok." I lay down on my stomach. Next thing I knew, I feel his paw running across my back fur. This is a nice feeling. I rest my head in my arms, letting Wendell pet me. I've never had anyone do this before but, I'm glad that Wendell is the one doing so.
"Can I ask you something?" he asks.
"Sure."
"Did you ever want to be... like... boyfriends... or something?"
I turn my head to face him. "Yes." I say. Oh my! The thought of Wendell being more than friends with me has been something I've wanted to happend for a long time!
"Thank you." Wendell says with a huge smile, then kisses the top of my head.
"You're welcome." I say, then slowly drift back into sleep, with Wendell paws stroking me.


 
  Chapter 2 (Todd)

  

It's like 3 o'clock in the morning here. I can't fall back asleep. When I look up, Wendell is no where to be found. Where the hell did he go? I think. I don't remember him getting up in the middle of the night. The last thing I remember is going to bed holding him.
I'm suddenly blinded by light, I shield my eyes with my arms then hear his voice.
"I'm sorry, did I wake you?” Wendell asks, taking his paw off the light switch.
"No, I just couldn't go back to sleep.” I say, "What are you doing?”
"I was getting something to drink.”
"Oh.” That's a relief, for a second, I thought he was too embarrassed about the whole "me and him” thing. Wendell turns off the light and lies down next to me.
"So, when did you say your parents are coming back from their trip again?”
"Sunday.”
 "What did you want to do before then?”
 "Not sure.” My parents had to go on a business trip for about a week. After that, I have no idea how to tell them about Wendell. They've known him since we met, but not sure how they're going to take news like this. "Is it okay if we discuss this in the morning?”
 "Sure.” he says, embracing me again.
***
 It's the second time I woke up this morning, except this time the sun is out. I can feel the rays warm up my face. Or is it Wendell's breath because his muzzle is inches away from mine. I give him a small kiss and he wakes up.
 "Is it morning yet?” he asks, yawning. I nod. I hear my cell phone go off, and I instantly wake up. Way to go whoever it is! I take a look at who is calling: my mother.
 "Mom?” I answer, still tired.
 "Todd.”
 "What is it?”
 "We're gonna be late.”
 It takes a minute for the news to sit in. "What is it?”
 "Your father and I are gonna be here for another day.”
 "Why?”
 "Something's come up.”
 Wendell notices the tears forming in my eyes. "Will I still be able to see you soon?”
 "Yes. We'll be home on Monday. I promise.” Then I hear the dial tone. I put the phone down on the dresser and sit on the edge of my bed.
 "What's wrong?” Wendell asks.
 "Monday.”
 "Pardon?”
 "They're gonna be until Monday.”
 "Did they say why?” Wendell sits next to me and puts an arm around my shoulder.
 "No.” Is all I manage to say before I break down. I was really looking forward to seeing them after seven days of not being able to.
 "Don't cry, you'll see them soon.”
 "I know but still.” I sat through tears. Wendell hugs me, and I hug him back.
 "Listen: I'm still here. I'll stay with you until your folks come home.”
 "Thanks.” I can't help but ask him something. "By the way, you never told me why you wanted to spend the night with me.”
 "Oh, that.” Wendell releases me and looks at the floor.
 "What is it?”
 "Originally, I was just coming to hang out with you, but after I told you who I was, you gave me the courage to tell my parents about it.” He's still looking at the floor. Where's this going? "That's why I was up at 3 last night. I wasn't getting a drink, I was calling my house to tell them the truth.”
 "And what'd they say?” I ask, dreading the answer.
 "They told me never to come home and that they won't have a child who thinks of boys that way.”
 What? I can't believe what I'm hearing! This is terrible!
 "Well, if it's my fault...” I start but Wendell interrupts me.
 "It isn't your fault. And to be honest, I don't care what they think. They're just more haters in this world.” He holds my paw. "Plus it doesn't matter, I love you and that's all I care about right now.”
 "Thanks.” I say, "And you're more than welcome to stay here for as much as you need to.” Wendell hugs me quickly and walks out of my room, I follow.
 "Well, what did you want to do today?” he asks.
 "I don't know. To be honest I'm not much of a 'planner' if you know what I mean.”
 "I get it.” After he says that, there's silence. This is exactly what I'm afraid of: not talking and awkward silence.
 "I'm gonna go get changed and then we can discuss this.” I say, trying to break the silence.
 "Ok.” Wendell says, then gets on the couch and lays down.
 I walk back up the stairs to my room and close the door. Why must I always get nervous around him? I open my dresser drawers and toss out a pair of jean shorts and a plain white T-shirt. It takes me a moment to get changed. When I'm done, I throw the dirty clothes in the corner, promising to get them later. I hear the door creak a bit. When I turn around, the door's open and Wendell is in the doorway.
 "Were you watching me change?” I ask nervously.
 "Yeah. I remembered I left my phone in here.” he points to the bed. A closer look reveals that he did leave it. But why get it when I told him I was getting undressed? Is this one of the things he's curious about?
 "Oh,” I blush deep red, "Ok. For a second I thought you wanted to see me change.”
 "I kind of did.” Wendell walk over the bed and sits down, taking his phone in his hand. "I'm sorry if that makes you uncomfortable. I won't do it again.”
 "It's fine.” It's the truth, I'm okay with it, he just needs to tell me first. "Is this one of the things you're curious about?”
 "Maybe.” the look on Wendell's face when he said that clearly said that he absolutely was.
 I sit next to him and put an arm around him. "What else are you wondering about?” Now I'm curious about him. Well, mostly what's going in his mind.
 "Is it okay... if I can see you... without clothes?” Wendell asks, his cheeks are very red.
 "I'm not getting naked.”
 "I know, I just want... to see.”
 "Fine. As long as you do the same.”
 "Ok.” he says. I can tell his heart is beating faster. Mine is too. Wendell puts his paws on the hem of my shirt and slowly pulls it over my head. He gently tosses the shirt to the foot of the bed. He reaches for my pants button but hesitates.
 "May I?” Wendell asks.
 "Yes.” Again: I'm ok with him doing this, at least he's being polite about it. He reaches down and carefully unbuttons my jeans and slowly slides them off my legs. I'm left there, just in my white briefs, nervous about what he wants to do next.
 "Did you want to take my clothes off?” Wendell asks.
 "Do you want me to?”
 "Sure.”
 I go slow like him. I take off his purple shirt, throw it aside, then calmly unbutton his khakis and take them off. We sit there like this for who knows how long before one of us says something.
 "Uh... you have a nice body.” Wendell says shyly.
 "Thanks.” I used the same tone as him.
 "I'm sorry, I'm just... really bad at flirting.” I think he's looking at my bare chest.
 "Wendell! It's okay!” I can't help but smile at him. I put a paw under his muzzle and look at him in the eyes. "You don't have to be shy.”
 "Would you mind if I... felt... you?”
 "Ok, but please stay above the waist.” I lay down on my back. Wendell takes his paw and slowly rubs my chest. I tense up a bit, but I love the feeling.
 "You're very soft.” he says.
 "Thanks.”
 He gets on top of me and lays down, resting his head on my chest. I gently pet his head. He looks up and smiles at me. I give him a kiss. My heart is literally beating out of my chest. i wrap my arms around him and pull him up. Wendell puts his paws on either side of me, leans down and kisses me more.
 I can't help but moan a bit into the kiss. I can hear him do the same. Our breathing starts speed up. He ends the kiss and stares at me. "WHY END IT!?!?” my mind is screaming, but thankfully I don't say it out loud.
 "I'm sorry, did you want to be on top?” Wendell asks, still breathing heavy.
 "Did you want me to?”
 He nods in response. Before I can say anything, he puts his arms around me, lifts me and turns over so that now I'm laying on him. This is too hot!!!
 "So...” I say, not finished with him. "How about I get some of that 'curiosity' off your mind.” I wink at him and kiss him. I feel his paws wrapping around me, I even get a few pats on the back. After a while of this, Wendell starts to mess with my tail. I know I said "no below waist” but this I'm ok with.
 "Do you love playing with my tail?” I ask.
 "Yes.” he says.
 "Well, don't be shy.” I playfully say. I bring my tail up to him so it's easier to reach. his paws caress my tail and I can't help but softly moan in pleasure.
 "Did you want to play with mine?” he asks.
 "Yes.” I get off of him and lay down next to him, facing him. I let my tail stay in his paws. Wendell gives me his tail and I start doing this same for him, petting it slowly. After another kiss, we talk again.
 "Can I tell you something?” I say.
 "Sure Todd, what is it?”
 "I just feel like... we shouldn't have any awkward moments of silence between us. I love talking with you and when we aren't talking, it makes me scared that we're gonna stop altogether.”
 "You shouldn't feel that way. It's just that I've never had a boyfriend before... and I'm scared I might say the wrong thing to drive you away.”
 "You haven't said anything wrong to me before.” I try to reassure him.
 "I know, but I'm afraid that it will happen.” Wendell says.
 "You don't have to be.”
 "Well... what about when it comes to... stuff like this.” he nods towards our tails, which are still in each other's paws.
 "For starters, you don't have to ask about every single detail, second, you're not trying to force me into sex with you so it's fine.” I smile at him. Ever since I told him that I'm gay and he told me he's somewhat bi, I've been wanting him to be comfortable doing stuff like this with me.
 "I only ask to make sure it's okay to do what I'm going to do.” he explains.
 "Wendell, I love you. I'm okay if you do this sort of thing without asking.” I hold up his tail to show what I'm talking about.
 "Ok, if you say so. And by the way, love you too.” he says, kissing me again.
 "I love you more.”
 "Oh no you don't.” he says playfully.
 "Yes I do.” I get up and hover over him, staring into his pretty eyes again.
 "Oh really?” Wendell wraps his arms around me again and stands up, taking me with him. I wasn't prepared to be picked up, so I quickly put my paws on the back of his neck so I don't fall.
 "Put me down!” I can't stop laughing.
 "No!” he smiles. I kiss him some more. He's not letting go. "You want to go to the park later?”
 After thinking about this, I say: "Ok.” and with that, I go back to kissing him.




 
  Chapter 3 (Wendell)

  

 After another hour, we get our clothes back on. Todd got a quick shower before we left. I'll admit I was a bit tempted to get in there with him, but I gave him the privacy.
 The park is almost in the center of town. I get nervous quick because this is the first time I've been out with Todd since we became more than friends and I'm not ready to face homophobia. It's bad enough that my parents already kicked me out, I don't need any more.
 "Are you okay?” he speaks up as we sit down on a bench near the lake.
 "Yeah, why?” I tell him.
 "It's just that you haven't talk at all on the way here.”
 "I don't know, I guess... I'm a bit nervous.”
 "About what?”
 "H-O-M-O-P-H-O-B-I-A” I whisper in his ear.
 "Relax, I doubt that's going to happen.” Todd says, "Besides, we've hung out millions of times before.” That, I can't argue with. But, I can't help myself. I want to be affectionate towards him, but I'm scared to face the consequences.
 "I thought you were afraid of the same thing.” My thoughts come out of my mouth before I can take it back.
 "Mostly with you.” he says, "It was mostly you since I had a... C-R-U-S-H on you ever since I met you.”
 "Oh.” I lean back on the bench and put my paws to the side. I feel something all of a sudden. I look over and see that Todd has put his paw on mine. A shudder slips through me. I'm literally inches away from this cute orange fox and I'm afraid to do something back. Do something! my mind screams to me, Talk to him! He's your best friend!
 What do I talk to him about? I say back to my mind mentally.
 I don't know... just something! You heard him before: he's afraid of awkward silence between you two!
 "Are you okay?” Todd breaks my conversation with myself.
 "Yeah why?”
 "You're staring at the lake and you're squinting your eyes like something bad's about to happen.”
 "No... I'm just... lost in thought.” I tell him. What? It's the truth. But, who am I kidding? I sound like a crazy person.
 "What're you thinking about?” Todd asks.
 "Nothing. I was just... wondering if you...” My nerves cut my sentence off. I just stare at him, scared to continue talking to him.
 "If I what?” Todd says, "Wendell, tell me what's up?” The second he finishes that sentence, I lock muzzles with him. When I pull back, I look at him.
 "I couldn't help it.” I say.
 "It's fine.” Todd puts an arm around me, and I do the same for him. I give him a smile.
 "So, after this, what did you want to do?” I ask.
 "Uh...not sure.” he says, "Anything in mind?”
 "How about the arcade like we always do?”
 "Sure.” Todd says. What happens next might be a little too much. I lay down on the bench, resting my head on Todd's lap. "What're you doing?”
 "I don't care anymore. I really need a cuddle right now.” I confess. I feel Todd's paw petting my head. I close my eyes.
 I hear some furs walk by. I don't hear them say anything. After a few more minutes, I hear someone say "Gay!” and walk by. I flip them off. I look up to see who it is. I can't see their face but it's a male, golden labrador retriever.
 "Todd, can I tell you something?” I ask.
 "What is it?” I hear his voice, but I'm looking at the ground.
 "I don't think I'm just bi-curious, I think I'm fully bisexual.”
 "That's okay.” Todd says. I start to feel him ruffling the fur on my head. It's a good feeling.
 "I've gotta go use the bathroom, I'll be right back.” I get up and start to walk away. I hope Todd's going to be fine. Now that the public has seen us kiss, our secret's out and there's no way we can deny it anymore.
 "Wendell?” I hear a familiar voice. I turn around to see who it is. It's Bruno: a friend of mine. He's a black labrador hybrid. Shit! Did he see us? Me and Todd?
 "Yeah?” I say to him.
 "I thought it was you,” Bruno says, "What were you doing with Todd?”
 "What... do you mean?”
 "I saw you kiss him and then lay on his lap.”
 Crap! "Uh... the truth is... I'm... in.... love with him.” The last words come out of me slowly, as if they could suffocate me just saying them.
 "You're gay?” Bruno raises his eyebrows.
 "I'm... bisexual.... yes.” I tell him. It took a few seconds for me to say the B-word.
 "You never told me this.” he either sounds disappointed or he sounds like he's about to go off on me about it like how it's 'wrong' or it's 'a sin' and we're 'going to hell' or any of that crazy shit.
 "Look, if there's a problem with it, that's fine, but I don't want you saying anything about Todd 'cause if you do, I won't be kind about it.” I say.
 "I don't care that your bi,” Bruno responds, "I'm mad that you couldn't be honest with me about it.” Oh. Now he tells me this. He should've said that instead of "You never told me this”.
 "Oh. Sorry for going off like that.” I say.
 "It's fine. Just next time, tell me instead of keeping it from me.” he says, "By the way, you haven't... you know...?”
 "No, we've never had sex! I've only started to date him yesterday!”
 "Ok, well see you around.” and with that, Bruno walks off.
***
 When I get back to the bench, Todd looks worried
 "Everything ok?” I ask him, sitting down.
 "Yeah, it's just... who were you talking to?” Todd asks.
 "Bruno, he's just a friend. Why?”
 "Oh, I thought that maybe he was giving you crap about you and me.”
 "No, in fact, he's ok with it.” When I say that, he calms down, "Did anyone say something to you?”
 "Nothing bad,” Todd says, "But this rabbit did come up to me and said she saw us cuddling and thought it was cute. Although her mother sure didn't approve.”
 "How old was she?”
 "About five or six.”
 "Haha. Cute.” I smile at him again. Todd kisses me again.
 "You want to head to the arcade now?” he asks.
 "Sure.” We get up and start to walk out of the park. The arcade (which is named Zuma) is only a few streets down. I hold Todd's paw on the way there. I'll admit, my tail might have brush against his a few times, and it felt great.
 "There it is.” I point it out a few buildings ahead of us. When we get in, I hand the feline $40 and she gives us token.
 "Are you two a couple or something?” the red cat asks.
 "Yes.” I say. I turn around and give half of them to Todd.
 "What's your favorite game here?” Todd asks.
 "The Namco one. The one in the back.” I point in the direction.
 "Nice. I kind of like that what too.”
 "Cool. What's your favorite one on there?”
 "Pac-Man.”
 "That's ok. I personally prefer Mappy.”
 "Is that the one with the mouse and the burglars who are cats?”
 "Yes.” I say. We walk to the back. When we get to the Namco games, we sit down on the stools sitting in front of it.
 "You want to do Pac-Man or Mappy first?” Todd asks.
 "I'm fine with either one.” When I tell him, he puts in two tokens and puts on Mappy 2-player mode. "I thought you were going to play your favorite game first.”
 "I guess not.” Todd winks at me. Damn that fox is cute. At first, Todd has trouble with the game since he lost a life about right away, but when his turn comes around again, he gets good. On my first life, I have about 10 or 12 thousand, Todd has 2,530. When our second round comes, Todd is kicking my ass. We're both on round seven, but Todd has 44,560 and I still have 38,000. Perhaps I've underestimated him in this game.
 After a few more minutes, we're both on our last life. Todd may be ahead of me, but only by a couple hundred points. I'm on round 11 and he started 12. After another minute, I hear the "Game Over” sound and see Todd's final score. 101,490. Damn! I've never gotten that high before.
 "You're pretty good.” I tell him.
 "I've learned from the best.” Todd leans over and kisses me.
 "Hey! No distractions!” I say playfully. When I start, I'm faced with a new challenge. First off, the house changed. Each level of the house looks completely different. Eventually, right when I'm close to Todd's score, one of the pink cats corner me. Last life lost. Game Over. 99,780 points. So close.
 "Nice job.” Todd says, hugging me.
 "Thanks,” I return the hug, "But let's face it, you kicked my ass in that game.”
 "Well,” he says, "Pac-Man is my favorite game, let's see how you do on that game.” Todd puts two more tokens in and puts on Pac-Man 2-player mode. I went first this time since I let Todd go first last time. I'll admit it: I haven't played this game in a long time, but I know how it works.
 I got through the first two levels easy, it's the third level I had trouble with. I almost was caught by Blinky twice but was trapped in the tunnel by Pinky and Clyde. When it's Todd turn, he slips through the first two levels easily, even the third one, but finally loses a life on round four.
 After two more lives, I clearly know I've been beat again. I'm stuck on level eight, Todd's on level twelve.
 "Damn!” I say when Todd's on his last life, "You didn't tell me you were good at these games.”
 "Oh.” he says, "Wendell?”
 "Yeah?”
 "I'm good at these games.” When Todd says this, I get an idea. I kiss him on the neck and lets out a tiny moan. "Hey! I thought you said no distractions!”
 "I did, but I thought you should get what you gave out.” I say, letting out a small laugh. A few more moments later, he's done. Level fourteen! Shit!
 "You could've told me you were good at this stuff before I brought you here.” I tell him.
 "Sorry. But honestly, I haven't played this game in a few months.” Todd says. For the next few hours, we've pretty much used up most most of the tokens on other games like Galaga, Dig Dug, Rally-X, and Bosconian.
 By the time we're finished, we're tired and ready to go home. On our way out the door, I hear a dark voice I haven't heard in a few weeks.
 "Well, if it isn't Wendy.” it says. I turn around to see... them!
 "Allan.” I say.
 "Who's this?” Todd asks me.
 "This is that fucking cat trio I hate. Ray. Allan. And Steele.” I point them out by name. They're wearing all black (I've never seen them in anything else). Allan is a red cat (like the one at the counter), Ray is an orange tabby cat, and Steele is a grey alley cat.
 "Hey! I thought we were friends.” Allan says in a clear sarcastic voice.
 "In your fucking dreams.” I say, not afraid to show my hatred.
 "Listen, I'd love to stay and chat with your tail-raising boyfriend but, we've got games to play.” Allan tries to walk in the door, but I grab him in the shirt and pull him back.
 "What did you just call him?” I give him a death glare.
 "Tail-raiser.” Allan says. Before I can beat the shit out of him, Ray and Steele grab ahold of my arms and they pull me back.
 "Hey! Let him go.” Todd speaks up.
 "Todd! Don't get involved.” I tell him, "I don't want you getting hurt.”
 "Let him go.” Allan tells his two henchmen. I'm released and I drop to the ground. "This isn't the last you've seen of us.” They walk in and me and Todd head home.
 I really hope that I don't have to confront the trio again. They don't really get too physical, but when they do, it somewhat hurts. I close the door to Todd's room and sit on the edge of the bed. He sits right next to me and puts an arm around me.
 "Are you okay?” Todd asks.
 "Yes.” I tell him.
 "Are they bothering you?” he asks,
 "Let's not mention them again.” I say. Before he can respond, I kiss him. I hug him tight, he hugs back. I hear him moan a lot into the kiss.
 Todd breaks the kiss momentarily. "I love you.”
 "I love you more.” I say. I slowly take off his clothes, and he does the same for me, leaving us both in our boxers. I get on top of him and deeply kiss him. I run my paw through his soft orange fur. Todd strokes my back.
 "Can I ask you something?” Todd says in between kisses.
 "Of course.” I bring myself up and look into his eyes. Todd reaches over to his nightstand. When he brings his (cute) paws back in take a look at what he's holding.
 "Would... you...?” Todd slightly covers his eyes at what apparently looks like a handkerchief.
 "You want me to blindfold you?” I ask.
 "Mhm.”
 "Why?”
 "Well, I've been wondering a few things myself. I've been curious about what being blindfolded feels like.”
 "Why not blindfold yourself?”
 "Because it's not as hot.” Todd winks and hands it to me.
 "What did you want me to do while you can't see?”
 "I don't care. As long as you don't try to fuck me.”
 "I won't.” I say, "But how am I gonna see those cute eyes?”
 "They'll still be here.”
 "Ok.” I gently tilt his head up and blindfold him, being careful not to put it on too tight. "Is it too tight?”
 "No. It's just fine.” Todd smiles. I go back to kissing him. I wonder how he feels? I pull him on his side so I can lay next to him. I put a paw on his back and rub it. Soon, he does the same. I slowly move my paw down and softly spank him. He moans loudly but doesn't pull away. I loop my arms around his and place my paws on his shoulders. Todd puts his paws on my back and we both pull into each other.
 We together like this for a while. My thoughts run a million miles a minute , all of them are about this cute fox I don't want to let go of or stop kissing. I doze off, putting my head on his shoulder, still embracing him.

 
  Chapter 4 (Todd)

   Wendell left the blindfold on me by accident while we slept. Although, it did help me sleep a little bit. I still feel his weight on me. I rub him a bit, feeling all that soft, gray fur. When I do this, he nuzzles his head closer to my chest. I take my blindfold off and look at him. He's got that cute smile on him that I've always adored.
 "Wake up sleepy head.” I calmly whisper into his ear. His ear twitched a bit and his smile got bigger. I kiss him on the head and he slowly opens his eyes, looking at me.
 "Hi,” Wendell says, "Did I leave the blindfold on you? My bad.”
 "It's okay.” I smile and kiss him again, "I kind of liked it.”
 "Ok. What's planned for today?”
 "I'm not sure. I was hoping we could go on a second date since our first date went well, but we ran into those felines and they threatened us.”
 "Well what did you want to do?”
 "I don't know. Maybe we could go to the café or something.” The one I'm referring to is the one in the suburbs right outside of town. Daisy's Café. I've met Daisy before. She's a friendly southern Vixen. 
 "Sure. Just let me get dressed.”
 "You can borrow some of my clothes.” I say.
 "And you're okay with that?” he asks. I nod. Wendell gets up and goes to my dresser and opens the top drawer. He pulls out a black shirt and puts it on. I can't help but stare at him. When he looks back at me, he smiles.
 "You look good in black. It really looks nice with your fur.” I say.
 "Awww thanks. I think you'd look good in red.” Wendell pulls out my red shirt.
 "You know that's my favorite color.” I giggle. I take go up to him and take the shirt. 
 "And you knew that black is mine.” Wendell takes a pair of my jean shorts and puts them on. Damn he's cute! He gives me another pair of the same shorts.
 I walk my nightstand and get my hat. I don't wear it much but I like it. It kinda looks like a truckers at since it has that net thing on the back. And you guessed it: it's red. Well, brick red. My shirt's more of a lighter shade. When I turn around, I look at Wendell. He's got something around his neck.
 "What's that?” I ask, tightening the hat on my head.
 "They're dog tags.” he says.
 "What's on it?”
 "Here.” Wendell takes them off and hands them to me. I take a look. One of them is a rainbow and the other is a silver plate with a shape cut out. A pawprint, one from a wolf. If you put one over the other, it looks like the print turned into a rainbow one.
 "They're nice,” I hand them back to him, "Where'd you get them?”
 "I bought them online.” he says.
 "Why get them?”
 "Because I said I was bi-curious and so I thought it was appropriate. By the way, if you want to wear them, go ahead.”
 "Really?”
 "Of course.” Wendell gives me the dog tags again and puts them around my neck.
 "Thanks.” I hug Wendell, he hugs back.
 "You're welcome.” he pulls me in for a kiss. I kiss him back and hug him tighter. "Is it ok if we can get playful later?”
 "Fine.” I roll my eyes. I grab his paw and we head out the door. The walk there usually would take about five minutes. If you're from this town, or around here, you'd recognize it even if the sign wasn't outside. It's this bright white building (I think the only one like this) that looks like it's in the middle of nowhere, if you were facing one way. However, if you turn around, the whole town is right there. This is because Daisy's is the last place on this street. After that, it's basically the highway.
 As I predicted, the walk takes up to about four or five minutes. The second we walk in, you'd think we've been transported back to the 1960's or something. The place has black and white checkered tiles spread across the floor. Over on the far right, a jukebox is playing some kind of older style music I don't recognize. The booths that line up in front of the windows are red (of course). Behind the counter, a Vixen with orange fur goes up to greet us. Wait. What's that on her tail? Some of Daisy's fur is pink.
 "Hey guys.” Daisy has this southern accent that I like.
 "Hi Daisy,” I try to imitate her, with failure, "What's with your tail?”
 "What do you mean?”
 "There's some pink on it.” I point at it. Me and Wendell take a seat on the stools in front of the counter.
 "Oh. That. Well, I thought it'd look nice.” she starts to blush a bit.
 "It does but I've just never seen it.”
 "It kind of looks like what Angie does.” Wendell speaks up.
 "Who's Angie?” I ask.
 "My cousin.” he pulls out his phone and pulls up a photo of her. I see a photo of Wendell putting his arm around a pink fox. No seriously. ALL of her fur is pink, with some black here and there. "She lives in Los Angeles so I barely ever see her.”
 "Did she ever tell you why she did that?” Daisy asks.
 "Yes. She said that she once did it since she lost a bet, but when the dye wore off, she kept re dyeing her fur pink. After that, it became a monthly habit.”
 "Nice. So what can I get you two boys?” she asks.
 "I just want water. I'm not really hungry right now.” I say. I'll worry about food later. Right now, I'm thirsty as hell.
 "Can I just have coffee and a muffin?” Wendell asks.
 "Sure. I'll be right back.” Daisy walks off.
 "So,” I try to continue talking with Wendell, "Why does Angie live in LA?”
 "Well, she used to live here in Tennessee, but when she graduated, she got accepted into some college in California.”
 "Do you see her often?”
 "Of course I do. We were very close as kids. I only see her in person once or twice a year when she comes to visit. Or sometimes I go to visit her.”
 "How come you never told me any of this?”
 "It never came up.”
 "So, does she ever like, talk to you on the phone or something?”
 "Sometimes. Mostly, we get on Skype every now and then.”
 "Oh. Ok.” I never knew this about him. Usually when it came to talking about family, it was never brought up much before. I mean, I've met his parents before and he's met mine, but other than that, I don't know much about his family.
 "Do you have any family other than your parents?” Wendell asks.
 "Of course I do, but if you mean if I have any that were close with me, I did use to hang out with my uncle a lot when he was younger.”
 "What was his name?”
 "Joe. But that wasn't his real name. In fact, I don't think he ever told me his real name.”
 "Alright.”
 "Have you met her roommate?” the question slips out of me before I even think.
 "What?”
 "Angie. Her roommate? I thought that all college students live with someone else.”
 "Oh. She does have one. I've never met her in person, but sometimes she gets on camera with Ange whenever I video chat her. She's a bear. I think her name is... Janelle.”
 "Cool.” I say. Daisy comes back, places a cup in front of me and a mug in front of Wendell, then walks away again. "So... how is Angie related?”
 "What do you mean?” Wendell takes a sip of coffee.
 "I mean, you're a wolf and she's a fox.” I grasp the water. Yikes! This is freezing cold. I idnk some of it anyway.
 "Angie's adopted.” Wendell puts on a serious face, like I've crossed a line or something. I should probably shut up right now.
 Daisy comes back with a muffin in her paw and hands it to Wendell. Thank god! She probably saved me from a moment of scolding. "Can I ask you two something?” she asks.
 "Yeah. What is it?” I say.
 "Are you guys a couple or something? I saw you come in holding each other's paw.” when she says this, the memory of about ten minutes ago replays in my mind. We did come in holding paws. I immediately blush.
 "Yes. We are.” Wendell says, reaching over and grabbing my paw. Thankfully only we're the only ones here. I don't feel like going through what happened yesterday again.
 "Oh that's cute.” Daisy says. She slips a piece of paper in front of us. The bill. Thankfully it's not much. Wendell eats his muffin (now that I think about it, I think it was a blueberry one) and finishes his drink. Soon enough, I finish my water (I shivered a bit at first since I'm not used to cold water this early in the morning.
 "Well, what did you want to do next?” I ask Wendell as I give Daisy the money we owe.
 "Not sure.” he says.
 "How about we go get some fur dye.” I say. After seeing Daisy and the photo of Angie, I'm already getting ideas.
 Wendell gives me a questioning look. "Really?” I nod. "What did you have in mind?”
 "I think I have an idea.” I wink at him. We get up and head out the door.
 "Bye guys! See you soon!.” Daisy yells as we head out the door.
 "See ya!” I say back. When we're on the street, we walk back into town. I know where they sell fur dye. You can easily pick up a small bottle of it at the dollar store, which is thankfully down the street from my house.
 "So what colors did you want to get?” Wendell asks.
 "Blue, red, and yellow.” I say. I have an idea of what exactly I want to do. We walk in the store a few minutes later. I know this place like the back of my mind. They keep it in the back. When we get there. I pick up a small bottle of red, blue, and yellow fur dye. I can't believe stuff like this only costs a dollar these days. We pay for it and we walk out.
 "Exactly what are you planning on doing with that stuff?” Wendell asks.
 "I'm gonna dye some of my fur these colors.” I say.
 "Oh. Alright. Did you want help with it?” Oh my!
 "Of course.” I say, "But you don't even know what I'm about to do.”
 "I think I have an idea.”
 My house comes into view. It's still as green as ever and paint is chipping off. I have no idea why my family didn't repaint it. We open the front door and I run right into the kitchen. Wendell is right behind me, almost out of breath. I open the cupboard and grab six tiny bowls. They're not too big, which is just fine.
 "What're you doing?” Wendell asks. I take the red dye, open it up and squeeze a little bit into two different bowls. I take the yellow dye, squirt some into a third bowl and in one of the bols with red in it, creating a light orange.
 "I want to change my fur into the colors on the dog tag you gave me.” I point to them on my neck. I forgot they were still there. That's probably another reason Daisy thought we were a couple.
 "Oh.” By the time Wendell says that, I have four of the colors of the rainbow. I need purple and green. I put some blue dye into a bowl with red in it and one with yellow in it. In the end, I have six bowls, each filled with six different colors of the rainbow. Red. Orange. Yellow. Green. Blue. Purple (or sometimes called Violet).
 I open a drawer and take out a small brush. "Will you take off my shirt?” I ask. Wendell blushes at first, he probably knows I'm going to change my stomach fur into this first. He grabs the hem of my shirt and slowly takes it of of me. He looks at me, lost in thought. I give him a quick kiss on his lips.
 Carefully, I dip the brush into the red dye and apply it to my fur. Red would go slightly below my chest, with this ending in purple around my waist. It feels cold at first, but it feels nice after a while.
 Wendell takes a second brush and dips it in purple. He gets on his knees and applies that color to the fur at my waist, being careful not to go below it. After a minute, I start to use orange (even though my fur is orange, it's a different shade) and Wendell starts to use blue. When I start to use yellow, Wendell uses green. After a few more minutes, my stomach is the rainbow going top to bottom.
 "Wow!” Wendell says, "You look... gorgeous!”
 "Thanks.” I let out a small giggle. I'm still getting used to Wendell flirting with me. "I think you're pretty cute too.”
 "How long does it take for it to dry?” he asks. I grab one of the bottles.
 "It says about 15 minutes. Why?” I ask.
 "Because I want to hug you tight but I don't want dye on me.”
 "It's fine. You can wait a bit.”
Wendell approaches me, and starts to play with my tail.
 "Do we have enough left?” he asks. I know where he's going with this. I look over at the bowls. There's still plenty left. I think he wants to put the same design on my tail.
 "Go ahead.” I bend over and put my paws on the counter. Wendell takes the brush with red on it and starts to dye my tail fur. From the feel of it, it seems like tip of my tail is going to be purple. When Wendell is done with red, I hand him the orange dye. Soon enough, he's on the last color. I look at the clock. 10 minutes have passed. Dang! Time really does fly when you're having fun. And Wendell messing with my tail is definitely my version of fun.
 "There, done.” Wendell stands up, stretching. I take a look at my tail. It's rainbow. All of it. Wendell did pretty good doing that!
 "It's nice.” I say. I run my paw through my stomach fur. Nothing comes off. Looks like it's there to stay for a while. Wendell notices this and gives me a big hug. I wanted this badly. Wendell gives me a huge kiss. I kiss him back, hugging him as tight as I can.
 "You look beautiful, Todd.” he says.
 "Thank you.” I say.
 "I love you.”
 "I love you, too.” We kiss again, then I put my head on his chest. "Do you want to go back to my room?”
 "What about all this mess?”
 "I'll get it in the morning.” We walk up the stairs. I left my shirt downstairs but I don't care. I close the door behind us. Wendell already has his shirt off and starting to get his pants off. I unbutton my jeans and pull them off. Wendell and I stand there, half-naked.
 I lay down in the bed, Wendell gets on top of me. His muzzle locks with mine. Already I am breathing heavy and louder. He puts his paws on the back of my head and pulls me in as much as he can, kissing me deep. I feel his lips part and I feel his tongue pushing into my mouth. I gladly take it, doing the same back for him. I can't help but moan a bit into the kiss.
 This moment can't be any hotter. Wendell breaks the kiss and trails multiple kisses down my neck, shoulder, chest and stomach. Ohhhhhhhh god is he trying to turn me on. I look out the window, it's still light out. I look at the clock. 10:37 am. I don't care about time right now. I grasp Ralph and pull him up to me for more kisses.
 "I'm so happy I have you.” I tell him.
 "You make me happy you cute fox.” Wendell kisses me again.
 "Is it okay if I can be little spoon today?”
 "Yes.” Wendell turns me on my side, facing away from the window. Thankfully the dye on my tail has dried. His arms wrap around me and puts his head on my shoulder. I put my paws over his. Wendell's paws lay on the yellow part of my stomach. I smile as he holds me tight.


 
  Chapter 5 (Wendell)

   I almost fall asleep again, even if we only have been awake for a few hours. I don't want to move since it's nice to be holding Todd. Or should I say, my rainbow fox. Don't get me wrong, he still has orange fur on him, but it's mostly on his back.
 I hold him close to me and I start to gently stroke his stomach fur. I wonder if he's still awake? After all, who knows how long it's been since we starting cuddling.
 "You still awake Todd?” I ask.
 "Yes. I am.” I hear him say.
 "Ok. Just making sure.”
 "What time is it?”
 I turn around and briefly look at the clock then go back to cuddling my fox. "It's almost noon.”
 "Thanks.”
 "So... did you just want to stay like this all day?”
 "Why? Is there something else you wanted to do?”
 "I'm sorry,” I say, "I didn't mean it like that. I love cuddling with you, I just wanted to know if there's anything else you wanted to do.”
 Todd flips around, and wraps his arms around me. I look into his eyes and smile. He gives me a kiss. "I'm not sure what else I want to do.”
"You just want to stay home all day?”
"Yeah. We've already done a little bit much don't you think?”
"But what about that mess downstairs?”
"I'll get it later.”
"When are your parents coming home?”
"In a couple days.”
"How are you going to explain the rainbow tail?”
"Not sure yet. But, I'll think of something.”
"I just hope so, because my parents have already kicked me out. If yours do the same, we'll have no where else to go.” I say. I just hope that Todd's parents would understand that he's gay.
"Wendell?” Todd asks.
"What is it?”
"Is there... anything else you're... curious... about?” he says it like each word might kill him.
"To be honest, I'm not sure. What about you?” I pet his head as I say this.
"No. Not really. You sure you don't have any other weird fetishes you want to share with me?”
I can't help but laugh. "Fetishes? Really?” He just nods. "What about you?”
"I don't really have any. It's only just the blindfold and we've already tried that.” Todd reaches behind him and grabs something off his nightstand.
"What's that?” I ask.
"Here. I got this at the park yesterday when you went to use the bathroom.” Todd takes my paw and puts a rose in it.
"You got this for me?”
"Yes.” Todd kisses me again. I stare at the red flower in my paw.
"Got a hair pin I can use?”
"Uh... there's some in my parents room. Why?”
"Because now I have an idea of my own.” I say. Todd gets out of the bed and leave the room for a second. When he comes back, he has a hair pin.
"Do you mind telling me what you're going to do with this?” Todd asks.
"This.” I take the pin from him. I take the rose he gave me and, using the pin, I put it behind my right ear.
"Aww, cute.” he says.
"Thanks. And the idea just came to me.”
"Why? Were you jealous of my rainbow fur and wanted to do something yourself.”
"Something like that. Plus I've always wanted to do this.”
"Well, it makes you even more adorable.” Todd hugs me again. I blush.
"Do you have any other crazy ideas in mind?” I say sarcastically.
"Nope.” After sitting in silence for a few minutes, the phone rings. Todd and I walk down the stairs to see who it is. Todd doesn't recognize the number at first, but I do. At first, I'm hesitant, but I pick up the phone and hit the "answer” button.
"Hello?” I say.
"Wendell?” I hear a familiar voice.
"Mom?” What the fuck does she want?
"How are you?” I'm fucking angry that you and dad kicked me out of the house for being such unreasonable and unsupportive bastards.
"I'm fine. Why?”
"Well, I was wondering how you were doing.” she sounds serious, but who knows.
"What did you want? How did you get Todd's number?” I say impatiently.
 "It's written in our phone book.”
 "Oh.” I keep forgetting I did that a few months after Todd and I met.
 "I've been meaning to say something to you.”
 "What do you want?”
 "I want to know if you wanted to come home.” Is she serious?
 "Why would I do that? When I told dad about my sexuality, he blew his head off yelling at me, and what did you do? You sat on the couch doing nothing!”
 "Wendell, I'm sorry. I talked to your father about that and-”
 "I don't care. I'm happy here. And if you have a problem with it, too... fucking... bad!” I slam the phone back on its receiver. I bury my face in my paws and start to growl.
 "Is everything okay?” Todd asks, putting a paw on my back.
 "No. My mother wants me to move back in.”
 "Why? I thought they kicked you out.”
 "My dad did. My mother didn't do anything to stop him. That pretty much implies she was on his side.” I start to shed a tear. "Besides, I want to be here with you.”
 "It's ok.” Todd pulls me into a hug. What's different is that this is more of an im-here-to-support-you hug instead of an i-dont-want-to-be-separated-from-you hug.
 "Thank you, Todd.” I hug him back, "Let's hope that never happens again.” A couple minutes later, the phone rings again. It's the same number.
 Todd looks me in the eye. "If you truly don't want to speak to them, don't answer it.” I let the phone ring a few more times then I let the answering machine get it. Mom (or Dad) doesn't leave a message, which I'm not surprised.
 "I'm sorry you had to go through that.” he says.
 "It's okay. Let's just hope it doesn't happen again.” I say.
 "Hey, why don't we see a movie or something. To get your mind off this.”
 "Ok.” I give Todd a small kiss, "What do you want to watch?”
 "Well, we've got plenty of DVDs here, or did you want to go to the theaters?”
 "Can we watch something here?”
 "Of course.” Todd leads me over to this huge bookcase. A closer look shows that it's filled with nothing but DVDs. No books.
 "I thought bookcases were for books.” I say.
 "They are. We just ran out of room in the small cupboard underneath the TV.” Todd skims through the movies he has. "What do you want to see?”
 I take a look at what he has. Damn, he's got a lot of good movies. One catches my eye. "You have Fifty Shades of Grey?” I smirk.
 "Yes, but I don't want to watch all that sex crap.”
 "Have you read the book?”
 "Yes. But I'd rather read it than see it.”
 I take a look again at what he has. Fault in Our Stars, The Grudge, Scream, Insidious: Chapter 2. Does Todd actually watch all of those scary movies? He used to be scared of them when we were younger.
 "How 'bout this?” he pulls a movie out and gives it to me. The Divergent Series: Insurgent. I've never seen it.
 "I never watched this one.”
 "Really? I think you'll like it.”
 "Ok. Fine.” I know that it's based off a book or something. Does Todd read this stuff too? "What's it about again?”
 "It's about a girl and her friends who try to run away from this crazy women obsessed with killing off an entire population of unique humans: Divergents. Hence the name of the movie.” He says it like he memorized it. Todd puts the DVD in and turns it on and hits play. He sits on the couch next to me and cuddles up to me.
 For the most part, I was paying close attention to the movie. I guess in a way, it sounds familiar, but I wouldn't know. Neither of us talk for the entire movie. The phone went off two or three times, probably my parents again, but I didn't want anything to do with it.
 When the credits start, Todd just mutes the TV. "What'd you think?”
 "It was nice, even though I've never really knew anything about Divergent. But, I'm glad I got to watch a movie with you.” I just realized that we're both still shirtless. I blush.
 "That's sweet.”Todd smiles, then giggles, "Why are you blushing?”
 "I just remembered we both don't have shirts on.”
 "Haha, that's ok.”
 "I know, I just... haven't gone this long without forgetting it before.”
 "Again, that's ok.”
 "So what's your favorite part of this movie?”
 "I liked it when Tris said 'We are not the problem, we are the solution' and then Jeanine tries to execute them anyway.”
 "Really? I liked when toward the beginning when they all went to that farm-like place.”
 "When they went to Amity?”
 "Whatever floats your boat.” I say.
 "So, you've never read the books before?”
 "No. Not really. I'm more of a fan of Stephen King books.” I have been since I was around twelve years old.
 "Oh? What's your favorite King book?” Todd snuggles up to me more.
 "I guess Under the Dome. It's kinda long, but in the end, it was pretty awesome. Plus, the TV show is pretty great, even though I've only seen the first season.”
 "Why only the first?”
 "Not sure. Never got around to the others.” I rub his head gently.
 "You should show me sometime.” Todd says. After a few more minutes, I hear a grumbling noise. Todd looks up at me and smiles. "Are you hungry?”
 "Yeah, I guess so.” Now that I think of it, it's around 2 o'clock and I haven't eaten since we were at Daisy's several hours ago.
 "You want me to make you anything?”
 "No, I won't make you.” We both get off the couch. My muscles ache. That movie probably was pretty long if it does that.
 "What're you hungry for?”
 "Nothing too big.” Although, I can eat a whole truck right now. "What about you? What do you want?”
 "Pizza. There's some in the freezer. I'll share with you if you want.”
 "Sure.” We walk into the kitchen. The hair dye mess it still there. Todd goes over and turns on the oven. I open the freezer (it's one of those that's on top of the fridge) and take out a pizza.
 "We should probably clean this up while we're in here.”
 "What do you mean we?” I say teasingly, "You were one who brought in the dye.”
 "I know. Thankfully there's still some left to use next month.” Todd puts the bowls in the sink along with the brush. He turn the water on to rinse some of it off. I take a wet rag and wipe down the counter of spilt hair dye. As we're cleaning this place up, the oven's preheated light blinks. I take the pizza out of the box and I put it in the oven. I set the timer for the time it said on the box.
 "About twenty minutes before it's done, foxy.” I can't help be a teasing wolf.
 "Foxy?” Todd laughs, "Is that like my pet name or something?
 "Maybe.” I wink at him, then kiss the side of his face. "Do you hate it? I'll stop calling you that if you want me to.”
 "No I like it, it's kinda cute.”
 "Not as cute as you.” I say.
 "Aww, you're too sweet to me.”
 "You almost done yet?”
 "Yeah. Just give me another moment.” Todd says. I take pull up a stool next to the counter and rest my elbows on it. My eyes wonder around the room and I find myself staring at Todd's rainbow tail. He's so cute. I wonder if he expects me to do the same.
 "Why are you staring at my ass?” Todd snaps me out of my paralysis.
 "I wasn't, I was looking at your cute rainbow tail.” I say.
 "Oh. Alright.” Todd starts to purposely wave his tail around.
 "Are you trying to make me horny?” I ask.
 "Maybe...” he stretched the end of the word, as he does, he waves his tail in a circle, making me even more horny.
 "You're such a tease.” I say.
 Todd turns the water off, pulls up a second stool and sits across from me. I put my ears down and put on a sad look.
 "What is it?” Todd asks
 "I wanted you to sit on my lap.” I sound sad.
 "Ok.” Todd gets up, sits on my lap and I wrap my arms around him, rubbing my paws along his rainbow belly.
 "Sorry I sound whiny, I just love when you cuddle with me.”
 "Me too.” Todd says, "I love when you hug me.”
 "Wait! If I remember correctly, you're the one who's always trying to hug me.”
 "Is that a problem?”
 "No. I love hugs, I'm just saying.” I rest my head on his shoulder and hug him tighter, then give him a kiss on the neck and he moans.
 "Well, I love you.” Todd says.
 "I love you more.”
 "Thanks.”
 After a few more minutes, I can't help but raise a question. "So, how long have you had feelings for me?”
 "Since the day I met you.”
 "Really?”
 "Yep. How long have you known you were bi-curious?” Todd asks.
 "I guess I've known forever, but I realized it after a few years of hanging out with you.”
 "Oh? But I thought that you've only wanted to be with me for two years now.”
 "I did and I'm happy to be your boyfriend. I guess you made me realize that maybe I've always liked boys in a way. After we entered High School, I saw you and thought you were adorable. I didn't see you as just a friend anymore.”
 "That's nice. But I always knew I was gay and I've always had feelings for you. That's why I never had a girlfriend. And it's why I've always wanted to hang with you every chance I got.” he says.
 "I did not know that. But, I'm glad I do now.” I gently stroke his stomach fur.
 "Do you still remember the day we first met?” Todd asks.
 "Of course I do,” I say, "It's almost like it was yesterday...”

 
  Chapter 6 (Todd)

  Seven Years Ago


 Mommy and Daddy have been dragging me around town all day. Going from garage sale to garage sale to garage sale. Yep. Guess it's because it's that time of year when everyone in town sets up a sale to sell some old junk. I say junk because I'm not old enough to say "shit" yet.
 I haven't really been paying attention to anything we've seen so far. Mostly because nothing is catching my eye. I was mostly looking at old comic books and magazines. One that usually catches my eye is MAD magazine, but every time I look at one, mom says it's not appropriate for 9-year-olds.
 "What's so wrong with it?" I used to ask.
 "It's not made for furs your age." she'd say back.
 This morning, my parents told me they were going yard saleing (I guess that's what they call it) and I had to go with them. I lazily put on my brown t-shirt with Pac-Man on it (it's a bit small but it's my favorite shirt) and my only pair of jean shorts.
 We went through four or five houses before I ever found anything interesting. They look like old computer speakers. This'll be useful to use for my iPad since the speaker on there is kinda weak. Plus, I've always had a thing for electronics.
 They're on a high table, so I have to reach up to get a closer look at them. Suddenly, I feel another paw against mine. I look at who it is. It's another kid. He looks about my age. He's got grey fur. I quickly bring my paw back.
 "Sorry," I say nervously.
 "No it's fine." he says. "I didn't see you here."
 "No, if you want them, go ahead." I take a step back.
 "I'm serious, go ahead." the grey (I think he's a wolf) fur says. We just sit there in silence for a moment.
 "What's your name?" I ask. I don't know why though.
 "Wendell." he says, "What's your's?"
 "Todd, with two d's."
 "Nice to meet you... Todd." he holds a paw out. I shake it.
 "Nice to meet you too... Wendell." I looked at him and I want to turn away, but can't. He's pretty nice. Kinda cute too. Very cute.
 "So... you going around looking at stuff like this?" Wendell asks.
 "Yeah, my mom and dad usually do this alot. Do yours?"
 "Sometimes, but I don't really enjoy it. Usually if I'm with my parents at a time like this, I just stay in the car and play on my phone."
 "I wish I could do that." It was silence for another minute. Wendell seems like a nice kid.
 "Can I ask you something?" I say.
 "Sure, what is it?"
 "Do you go to the elementary school?"
 "Yes. I'm about to go into the fourth grade."
 "Me too," I smile.
 "Cool," he says, "Looks like I might be seeing you there too." I look around the yard, seeing if there's anything else that might catch my eye. There's mostly just old furniture and adult books here. There's an older looking box at the end of the driveway. I walk up to it and look inside. Wendell is close behind me. There's not much in here, but there's something I've always wanted: a hat with a propeller on the top.
 "Woah," I say, "I've always wanted something like this." The hat is red, blue, green, and yellow, all topped off with a silver propeller. I've been asking for this since I was eight.
 "How much is it?" Wendell asks. I take a look on the inside, where there's a price tag. $1.00.
 "A buck," I say.
 "Here, I'll pay for it." Wendell takes the hat out of my paws and walks up do some fur who's running the place.
 "Gee, I don't know Wendell." I trail behind him. I couldn't ask this much from him. "You don't have to..."
 "It's okay." Wendell takes out four quarters from his pocket and hands it to the owner of this yard sale (pretty sure it's a dalmatian). He then turns around and puts the hat on my head. Perfect fit.
 "Thanks Wendell, but you didn't have to do this." I say, blushing.
 "It's okay. Besides, it looks awesome on ya." he says. This is one of the nicest thing that anyone has ever done for me. I can tell that we were gonna be friends.
 Me and Wendell said goodbye to each other and I headed back to the car, where my parents were waiting for me.
 "Todd McCarthy, were have you been!?" mom asks, a little loudly.
 "Sorry mom, I was just talking to someone."
 "You know you shouldn't be talking to strangers!"
 "I know but this fur is my age and he seems nice." And very good-looking I added in my mind.
 "Where'd you get that hat?" my dad asked.
 "He got me this hat." I give the propeller a little spin. Now I truly feel like a kid.
 "It wasn't much was it?"
 "For Pete's sake dad, it was only a dollar!" I open the car door and got inside. If I were my dad, I would've been happy I made a friend. I'm usually a shy fox since I don't really talk much. When my parents get in the car and start driving again, I notice that the speakers were still there, but Wendell was gone. Guess he decided not to get them.
 The next two weeks flew by fast for me. The last few weeks of summer usually are gone by the time you realize it. Before I knew it, I started the fourth grade. Wendell mentioned he was starting the same grade too, and was going to the same school as me. Now that I think about it, I don't think I ever noticed Wendell in this school.
 When my parents dropped me off on the first day of school, they gave me a kiss on the forehead, wished me good luck, and they were on their way. I sat in the cafeteria with all the other kids before the first bell. The table I sat at last year was empty. I took a seat there, almost like nothing has changed.
 After a moment of being here, I notice a grey wolf walk in, with a purple tank top, and nice-looking basketball shorts. Wendell. I wave him over to where I am. He quickly notices and sits down next to me.
 "Hey," Wendell says, "Todd, right?"
 "Yes." I smile, "Wendell, right?" I couldn't forget his name after I met him. Let's face it, I've never met someone who was this sweet and cute at the same time.
 "Yep. I see you wore that hat I got you." Wendell spins my hat a bit.
 "Yeah. Like I've said, I've always wanted one of these hats." I say. 
 "So, who's your teacher this year?" he asks.
 I pull the paper out of my pocket that has my room assignment. "Ms. Rina." I say.
 "Me too." Wendell says.
 "Awesome." I love this! Now I can see my new friends every day! Inside, I'm doing backflips and going crazy. But outside, I just smile and hug Wendell. I hope it didn't last too long, otherwise other furs might figure out that I'm gay.
 "So what have you been up to the last couple weeks?" Wendell asks.
 "Nothing. Comic books. Television. Sleeping. Video Games. Pretty much normal 9-year-old stuff. What about you?"
 "Well, last weekend, I went camping out in the woods with my dad. And during the week, I went riding on a motorcycle with my uncle."
 "Nice. Sounds like you're family's pretty close, huh?"
 "Yep. What about your folks?"
 "I barely talk to my parents. I guess you can say that I'm not really social."
 "Well, I think I can help with that." Wendell says, "Hey! Bruno!"
 Suddenly a black dog comes over. He's a bit bigger than us, but maybe by a few inches. "What's up Wendell?"
 "I want you to meet a friend of mine. This is Todd." he points at me. "Todd, this is Bruno, one of my good friends." I shake paws with Bruno.
 "Nice to meet you." I say, shyly.
 "Likewise." he says.
 "Todd says he's not really 'social' around here." Wendell explains.
 "Really? Why say that?" Bruno asks.
 "I don't know, I just feel like I'm... really shy." I nervously reply.
 "Well, you seem like a cool guy."
 "Thanks. You too." Soon after, the bell rang.
 "See you later guys!" Bruno goes off to his class.
 "Want to hang out at my place later?" I ask Wendell.
 "Ok. What did you want to do?"
 Hug you, cuddle with you. "I thought we could just play video games or something." That was a close one, I almost let the word "cuddle" out of my mouth.
 "Oh. Alright. Sure, I'll come over." Wendell walks with me to class. The day was very slow at first, but then again, all first days and all last days are always the slowest. Bruno hung out with us at lunch (since all grades have lunch at the same time) and we invited for him to play video games with us later, but he said he had plans.
 By the time the last bell ended, it was almost 3 in the afternoon and I can barely keep my eyes open. Wendell met up with me at the front door. From there, we started walking towards my house.
 "Where do you live?" I ask.
 "I live on the other side of town." Wendell says.
 "Do your parents know you're coming to my house?"
 "I'll call them when we get there."
 "Ok." We mostly walked in silence. I've always hated when someone wouldn't talk to me, even though we've had great conversations before.
 "What do you normally do when school lets out?" I ask.
 "Play video games, sometimes read or watch movies. What about you?"
 "I like to watch movies," sometimes romance ones that make me cry, "read comic books," I frequently read a book about two gay furs, "play video games," every second I get a chance, "and sleep," I sleep with a stuffed toy and cuddle with it.
 "Sounds awesome." he says. I sure as hell hope that I didn't say that secret stuff out loud.
 "Do you have any siblings?" I ask.
 "No. You?"
 "Me neither." Although sometimes I wish I had an older sister.
 "What games do you play?"
 "Well, I only have the Wii, so I mostly play Mario. But, I think it's a pretty cool game. Even though I had a tough time getting through World 7."
 "I've never played it before."
 "You've seriously never played Mario before?" I'm pretty shocked about that.
 "No. I have not."
 "In that case, you definitely have to come over." I say a little too excitedly.
 "Ok. Ok. So, where's your house?" he asks.
 "It's over there." I point to the old looking house a few doors up the road. When we get there, I open the door (my parents leave the door open knowing that I walk in at this time) and we go into the living room. The Wii is hooked up to the TV in here. I tried to convince my mom and dad to give me my own TV to put in my room so that I can play my games up in there.
 "Where's your parents?" Wendell asks.
 "We're right here." Mom appears out of nowhere. I'll never understand how she does that.
 "Hi mom." I say.
 "Todd, who's this?" mom usually tries to hide her concerned face, but every time she tries to, it fails.
 "Wendell. The guy who bought me the hat a couple weeks back." I spin my propeller hat a bit.
 "Oh, well it's nice to meet you, Wendell." my mom reaches out a paw and Wendell shakes it.
 "Nice to meet you too, Mrs. McCarthy." Wendell stop shaking her paw and sits down on the couch next to me. Mother doesn't bother us for the rest of the afternoon.
 I turn on the Wii and put in the Mario game. "You sure you've never played this game before?"
 "No. I've heard of it before but, never played it before." Wendell admits.
 "Well, let's play anyway." I hand Wendell a Wii remote and the game starts up. I select a new game, even though I still have one that's on World Seven. The inros at the beginning take a while to play. When the game actually does turn up, I select World 1 (my only option) and then select level 1.
 At first, Wendell doesn't understand the game, but he does start to get the hang of it. "I thought you said you never played this before." I say.
 "I did and I never did. This is my first time playing." Wendell says. 
 "Are you sure? You're kicking my butt like you've been playing this for ages."
 "Well, maybe it's beginner's luck?" Wendell shrugs his shoulders. The only thing worse than losing at a video game to someone you've only met not long ago is losing at a video game to someone who not only met you two weeks ago, but has also never played this game before.
 After a few more hours, Wendell has more lives than me after we both played the same amount of levels."Wow," I say, "You're pretty good at this."
 "Thanks." Damn: Looks! And a secret video game prowess? This guy is already impressing me too much.
 "When are your parents expecting you, again?"
 Wendell's face changes from happiness to concern in a millisecond. "Crap! My parents! I forgot to call them and tell them I was here!"
 "Do you know how to get to your house from here?"
 "Yes. I do. But, I'll need to get there quickly."
 "Don't worry, my parents will drive you."
 "Ok."
 "Mom!" I yell. In a second, she's in the room.
 "What is it?" she asks.
 "Wendell needs a ride home. Is it ok if you give us a ride?"
 "Sure. Give me a minute." she walks back into the kitchen. In a minute, she's back out with her car keys. Me and Wendell hurry up out the door.
 "By the way, where do you live?" I ask.
 "Sharonn Boulevard." Wendell says. Yikes! That is across town! We hop in the backseat of Mom's car and in no time, we're heading towards Wendell's house.
 "Do you want me to just drop you off at your house?" My mom asks.
 "Yes. That'll be fine."
 "You sure you don't want us to come in and explain everything?" I ask.
 "No it's fine." Wendell says, then yawns.
 "You gettin' tired?"
 "Yeah. Usually I'm getting ready for sleep right now."
 "But it's only like 7 right now. Even I don't have to go to bed until 8:30."
 "I know, but if I go to bed now, by the time I wake up, I'll have time for myself in the morning."
 "Good point." I say. I've never thought of doing something like that. When we reach Wendell's house (he had to point it out for us), Mom stops the car in the front.
 "Well, I guess I'll see you tomorrow, Todd." Wendell says.
 "I'll see you too." I say.


 
  Chapter 7 (Wendell)

  Present Day

 The oven timer snaps me out of my daze. I get out of my seat, turn off the oven, and carefully take the pizza out. It's gonna be a while for it to cool down.
 "It still kinda sounds crazy that we became friends over computer speakers and a childish hat.” Todd says.
 "I guess so. But I'm glad that it happened.” I say.
 "I know, I got to meet the cutest wolf ever.”
 I blush. "Do you still have that hat?” I ask.
 "I think I do.”
 "Can I see it?”
 "Sure.” Todd gets up and goes upstairs. I go around the kitchen looking for the pizza slicer. I eventually find it in a drawer.
 Todd has been upstairs a little while. What's taking him so long? Unless he has it buried around somewhere. I wouldn't blame him. He hasn't worn that hat in a few years (as far as I know). Just when I'm about to go upstairs myself, I hear someone come down the stairs. When I see Todd walk into the kitchen, I'm almost speechless.
 "I found the hat.” Todd says, smirking.
 "I know, but I didn't mean you had to get your whole outfit from that day.” I say. No, literally. He's wearing the clothes he wore when he met me. He's got that brown t-shirt with pacman on it. He's got a pair of jean shorts on, and he's wearing that propeller hat. As for the shirt and shorts, you can clearly tell that they're too small for him.
 With Todd's arms down, his shirt doesn't completely cover his stomach (I can see purple, blue and green fur sticking out). His shorts don't even cover half his thighs, no where near his knees.
 "I know, but I think you might like it.” Todd says.
 "I do, but you didn't have to do this.” I set the pizza cutter down and let Todd sit in my lap again.
 "Well, I felt like surprising you.”
 "Well, you can color me surprised.” I give him a quick hug, "You still hungry?”
 "Mhm.” Todd gets off my lap and takes another seat next to me. I slowly cut the pizza into six slices and hand one to him. "Thanks.”
 "You're welcome.”
 "I've been wondering something.” Todd says.
 "What is it?”
 "Does today count as a date or something?”
 "Sure. And now that I think about it, this could count as our second date since our first would be the park and the arcade.”
 "Well, it's been nice.” Todd smiles. I can't help but smile myself.
 "Yep. This has been the best few days of my entire life.”
 "Me too. I wouldn't change it for anything else in the world.”
 "Aww, me neither.” I say. After we're done eating, there's still two untouched slices of pizza left.
 "I'm full.” Todd says.
 "What? You've only had two slices!” I say jokingly.
 "So have you! And besides, those are pretty big slices!”
 "True...” Can't argue with that. "So what do you want to do now? We still have a few more hours to kill before it'd be nighttime.”
 "Well, I think I have a few ideas,” Todd scoots over and starts to rub my chest fur.
 "Ohhhh... is foxy begging for some loving right now?” I say playfully.
 "Yes...”
 "Then come here...” I open my arms. Todd gets up and hugs me, I hug him back. He gives me a kiss and almost instantly, I'm kissing him back. Unlike a couple other times, we go slow.
 I rub Todd's back gently. Being careful not to speed things up. Todd breaks the kiss and looks at me. I look into his cute, brown eyes. 
 "Do you want to try the blindfold again?” Todd asks.
 "Sure. Where is it?” he puts a paw in his pocket and pulls out his handkerchief.
"I brought it with me just in case.”
"It's okay.” I take the blindfold, and instead of putting it on him, I cover my eyes with it.
"What're you doing?” Todd's voice says.
"Well when I saw you doing it, maybe I wanted to try this...” I pin my ears down.
"It's okay.” Everything I see is just complete darkness. But, I feel paws on my back, pulling me forward, and I feel Todd's muzzle locking with mine. I moan a bit and I hug him back. Todd was right: this is an amazing feeling. And the fact that I can't see what he might do next turns me on.
 I put my paws on Todd's jean shorts, getting a feel on the outside of his ass. I wanted to be subtle about it, but he isn't pulling away so I kept my paws there. Then a moment later, Todd turns around and does the same to me. But instead, he slips his paws in my pants, but he's staying out of my boxers. I moan.
 "Ohhhh... Does foxy wanna feel my ass?” I playfully say between kisses.
 "Mhm.” I hear him say.
 "Go ahead, I won't stop you.” it's gonna be hard to not use that teasing tone. I bend over and put my paws on the counter. Within second, I feel Todd's paws on me... down there. I moan loudly and wag my tail.
 Todd's paws massage me real good. I cringe my paws, getting too turned on by this. I take one paw off the counter and start to paw myself in my... "front”. I can tell Todd's enjoying this right now, he lets out a small giggle every now and then when I hit him in the face with my tail.
 To be honest, I haven't been this turned on so much, even by any of my ex-girlfriends. If Todd keeps this up, I won't be able to help but pound his ass later. One of his paws goes missing, but then i feel it a second later, hitting me hard. Ohhhhh... just when I thought I couldn't be turned on more, a spank from him does just that.
 I let out a loud yelp, but I stay where I'm at.
 "You ok?” Todd asks, but let's face it, he can tell I loved it.
 "Yes.” my breathing starts to speed up.
 "Does wolf enjoy foxy spanking him?”
 "Yes!” Please turn me on more!!!
 "You getting aroused?” I can almost imagining him smiling with pleasure right now.
 "Yes!... Please!... I want more!” I get a few more spanks from him, each time I yelp louder. It starts to hurt there and I start to feel a bit wet.
 I don't feel Todd's paws on me anymore. No. No! I want more from this sexy fox! Todd turns around and takes the blindfold off, allowing me to see again.
 "Get on the counter.” I'm still breathing heavy.
 "W-What?” Todd says.
 "Get on the counter and lay down.” I try not to sound aggressive. Todd doesn't say anything. He gets on the counter and lays down face up.
 "W-What're you gonna do?” Todd has nervousness and excitement in his voice.
 "Out your arms over your head.” I command. I get on top of him and he does as he's asked. I put my paws on his wrists to keep them from moving.
 "You're not gonna hurt me are you?”
 "No. But I'm horny as fuck.” I don't give him time to say anything. I kiss him and only second later, I shove my tongue in his muzzle. He does the same back for me.
 I moan loudly into the kiss and so does Todd. This is what happens when we turns me on too much. I turn into this. I grind my groin into his. I can feel how horny he is through his pants. If I didn't have that deal where we wouldn't have sex, he would've lost his virginity long ago.
 Todd tries to move his arms, but I don't let him. Although his tail does beat against mine several times. I break the kiss and gently bite down on his neck. He moan but doesn't cry out in pain. Or is he? I can't tell the difference between moaning in pleasure and moaning in pain.
 "I'm I doing this too hard?” I quickly ask.
 "Keep going, it feels amazing!” Todd says. I bite down again on his neck, a little harder than last time. I end up also licking his neck, but he doesn't complain.
 "Turn over.” I say.
 "W-Why?” Todd says.
 "Because although I can't fuck you, I can do the next best thing.” I let Todd go and he turns so he's face down. I get in a sitting position on his ass and I start to hump it. Todd's moans grow in volume and frequency. I spank him a little harder than I mean to.
 "You're such a naughty fox aren't you?” I ask.
 "Yes!”
 "Foxy loves spanks doesn't he?”
 "Yes!!”
 "Then beg for it.”
 "Please wolf! Spank me like the little bitch I am!” As I'm still humping him, I give me a few more hard spanks.
 "What else does foxy want?” Spank!
 "You! I want you! Make me your bitch!” I hump him harder, driving even louder yelps out of him. After a few more minutes of this, i let Todd get off the counter, but I pull him in for more kisses. In a matter of minutes, I start to calm down a little. I'm afraid Todd might be afraid of me after I've shown how dominative I can be.
 "That... was... amazing.” I said, sitting on the counter.
 "I know.” Todd says, "I was worried you were going to do something worse.”
 "Well, it was very hard to not fuck you hard. Trust me, I was very tempting.”
 "That's why you humped me like that?” he gets that smile on his face.
 "Yes. I needed to do that. Otherwise I was going to rip those clothes off of you and fuck you into next Tuesday.”
 "Well, I'm still not ready for sex, but I've gotta say, you still know how to make my day.”
 "You too.” I give him another kiss.
 "I'll admit, I was tempted to take your pants off and give you a rim job, seeing how cute your ass looked.”
 "Oh? We might have to try that sometime.” My breathing returns to normal and I'm calm. But I still need to take care of a "wet” problem in my pants.
 "What's wrong?” Todd asks.
 "When you were working on my ass and spanking me, I think I accidentally let a little c*m out.”
 "Really? Well, go get you a quick shower and I'll take care of your clothes.”
 "What am I supposed to wear?”
 "You can borrow my clothes.”
 "Thanks.” I get up and go upstairs. I go into Todd's room and grab some of his clothes: a yellow shirt with that smiley face on it and black shorts. They look a little small though (probably the kind that would show off that sexy ass of his). All the underwear he has are briefs, so I have no choice but to grab those.
 I take the clothes and go into the bathroom. I turn on the hot water and strip naked. My c**k hurts like hell. Yeah. I really need to get off. I step into the shower and close the curtain. I put a paw around my "mini me” and start to mastu*bate. Pain starts to hit below my waist and in seconds, I'm already shooting loads on the shower wall. I yell loud cause this hurts like hell.
 I sure hope Todd doesn't know about this but, I kinda have a feeling he knows what I'm doing up here. I stop and look at how bad the mess is. It's not bad, but you can clearly see that there's c*m on the wall, even though the wall is white itself. 
 I take a rag and wipe down the wall, in hopes that when Todd's parents come back, they won't notice. I take the body wash and clean myself up. The sad thing is, the smell of s*men is still in the room. When I'm done, I put on Todd's clothes and look around for air freshener. I eventually found it in a drawer under the sink. I spray a lot until the smell is gone and put it back, gather my clothes and head back downstairs.
 Todd is waiting on the couch when I come back downstairs. "Are you okay?” he asks.
 "Yeah. I'm fine. Where do I put these?” I ask.
 "Here, I'll take them.” Todd takes my dirty clothes and walks out of the room and returns a minute later. "What were you doing up there?”
 "What do you mean?” I blush.
 "You yelled like crazy after a few minutes.”
 "I'm sorry, I just had to uh... 'get off' if you know what I mean.”
 Todd's eyes widen in horror. "Oh. Well, I'm glad you took care of it.”
 "Yeah, but, that's over. I'm ok, and I've calmed down now.”
 "You cleaned it up, right?”
 "Yes. I did.” We sit there for a moment and then Todd yawns. "Gettin' tired?”
 "Yes. I'm ready to go to sleep.”
 "Here, I'll carry you.” I grasp Todd in my arms and pick him up. I carry him up the stairs and into his room.
 "Thanks.” I let go of him and set him in the bed.
 "You're welcome. Sorry if I really hurt you earlier.”
 "It's okay. It was really sexy.” Todd gives me a kiss.
 "Well, you know you loved it when you had me moaning like crazy too.”
 "I did.”
 "Plus you know you love it when I get a little dom on you.”
 "Dom?” Todd laughs.
 "Dom. You know. Short for dominate.”
 "Well, I'll admit, I did love it when you had me begging like crazy.”
 "I'll do it again if you'd like.” I wink.
 "Not tonight . Maybe tomorrow.” Todd slips a paw under his pillow.
 "What're you doing?” I ask.
 "Here.” he says. He puts a book into my paw. The first thing I notice is a red thumbtack on the cover.
 "Paper Towns by John Green.” I say.
 "Yep.”
 "What's it about?”
 "It's about a boy, Quentin (or Q) and his neighbor, Margo. She takes him out on a crazy night and the next day, she's gone and Q tries to find her.”
 "Sounds interesting.” It really does. It sounds like it had a mystery theme to it and I love mysteries.
 "But what's with the title?” I ask. I've never heard the term Paper Town before.
 "I think Margo uses the term a few times but I haven't read the book completely yet.”
 "Where are you at?”
 "Well, I was really hoping you'd read it to me... if that's ok.”
 "You mean like, read it to you while you fall asleep?”
 Todd nods. "Please?” he gets on his back, puts his paws up and gives me puppy dog eyes.
 "Ok. Sure thing.”
 "Yea!” Todd nuzzles his head on my lap. I pet his head a few times then open the Paper Towns book.
 "Where do you want me to start?” I ask.
 "The first chapter. I think I've already read the prologue.”
 "Ok,” I turn to where the first chapter begins, "Part One: Strings, Chapter One-”


 
  Chapter 8 (Todd)

   I fell asleep after Wendell finished the first chapter. When I wake up, I'm still cuddling on Wendell's lap and he's still fast asleep. When I hug him tighter, I think he's awake because he's rubbing the top of my head.
 "Morning sleepyhead,” he says, kissing the top of my head.
 "Hey Wendell,” I yawn and stretch.
 "Aww, is foxy still tired?” he says playfully.
 "Yes.”
 "Well, you're gonna like today.”
 "Why's that?”
 "Tomorrow's monday.”
 I lift my head and open my eyes. "Really?” Wendell nods. "That means my parents are coming home tomorrow.” Inside, I'm jumping around like crazy and excitement. Outside, I'm wagging my tail out of happiness.
 "You excited?” Wendell asks.
 "Of course I am.” I say as if I wasn't sleeping a minute ago.
 Wendell gives me a kiss. "I'm glad you're happy.”
 "Thank you.” I say, returning the kiss. I stop wagging my tail.
 "What did you want to do today?”
 "Not sure. You want to just stay home all day? We had a crazy day yesterday.” And it was, between the diner, arcade, cat crew, movie, and how crazy powerful Wendell can be.
 "Sure.” Wendell rubs my head behind my ear.
 "What is it with you and cuddling me,” I smile at him.
 "Do you hate it? I can stop if you want.”
 "No, I love it, I just wanted to know.”
 "I just love it, plus I want you to feel good.” I get another kiss.
 "Well, just you being with me makes me feel good.”
 "Aww, that's sweet,” Kiss! Damn! I'm getting some love this morning. "You're the best boyfriend ever.”
 "Thank Wendell, you too.”
 "Can I tell you something Todd?”
 "Of course.”
 "I'm still a bit horny.” Oh? This'll be fun.
 "Really now?,” I start to rub his stomach fur, "Do you want me to fix that?” I wink at him.
 "Oh? How are you going to do that?” I love when he playfully talks.
 "I'm sure I can think of ways.” I take a finger and put it on his chest and slowly run it down his stomach to his waist.
 "Does foxy want to get playful?” He takes the blanket off of us.
 "Oh yes.” I get up, and Wendell does the same shorty after. Before he can say anything else, I kiss him.
 "What does foxy want?” Wendell puts his paws on either side of my face.
 "I want you to make me moan like a bitch.” I loved it when he did it last night. Wendell gives me a spank and I yelp.
 "Does foxy love that?” Wendell's in 100% play mode.
 "Yes.”
 "Get on all fours.” he commands. I put my paws and knees on the bed, eager for more from this sexy wolf. I received a few more spanks, each harder than the last. I moan loud..
 "I love this sexy ass of yours.” Wendell says.
 "Yours is way sexier.” I feel Wendell's paw slide up my shorts and start to caress me.
 "I don't think so.” I get more spanks. "God, you're so fucking sexy.”
 "What else are you gonna do to me?” I'm very excited.
 "I wish I could fuck that ass. But, I will someday.” He kisses the outside of my jeans. I feel him play with my tail a bit. It's a nice feeling.
 "Can I ask you something Wendell?” I try to break any silence from occurring.
 "I thought we agreed we can just ask each other without permission first?” he says.
 "Oh. Ok.” I turn around and face him, I sit on the edge of the bed facing him, Wendell still on his knees. "Is there anything else you've always wanted to try?”
 "Well,” Wendell thinks for a minute, "I... I've only heard of this once but... what does B.D.S.M. mean?”
 I open my eyes in shock. "Uh... let's just say it's mostly Fifty Shades of Grey shit.”
 "Oh...” Wendell gets embarrassed. "I don't want to do any of that stuff, I just wanted to know what it meant.”
 "Ok good, you kind of had me worried for a minute.”
 "Todd, do you honestly think I would ever do something to you without your permission?”
 "No, I guess not.” I blush.
 "Exactly, I love you too much to let something bad happen to you.” I get more kisses.
 "I know.” I hug him tight. "Anything else you want to know about? Preferably something that won't scare the shit out of me.”
 "Well, I know I cuddle you all the time but, what's it like being little spoon?” he asks.
 "You want to know?”
 "Mhm.”
 "Here,” I open my arms, "I'll gladly show you.” I lay back down and hug Wendell. Eventually, he turns around facing the other way. I don't think we've spooned the other way before. I rub his chest fur.
 "This feels nice.” Wendell says, moaning a bit. After a few minutes, he holds my paw. "Why haven't we done this before?”
 "Because usually I'm in your position right now.” I hug him tighter.
 "I know but, this feel nice.”
 "I'm glad you love it.”
 "Well, not as much as I love you.”
 "Aww, I love you too Wendell.”
 "How come you don't have a nickname for me?” he asks. The question really hits me. I never did come up with a nickname before. In the seven years I've known him, I've never done so yet.
 "I... don't know.” I admit.
 "I mean, my name for you is 'foxy', but you never gave me one yet.”
 "I know but, I'm not good at stuff like that.” Which is true.
 "It's ok, I was just wondering about that.” Thank goodness. I was worried I was gonna have to do that soon.
 It's silence again. I hate it. I hate when someone who I love talking to, isn't talking to you. But, what do you say to someone to break silence? Especially awkward silence.
 "Wendell, please talk.” I sound desperate.
 "Is everything ok?” Wendell turns around and faces me, so we're not spooning, but we're still cuddling.
 "Everything's fine it's just, I want to talk to you.” I start to pet his head, being careful not to knock the rose off of it.
 "What about?”
 "Anything. Just talk to me.” I put on puppy dog eyes.
 "Ok. Don't use puppy eyes, they make me want to cry.” I stop and he continues, "But, I do have to tell you something to be honest.”
 Oh no. What could this be? "What is it?” I ask.
 "Well, ever since I've hooked up with you, one of my exes has been messaging me on my phone nonstop.”
 "Why? How? Does she know?”
 "She must've seen us at the arcade a couple days ago.”
 "What did she say?” Wendell reaches behind him on the nightstand, grabs his phone and brings up his messages. Jeez!!! 10 unread messages! All from the same number.
 "Why haven't you read them yet?” I can't help but ask.
 "Because I hate her.” he says without any hesitation.
 "Who is she?”
 "Lorraine, or Lori for short. She's a total bitch.”
 "Why does she bother you?”
 "I don't know. Probably because she's insane.”
 "What kind of fur is she?”
 "A wolf. Just like me. Although she has brown and wears a purple bow.”
 "So why'd you break up?”
 "Well, after we've been dating for about two years, she kept asking whether or not I was going to have sex with her. I always said 'no' but, she didn't get the message. Eventually, she started to get crazy and would try to force me to do so.” Yikes! "One day I just said 'enough'! I dumped her and told her I wasn't talking to her again. And to think, this was a month ago I broke up with her.”
 "Was sex the only reason for all three of your break-ups?” I ask. It's interesting to hear about Wendell's past relationships.
 "No. It was always part of the reason.”
 "Then what was the other part of the reason with Lori?”
 "'Cause she's nuts. She once followed me on a trip to see my cousin Angie. And she lives in California.”
 "How did she follow you?”
 "She got on the same plane as me when we went. I didn't notice her until the last day.”
 "What about your other breakups?”
 "Well, my first girlfriend was Lisa Pender.”
 "Really now?” I know who Lisa is. She's this arctic fox with purple highlights in the fur on her head. She's ok, I guess. Though I wouldn't consider us to be "friends” per se.
 "Yep. We went out for two or three months. Then one day, on my birthday in fact, she brought me to my room in private, and she gave me two presents. One was some video game I don't play anymore. The other was a condom. The second I figured that out, I said to her: 'Nope. I refuse to have sex with you' and she said 'C'mon, It'll be real quick' then I said 'No. I'm not doing that. We're not even done being in 8th grade.' and she said 'No one will ever know.' and I remember standing up and yelled at her: 'No! Forget it bitch! I'm not doing that! We're done.' Then my parents came in and kicked her out. Never spoke to her since.”
 "That's crazy.” I never would've thought that Lisa would do something like that.
 "I know.”
 "What about girlfriend number 2?”
 "Ashleigh Garcia.”
 "Never heard of her.” It's true.
 "She's a hybrid fox and husky. So her fur had a bit of purple on it. And you want to hear something ironic?”
 "What?”
 "She always wore a daisy in the fur on her head.” Wendell points to the rose I put on his head. Wow! That is ironic. Maybe this Ashleigh girl is the reason Wendell wanted to put a rose in his fur,
 "Really? So what happened?”
 "Well, we only went out for two weeks. One reason I broke up with her: she wanted to have sex with me. Reason two: she would try to sneak into my room at night to try and get me into trouble doing crazy stuff. I remember one day where she asked me to come with her because she and her friends were going to graffiti an enemy's house. Another time, she tried to convince me to sneak into this abandoned paper mill on the other side of town. The third time, she asked if I wanted to sneak out into the middle of the forest to have sex. That time, my parents found out she was sneaking in and told her never to come back. Well, they were thinking it. I was the one who told her never to come to my house again and that I was breaking up with her. She still tried to make me jealous to this day but, she never does.”
 "Wow. I feel bad that all of your relationships go bad.” I hug him. It must be awful to break up with three different furs.
 "I know. It was terrible. But, all of that doesn't matter because I have you.” I get hugged back. 
 "Thanks, Wendell.”
 "You're welcome. So, you never had a relationship before me?” Wendell asks.
 "No.”
 "Surely you must've thought some other fur was cute enough for you.”
 "Well, of course there was, but for me, looks isn't the only thing that goes into a relationship. In my eyes, a relationship has to involve both furs just being happy. How someone looks can go into that, but you don't date someone just because of how they look. You date someone because you believe they will make you truly happy for the rest of your life.” Which is true. I've always believed that. "For you Wendell, you're very cute, plus we've been friends since elementary school. And during the seven years I've known you, I've always been happy, and so have you.”
 "You've got a good point.”
 "Yep. So, to me, your past girlfriends may have looked good, but they never made you truly feel happy. Even after you told them you're not comfortable doing what they asked, they still did what they wanted anyway.”
 "I've never thought of it that way.”
 "I'm just saying, you date who you think makes you happy.”
 "And that'd be... you Todd.” Wendell smiles and kisses me. It's nice to have a conversation with him.
 "Aww, thank you.”
 "You're welcome. So, tell me something I don't know about you.”
 "What do you mean?” I ask. What else is there to know about me? I'm gay. I'm shy. I always have an urge to cuddle. I'm good at video games from the '80s. I love sci-fi movies.
 "I don't know. I've told you about my ex-girlfriends, tell me something about your life I never knew about.” Wendell insists that I talk about myself. The question is: what should I say?
 "Well... I've told you that I'm gay, but did I ever tell you how I realized I'm gay?”
 "No. I don't think you have.”
 "Well, I've always known I always loved guys in a certain way. But, one day, I was searching through the internet, and I've been looking at YouTube. And, I recall watching a video of two furs cuddling and kissing. After watching the video a minute, I realized that they were both boys. I was about to X out the page but, I found myself staring at the video longer and I thought 'You know, this ain't that bad'. And then, I kept rewinding the video because I thought that it was hot. Then I whispered out loud: 'Yeah. I'm gay'. And think: I was only eight when it happened.”
 "So your were eight when you found out?”
 "Yep. When did you notice you were bi-curious?”
 "I told you: first day of freshman year.”
 "Tell me about it.” I nuzzle my head in his chest.
 "Ok. Well,” Wendell pets my head as he tells me, "I remember walking in through the doors of the high school thinking it was going to be a miserable year for me. Then I saw you at a table looking just as nervous as me and I thought: 'Oh thank god! Someone I know is definitely here!' And it was better because he's my best friend. Then, when I sat down next to you and I started to talk to you, I kept thinking: 'Has Todd always had brown eyes? I never noticed. They're pretty nice.' I didn't know why I thought that, I just did. Then later at lunch, luckily we had the same period, I said to myself: 'Why was I thinking that this morning?'. Then I saw you walk across the cafeteria, coming back with your food, and I could not get over how cute you looked with your black T-shirt on since black looks good with your fur. I couldn't help but think about you all day and what I was thinking and how adorable you looked. And I remember when we walked home that day, I kept looking at your tail swaying back and forth, wanted to play with it a bit and you've never noticed.”
The way Wendell tells the story makes me have my own flashback to ninth grade. I do remember Wendell talking to me that morning, we did have lunch together all year, and we always walked home together. And to think, Wendell thought I was really cute during that time, but never told me. I wish he did, And thinking about it, I wish I told him I was gay sooner. But, then a thought struck me.
"Wait, didn't you say you were dating Lori during your Freshman and Sophomore year?”
"I did say that.”
"So, you kept thinking I was cute while you were dating someone else?” I ask.
"Well, the thought was shoved to the back of my mind when me and Lori hooked up. But, sometimes in dreams, the thought would resurface. I never told Lori I had these thoughts.” Damn.
"So, you really did like me?”
"In a way, I did.”
"I've been thinking, had I come out to you that day when we were walking to my house, we probably would've been boyfriends sooner.”
"That's a nice thought.” Wendell kisses the top of my head. I hand him back his phone.
"You want to look through those messages.”
"No. Not really. You can, if you want.” Woah! He really wants me to look through his phone?
"Are you sure?”
"It's okay.” I look at his phone. It's an iPhone 5. I turn it on (he doesn't have a password) and open the phone app and look at his recent messages. It's true: all of them are from Lori.

 Friday July 24, 10:37 am: Hi!
 Friday July 24, 11:46 am: Hello? Wendell? U there?
 Friday July 24: 6:59 pm: Night Wendell. Hope we talk tomorrow.
 Saturday July 25: 8:40 am: Hello :)
 Saturday July 25: 8:55 am: Wendell!
 Saturday July 25: 9:11 am: HEY!!! TALK TO ME!!!
 Saturday July 25: 9:30 am: Y R U NOT TALKING 2 ME!!! >:(
 Saturday July 25: 9:37 am: WENDELL! IM GETTIN FUCKING PISSED! SPEAK 2 ME!
 Saturday July 25: 10:01 am: I thought ur over what happened! Txt me back!!!
 Sunday July 26: 5:25 am: Ok. Since appearantly, you might've blocked this number, you better be prepared for hell later.

 Oh shit! This last message was was delivered before we woke up! I look at Wendell.
 "What's wrong?” he asks.
 "The last message she sent.” I show it to him. "What's she going to do?”
 "I have no idea.” Within a minute, a brick comes crashing through the window and lands on the floor next to my bed. I bury myself in Wendell's chest out of fear.
 "What the fuck?!” Wendell yells.
 "I told you you should've watched out for me!” I hear some girl yell.
 "Fuck!” Wendell says.
 "Or should I say, us!” the same female voice says. Wendell walks over to the window to see who's vandalizing our house.
 "Triple Fuck!” Wendell says to me. I walk over to the window and see three girls waiting down below. One is an arctic fox with highlights. One is a fox/husky hybrid. One is a wolf.
 Lisa. Ashleigh. Lori.


 
  Chapter 9 (Wendell)

   Shit! I guess I should be checking my phone more often. All three of my exes are right outside Todd's house. And worse: they could've seriously hurt one of us with that brick.
 "What the fuck do we do?” Todd whispers.
 "I have no idea.” I say.
 "How the hell did you find us?” Todd yells.
 "I followed you two home yesterday when you went to the store!” Lori yells. We were in a hurry to get home that day. I guess we didn't notice that she was trailing us. It explains the millions of messages I got from her. But I still don't understand.
 "What was with your last message? Why did you tell me to be prepared for hell today? What did I do to you?” I ask.
 "You dumped us for that fox!” Lori says.
 "I did not! I dumped you three because you're all crazy!”
 "How are we crazy?” Lisa says.
 I point at Ashleigh, "You wouldn't stop trying to sneak me out at night.” I point at Lori, "You are a fucking control freak.” I point at Lisa, "You got me a condom for my fourteenth birthday. and all three of you would not stop asking for sex when you all knew I wasn't ready!”
 "Wendell, you're in high school!” Ashleigh says, "Who cares whether or not you have sex? Last time I checked: you don't live with your parents anymore!”
 "How the fuck do you know?” My blood starts to boil.
 "You've lived here the last few days with Todd.” Lisa says.
 "So?”
 "So! Why aren't you going to your parents house?” Lori says.
 "Because they kicked me out!” I yell a little louder than I meant to.
 "And why's that?” Lisa smirks.
 "Because I'm in a relationship with Todd!”
 "So that's why you dumped us? Because you're gay?” Ashleigh says.
 "NO!” Now I'm mad, "AND I'M NOT GAY! I'M BISEXUAL. THERE'S A DIFFERENCE!”
 "Wendell, you ok?” Todd asks.
 "No. These girls are making me pissed off.” I say as calmly as I can.
 "Get off my property!” Todd yells at them.
 "No!” Lori yells.
 "Todd, why don't we just leave? At least until your parents get back?” I suggest.
 "Problem: My parents don't come back 'till tomorrow morning.” Oh fuck! Why does random shit always happen to me? What did I ever do?
 "Whatever. We can still just leave right?”
 "I guess but, where would we go?”
 "I don't know.” I say, then something strikes me, I pull Todd a few feet away from the window. "Did you wash the clothes I wore yesterday?”
 "No, not yet. Why?”
 "I think I know how to distract those girls while we get the fuck out of here. Stay here and keep them talking.” I quickly run out of the room and downstairs. I go through the living room and into the laundry room. When I get back to Todd's room I have my boxers (which still has c*m on it).
 "What're you going to do with that?” Todd looks a bit scared.
 "If these girls what me. I say, we give it to them.”
 "Isn't that a little extreme?”
 "Nope. The way they asked for sex was a little extreme. Think of this as just a little payback.”
 "Wendell, I don't know about this.” Todd steps away from the window.
 "Look, just be prepared to run like hell.”
 "To where?”
 "My house.”
 "What? But-”
 "Trust me ok.” I interrupt him. I head to the window and look out. Yep, they're still there. "Hey! If you wanted me,” I stretch back the boxers and aim at them, "Then here you go...” I send them flying and it hits Ashleigh in the face. When my boxers fall to the ground, there's a bit of white stuff still on her nose. Todd must've noticed this because he tries to hide his laugh.
 "What the hell is that on your nose?” Lisa asks.
 I face Todd. "3, 2, 1...” and right on cue, Ashleigh screams and says: "Is this C*M?!”
 "Run.” I say to Todd. Next thing we know, we are both down the stairs before we know it. I swing open the front door and Todd closes it.
 "What do we do now?” he asks.
 "Like I said, we're going to my house!”
 "I thought your parents kicked you out.”
 "That's why we're going there.” We run down a few streets, and soon we're at the arcade me and Todd were at for our first date. When we get there, we slow down to catch our breath.
 "Man (breath) I can't (breath) believe (breath) you did that.” Todd says.
 "Well, (breath) they were (breath) asking for it.” I say. After another few minutes, my phone goes off. I look to see who it is and see that Lori has texted me. Oh this should be fun.
 "Who is it?” Todd asks.
 "You know who it is.” I unlock my phone and read the message.
 
 Sunday July 26 10:10 am: Very funny Wendy! We're not done with you yet!

 "I hate when she calls me Wendy.” I say.
 "Why? Is it because it reminds you that Allen calls you that?” Todd says.
 "No. I just don't like being called that. Ever.”
 "Oh. Alright. So, you never told me why we're going to your house.” We start to walk there since I don't think my exes are following us.
 "There's something there that we need to get.”
 "What is it?”
 "You'll see once we get there.” It doesn't take long to get to my house since this town isn't very big. By the time we do, there's no one parked outside. Perfect. We walk around to the back side of the house, since my bedroom window is there, and thankfully, it's downstairs. I open the basement window and crawl through. It takes time to convince Todd to come in since we don't have much time.
 "You realise this is breaking and entering right?” Todd, for some reason, whispers.
 "No, this is my house. I'll do whatever I want.” I turn on my lamp beside my bed and look under it. I reach under and take out a small toolbox.
 "What's in there?”
 "Something I've been waiting to use for two years.” I unlatch both locks and open the box. Immediately, a foul smell hits us. Todd covers his nose.
 "What is that?” he asks.
 "Mom's old meatloaf. From two years ago.”
 "Why?” Is all that comes out of his mouth.
 "Trust me. It smells better now, than it did when it was made.”
 "And what do you plan on doing with it?”
 "You'll see.” Also in the box is spray paint, paper, a rubber band, a sharpie, and super glue.
 "What are you doing with all of that stuff?” Todd looks panicked.
 "Let's just say, I don't take things lightly.” I take the sharpie and write a message in cursive on the paper (mom never knew I could write in cursive):

 Think before you do. W.

 I wrap the page around the meatloaf and rubber band it together. Then I take the spray paint and take the cap off.
 "Let's go.” I say
 "Where are we going?”
 "My parents' room.” We head up the stairs. My mom and dad's bedroom is on the second floor, so we need to hurry. When we're outside their bedroom door, we stop.
 "Open the door.” I tell Todd. When he does, there's no time to think, I toss the rotten meat loaf on the queen size bed and slam the door shut. I take the spray paint out Todd's paws and spray a huge red W on the outside of their door and put a circle around it.
 "What do we do now?” Todd asks,
 "Now, we get the fuck out of here!” I run back down the stairs, with Todd right behind me. When we get down the stairs, we hear a door open and we freeze. My parents! Shit! They're home! I motion for Todd to go the door behind him. He doesn't argue. He quickly opens the door without making a sound. We both hurry and get inside and I quickly close the door behind us. I turn on my phone and open the notepad app and type out a message since it's a risk to talk. I had to to Todd.

 Don't speak! We need to find a way out of here!

 Todd writes back and hands the phone back to me.

 I KNOW. WHAT DO WE DO?

 It takes me a while to type the next message to him since my next idea sounds crazy. When I hand it back to him, he looks a little hesitant.

 Call this house. It's programmed on my phone. You sound just like my neighbor, just use a French accent.

 Todd types again.

 What if your parents recognize me?

 I type out again quickly.

 They won't. They don't have caller ID and they don't know what you sound like with a French accent. JUST DO IT!

 I hand Todd back my phone and he rolls his eyes. He opens my contacts and selects my home phone and calls it. It rings for a second, then I hear the phone out there ring. After a few rings, I hear some fur answer the phone.
 "Hello?” Todd must've put it on speakerphone. It's my father.
 "Hi. Is Mr. Tripp there?” Wow! Todd's French voice is very convincing.
 "Yes. Who is this?”
 "This is your neighbor. Duh.” 
 "Ted?”
 "Yep. I just want you to know that I saw someone go into your bedroom.” Todd quickly hangs up. That was a stupid thing to say, but I hear two furs exchanging words and then running up the stairs. This is our chance. I open the door, Todd comes out, and we close it without making noise. As we are heading downstairs, I hear my parents yelling from upstairs.
 "What the fuck!!!” my dad yells. "Who did this?!” I smirk. When we reach my room. I grab my toolbox and toss it out the window. I still hear my parents upstairs.
 "What does 'Think before you do' mean?!” my dad is still exploding.
 "It must've been Wendell,” my mother yells, but is surprisingly calm. She must be trying to get words into my father's thick skull.
 "Of course it was. That explains the two W's. When I get my hands on that boy I'm gonna-”
 "Richard! You will not lay a paw on that boy! He probably did this because he felt upset that you were rude to him about his sexuality.”
 "I don't care! I will not tolerate this kind of behavior!”
 "Wendell, let's go.” Todd is already out the window.
 "Ok.” I climb out the window and close it. I grab Todd's paw and take the toolbox. "Let's go.” On our way out, I toss the toolbox into the dumpster in our front yard.
 "That was crazy what you did back there.” Todd says.
 "I know. But, it had to be done. I was very mad with dad after he treated me with disrespect after I told him that I loved you. He needs to know, I'm not just going to sit around and do nothing while furs like him do things like that to furs like us.”
 "Well, it still was pretty crazy.”
 "I know. I was just like then when I was nine.”
 "True.” Todd says, "What do we do now?”
 "I don't know. I don't know what to do anymore. What do you want to do?”
 "Go home. But I'm still worried that your exes will still be there.”
 "It's ok.” I pull him into an embrace, "I'm not going to let anything happen to you.”
 "Thank you for being an awesome boyfriend, Wendell.”
 "You're welcome.” I give him a kiss, neither of us wanted to pull away from it. I hear some fur biking past us and yell "Gay!” I break from the kiss and yell back "Fuck off bitch!” I don't know how this stuff comes to me. After me and Todd kiss again, we go back to walking away from my house.
 "So what do you want to do now?” I ask Todd. I remember Todd's fear of silence.
 "Uh... Not sure.” Todd tail starts to wag and brushes against mine.
 "The woods aren't far from here, you want to just sit there and talk or something.” I try to say it so it doesn't sound perverted.
 "Sure. Just don't try anything funny.” Todd says.
 "I won't.” The woods are just behind Daisy's. So it's not hard to find it. Plus, they're right on the edge of town. When we get there, we don't go too far in. After all, we don't want to get lost in there. After ten minutes of walking, I lay down in front of a tree, Todd cuddles up next to me.
 "This is nice.” Todd says.
 "Yep. It's especially nice since I'm with you.” I wrap my arms around him, Todd just smiles. I look into his pretty brown eyes. We kiss again. This time, Todd gets on top of me.
 "Oh? Does foxy want to be dom today?” I playfully ask.
 "Yes.”
 "I'm all yours.” I put my arms over my head as to show surrender to him. Todd take my shirt off, then takes his off. Todd reaches into his pocket and takes out the handkerchief we've been playing with lately.
"Oh? You're going to blindfold me again?” I ask.
"Nope.” Todd holds my arms over my head and ties them together at my wrists. Wow! This is hot! I'd never expect that out of him. My breathing speeds up. Todd looks at me and kisses me again. Why must restraints turn me on?
Todd trails kisses down my neck and my chest. He runs his paws through my stomach fur. I let out a moan.
"Does the big bad wolf enjoy his fox doing this to him?” Todd's playful voice turns me on even more.
"Yes!” I say. Todd looks into my eyes and kisses me more. Within a matter of minutes, I can feel Todd trying to make this a French kiss. I do the same for him. Please! Do more! I want to hug him tight and never let him go, but I can't. Even the thought of being held back is making me even more aroused.
Todd breaks the kiss and lifts me up. He takes off my restraint and I let my arms down. He pins me against the tree right behind us and kisses me again. Since nothing is holding me back, I hug him tight as he kisses me deeper. My heart is literally exploding with fireworks right now. I run one of my paws through his tail. Todd just wraps his around the back of my neck.
"You're so sexy.” I say between kisses.
"You're sexier.” he says.
"No I'm not.” After a few more minutes, we've calmed down a bit and we sit back down. I lay with my back against the base of the tree and Todd's back is on my chest, my paws around him, cuddling him close.
"I hope the rest of our lives go this way.” Todd says after a while.
"Me too.” I say.
"You make me the happiest fox ever.”
"Really? You make the happiest wolf.”
"Well, you're the cutest wolf.”
"You're the sexiest fox.”
"No I'm not.”
"Yes you are.”
"No I'm not.” I can hear his smile.
"Yes you are. And don't let anyone else tell you otherwise.”
"Ok.” With that, I give him a kiss, and soon enough, Todd falls asleep in my arms.


 
  Chapter 10 (Todd)

   I had a good dream. When I wake up, I open my eyes, yet can't see a thing. I still feel Wendell's fur on me, so he's probably still cuddling up to me. I put a paw to my face... the blindfold's not there. Am I blind?
 "Everything ok?” Wendell asks.
 "Am I blind, Wendell?” I ask trying not to sound scared.
 "No, it's like two in the morning. I was going to say something about it but, then you fell asleep and I didn't want to disturb you and then I ended up sleeping myself.”
 Oh. Thank goodness. It's just dark. Man, I must've been tired after what happened today. "At least my parents are coming home in a few hours.” I say, smiling, though I don't think Wendell can see it. I wish it was still daytime, I want to see Wendell's cute blue eyes and soft grey fur.
 "Yep. There's something to look forward to.” I feel him kissing the top of my head.
 "I know. But, how are we going to get home in the dark? We're in the middle of the woods.”
 "When the sun rises we'll be able to see better and we'll find our way back.”
 "Well, at least I get to stay here and cuddle with you for a few hours.” I lay my head back on his chest.
 "You can never get enough of that can you?” Wendell asks, teasingly.
 "Nope. What can I say? I'm a cuddly fox.”
 "Well, you're my cuddly fox.” he tightens his grip around me as if we would never get to cuddle again.
 "Well, you are my sweet boyfriend.” I say.
 "Oh no. You're the sweet one. Did you not remember what I did earlier?” I can hear Wendell smirking.
 "Yeah but, one: that was very clever and two: we've been doing stuff like that since we were young. And besides, underneath that tough exterior, you're the sweetest wolf ever.” Both those statements are true.
 "Oh really now? I may be sweet, but you're the beautiful one in this relationship.”
 "No, I'm not. You are.”
 "Says the fox with rainbow fur.”
 "Says the wolf who wears a flower on their head.”
 "I'm not going to win this argument, am I?” he finally admits defeat.
 "No. You're not.”
 "Fine. But, I'm saying you're still very good looking.” Wendell somehow finds my wagging tail and plays with it a bit.
 "Why must you be good at flirting, Wendell?” I say. I think we're both in full-on flirt mode. The problem is, I suck at it.
 "Hey, you're pretty good at it too.” It's weird just hear a voice, yet not being able to see who it's from. But I know it's from him.
 "No, I'm not.”
 "I don't believe that. When you said I was the 'sweetest wolf ever' I thought it was very nice of you to say.” Why must my own words haunt me? Oh who am I kidding? Wendell is the nicest fur there is.
 "I'm not going to win this time am I?” I try to imitate the way he said it earlier.
 "Haha. No, I guess not,” Wendell says, "Is that what I really sound like?”
 "Aww, c'mon, you know I think your voice is very nice.”
 "Thank you. I think you voice is nice too.” he says.
 "No way, my voice is still a bit higher.” It's true. I still sound like I haven't went through puberty.
 "But, it's nice to hear it.” he says.
 "Aww, now you're just being nice.” Sometimes, he's just too sweet, but he makes me happy anyways. "I wish I could see you so I can kiss you.”
 "Oh really?” Wendell places a paw under my muzzle, soon enough, I feel his muzzle locking with mine. I kiss him back, overwhelmed with joy. I! Love! This! Wolf! I tighten my arms around him, never wanting to let him go. I start to French kiss him. He doesn't argue. In fact, he kind of does the same back for me. In a way, I think Wendell is more comfortable doing this.
 Wendell pulls away from the kiss. No. No! "Why did you stop?” I whine, but there is some playfulness in there.
 "Oh? Does foxy want more?”
 "Yes. Please!”
 "What do you want me to do?”
 "Whatever you want, just give me more!” I beg.
 "I'm sorry about this. But, I'm curious.”
 "About what?” Wendell, suddenly flips me over to where he's laying on top of me. I like where this is going. Wendell trails kisses down my neck, stomach, and waist. He unbuttons my pants and takes them off.
 "W-What're you doing?” I ask.
 "I want you too, Todd. Is it ok if I try something else?” He starts to paw my erection, which I can't help but moan a bit and buck forward.
 "You want to receive a BJ?”
 "If you don't want me to, I won't.” I'm scared. What if something happens? But, I'm too horny to think this through.
 "Go ahead, but you're making me more horny.” Wendell pulls off my underwear, leaving me nude and vulnerable. Next thing I know, I feel Wendell's muzzle wrapping around my d*ck and starting to suck. I can't help but moan very loudly. Oh god! This is the best feeling ever! My paw finds the back of his head, and I scratch behind his ear as he goes to work on me.
 Slowly, but surely, I can feel my climax building up. I'm about to soon burst. "Wendell?” I get a muffled moan from him in response. "I think I'm about to... Ah!!!!” I'm shooting a load down his throat and he just keeps going. I can't say anything, I'm moaning too loud, both from the pain and the pleasure I'm getting.
 "Wendell! You can stop now!” I ask, frantically. Wendell stops and I think he's licking his lips.
 "Sorry, did I go too far?” he asks.
 "No, that was amazing, I just didn't want you to choke on my c*m.”
 "I didn't. It kinda tasted weird, but it was nice.”
 "I'm glad you liked it.” I laugh.
 "Was that you're first BJ, Todd?”
 "Yes, It was.”
 "What'd you think?”
 "I think it was a good feeling. But, now the place smells like me.” I sniff the air a bit. It's definitely changed.
 "But you taste great.”
 "Does that mean I can put my clothes back on?” I ask.
 "Only if you want to.” I think about Wendell's response. That BJ felt good. Is this what sex feels like? I wonder if he still wants to have sex, because after what just happened now, I'm starting to have second thoughts.
 "Can I ask you something?”
 "Todd, what have we said before?”
 "Oh right. Um... is it ok if I can stay naked?” I can only imagine him perking his ears up.
 "Of course you can. Why?” Wendell asks.
 "Did you still want to have sex with me?”
 "Yes, but we discussed this: I won't unless you're ready.”
 "But, after what you just did, it felt amazing and I'm kinda starting to wonder maybe we should have sex. Just to try it. And I'm not trying to be forceful since I know that's how your past relationships ended.”
 "Todd, it's okay. I'm not mad you want to have sex. Because, unlike my exes, you're being calm about it.”
 "Ok. But, I think we should return home first.”
 "Sounds reasonable.” I see a light and after adjusting to it, I realise it's just Wendell's phone. He probably needs it to put my clothes back on. After getting my pants back on, Wendell picks me up in his arms and gives me his phone.
 "Why are you giving me this?” I ask.
 "It has a GPS on it. Just use it to get back to Daisy's. I'd carry it but I'm carrying a cute, horny fox.” I giggle at his remark. It's hard to navigate your way through the woods when you can't see two feet in front of you. After about twenty minutes of walking around, we manage to find the back of the café. After that, we just use the streetlights to find our way home.
 My house still looks the same on the outside, but I'm afraid of looking inside. What if Lisa, Ashleigh, and Lori managed to get inside and trash the place. When we reach my porch, I lift the doormat, take the key and unlock the door.
 "You're family uses the key-under-the-doormat gag?” Wendell asks.
 "Yep.” I turn on the light and immediately, I see there's still a bit of white stuff on Wendell's nose. I can't help but giggle.
 "What's so funny?” he asks.
 "You've got something on your nose.” I say. Wendell wipes his nose on his paw and sees what was on there. I laugh harder when I see him lick it off.
 "What?”
 "Nothing. You're just hilarious.”
 "Thanks.” he blushes.
 "So...” the silence makes me uncomfortable. I look over at the clock. A few minutes before three. But, problem: I'm wide awake and horny as hell. But, I don't want to be forceful because that's how all of Wendell's past relationships ended.
 "You still want to?” Wendell asks.
 "Sure. Where do you want to do it?”
 "How about the shower?” Wow! That'd be hot!
 "Sure.” As I walk towards the stairs, I brush my tail against his on purpose. I think Wendell's staring at my ass while we walk up the stairs. When we walk into the bathroom, I close the door and lock it, just incase mom and dad come home in the middle of the night.
 "Todd, I need to tell you something.” Wendell says.
 "Of course. Anything.” I place a paw on the side of his face.
 "I'm kind of nervous about this.”
 "That's ok. So am I. I'm still a virgin too.”
 "Do you have any condoms?” that question is kinda weird.
 "No. Do you?”
 "No.”
 "Well, I'm sure it'll be ok, if neither of us have had sex yet and neither of us have any diseases.” I start think about what I just said. "You don't have any diseases do you?”
 "No, I don't.”
 "Good. Neither do I.” such a relief. I turn on the water and strip down again. Wendell at first is hesitant. "You ok?”
 "Yes. It's just, I'm... shy... about... getting naked.” he admits.
 "It's okay. I'm naked and you don't see me having second thoughts do you?”
 "No, I guess not. But... I'm still nervous.”
 "Here. Let me take care of it.” I slowly approach him, being careful not to scare him. I grab the hem of his shirt and lift it over his head, then I toss it on the sink counter. I kneel down and unbutton his pants. Wendell is shaking a bit. I pull his pants down and he steps out of them. Next, I take underwear and take them off. Wendell starts to cover himself put I grab his paws before he can get a chance to.
 "It's ok. Nothing bad's going to happen.” I whisper, then give him a few small kisses to reassure him. "If you don't want to, just say so.”
 "I want to.” he whispers.
 "Well then. Why don't we get started.” I climb into the shower. It's not very hot water coming out. After a few more minutes, Wendell climbs in with me. He still looks very nervous about this. He's still shaking a bit. I hug him a little. I want him to feel as comfortable as possible doing this.
 "Hey. You don't have to be scared.” I whisper.
 "I'm still very nervous about this.”
 "Is there anything that I can do to make it easier for you? I don't want you to be uncomfortable.”
 "Can I just have another hug?”
 "Always.” I bring him in to hug him again. He hugs be back. I give him a few gentle pats on the back. "Feel better?”
 "I guess.”
 "You ready to get started?”
 "Sure.”
 "Ok.” I smile, kiss him again, and then I turn around, bend over slightly, and place my paws on the walls. "Go ahead Wendell, I'm all yours.”
 "You sure?”
 "Yes. Now go ahead and fuck me the way you want to.” I feel Wendell's paws on my shoulders and they run down my back. I feel Wendell's erection against my tailhole. I moan in pleasure and smile. "Oh... yes!” Suddenly, he pushes himself inside of me. It feels good. I cry out a bit.
 "Are you alright?” he asks.
 "Yes, I am. You just feel good inside me. Now please fuck me!” Wendell puts his paws on my hips and pushes into me more. Then, he pumps himself in and out of me. I moan each time he's inside of me.
 "Oh... fuck yes!” I yell.
 "Does it hurt?” Wendell asks.
 "No. But I don't care! Please fuck me harder!” I cry out. He pushes in and out of me harder and faster. I make whining noises. "Mmmmm... oh... ah!... Oh yes! Make me yours!”
 "Oh you are mine you cute fox.” I think he's okay with it.
 "I'm your bitch!” I feel his knot starting to swell up. I've read about tying before, but I never thought I'd experience it. I receive a few spanks from the wolf fucking me.
 "You'd love being my bitch wouldn't you?” he starts talking dirty.
 "I am your bitch!!!” I yell. After another few minutes, he ties me up and he c*ms inside of me. I yell out louder than I thought I ever could. Wendell tries to pull out of me and then starts to panic.
 "I'm stuck.” Wendell says.
 "Really?”
 "Yeah. I can't pull out of you.” he tries to pull out of me and I cry out again.
 "Ow! That hurts.” I say.
 "Sorry. Guess we'll have to wait.”
 "It's ok.” I bend down and turn off the water. Wendell picks me up off my feet and lays down, with me on top of him and he's still inside of me. "At least we get to cuddle like this until you've calmed down.”
 "True.” he hugs me close. This has been the craziest night ever.
 "That was pretty nice. What did you think?”
 "I loved it. I'm glad it was you I lost my virginity to.”
 "Aww, thanks. Same to you. Just wish we could kiss again.”
 "How about this?” he kisses my neck, then gently licks it. I can't help but laugh. It tickles.
 "That tickles.” I can't stop laughing. "Why must you tease me?”
 "Why must you be so cute?”
 "Well, you've got a nice ass. It was nice fucking it.”
 "Hey now. Yours is pretty sexy too. Is there a chance I could be fucking you one day?”
 "Don't push it McCarthy, it already took a lot to convince me to be a top.”
 "Fair enough.” We just sit in there, cuddling for what seems like forever and I love it. "Wendell?”
 "Yes Todd?”
 "Thank you for that. But, I won't force you to do that again.”
 "It's ok. I'm glad I got to feel my foxy's hole for the first time. But, I'm not going to again for a while since I'm not a sex addict.”
 "I understand. As long as I'm with you, I'm happy.” I close my eyes and drift back to sleep.


 
  Chapter 11 (Wendell)

   I managed to get Todd and I cleaned up last night and into bed. He's still asleep when the sun finally comes up. I couldn't get back to sleep, not after what happened last night. So, I just let him lay on my lap while he slept. When I start to rub his head, he smiles.
 After a few more hours, I hear a car door slam shut outside. It must be Todd's parents coming home.
 "Hey, sleepyhead.” I whisper in Todd's ear. I get a muffled moan in response. "It's time to get up.”
 "What?” he says in a morning voice.
 "You're parents are home.” His ears perk up, then he yawns.
 "Really?” Todd looks at me and I nod. He starts to wag his tail, but quickly stops. "How do I explain to my parents about my rainbow tail and stomach?”
 "Well, I got you into a shirt that covers your stomach fur, and just let me explain about your tail.” I had already thought of an excuse for that the day after Todd and I dyed it. And about the clothes, I got Todd into clothes that actually fit him: a plain white shirt and a pair of jeans (I think he like them too much). I just threw on an orange shirt with a black outline of a fox on the back.
 Todd gets out of the bed and runs down the stairs, I quickly follow. When I'm down the stairs, I see him at the window, looking to find his mom and dad. His tail is going crazy with happiness.
 He hurries up and unlocks the door, then opens it. In seconds, he's running out to his mom, who's car is parked right in front of the house. I can't hear what they're exactly saying, but I can when they head in the house. During all of this, I can't see Todd's father.
 "Where's dad?” Todd asks, as if he knew what I was thinking.
 "He'll be right in, he just needed to get something from his car.” Maggie says. And yes, I know her first name. Just like I know that her husband's name is Joe. "What's Wendell doing here, and why's he wearing your clothes?”
 "Wendell stayed here while you were gone.” Todd says.
 "Oh. Ok.” she says. "But, why is he wearing your shirt?”
 "Because I needed a change of clothes and I didn't bring any with me.” I say.
 "Why didn't you two just go to Michelle's house?” she says. Michelle is my mom. Richard is my dad. I look at Todd, panicked. The key to a conversation like this is to lie, lie, lie completely, but at a hint of truth to make it somewhat believable and hope for the best.
 "Well,” I start out, "I was going to get clothes there, but I couldn't.”
 "Why not?” Then, as if on cue, the phone rings. Maggie walks over to the phone and answers it.
 "Hello?... Yes?... Yes, he is here... Ok. It's for you.” she hands the phone to me.
 "Hello?” I say.
 "Wendell?” it's my mom. Again.
 "Mom? What is it now?”
 "I just want you to know that me and your father both know that it was you who pulled that stunt.”
 "Don't you think you and dad kinda deserve it?”
 "Wendell! Don't you talk to your mother like that!”
 "Mother?! What kind of a mom lets her husband kick out their own son for no goddamn reason?!” I let all my rage out.
 "...”
 "Goodbye.” I hang up and hand the phone back to Maggie.
 "Everything ok, Wendell?” she asks.
 "No. Everything's not ok.”
 "What's wrong? Did your parents kick you out?”
 "Yes.” I start to tear up.
 "Why?”
 "Should we tell her?” I whisper to Todd. He just stands there by the couch, not making a sound. I walk up to him and embrace him.
 "If you want to, we can.” Todd whispers in my ear.
 "Alright,” I turn to Maggie, "Mrs. McCarthy?”
 "What is it?” I kiss Todd briefly on the lips.
 "I'm in love with your son. And he's in love with me.” I grab his paw into mine.
 "It's true. I've been in love with him for a long time and I... I mean, we came out to each other and we've been dating ever since.” Todd says.
 "How long ago was this?” That's all Todd's mother can say.
 "About a week ago,” my voice sounds weak. The three of us stand there, none of us daring to say a word. That's when Joe walks in the door, a suitcase in each paw.
 "Hey honey, I finally got the cases out of the back-” Joe cuts off his sentence and notices what's going on the in the living room: I'm holding Todd's paw while Maggie just stands in front of us, looking like she's been told the worst news ever.
 "Joe, can I talk to you for a second?” she says.
 "What's going on?”
 "Todd and Wendell... apparently just came out of the closet to me.”
 "Oh...” Joe says, "Is that true.”
 "Yes dad,” Todd says, "I'm gay.”
 "And I'm bisexual,” I say, "And my parents kicked me out for that reason.”
 "And Wendell's my boyfriend. We've been going out for almost a week.” Neither of them say a word to either of us. The worst case scenario is that they end up kicking Todd out their home, meaning neither of us will have a place to live. It must've been at least five or six minutes before Maggie says something. And of all the things she could say, she ends up saying:
 "You two haven't... you know...”
 "No.” Todd says, a little too quickly, "We haven't yiffed or anything like that. We've only kissed and cuddled.”
 "Give us a minute...” Joe opens the front door and him and Maggie go outside for a minute. I look at Todd, I'm nervous as hell. His expression reads the same. I wrap my arms around him again.
 "No matter what happens,” I whisper in Todd's ear, "I will always love you. And I will be here for you.”
 "I love you too,” he whispers back. After sitting there for another few minutes, Maggie and Joe come back into the house. They catch me trying to sneak in a last minute kiss, but I don't care.
 "Boys, can I talk to you two alone?” Joe asks. Maggie heads upstairs, leaving the three of us. Joe takes a seat in the big chair across the room. At first, I think that he's about to say that Todd's no longer allowed to live here, but, those words don't come out. While we're sitting in silence (which I know Todd hates), I take notice on what Joe's expression. He doesn't narrow his eyes, which would suggest he's mad, but he does rub his eyes, which would imply that he could be frustrated with us.
 "Dad?” Todd breaks the silence (I'm not surprised), "You're not mad at me? Are you?”
 "No.” Joe says. Thank god. Unless he's going to say something even worse. "It's just that, your mother and I have discussed this, but... We're not as harsh about the whole thing as Michelle and Richie might be about the whole thing.” I like where this is going. "Wendell, we... will... allow you to stay here until we get this mess resolved. But, I better not wake up in the middle of the night hearing-”
 "We've already discussed this.” Todd interrupts because we all know where that sentence was heading, "We've both agreed not to have sex with each other.” This part is true. "We have not had sex and we won't until we've both turn 18 and we've moved out.” This part is somewhat false. We just had sex last night. But Joe and Maggie don't need to know that just yet.
 "Ok. Just making sure. And also, don't be... too affectionate when Maggie or I are around.” he says. This is can understand.
 "I can deal with that.” I say, "But I'm still going to be loving around Todd because I love him.” This has always been who I am: I tell is like it is.
 "That's fine, I'm not saying you can't. I'm just saying, don't take it too far with it.”
 "Ok.” I hope that this finally clears the air. Maggie screams from upstairs, making us all jump in our seats. Joe hurries up and runs up the stairs to see what happened.
 "Wendell?” Todd quietly asks.
 "Yes?” I reply.
 "Did you remember to clean up the mess we've made in the bathroom?” I nod. Todd and I get off the couch and get up the stairs. I notice that they aren't in the bathroom, they're in Todd's room, gazing in horror at the broken window, the shards of glass on the floor, and the brick I forgot to get rid of.
 "What happened in here?” Maggie tries not to yell again.
 "My ex-girlfriends came here to threaten me.” I tell the truth, even if it sounds pretty crazy.
 "Who?”
 "Lisa Pender, Ashleigh Garcia, Lori Evans.” I answer.
 "I want this cleaned up!” she storms out of the room, Joe soon follows. Todd grabs a trash can and goes over to the broken window. I close the door, walk over and get on my knees to help pick up the broken glass.
 "I've got questions for you.” Todd says. Oh shit! I'm not ready for another interrogation.
 "What is it?” I carefully place the broken glass in the trash can.
 "When did you clean up the mess in the shower?”
 "Well, after you fell asleep and my uh... 'knot' calmed down and I could get out of you, I placed you in bed, went back to the bathroom and cleaned it up. It helped that the water was running while we were 'making love'. It cleared most of the c*m aleady.”
 "What about the dirty clothes? What if my parents discover those?”
 "I spent two hours in your laundry room washing all of that. It didn't take long to figure out how the machine worked because Bruno has similar ones at his house.” I completely forgot about Bruno in the last few days. I'll have to see what he's doing later.
 "Why didn't you clean this mess up?”
 "Well, I was going to, but by the time our clothes were finished and I put them away, I was very tired and I just fell asleep next to you.”
 "What about the boxers you threw at Ashleigh?”
 "She left a message me on my phone a few minutes after we fell asleep in the woods. From what I could decipher through the yelling about how mad she was about that, I think she said she took them and burned them. And something about how she needs to scrub her face with bleach to get the smell off.”
 "Oh. Alright.” he seems satisfied.
 "I need to ask you something.” I decide to turn tables because I'm wondering a few things.
 "What's up?”
 "Why did you pretty much lie to your dad about us yiffing?”
 "I was able to overhear what they were saying outside. Dad said that if we had sex while they were gone they were going to kill us. And, we told them we're boyfriends and I thought I'd get kicked out. If I told my dad that we fucked last night, he'd very pissed at me.”
 "Why didn't you explain your rainbow tail?”
 "I just told them I'm gay. I think they get it.” Ok, I admit that makes sense.
 "But you told me the reason you dyed it rainbow is because you wanted a change. Why couldn't you say that?” Todd just shrugs his shoulders. We managed to get all of the mess cleaned up. Todd takes the trash can downstairs and I get the brick.
 "Mom, where should we take this?” Todd asks.
 "Just throw it away in the big trash can outside.” Maggie is sitting on the couch, Joe right next to her. Todd and I head outside and go around to the back of the house. I open the lid to the big green trash can and he dumps the shards of glass inside.
 "What should I do with this?” I hold up the brick.
 "Just throw it in here.” I toss the brick in the bin and close the lid. Neither of us move. I don't know what to expect when we walk back inside. Todd just stares at the ground, soon I'm doing the same. Eventually, he looks up and looks at me with those beautiful brown eyes. He opens his arms and I embrace him again.
 "At least we still get to be together.” I whisper.
 "I know.” he says.
 "And I just want you to know, that no matter what happens, I'm here with you. Always.”
 "And I'm here for you.” Todd looks at me again and kisses me again. After another minute, we head back inside. I hope we can get back into some sense of normality.
 I take a seat in the big chair in the family room, Todd sits on my lap. "So, what now?” Todd speaks up.
 "We don't know.” Maggie says. "We'll have to get that window fixed soon. Other than that, nothing else. Until then, you'll have to cover that window somehow.”
 "I'm sure we'll find some way.” Joe says. "So, Todd, let me ask you something.”
 "What is it dad?” he says.
 "What's with your tail?” I just notice that Todd's been wagging his tail a bit, showing off the multiple colors in it.
 "I thought it'd look nice on it.”
 "And that's not all of it.” I say. I lift up Todd's shirt to his chest, revealing there's more rainbow on his belly. Surprisingly, Todd doesn't try to retaliate. But his parents looked shocked about it.
 "Do you hate it?” Todd asks.
 "No, it's just, I didn't expect you to do that.” Maggie says. I put his shirt back down then hold him close.
 "What's with the flower in your hair?” Joe asks.
 "Todd got it for me at the park. I thought it'd be cute to do so.” I say.
 "It kinda is. Is that my hairpin?” Maggie says.
 "Yes. It was the only way for it to stay in place.”
 "It's fine, really.”
 "Well, me and Wendell are going to go upstairs.” Todd says. I didn't expect him to say that.
 "You better not be-” Joe starts out.
 "I told you, dad. We're not having sex!” Todd says. I lift him up in my arms and carry him upstairs. I take him to his room and I close the door.
 "Is everything ok, Todd?” I ask.
 "Of course. My parents don't hate either of us right now.”
 "Ok. just making sure.”
 "I just really needed to be with you alone again. Plus, I could really use a cuddle or some kisses right now.” he smiles. He looks so cute when he does that. I smile back at him. Go get him, Tiger. my mind says to me. I walk until I'm a few inches from him. We quickly wrap our arms around each other again and soon enough, we kiss again, this time it's not brief. It lasts forever. I gently push Todd so he lays down on the bed and I get on top of him, kissing him, not wanting to let him go. Todd rubs my back and I moan into the kiss a bit. My tail wags like crazy.
 I let my mind empty out, but yet it feels like it's running a million miles a minute. The fireworks in my chest are going off like crazy. I break the kiss and look into his eyes.
 "You're the best boyfriend a fur could ask for.” I say.
 "Aww, thanks. But I think you're the best fur ever.” he says.
 "You're too sweet you know that.” Kiss! "But I love you anyway.”
 "I love you more, Wendell.”
 "Oh no you don't Todd.”
 "Yes I do.”
***
 We must've dozed off because I wake up. I look over at the clock and see that it's 3 in the afternoon. Todd's still fast asleep in my arms. I wonder what he's dreaming about? I just had one of those days where I have no dreams, yet I'm sleeping.
 I kiss the top of his head and he giggles. Is he sleeping? Or is he just keeping his eyes closed?
 "Todd?” I whisper. I get no response. Not a noise, not a word, nothing.
 "Hey, you awake?” I try again. Again, nothing in return. Well, I don't really see any reason to wake Todd up right now since there's nothing we have to do right now. Besides, he's cute when he's asleep.
 When I go to caress him, I realise that we're both shirtless. We didn't... yiff last night, did we? I look under the blanket... nope. We're both still wearing pants. Thank goodness.
 I gently shake my fox. "Hey, get up sleepy.” Nope. Nothing happens. When I kiss his neck, he lets out a small laugh. I do it again, same reaction. Todd turns over so he's facing me, yet he's still sleeping. That's when I kiss him on the lips. This time, he kisses back, and I know he's awake.
 We both hug each other, still kissing. I wonder where this is going to go. When I break the kiss, Todd's fully awake. "Mornin'” Is all I say.
 "How long have we been out?” Todd yawns.
 "Only a few hours. We missed lunch. Why?”
 "I don't know, it's just that I don't remember going to sleep.”
 "Neither do I. Sorry if I did wake you up.”
 "It's fine.” Todd sits up. Probably to keep from going back to sleep. I lay my head on his chest. "What're you doing?”
 "I'm sorry. Sometimes, I just need to be cuddled too.” I say.
 "That's ok.” Todd starts to pet me and I can't help but moan. "Are you enjoying this?” Oh now he's getting playful.
 "Yes, I am.” Two can play the game. "Is foxy feeling playful right now?”
 "Yep.” Oh? No he's asking for it. I left myself up so my eyes meet his. Kiss!
 "And how does foxy want to play?” I ask. Todd pulls out that handkerchief that apparently is going to keep showing up. I take it from him and cover his pretty eyes with it. I get him up on his knees, being careful not to accidentally knock him over. I give him a couple kisses then I slowly inch my paws down his back and onto his ass. He doesn't resist.
 "Lay down, face down.” I say. Todd does just that. I get behind him and carefully rub his back, being careful not to go too rough on him. Even though I know he enjoys it alot.
 "I'll try not to be too hard on you.” I tell him.
 "Oh, c'mon. You know you love it when you have me moaning and crying out.” Todd says.
 "True. But, I'd rather just have you happy.”
 "You sure you don't want to make me moan again?” Todd is such a teaser.
 "Do you want me to make you moan?”
 "Yes, I do.” Alright, just for that, I give him a big spank. Just like he wanted, I hear him cry out a bit.
 "Does foxy love spanks?” I say.
 "Yes. Please spank me more.” he cries out.
 "Oh. I'll give you more. But first, you better beg for it first.” I put a paw on his ass to mess with him.
 "Please! Spank me!”
 "And why is that?” I give his ass a gentle squeeze.
 "Because I'm your little bitch!”
 "Oh, yes you are.” I spanks him hard three times. He moans very loud but he muffled it by burying his face in his arms.
 "Oh, yes!!!” he says.
 "Does foxy want more?”
 "Yes! Please!” I smack him on the ass a few more times.
 "What else does foxy want?”
 "You. I just want you!” I bend down, lay on top of him and kiss his head. He's mine and I'm his.
 "Well, you have me.” I say.


 
  Chapter 12 (Todd)

  

 The next three days flew by fast. Next thing I know, it's thursday. Me and Wendell have barely left the house since last weekend. I was hoping we could go on another date soon, but I don't want to rush anything.
 Wendell comes back into my room from the shower. He still looks a little damp. I put down Paper Towns for a minute (I'm finally on part two) so I can talk to him.
 "Hey." I say.
 "What's up?" he says.
 "Nothing. Just got done with some of this book. You?"
 "I just finished my shower so..." After that, the room falls silent. Wendell's dressed in a red shirt with a white triangle on it, and in blue shorts. I'm only wearing red shorts, I decided to stay shirtless. It's my room after all. Or should I say, our room.
 I hop off the bed and hug him. These last few days have been nothing but crazy. My parents finally fixed my bedroom window (they had to call some guy to do it), plus, they've bonded with Wendell a bit, so that helps. It's almost like he is part of the family.
 "What do you want to do now?" I ask, "You want to go on another date?"
 "Sure. Anything to spend more time with you." he says.
 "Aww, you're too sweet you know that?" I kiss him.
 "I know. Where'd you want to go?"
 "How about we see a movie?" 
 "Sure. Which one?" I hear a buzzing noise. Wendell goes over to the desk and picks up his phone and answers it.
 "Hello?... Oh, hey Bruno! What's up?... Really?... That's great... What? Oh, I'm hanging out with Todd right now... Hey! Can I ask you something?... I was wondering if Todd and I can come with you... Sure, however you want to phrase it... Ok... See you there." he hangs up.
 "What's going on?" I ask.
 "That was Bruno. He's got a date tonight."
 "With who?"
 "Sarah Brown." I don't know who that is.
 "Who?"
 "She's a dalmatian."
 "Oh. Ok. What was with the part where me and you can go?"
 "I ask Bruno if the four of us can go on a double date."
 I scratch the back of my head. "Gee, I don't know."
 "C'mon, it's only a friend. What could go wrong?"
 "I don't know, but does Bruno or Sarah know that we're both gay?"
 "They both know."
 "Ok. Whatever. So where are we all going?" I ask.
 "The four of us are going out of town to this party in Friendsville."
 "What?" Is he insane? "That's a 30 minute drive from here."
 "I know. But Bruno's older sister, Jodi, is having this huge house party in her huge mansion on the edge of town."
 "Wendell, are you crazy? Mom and dad will never let us go there!"
 "Relax. We'll just say that we're going around town. We'll sneak out, then shortly before the party's over, we'll drive back in time by 7."
 "How're we going to drive there?" I ask.
 "Remember that SUV my parent's got for me on my 16th birthday?"
 "I remember that." It's true. Wendell got his license only a few weeks after his birthday. It's a nice blue one.
 "My parents have the keys, so I'll just sneak in their house and steal it from them later."
 Ok, now he's just being crazy. "Wendell, you were almost caught the last time you snuck in there, and now you want to go back?"
 "Yes. You got any better ideas?"
 I sigh and roll my eyes. "I guess not. so how's this thing going to work?"
 "Well, first, we need to leave in about an hour. We'll say we're going on a date (which we technically are later today) and then sneak over to my parents house and wait 'till they're gone. Then we'll sneak into the house through my bedroom window again. The key should be on the key rack on the kitchen counter."
 "Wendell, your ideas always sound crazy."
 "I know." he says. "But, have I ever been wrong before?"
 "You have but, I'll admit, your plans usually work out."
 "Exactly! Are you in or not?"
 "I'm in." I pretty much have no choice. "So, where do we start?"
 "First, get a shirt on." Crap! I just realized that I'm shirtless the whole time that he was speaking. I run over to the dresser and put on a random shirt. It's a bit small for me, but sometimes I like showing off my figure.
 "I've been wanting to ask you about that." Wendell says.
 "What?"
 "Why are all of your shirts a big snug on you?"
 "I don't know. But, I kinda like it." I blush, "Why? Does it bother you?"
 "No, I've just wanted to ask that for a while."
 "Oh. Ok." I'm getting very scared already about today. We go downstairs, where my mother is sitting on the couch watching FRIENDS.
 "Maggie? We're going out." Wendell says.
 "Where are you two going?" she says.
 "We're going to be all over town today, but we'll be back by seven."
 "Ok boys. Be safe."
 "We will." We walk out the front door and close it. I'm happy my parents didn't notice anything strange about the two of us being gone all day.
 "So, what now?" I ask after we're down the street.
 "Well, next, we go to my house and wait until both of my parents are gone." Wendell says. I don't argue with him on the way there. There's no point, even though his ideas sound crazy, in the end, the work and he gets his goal.
 Wendell's house is exactly the way it was the last time we came here. But that was just to throw around stuff that was already in the house. This time, we're stealing a car. Is it stealing? It technically belongs to Wendell since it was given to him. While my mind argues with itself about that, we sneak around to the back and go to his bedroom window. He gets on his knees and looks inside. He pulls on the window and it opens. Going feet first, he manages to get in as quietly as he did last time.
 "Come on, Todd!" he loudly whispers. I slowly inch my way into his house, trying not to make a single sound, afraid even a pen cap falling on the floor would cause great attention.
 "What now?"
 "Well, now, we head upstairs and steal the key." We head to the stairs. It creaks a lot so it takes what feels like ten minutes going up the stairs. When we open the door, my heart is racing like crazy. I'm afraid that one of Wendell's parents is going to pop up out of nowhere. Wendell slowly walks into the kitchen and quickly scans the place for the key.
 "Is that it?" I point to what looks like a car key on the edge of the table on the other side of the room.
 "Yep." He goes over, grabs it, then walks out of the room. I follow. After a minute, we end up in Wendell's garage. Parked in it is his SUV. "She's still here."
 "I guess your folks decided not to get rid of it." I say.
 "No. My mom decided not to get rid of it. Trust me. If you knew my parents, you'd know that my dad will throw anything of mine away if I make him this mad before." Wendell unlocks the car and gets in the driver's seat. I get in the passenger's seat. He starts it up. "Oh Shit!" I jump in my seat when he yells that.
 "What is it now?"
 "I forgot to get the garage door opener."
 "You mean this." I hold up a remote in my paw, giving an evil grin.
 "Why you sneaky little fox." Wendell says in shock. He takes the remote from my paw and opens the door. Wendell slowly drives it out of the garage and into the street. Luckily, this street rarely ever has anyone driving on it. After we're on the street, Wendell closes the garage. "Open your window."
 "Why?" I ask.
 "We can't keep this with us." he holds up the remote, "We've gotta return it, so I'm just going to have you throw it on the porch." Wendell hands it back to me. I roll down my window, aim carefully, and toss it. It lands on the porch in front of the door.
 "Nice job." he says.
 "Thanks." And with that, we're gone. "What next?"
 "Next, we go to Bruno's house and wait until we leave for Friendsville." Bruno lives in this old run-down shack a few streets away. No, seriously. He lives in that old cabin in town. When we pull up, I'm starting to have second thoughts about this whole plan.
 "Hey, Wendell." I speak up.
 "What's wrong Todd?"
 "Does Bruno know what you're up to?"
 "No, but I'm about to tell him." We get out of his car and walk up to the door. Wendell knocks on the door and a black dog answers it.
 "Hey Wendell!" he shouts, obviously drunk.
 "Bruno, have you been drinking again?" Wendell asks.
 "Let me think... yep. I have."
 "Bruno has had a drinking problem in the last few months. But he's never drank this much before." Wendell whispers in my ear.
 "So, this is Todd huh?" Bruno says, throwing an arm around me. I can smell the booze in his breath. "He's pretty adorable. I can see why you're dating him." he gives me a drunken kiss on the side of my face.
 "Do something!" I growl at Wendell.
 "Bruno, get your paws off my boyfriend." Wendell says, grabbing Bruno and pulling him off of me. "Where's Sarah?"
 "She's uh... she's... right inside." Bruno mindlessly points inside. Wendell and I walk inside. The place is completely destroyed. The couch in this room is totally torn up, the bed does have the back two legs to it angles a bit. The carpet in here smells like expired vinegar and all of the windows are broken. Sitting on the couch is a dalmatian with a purple tank top and skinny jeans.
 "Thank god you two are here." she says.
 "Sorry we were a while, I had to steal my car keys from my parents house." Wendell says.
 "What?"
 "Never mind. What happened to Bruno? When he called earlier, he sounded fine."
 "He must've drunk a few bottles after he hung up or something." Sarah says.
 "Well, what do we do until he recovers?" I ask.
 "We're gonna have to look after him." she says, "Where is he?" Me and Wendell both look at the doorway and Bruno is nowhere to be seen. Wendell runs out the door and look around, runs out and in a minute, brings in a drunk Bruno.
 "He was out trying to swing on the swingset upside-down."
 "That's crazy." I say. When they both get inside, I run up and close the door. Wendell throws Bruno on the couch next to Sarah.
 "How long until this whole thing wears off?" I ask. I know nothing about alcohol.
 "Well... it might be until tonight, but even then he still might be a bit sauced up." Wendell says.
 "So how are we going to attend this party without Bruno?" Sarah asks.
 "I guess we're going to have to bring him with us."
 "Are you crazy?" I say. I've been asking him this all day, "Bringing a drunk fur with us to a college party might be the stupidest idea ever! We all know how college people are! They'll just drink themselves, and keep drinking and eventually Bruno could be sucked into all of that. You realise that he could die from alcohol poisoning or he could end up getting in a car and kill himself!"
 "Relax, Todd. Sarah will keep an eye on him while we're there."
 "I will. Besides, I'm not going to miss this. I've never been to a college party before and none of us are going to get another opportunity for another two years." Sarah says.
 "Bruno? Are you awake?" I say.
 "What? Who said that? Who are you?" Yep, he's still drunk.
 "I'm Todd!" I try to keep my voice down.
 "C'mon Todd, please stick with us." Wendell says.
 "I don't know. This is all fucked up! We could get in serious trouble for doing this."
 "Calm down, I'm not going to let anything bad happen."
 "But, what if Sarah gets drunk? What if you get drunk?"
 "I don't drink, ever and neither does Sarah. Isn't that right?"
 "It's true," she says, "I've never had booze and I never will."
 "Ok, but what about drugs?" I ask, "Or what if someone tries to get me to have sex?"
 "Todd," Wendell grasps my shoulders, "I'm not going to let anything bad happen to you. We're going to go there, we're going to have the best night of our lives, and we'll be back before 7 like we promised your mother."
 "Ok, if you say so." Once again, I have no choice but to come. Besides, I can't let Wendell go there by himself, incase someone gets him intoxicated and tries to fuck him.
 "Good. We all leave at noon." he says. I look at the clock on the wall. An hour and thirty-seven minutes until we leave. This next hour should be fun.
***
 Bruno must've had a hangover and passed out or something, but either way, he's unconscious. It's about fifteen minutes before we have to leave. Wendell and Sarah are both crashed out on the bed (they said they needed last minute rest) with an alarm clock set to go off any minute now. I'm laying down on the floor looking up at the ceiling. It looks exactly how the rest of this cabin: cracked and shitty.
 After another minute or two of letting my thoughts run wild in my head, the alarm goes off and I mentally tell my brain to shut up and slow down a bit. Wendell reached down and unplugs the alarm clock. He looks like he's about to fall asleep again. On one hand, that's great because we won't have to follow through with this plan and not risk any trouble. On the other, I didn't go through all this trouble to stop now.
 I get up off the floor and stretch out. I've been sitting there for an hour. I walk over to the bed. Sarah and Wendell are facing away from each other. Good. They better not've tried anything funny. Wait, shut up brain! Wendell's my boyfriend and Sarah is on a date with Bruno.
 I lean down and whisper in Wendell's ear: "Wake up." his ear just twitches. That's the only response I get. Then I get a better idea. I whisper again: "You better get up or else I'm going to fuck you right here, right now in front of these furs."
 That's when Wendell opens his eyes. From the way he opens them, you can tell that he obviously heard what I said. I think even Sarah heard it but I have no way of knowing. He gets up off the bed.
 "Wait, you're joking, right?" he says.
 "Maybe..." I run a finger down his chest and give an I-wasn't-kidding-around smile. Before I can do anything, Wendell picks me up and carries me outside. Oh no. I'm probably going to get yelled at. Wendell sets me down at the back of the cabin.
 "I'm not in trouble am I?" I whimper.
 "No. But, I'm this close to fucking you." he says.
 "So, what? You're going to let off steam or something?"
 "Something like that." he backs me up into the cabin wall, pins my arms against it and kisses me, deep. I love it when Wendell is in full control, but this was unexpected. Within seconds, we're French kissing. I feel Wendell letting go of one of my arms. I think he's pawing himself right now. I use my free arm to pull him closer. We both moan like crazy. Wendell breaks the kiss and trails kisses them down my body. I kneel down and give him kisses too.
 "You make me so happy." he says.
 "You make me a happy fox." I say. Wendell lays me down on the grass, face up. He gets on top of me and kisses me even deeper than before. He grinds his groin against mine. Why must this wolf make me so horny? This is too hot, but I don't care.
 "Now, does foxy still want to play?" he asks.
 "Yes." I gasp.
 "Ok, then." he goes down to my shoes and takes them off, along with my socks. My feet are very sensitive, and right now, barefoot. Shit! He's found my weak spot.
 "What're you going to do?" I ask.
 "This." Wendell gives each of my feet a kiss and I shiver. My feet has black fur, then cuts to orange around the ankle. I never knew Wendell was into foot worship. He licks both of my feet a bit and I moan. After another minute of this torture, I decide to turn the tables. He didn't tell me to stay laying down. I get up, taking my feet back, then force Wendell to lay down. He surprisingly does so without argument. I take his feet and remove his shoes and socks. I give his right foot a kiss and he whimpers a bit.
 "Does the big bad wolf want foxy's touch?" I playfully ask.
 "Oh, yes!" he says. I kiss his feet again, maybe I licked it a bit. It tastes kinds strange, but I love it. Wendell has the cutest feet I've seen on a wolf. After a minute, I grab his left foot so it gets just as much attention as the right one. His feet are the same shade of grey as the rest of his fur. I know he loves this.
 "Love this?" I ask.
 "Oh, you bet." he says. I need to do something that'll really set him off. I hold up one finger and he looks at he with that "confused dog" look. I take my finger and gently stroke his foot. He laughs and I put on an evil grin. That'll get him.
 "What's wrong?" I say sarcastically, "Is someone... ticklish?" Unlike him, I'm not. Finally, I found something that makes him weak. After a few minutes of this, we both get back up, put our shoes back on, and we head back inside.
 "What've you two been doing?" Sarah asks.
 "Something you don't want to know about." I say. She widens her eyes and doesn't say anything else.
 "Is Bruno awake yet?" Wendell asks.
 "No." she says.
 "Well, we have to go if we want to make it."
 "Guess we'll have to carry him." I say. Wendell and I each grab one of Bruno's arms and we pull him to his feet.
 "W-Wha?" he starts to wake up, "Where am I?"
 "We're heading out and you're coming with us." Sarah says. We have to carry this dog outside to his car. Sarah reaches in his pocket and takes out his keys. She unlocks Bruno's minivan and opens the passenger door. "Just set him in here, I'll drive him there." Me and Wendell manage to get Bruno into the car seat and buckled in. By then, he looks a bit more awake.
 "T-Todd?" he says.
 "Yes. What is it?" I say.
 "I... can't feel... anything."
 "Don't worry. You'll be ok." We shut the door. Me and Wendell get into his car (Obviously he's driving) and in seconds, we're getting on the road, with Sarah leading the way.
 "How long are we going to be there?" I ask.
 "Until about 6:20, then we'll drive home." Wendell says.
 "Ok. Whatever you say." We don't really speak on the way there. I mostly just watch the roads and signs go by as we drive. I reach behind me and grab my tail. Whenever I get bored, I sometimes mess with it. Mostly I'll twirl it around in my fingers. And that's exactly what I find myself doing.
 "Why're you playing with your tail?" Wendell asks after a while.
 "Oh, uh... sometimes I play with it when I'm bored."
 "Oh. You're not the only one. Whenever I'm alone, I usually would find myself mindlessly playing with it."
 "That's nice. But, I know you love playing with my tail."
 "True. I do enjoy it. It's so soft."
 "Haha, I guess so." This is really what our conversation resorted to? Talking about our tails? It's a little funny if you think about it. Although, I do have to admit, I like the feel of Wendell's tail too. "I'll let you play with mine when we get there."
 "I'm looking forward to it." he says.
 "By the way, how long until we get there?" I ask.
 "I think about five minutes or so." After being on the road for 35 minutes. We stop. We're parked outside this huge house. Oh wait, I think Sarah or Wendell said mansion earlier, and that's probably the right word for it.It's 1:05 in the afternoon.
 I hop out of the car and walk over to Sarah and Bruno, Wendell's right behind me. Sarah rolls down her window. "Is Bruno awake yet?" I ask.
 "Yes, but he's still a bit drunk." she says.
 "What do we do?"
 "We'll have to get him inside and help him out. Maybe Jodi will know what to do with him." It's hell getting Bruno out of the car and into the house. His sister answers when we ring the doorbell.
 "What happened to him?" Jodi asks. She almost looks exactly like her brother, except her eyes are blue, his are brown.
 "What do you think? He got drunk again?" Sarah says.
 "Well, bring him in." We bring him in and we shut the door.
 "Damn. This place is huge." I hear Wendell whisper.The whole place has a yellowish glow to it. But that's probably because the floor tiles are yellow. Jodi and Sarah take Bruno to Jodi's bedroom. At least that's what I think I heard them say. Me and Wendell just take a seat at the bottom of the stairs.
 "Here." I let Wendell mess with my tail a bit like I said I would let him. I takes it and just pets it a bit. I rub his back while he does this.
 "Thanks." he says.
 "Can I play with yours?" I ask.
 "Sure." I take his tail in my paws. We sit there for maybe three (or possibly four) minutes playing with each other's tail, when the girls finally come down.
 "Why are you two playing with your tails?" Jodi asks.
 "Because I like it." Wendell says.
 "Because I get bored easily." I say. I let go of his tail and vice versa.
 "So, Jodi, when's this party of yours?" Wendell asks.
 "In about two hours. Why?"
 "Just wondering." We all decide to just wander around the place until 3. I walk through this door behind the stairs. That's the kitchen. Or is it a bar? It looks the same. Some of the lights are burnt out in the back. I can't help but be a curious fox. Slowly, I walk towards the back, where the lights are out, with the only light coming from the bar behind me. That's what I decided to call it. After all, it has that counter that looks exactly like one you'd see at a bar. Plus, I'm no expert, but I think those are alcoholic drinks in here. I'll have to remind Wendell to not let Bruno come in here.
 I eventually find a wall in the dark and run my paw along it. In only seconds, I bump into something. What the hell is this? I feel around it but I can't tell what it is. I can feel buttons, and a TV screen. I grab my phone out of my pocket and lit up the area. I'm in another room, but the door is open. I see a light switch in the far wall and turn it on. The whole room brightens and I have to shield my eyes. When they adjust, I see what I ran into: an arcade machine. Exactly like the one me and Wendell played at Zuma. It's unplugged though. I plug in the machine and it turns on. Just like the one we played before, it's a bunch of namco games. Except this time, Wendell isn't here to play with me.
 Before I even think of getting him, I find myself playing Mappy (my favorite namco game). This is one of those machines that don't need a quarter or a token to operate. Plus, there's no sound.
 After playing about 6 or 7 games, I think that Wendell might be concerned about me. That's when I hear music blast loud from the other side of the house and it vibrates my ears a little. I look at my phone again and see the time. 5 voicemails from Wendell and it's 3:47.


 
  Chapter 13 (Wendell)

   I'm getting worried. Who knows where Todd is? I look at my phone. Still no word from Todd and it's 4:36. The party's already started, there's a lot of furs here in Jodi's house, and the music's cranked up too high for me to even think.
 "What's wrong, W?” Sarah scares me.
 "First off,” I have to yell, "Don't ever scare me again. Second, don't call me W. Third, I can't find Todd.”
 "I think he went into that creepy looking door behind the stairs.”
 "Where's Bruno and Jodi?”
 "Bruno's upstairs, Jodi's... I think she's in the TV room over there.” she points behind her. I push my way through the crowd towards the stairs. When I look behind them, Sarah was right, that is a scary looking door. Why did Todd go in here?
 Before I can have second thoughts, I walk through it myself. There's a few dim lights in this room, but you can tell that this some kind of bar. There's a few furs in here, but I'm wondering where Todd is. There's some dark on the left side of this room, but there's no wall here. When I walk over there, I'm in the complete dark, with only light from that room in here, but there's nothing else.
 But, I do see a square of light ahead of me. Wait a minute, is that a... video game? Like the one from Zuma? In that square of light, I see the outline of a fox. Hold on... that is Todd! Before I can even think, I run towards him. When I reach him, turns out that square of light was a doorway and this is a smaller room.
 "Todd?” I say. He doesn't respond. I think he's too busy playing pac man to notice me. I shake the thought away. I gently shake his shoulder.
 "Todd.” Again, no response. He must've been here for about three and a half hours. I pick him up off the seat and carry him out of the room. In seconds, I think I hear Todd snoring. I carry him back through the bar and go to find Sarah. I manage to find her upstairs in what I think is Jodi's room.
 "Sarah?” I open the door and I see her with Bruno and I immediately close it. That was something I did not want to see tonight. I hurry up and get both me and Todd downstairs. That's where I bump into Jodi.
 "Jodi!” I yell over the music.
 "Wendell?! What's up?” she says. Thankfully I can read lips in case I can't hear.
 "Well, I found Todd.” I show her the sleeping fox in my arms, "And I also found Sarah.”
 "Where is she?”
 "Uh... having sex with Bruno upstairs.”
 "What?!” With that, she storms up the stairs to find them. Pretty sure there's going to be fireworks going up stairs. I carry Todd throughout the house to try and find somewhere I can rest him. Eventually I set him down on a red leather couch in another room. I don't have time to observe since there's too many furs in here. I sit next to Todd, letting him rest his head on my lap. Gently, I caress his head.
***
 I get beer accidentally spilled on my fur from a rabbit. I'm in the bathroom scrubbing it off, but no matter how much soap I use, I can still smell booze. When I'm done, I quickly dry myself off and head back to Todd. Hold on! Where is he? Did he finally wake up? He better not've been dragged off for sex because then I'll be pissed. Either way, he's not on the couch where I left him.
 Just when I'm about to find Jodi or Sarah, I hear something in the distance. "WENDELL!!!” That's definitely Todd's voice. But I think it's coming from outside. I run up to the window and in the distance, I see Todd running like hell away from something. Shit! I run for the front door. Whatever it is, he's in danger. I'm surprised no one has noticed that I'm all of a sudden going crazy, but then again, this is a college party.
 When I get to the door, I immediately throw it open and start running towards Todd. We accidentally bump into each other and knock each other on the ground. "Todd, what the hell is happening?” I ask.
 "Wendell, we have to get out of here.” Todd's breathing heavy. His clothes are a bit torn up, some revealing his rainbow fur. Plus he's got a few scratches on him. Wait a minute... those are... cat scratches!
 "Oh no. Don't tell me-” I start out, but I'm interrupted.
 "Don't tell you what, Wendy?” Allan appears from behind us, along with his two henchmen: Ray and Steele. Crap! I thought we were gone seeing those bastards.
 "How the fuck did you find us?” I say through gritted teeth.
 "How? We honestly didn't know you were here. That is until we saw you park here and go inside.”
 "What the hell do you want from us?”
 "Relax, Wendy. We're not here for you, we're here for the tail-raiser.” Allan nod to Todd.
 "Don't ever call him that!” I ball up my fists. I'm seriously about ready to twist someone's head off.
 "Uh, Wendell,” Todd pipes up, "Calm down, there's nothing they can do.”
 "What do you mean?” I ask. Todd puts an evil grin on and holds up three pocket knives, each with a letter sketched in them: R, A, S. Holy shit! "You sneaky little fox.” I take the knife with A on it, flip it open and point it towards the felines. "Now listen here, never, I mean NEVER bother me or Todd again. Or I swear to god I'm gonna regret you ever lived in Knoxville.”
 "Woah. Don't do anything you might regret.” Allan puts his paws up, but isn't backing up. I point the knife at the tip of Allan's nose.
 "You better start running.” I say. But before I can do anything else, Ray knocks the knife out of my paw and takes it in his own. In a flash, he swings his arms and he cuts open my left arm. I yell out.
 "Run!” Todd yells. I try to, but when I do, my arms starts to hurt like hell. I know that those three are going to catch up to us fast.
 "Todd, give me one of those knives.” I say.
 "Why?”
 "That way we're both armed.” He hands me the S knife. I turn around, aim for Ray's shoulder, then I throw the knife to the best of my ability. Before I can see where it hits, I turn back around and continue running.
 "What did you do?” Todd asks.
 "I threw a knife at Ray's shoulder.”
 "Here,” he hands me the R knife, "In case Allan or Steele take the A one.”
 "You're probably right.” I turn around to see if either is on our trail, but stop. Todd notices and stops too. I see Allan and Steele in the distance over Ray, who's on the ground. The knife did not go into his shoulder, I must've slipped and it went into his leg. Allan takes the knife out of Ray.
 "I'm gonna kill you faggots!” he yells. He takes off full sprint towards us. We run towards the mansion. More specifically, the side of the mansion my SUV is parked. There's no reason to stay here now. Jodi and Sarah can take care of Bruno while we're gone.
 When we reach my car, I throw open the driver's side, help Todd inside, lock the door and shut it. When I turn around, Allan puts the knife to my throat.
 "Any last words, gay boy?” he says. I take my knife and this time, I get him in the right shoulder. He cries out and drops the knife. I go over to the passenger's side.
 "You've got your driver's license right?” I ask.
 "Yes.”
 "Then let's go home.” Todd manages to start the car and soon enough, we're on the road. I take a minute on the phone to call Sarah and explain what the fuck is happening. When I hang up, I'm scared as hell. I aimed for his shoulder. What happened? What's going to happen? I've been good at knife throwing since my dad started to teach me two years ago. I never miss when it comes to that.
 "Wendell? You alright?” Todd thankfully breaks the silence.
 "I don't understand. I aimed for his arm.” 
 "Listen, you didn't do anything wrong. You see what Ray did to you?” he motions to my sliced open arm. "Those three were going to do worse. Plus, you heard Allan, he was going to kill us. I saw him about to slit your throat.”
 "I know. What the fuck is with those cats? What did we do to them?”
 "I don't know.”
 "By the way, you never told me how you got those knives off of them.”
 "Oh, I slipped them out of their pockets when they weren't looking. Then when they were fighting about who gets the first punch, I cut the ropes they used to tie me up and then I ran like hell.”
 "How did they get to you?”
 "They must've blended in easily, then when you went to the bathroom, they took me. I woke up at that moment but they covered my mouth before I could say anything.”
 "What do we do now?”
 "I don't know. But, we're not safe in Knoxville. They'll just follow us.” True, but, at that point, the only thing we could do is go home. My arm hurts like fucking hell. When we hit a stop light, Todd takes off his shirt, wraps it around my open wound, and tells me to hold it there.
 It takes us a moment to get home so, when we get there and we go in, I have to be prepared to explain a lot of things.
 "What happened to you two?” Maggie asks when we shut the door.
 "What do you mean?” I ask, trying to evade the question at hand.
 "I mean, what happened to your arm?”
 There's no point in lying, but we have a lot to explain. "We ran into those three cats.”
 "What cats?”
 "Allan, Steele, and Ray. They ambushed us and we got into a fight.”
 "And what happened to your shirt?” Maggie turns her attention to Todd.
 "I used it to help stop the bleeding.” he says. Todd's mother goes into the other room and comes back with a roll of bandages (the kind you'd see in a hospital, not like the ones in a box). She takes Todd's shirt off my arm, bandages up my sliced arm (it's a bit tight) and tapes it down.
 I told her and Joe that I wasn't comfortable talking about what happened the rest of the day since it's too scary to think about, which is true. I just follow Todd to his room and I sit in the bed.
 "I'm sorry.” I say to Todd, who's getting dressed.
 "For what?” he responds.
 "For making you go there and for everything that's happened today. I understand is you want me to leave you alone for a while.” I pin down my ears.
 "Wendell, it's ok. I'm not mad.”
 "Really?”
 "It's fine. I just want to make sure your ok. I mean, seeing something like that, I just want to know your going to be fine.”
 "I'll be ok. Remember when I was 11 and I broke my leg?”
 "Yes I do, and that was scary. But, if you ask me, it wasn't a good idea to jump out of the second floor window to 'sneak out'.” It's true. That really did happen.
 "Well, either way, I'm going to be fine.” I say. "As long as you're with me.”
 Todd gently hugs me. "I'll always be here.” His rainbow tail wags. I feel something poke into me. I hold Todd back and see a tent being pitched in his pants.
 "Are you getting aroused?” I ask.
 "Maybe... why?” he says.
 "Because after everything today, sex was the last thing on my mind.” My mind flashes back to when we had sex before Todd's parents came home.
 "Well, ever since that day in the woods,” he starts out, "I was think about what it's like to receive oral instead of giving it.”
 I can't help but laugh. After everything that's happened today, I did not expect a conversation to head this direction. "So... what you're saying is that you want to suck me?” I ask.
 "Just for a minute, just to see what it's like.” Todd starts to blush. It's kinds cute.
 "Sure. I guess, but what about your parents?”
 "It'll only be for a minute.” Before I can react, he locks muzzles with me. I close my eyes and kiss him back. He reaches down and slowly unbuttons and unzips my pants. We both stand up and my pants fall to the ground. Todd slides a paw on my underwear and slides them down, leaving me in the nude. My shyness creeps back up on me as I stand naked in front of him.
 He must've known that I'm a bit nervous, because he starts to undress himself. "Lay down on the bed.” I whisper in his ear. Todd does just that, facing up, his head at the foot of the bed. I lay down next to him, but I get into a 69 position. I slowly take in Todd's d*ck into my muzzle, gently sucking on it. Todd does the same and I can't help but moan. He tastes exactly the same as he did last time: nice and salty.
 One of my paws find Todd's ass and it starts to rub it. After several minutes like this, I taste some pre and literally in seconds, Todd's c*m squirts into my mouth. I'm close to doing the same for him. I howl, but it's muffled, and I c*m down Todd's throat. We hear footsteps when I take his d*ck out of my mouth. Oh god! Please let whoever that is go into another room. I mentally cross my fingers, but before me or Todd can go grab our clothes, Maggie walks into our room. Busted! my mind yells.
 "What are you doing?!” she screams. I quickly grab the blanket and cover me and Todd.
 "Mom!” Todd yells, "What do you want?!”
 "I heard some kind of noise up here. Are you two... yiffing?!” Neither of us can say a word. We're both too scared to say anything. That's when Joe walks in. Gettin' worse!
 "Maggie, what's going on up here?” when Joe sees us, his expression changes from concern to anger. "What are you boys doing?!”
 "They were 69ing.” Maggie says.
 "I knew it. I knew that if we left these two in the house together, they would do something like that!” Joe rants. Still, me and Todd can't say anything. "That's it. Both of you, get your clothes on! Wendell, get out of our house! Todd, we will discuss your punishment in the morning.”
 That's when Todd snaps. "No!” he gets off the bed. He somehow managed to get his underwear back on. "You're not kicking Wendell out! He has nowhere to go! If you haven't noticed, his dad hasn't been the father he should be! And now you want to kick him out again?! I don't think so!”
 "Too bad son. I will not tolerate stuff like that in this house!” Joe goes on.
 "Well, if you kick him out, you better kick me out with him.” Damn! Todd's never been this aggressive before.
 "No,” Maggie says, "You're staying here. He probably forced you to do that.”
 "No, he didn't! In fact, it was my idea! I just wanted to know what it's like!” Wow! He ain't holding back, "So either we both stay, or we both go! Your choice.”
 Joe and Maggie exchange looks and then go into their bedroom. Todd and I get fully clothed, sit on the bed, and we wait for what's to come. I hold his paw as we wait, he squeezes mine. Hopefully that body language means that he's with me no matter what. When Todd's parents come back into the room, they still look pretty upset.
 "Todd, you father and I have discussed this, but...” Maggie chokes on the next words,
 "We've decided that it's best if you both leave.” Joe finishes for her. Todd just lightly gasps, tears coming in his eyes, and grips my paw harder. "You can take whatever you want from this room but you better both be gone in an hour.” With that, they both leave and go downstairs.
 Todd takes the news badly. He rests his head on my lap and quietly sobs into my thigh. I carefully caress the back of his head to hopefully comfort him. After a few more minutes, Todd goes to his dresser, opens a drawer and pulls out two backpacks. There's still tears coming down his face. He sniffles, but doesn't yell or shout.
 Todd hands me one of the bags but I tell him, "There's nothing in here I really want... except this.” I reach under his pillow and take out the Paper Towns book. We were a few chapters away from the third part.
 Todd spends the next half an hour packing his things. Some of it it clothes, he has some books in there. He even packed the handkerchief we play with all the time. He even puts the three bottles of hair dye in there. We walk down the stairs. Maggie and Joe are right in front of the door. They don't say anything. Joe points at the door, telling us to get out.
 I hop off the bottom step and we go out the door. It's dark outside, the streetlights are on. The front door closes behind us and we start walking.
 "What do we do now?” Todd says after who knows how long of walking around town.
 "I don't know.” We sit on a curb to get some rest. I still have my phone, but I don't know how much longer it will last. Mom will probably still want to talk to me so, she's probably paying my phone bill to keep it working. As for Todd's phone, his parents will probably cancel his phone in the morning.
 After a few more minutes, my phone goes off. Angie. I answer it. "Hello?”
 "Hey, cousin. What's up?” she's still sounds like the bubbly Vixen I knew as a young wolf.
 "Actually, things are terrible. Me and Todd have both been kicked out and now we have nowhere to live.”
 "Oh, I feel sorry for you guys. If you were here, I'd definitely let you stay here.”
 "With you and Janelle?” I raise an eyebrow.
 "Yes. Jani has been wanting to meet Todd since you told me about him.” Really now? My brain hatches an idea. The craziest one I've had in years.
 "Ok. We'll be there.” I say.
 "What?”
 "Me and Todd. We're coming to LA.”
 "Really? How're you going to afford a plane ticket?” Angie asks.
 "I'm not coming by plane. But, we'll see you in a week. Bye cous.”
 "Bye Wendell!” she makes a kissing noise and she hangs up. Todd gives me a strange look, especially after I said we'd be there.
 "Who was that?” Todd asks.
 "Angie. My cousin. She says since we don't have anywhere to live, we can go love with her and her roommate.”
 "Really? But, how're we going to get there?”
 "We're gonna have to go by car.”
 "But that'll take days!” he whines.
 "I don't want to leave it here, knowing that a lot of people in this town are after us.”
 "So, what do we do? And what's with that strange look on your face? You know that look scares me.” He's referring to my I-have-an-idea-and-yes-it's-totally-insane face.
 "Well,” I start out, "What do these seven people have in common? Michelle Tripp, Richard Tripp, Maggie McCarthy, Joe McCarthy, Allan Grayson, Ray Jones, Steele Hall.”
 Todd thinks about this for a moment. "What is it?”
 "They've all wronged us because of who we are. And I'm not going to tolerate it anymore. We're going to show these people that messing with us was a bad idea. Then, we head for California by tomorrow morning.” I say, "It's time for Operation: Revenge.”


 
  Chapter 14 (Todd)

   Right now, it's about 9 at night. Normally, I'd be resting in bed, getting ready for whatever it is that the world has to throw at me next. Instead, I'm in a convenience store with a list, a set of instructions from Wendell, and $200, while he's doing the same thing on the other end of town (Wendell said we'd save time by splitting up).
 Before I go inside the store, I take a look at what I have to buy:
	Paper
	Marker (Sharpie will work)
	Orange Spray Paint
	Crowbar
	An old luggage
	Rope
	Stink Bomb
	Masking Tape
	Tranquilizer Darts

 At first, the stuff on the list looks like something Wendell did to his parents. But, after the crowbar, it's a bunch of random stuff. Rope? Tape? Darts that knock someone out? Is this revenge or is he planning a weird orgy?
 I manage to find some of that stuff at the store. The guy ringing me up looks at me like I'm crazy, and in a way, I kind of do. I take my stuff then head out. When I get to a private alley, I take a look at the instructions. I know I should be reading all of it before I do anything, but I usually do stuff as I'm reading them. I look at number one.


OPERATION: REVENGE BY WENDELL TRIPP PART A
	If you managed to find a luggage, put the rest of the stuff in it. That'll make it easier to carry them around all night. You're probably wondering why I spent an hour writing this down while I made you look away, that's because it's easier this way because like you, I have stuff I need to do tonight.



 I do what the paper says. Next thing I know, I've got a backpack full of the most random junk in Knoxville. What is this guy planning? I skim to number two.


	Go to your parent's house where you were just kicked out of an hour ago. Take a piece of paper and write a message that'll stick in your parent's brain that you are not to be messed with. Take the crowbar and use it to open the window in your bedroom.



 I quickly run back to my house, the weight of the bag on my shoulders slowing me down a bit. When I get there, I'm a little hesitant, but I'm about to leave soon. I sneak around to the side of my house that my window is at. How am I supposed to get up there? I look around for anything I can use to climb up the side of my house, yet can't. I go to another side of the house and see the trash can is there, but the lid is open. I look inside and see that it's empty, but there's something in it. I reach in, pull it out and see that it's a grappling hook with a note on it.


COURTESY OF W


 When was that put here? I go back to where my window it. It takes me a few tries, but I manage to get the hook to stay where it's at on the window ledge. Now comes the hard part: pulling myself up. I put my feet on the wall and carefully pull myself up the side of the house. When I reach my window. I reach in my bag, pull out the crowbar, stick it underneath the window and lift it upwards.
 I pull myself in the house and quietly get on the floor. I'm standing in what was my room an hour and a half ago. The room still smells like 69. I take out a piece of paper and the sharpie and scribble out a message.


Actions speak louder than words. T.


 I think that's good enough. I fold it in half and look at step three.


	Take the tape, go to your parent's bedroom door and cover the whole outside with tape, like a web. Make sure none of it sticks to the door, just the frame. Also, make sure both of your parents are in the room. Put the note on the floor in front of the door, knock on the door, then get the hell out of there!



 Yikes! Wendell! Is that guy crazy? Although, now that I think about it, this might be kind of funny. Thankfully I got the kind of tape that barely makes noise when you get a piece. I take the tape and sneak over to my parent's room. I look through the keyhole. Both of them are in bed. Carefully, I slowly make a web of tape in front of their door. This kind is the one inch, super sticky kind. Good luck getting this off.
 It takes me about ten or eleven minutes to finish and half the roll was used up. I put the note on the floor. I put the bag back over my shoulder and prepare for my next move. I knock on the door frame three times as hard as I can and run back to my room. When I get to the window and about to jump out, I hear dad open the door.
 "What the-” he says, then falls to the ground before he can finish his sentence. The sound of him struggling and tape bunching up fills the hall. Before I'm tempted to go out and see the look on his face, I climb out of the window, push the grappling hook off the ledge, shut the window and I jump out to the ground.
 I sprain my ankle a bit on impact, but I'm ok. I just hope the rest of the night doesn't involve me having to jump off of ten foot heights. I manage to walk off the sprain after a few minutes. I sit down beside a tree and look at my phone. 10:15. I'm supposed to meet Wendell at his house at midnight so we can leave. I take out the instructions again and look at step four.


	When you're sure that your parents are NOT on your trail, take your phone and call these three numbers. Make sure you block your number so they can't see who it is. Tell them to come to the alley at the back of the arcade immediately In case they don't answer, just keep calling them. As soon as one of them answers, walk straight to there.



 Wendell somehow got Ray, Allan, and Steele's numbers. I'm a little scared over what's going to happen. But, I know that this is important to Wendell. I call Allan first. If I get his attention, I'm bound to get the others.
 "Hello? Who is this?” he answers after the fourth time I call.
 "Is this Allan?” I put on a French accent again, hoping to throw him off.
 "Yes. Now who the fuck is this?”
 "You, Ray, and Steele need to come to Zuma right now.”
 "Or else what?”
 "Or else what?” I repeat, then I drop the French accent on purpose, "Or else I'll report your fucking ass to the cops for slicing up my boyfriend.” I hang up, then take off full speed towards Zuma. When I get there, I'm all out of breath. But, no one has come... yet. I hurry up and look at step five.


	Put three Tranq darts behind the loose brick at the corner of the Zuma building. After that, hide!



 I walk over to the corner of the building and kick a brick at the bottom. Sure enough, it comes off. I get in my bag, put three darts in that space and then put the brick back. Step 5 is the last one, so hopefully, this whole thing is almost over.
 I take the instruction's advice and go to find a place to hide. The dumpster at the end. I walk over to the end of the alley and open the lid. I climb inside and close the lid behind me. Nothing is in here, but is smells like shit. I calm myself down and slow down my heart rate a bit. My adrenaline is pumping and I just want to know what happens next.
 I hear voices outside. The cat trio, no doubt. I wonder if they had figured out the whole trick yet.
 "You sure this is where Todd asked you to go?” I think that's Ray talking.
 "I'm sure.” Allan says, "When I find that tail raising fag I'm gonna kill him.”
 "Where do you think he is?” Never heard that voice. Must be Steele. It's low, but a bit whiny.
 "Not sure. But look out for that fox.” Right after Allan says that, I get a funny sensation in my nose. No. Not now! I try to hold it back, but I can't. I sneeze. Loud. In seconds, Allan lifts up the lid and I'm caught. Ray and Steele lift me out of the dumpster and hold me by the arms in front of Allan.
 Allan takes out a knife and points it at me. "You listen to me, gay boy. You better not EVER mess with us ever again. Furs like you need to rot in the ground like all the other homos in this world.” He takes the knife and puts it to my throat.
 "Uh... Allan?” Ray says.
 "Understand?” Allan doesn't even pay attention to Ray.
 "Allan?” Steele looks a little bit panicked. Even about ready to run.
 "Not now!” Allan turns his attention back to me. "Now, you tell me if this hurts.”
 "No! You tell me!” I hear Wendell and then three gunshots. Next thing I know, the cat trio collapses, but still breathing. Wendell lowers his gun and runs up to me. "You ok?”
 "Yeah. I'm fine. What just happened?” I ask.
 "The Tranq darts happened. They're knocked out. Now, get the rope.” I get into my bag, and get the rope that he asked me to get. Wendell takes out three pairs of handcuffs. I want to ask why, but, this night is crazy enough.
 Wendell and I lay the cats on their stomachs and handcuff their paws behind them. Then, he takes the rope and ties them together. Ray's left paw is tied to Allen's right. Allan's left is tied to Steele's right. And Steele's left is tied to Ray's right. They're sitting on their butts in a circle, all of them facing outwards, tied and handcuffed together.
 "Good luck getting out of that.” Wendell mutters. He then holds up a water gun and sprays the cat trio awake.
 "What the?” Allan is the first to awake.
 "Morning, bitch.” Wendell says. Allen tries to move, but struggles. Ray wakes up next, then Steele. All three of them realize what's going on: that they've been taken down.
 "Wendy? What did you do?” Allan demands. Wendell just pulls out a mirror and holds it at an angle so that Allan can see that he's tied to his friends and cannot move.
 "Now that you're all tied up, you can listen.” Wendell gets a little cocky. "You are going to stop messing with me and Todd and are going to leave everyone else in this town alone.”
 "And what're going to do if I don't?”
 Wendell holds up some keys. "Then these come with me to LA and I'll get rid of them.” Judging by the snicker on his face, they're the keys to the cuffs. Allan's eyes widen as he puts the pieces of the puzzle together.
 "No. No! You can't just leave us like this!”
 "Yes I can. And I will.”
 "Fine! We'll stop messing with you guys! Just get us out of this!” Allan panics. Wendell goes over to them and drops the keys in the center of the circle behind the three cats.
 "No. You can get out yourself.” Wendell says. With that, we walk away from the three struggling cats. This night doesn't make any sense. I still have a lot of unanswered questions. We stroll through the town until we end up at the park where we went for a date. I smile as the memory comes back.
 We walk around for a little bit more until we sit down on a park bench to rest a bit. I lay my head on Wendell's lap and he caresses me. He's so sweet, but sometimes sour when it comes to planning.
 "Wendell?” I need to know what happened.
 "What's up Todd?”
 "What happened?”
 "What do you mean?”
 "I mean like...” where do I start? "What was with the grappling hook in my trash can?”
 "Oh, well I bought a few things myself on my part of the plan. Some of that stuff tied in with what you needed to do.”
 "Why didn't you just tell me to buy the stuff myself?”
 "Because otherwise, it's not as fun.”
 I roll my eyes at him, but he doesn't see it. "So when did you do that?”
 "Well, as soon as I bought some of the stuff, I took the grappling hook, took it to your house and put it in the trash bin, leaving the lid open, thinking that you'd notice and use it.”
 "What about the brick?” I ask.
 "Well, I've always noticed that a certain brick on the side of Zuma was loose. So I asked you to put Tranq darts behind it so I can retrieve them. I knew you'd stay in the alley to hide, so that's why I did that. I followed the cats to the alley and waited for the cue to retrieve that darts and use them.”
 I tilt my head to the side. I'm confused. "What cue?”
 "The sneeze.” he says.
 "Wait? You planned that?” This is too much for me to understand.
 "Yep. I put sneezing powder in the dumpster after I went to your place, then I carried out my own revenge. Once I got back to the alley, I grabbed the darts, loaded them into my gun, and knocked them out.”
 "Did you originally plan to tie those cats up?” I'm curious.
 "Yep.”
 "Then, what's with asking for the spray paint and a stink bomb?”
 "Oh shit! I was going to have us spray paint our initials on the trio's shirts before they woke up but I forgot!”
 "What about the stink bomb? What's with that?”
 "Well, on our way out of town, we're gonna go to Lori's house and leave it there for her.”
 "Seriously?” I ask.
 "Mhm.”
 "You're crazy, you know that?” I smile.
 "I know. And that's the best thing about me.”
 "It's an awesome part of you.” I've got to admit, his crazy and insane personality is great. I sit up and pull Wendell into a kiss. I wrap my arms around him and he does the same for me. Our lips part and we start Frenching.
 Wendell slowly pushes me down on the bench and gets on top of me, kissing me deeper and deeper. It kind of feels like deja vu in a way. I caress his back.
 "You have no idea how much of a happy wolf you make me.” Wendell says.
 "You have no idea how happy you make me, Wendell.” I say.
 "I love you so much.” he says.
 "I love you more.”
 "You're the best boyfriend ever.”
 "No way, you are.”
 "I'm not. I come up with these crazy schemes. You're the better one.”
 "Your plan may be weird but you do them for a good reason. And to be honest, they're kind of fun.” I kiss him again.
 "Oh really? You love my plans?”
 "Yes.” I'm growing used to them.
 "Well, in that case, I have another plan.” He better not be serious.
 "What's that?”
 "It's called 'Make the Cute Foxy a Happy One'.” he smiles and he's using his teasing voice.
 "You want to make me happy?” I can be playful too Wendell!
 "Yes I do.”
 "Then take me away from this awful place. I want to be with you forever. I want to be by your side. I want to move with you to LA.” I know what I want now. I want to go to California and never come back, and hopefully leave the past behind us.





 
  Chapter 15 (Wendell)

   After I handed Todd the papers I was writing on, we split up. There's stuff I need to get too. I go to a store that's downtown. There, I use the two hundred dollars that I saved from birthday money and got what I needed: spray paint, paper, grappling hook, sneezing powder, backpack, and a jug of gasoline (had to go to the gas station to fill it up though).
 The plan I had set up for Todd involves climbing up to the side of his house to his bedroom window. So I take the short walk there. By now, Todd probably has what he needs and is on his way there too. It takes me a few minutes to get to Todd's house. Or it was Todd's house anyway.
 I take the grappling hook and put it in the garbage bin that was outside of the house, leaving the lid open. Hopefully, he'll just look in there and notice it and doesn't try to go in another window. That's too risky.
As soon as I set it in there, I change direction and head for my house. On the way there, I pass by the Zuma arcade and remembered why I bought sneezing powder (it's a bit complicated but, it'll make sense eventually). I walk to the end of the alley, open the dumpster and spread a bit of powder inside, then close the lid.
Alright, I think I have all of the pieces of the puzzle together. I head to my house. My revenge there is simple. I go around back and crawl into my bedroom window. This is probably the last time I'm ever going to do that, since I'm leaving at around midnight to head straight to California.
I reach underneath my bed and grab a marker. I slowly walk up the stairs. When I go into the living room, dad's on the chair asleep. That idiot always goes to sleep there. I slowly creep in there and go to dad. He's wearing his favorite white dress shirt. It'd be oh-so terrible if something were to get on it.
I take the cap off the marker and write on his shirt. I'm not worried about him waking up since he's THE heaviest sleeper in Knoxville. I write on his shirt: FUCK YOU, BITCH! I put the marker back on and head towards the stairs again. This time, something terrible happens: I run into my mother in the kitchen. Neither of us scream, but neither of us say anything.
"Wendell?” Mom whispers.
"Yes. What do you want?” I whisper too, though I'm still pissed at her for not sticking up for me.
"I could ask you the same thing. What're you doing here?”
"I had some last minute business to take care off.”
"Let me guess: picking on your father more?”
"He's not my father.”
"Well, what about me? Are you going to do something to me?” she sounds nervous. Honestly, I didn't plan anything against her. Mostly just dad, I mean Richard. After all, mom may not have done anything to me, but she still could've prevented that bad shit from happening.
"Yes. I am.” I go up and hug her. Then I whisper: "I'm sorry about the way things turned out.” And incase you don't get it, I've forgiven her.
"I'm sorry too,” she says back, "But if it makes you feel better, I'm going to divorce that man soon.” Really? Now this is news! I wish I was here to see the look on his face when she says that to him. He's going to explode!
"Mom, can I tell you something?”
"Always. What is it?”
At first, I choke on the words, but she deserves to know what's happening. "I'm... leaving. Tonight.”
"What do you mean?”
"I'm going to see Angie.”
"But, she's on the other side of the country.”
"I know, but, since neither me or Todd have a place to live, we're going to her since she said that she and Jani would let us stay there.”
"Oh. Am I ever going to see you again?”
"I'm sure you will.” I say, and it's true. Between my mom and dad I'd rather see mom visit us. I hug her (for probably the last time) and then release her.
"By the way, what did you do to him?” Mom asks.
"I wrote a message on his shirt.”
"The one he's wearing?”
"Yes.”
"But, isn't that one his favorite?”
"Exactly why I did so on that one.”
"Nice one.” I walk back to the stairs leading to what used to be my room. That's when I start to get teared up in my eye.
"Bye.” I tell mom, "I'm gonna miss you.”
"I'll miss you too.” We give each other one last hug and then I walk back down the stairs, grab a Tranquilizer gun and then climb out the window. I look at my watch. Todd must be over at the arcade by now, hopefully having the attention of the cat trio. So I start walking there.
When I'm about to turn a corner, I immediately throw myself back to the side of the building. Those cats are right there, heading to Todd right now! I peak my head around the corner to make sure they're a safe distance away. When they're far enough away, I start to slowly walk behind them. Part of my plan involves messing around with those shitheads.
I've been following them for about 5 block but eventually we reach Zuma. They head down the alley, while I stay out of their view. I lay down on my belly, reach up and, without making noise, remove the brick. Sure enough, there are three darts there, which means Todd's surely here.
I hear a sneeze. That's my cue. I grab the three darts and put them in my gun. I peak my head around the corner. Allan opens the dumpster and his little henchmen take my foxy out of there.
I think I can make out what Allan is saying: "You listen to me, gay boy. You better not EVER mess with us ever again. Furs like you need to rot in the ground like all the other homos in this world." Is that a... he's holding a knife to Todd! I step around the corner and come into view.
"Uh... Allan?” Ray says. I take a step forward.
"Allan?” Steele has a nervous look on his face. I point my gun to them
"Tell me if this hurts.” Allan says to Todd.
"No!” I yell, "You tell me!” I pull the trigger three times, hitting them all in the neck, leaving just Todd unconscious. I hurry up and run to him. "You ok?”
***
Me and Todd have been cuddling on the park bench until around 11:30. I plan on us leaving at midnight. Plus, what's great is that Todd for sure wants to go. Besides, it'll be great seeing Ange. I haven't seen her in a long time.
I think that Todd falls asleep because he snores a little bit. I smile. He looks so cute when he's sleeping. I almost don't want to wake him up. Ohwho am I kidding? I'll let him doze for another few minutes.
I start thinking about how our lives are going to change very much once we get to LA. We're eventually we're gonna have to get our own place there, plus we're going to eventually have to get jobs. But, everyone knows that furs like me and Todd are very accepted there. Just not as much here.
I start thinking of Bruno. He's one of the greatest friend someone could ask for. I mean, sure he has his drinking problem, but he'll eventually get over it. I don't know if I'm going to see him again. I decide to call him real quick. Surprisingly, he answers on the first ring.
"Wendell?”
"Bruno?”
"What're you doing calling at this hour?”
"What're you doing? Because you sound wide awake right now.” If you could hear how he sounds right now, you could tell he's not even tired.
"I'm just getting ready for bed.” he sounds nervous.
"No you're not.” He's obviously lying.
"Yes I am.”
"Bruno, what're you doing? You better not be drinking again.”
"I'm not! I'm just... getting ready for something.”
"Bruno! Do you have the lube yet?!” Is that Sarah's voice?!
"Bruno? Is that Sarah?” I ask.
"Yes. It is.” Bruno says. I did not want to hear that, but I have to focus on what I called him for.
"Bruno, I called you because there's something I need to tell you.”
"What is it?”
"I'm leaving.”
"Where are you going?”
"Los Angeles.”
"Oh, when are you coming back?” That question really hits me. It's going to be hard leaving this place. And one of my best friends.
"I'm not.” Is all I can say.
"What?” That's when he starts talking serious.
"I'm not coming back.”
"Why?”
"My cousin needs us right now and since there's just too much to deal with here right now, me and Todd are just going to leave.” After I say that. There's silence. That was probably the hardest news to ever give someone: that you're leaving and not coming back.
"Well... uh... I'm gonna miss you, bro.” Bruno finally says.
"I'll miss you too. But, don't worry. This isn't the last time we're ever going to talk to each other. Plus, you and Sarah can always visit us.”
"I'll keep that in mind.”
"Hey, it is ok if me and Todd come over to your place to say goodbye. Because after that, it's going to be a long drive to get there.”
"Sure.” We both hang up. Todd's still asleep on my lap, still being so cute. I gently play with his ears.
"Todd. It's time to wake up.” I whisper. I get his arms wrapped around me in response. Cute. Well, apparently, there's no fighting it. Unfortunately, I left my SUV back at Todd's house. So I pick Todd up in my arms and carry him there. He's not really that heavy, despite being the same height as me.
When we get there, my car is still parked there. Thankfully, I have the key. I put Todd in the passenger seat, and then myself in the driver's side. I start it up and then drive towards Bruno's cabin. Once we get there, I shake Todd's shoulder and he gets up.
"Wendell? What's happening?” he asks in his tired voice.
"We're gonna say hi to Bruno and then we're gonna leave. Ok?”
"Alright.” We open our doors and then close them. I go up to the door and knock. Sarah opens the door.
"Hey. What happened to you guys?” the Dalmatian says.
"We got caught up with something.” I say.
"No, I meant, why did you call Bruno and say you were leaving?”
"Well, Todd's parents kicked us out. And when my cousin called me, I told her and she said we can stay with her.” I'm I going to have to explain this to everyone today?
"Oh, well, come in, Bruno wants to talk to you.” She motions for us to come in. Bruno is sitting on his couch, playing some kind of video game. It takes another couple minutes for him to die, but when he does, he stands up, grabs something from under a cushion and walks to me.
"Hey.” Is all he can say.
"S'up?” I ask. He hands me an envelope.
"Take this, it'll help you get to LA.” I open the envelope and there's a ton of $100 bills in it.
"What's this for?”
"It'll help pay for gas and food and probably water too.”
"Bruno, where did you get this?”
"I've been saving it up for an emergency for several years.” Several years? I thought he always spent every penny he ever got on video games, booze, and hot dates.
"And, you're just going to give this to me?” There has to be some kind of a loophole in this. "Isn't there anything you want me to do in return for it?”
"Just one.” Oh boy, here it comes, "Visit us, sometime. You know? We've been friends since elementary and it's gonna suck without you.”
"I know.” I embrace him. It'll be sad with Bruno not around. But, he's pretty much my only other friend in this awful town. Soon enough, Sarah and Todd join in for a group hug. This is where reality hits you, that even though you've touched so many people's lives, you know that eventually, life sends you down another course.
"So, you're gonna message me once you get there, right?” Bruno asks.
"Of course. We may be miles apart, but we're still gonna talk.” I say.
"Ok. Good luck, you two. And it was great getting to meet you, Todd.”
"Thanks.” Todd says, "It's been nice to know you too.” The two of them hug.
"Bye guys.” Sarah says. With that, me and Todd head out the door and back to the SUV. As we get on the road, me and Todd glance back at the cabin one last time, we wave them goodbye and we head on the road.
"Hey, before we get on any highways, we need to stop for gas.” I say as I'm driving.
"Ok.” We pull up to the gas station towards the middle of town. I tell Todd to stay in the car. I go over and put some gasoline in the car. Usually, I only put in about fifty buck every time. When it hits 50, I take the pump out and then go inside to pay for it.
I hand the husky behind the counter the money I owe and then walk back out. When I do, I run into a Vixen. Hold on... that's Daisy! I haven't seen her in forever.
"Daisy?” I ask.
She looks up. "Wendell?” she still has that nice accent.
"Yep. What're you doing here?”
"I came here to get some soda. What're you doing here?”
"I can to get gas.”
"Oh. Is Todd with you?”
"Yes. The thing is...” the words get caught in my throat, but she deserves to know. She's a friend, "Me and Todd are leaving Knoxville and I don't see us coming back.”
She just exhales heavily and says: "Ok. Where are you going?”
"Los Angeles. We're going to see my cousin, Angie.”
"Really? Well, tell her I said hi.”
"I will, and umm... I'm gonna miss you.”
"You will?” She looks surprised.
"Yep. I mean, you've been as great a friend as Bruno has.”
"Well, thanks.” She smiles, takes a marker out of her pocket and then starts to write on my sleeve.
"What're you doing?” I ask.
"Well, when you get to California, let me know. It would suck not being able to see a friend.” Daisy gives me a hug and I walk back to the car, "Bye, Wendell!”
"Bye, Daisy!” I open the driver's door and turn the key.
"Who were you talking to?” Todd asks.
"What do you mean?” I ask.
"I saw you talk to some girl and she gave you her number.”
"Dude, that was Daisy.”
"Oh. I haven't seen her since one of our dates. What'd she have to say?”
"She just wanted to give me her number so she can talk to us when we get there. Just like Bruno.” I explain.
"Oh. Alright. I'm ready.” he says.
"You sure there isn't anyone who you want to speak to one last time?”
"No. I'm good.”
"Positive? This is your last chance.”
"It's ok. Let's just go to California.”
"Alright, if you say so.” We turn onto a main road. When we are stopped by a stop light a few minutes later, I take out my phone. "Here, get on the GPS and look up directions to Los Angeles.”
"Ok.” Todd takes my phone and starts to tap on it. The light turns green and I move forward. "It says go on I-40W and head west and in about... 31 hours, we'll be there.”
"Thanks, but we're not driving for 30 hours straight. We'll need to take breaks every now and then and also take turns driving and stop for food. Point is, it's gonna take us a couple days to get there.” Boy, do we have a crazy adventure ahead of us. I take a few more roads to get to I-40W. After I drive onto the highway, I speed up and we head west.


 
  Tennessee (Todd)

   It's midnight right now. Normally I'd be out right now having a nice dream. But instead, I'm in Wendell's SUV heading to California. The GPS says that it's about another 2100 miles to Hollywood.
 "You alright Todd?” Wendell asks.
 "Yeah, I'm ok. I'm just a little tired and nervous.” I say.
 "Why nervous?”
 "Because I've never been outside of the state before.” I look at the speedometer. We're going at a good pace of about 68 mph.
 "You never have?”
 "Nope.” After that, I just drag out my phone to pass the time. I open one of my favorite apps: Monopoly. I know that game takes forever, but you just have to change the settings to make it more interesting. For example, instead of nobody has any property at the beginning of the game, you can change it so that every property belongs to someone. Most of the time, you get a monopoly right at the start.
 I've been playing that game for an hour. I've won 3 games and lost 1. It's still dark out, with only the headlights of other drivers giving off illuminance. I set my seat back to maybe try to get a little sleep.
 "You tired?” Wendell asks.
 "Yeah.”
 "I think there's a blanket in the backseat.” I take a look behind me. There's a red folded up blanket on the far seat. I reach over and grab it. Wow! This is almost as soft as Wendell's fur. Almost. I lay back in the chair, wrap the blanket around me, and try to get some sleep. It takes me a while to do so, but eventually, I drift off.
***
 I wake up back in my room. Everything is normal as it should. My mom walks into the room, smiling. When I walk up to her, she drops the smiles and scowls. I look down and realize that I'm naked and cover myself with my tail. I look over to my bad (which was empty earlier) and see Wendell in his boxers. I turn back to mom. Her eyes are deep red (she's supposed to have blue eyes). She's foaming at the mouth and growling at me.
 I turn to run and run into the wall. But the wall breaks at my weight and I fall. As for where I am, I don't know, it's an eternal pit of darkness. I scream.
***
 I wake up jolting out of my seat and almost screaming. Plus I'm breathing heavily. I've gotta say, that's the worst nightmare I've ever had.
 "Todd, are you ok?” Wendell asks.
 "No. I'm not ok.” I say, after a dream like that, there no way that I'm alright.
 "What's wrong?”
 "I just had the worst nightmare I've ever got in my entire life.”
 "What happened?”
 "I'd rather not talk about it. I'd rather just forget about it right now.”
 "Ok.” I look at the GPS. We're about 20 or so miles until we hit Nashville. I've been there, once when I was seven. Mom and Dad never usually travel that much. The only reason they do is for business. If they were going to drive someplace, they normally stay within the state.
 "You think we have enough gas to get to Memphis?” I ask,
 "I don't know. The tank still has a normal amount of gas.” That's when my stomach growls. Then I realize that I haven't ate anything in a while.
 "You think we can stop in Nashville? I really need something to eat.”
 "Of course. I forgot that we need to buy food and water for the trip.”
 "That's what the money Bruno gave you was for.”
 "True.” I get back out my phone and play some more games. Another addicting one I have is called Doodle Jump. I'm not the best at it since I mostly lose around 15,000 points, but it's very addictive.
 20 minutes really do pass by when we get to Nashville. It's around 2 in the morning back thankfully, there still a gas station that's open. We park outside and we head in. My legs hurt a bit since I've been forced to have them bent for the past 2 hours.
 Wendell puts a paw on my chest and stops us before we walk to the door. "I just realized something.”
 "What?”
 "We forgot our phone chargers.” Oh shit! And we've been using Wendell's nonstop.
 "What do we do?” I ask.
 "We're gonna have to buy new ones because I'm not turning back and driving home just to get wires.”
 "How are we going to buy new ones? No place opens for six more hours. By then, we'll probably be in Texas, and they have a different timezone.” So, it's gonna be a while before we even get to a store that's open.
 "I'll figure it out, the GPS said to just stay on I-40 and keep going west. As long as we do that, we'll be fine.” Wendell says. "How about, you just stay out here and I'll get food for you.”
 "Alright.” I go back to the car and hop into my seat. I lean my head on the window. I reach back and grab my tail. I don't know why, but I want to play with it right now. I guess it's because I love the feeling of it being played with.
 Wendell comes back a few minutes later. All he has is one bag, but when I look through the plastic, it's mostly candy bars and water bottles. At least it'll be enough to survive the trip. Wendell places the bag in the backseat and then goes into the driver's seat.
 Before he starts the ignition, he turns to me. "I'm probably not stopping again until Memphis. If you want to do anything now, you might want to do it now.”
 There's one thing I want. I turn to him and kiss him on his lips. It lasts a couple of minutes. When it ends, I decide to speak. "I just wanted to do that before we go.”
 "That's ok. I haven't gotten any kisses in a while.” He smiles, then drives out of the parking lot. In a matter of minutes, we're back on Interstate 40. I grab the bag in the back and go through it's contents. I find a couple of those 5-hour energy drinks and a few Monster energy drinks. Is he planning on staying awake the next couple days? He better not.
 "Are you trying to stay awake for the whole trip?” I ask.
 "No, why?”
 "Because there's a shitload of energy drinks in here.”
 "Oh. That.”
 "Wendell, you better not be trying to stay awake for the whole trip.”
 "I won't it's just for when I'm driving and I start to yawn, it'll keep me awake and focused.”
 "I guess that makes sense, but I want to drive as soon as we get to Arkansas.”
 "Fine, but that'll be another four hours. Until then, I don't want to hear it.” I reach into the bag and take a snickers bar. I take a bite, and when I look over, Wendell is smirking.
 "What's so funny?” I ask.
 "Nothing.” But, he can't hide his smile.
 "Seriously, tell me.”
 "It's just... when you were sleeping... you were whimpering and it sounded... cute.”
 "What is it with you and watching me sleep?”
 "I love watching you take a nap. You look so adorable.”
 "Thanks.” What else am I supposed to say? 'That's kinda weird'? I tihnk he's getting playful. Now? In the middle of a highway? Well, two can play at that. Just, not right now. When we get to the border, I'll tease him.
 "Todd?”
 "Yeah?”
 "You still want to talk?”
 "Of course. I love talking with you.”
 "What're you most excited about once we get there?”
 "I just can't wait to stop anywhere so my legs don't cramp up.” Which is true, my legs hurt like hell for sitting like this for a long time
 He just laughs at me. "Really?”
 "Yep. What about you?”
 "I'm really looking forward to seeing Angie. And she can't wait to meet you too. Her and her roommate.”
 "I know.” Wendell's told me they wanted to meet me. I've meet Vixens before, but I don't recall meeting a bear before.
 "So, what's Angie like?” I ask.
 "What do you mean?”
 "Is she nice? Is she shy? Is she cruel? That sort of thing.”
 "Well, she's very nice. She's only mean when she gets stressed.”
 "What about Janelle? What's she like?”
 "Well, like I've said before, we've only seen each other via video chat, but she's very kind...sometimes. Most times, she gets an attitude.”
 "Attitude? What do you mean?”
 "Well... Angie told me that she's bipolar.”
 "What?” I've heard of bipolar people before but I never knew what that meant. I was never really good at psychology.
 "It means that she is happy one moment and in a few seconds, she gets sad or mad. Angie's learned to deal with it.”
 "How?”
 "By mostly getting out of the house from time-to-time and making sure that Jani takes her medicine to keep it under control.”
 "I thought that kind of medicine make the brain even more nuts.” At least, that's what I've heard before. I'm not good at medicine knowledge either.
 "I don't know. I don't know everything.” Wendell says.
 "Yet you know how to pull off one of the craziest nights in LGBT history.”
 "LGBT history?” Wendell laughs at me. Why must he tease me.
 "Yes I said that. And it's true. I don't think that gay furs like us have ever done something as crazy as that to fight back before.”
 "Fight back?”
 "Against homophobia. Most furs would just get upset about it. You however, get upset, but then let others know that you won't take it.”
 "Well, I was born this way. And you knew that I've always been this plan loving goofball.” he smiles.
 "Yeah. But you're my goofball.” I start to tease him.
 "Aww. I love you, Todd.”
 "I love you too, Wendell.” I place my paw on my lips and blow him a kiss.
 "You're too cute you know that.”
 "Well, you're sweeter.” I flirt.
 "I until we hit the next state.”
 "Why?”
 "'Cause I want to cuddle you and kiss you so bad.”
 "I'd love that.” Now we're getting playful.
 "Plus... ummmm... remember when I took you behind Bruno's cabin before we left for the party and we had a little... fun?”
 "Yes. It was kind of fun.” It was.
 "Well, when I was playing with your feet, it was the first time I've ever done so.”
 "Really?”
 "Yes. And, I really loved it.”
 "So, you're saying that you have a Foot Fetish?” This is interesting. Maybe we could have fun on our next stop.
 "You wanted to have that kind of fun when we stop?” I playfully ask.
 "You want to?” he asks.
 "Well, now that I know of this new fetish, I kind of want to do more.” I'm not sure if I want my feet worshiped. After all, I'm a little ticklish.
 "Really? In that case, I need to speed up so we can get to our next stop.”
 "Where are we stopping next?”
 "Memphis. We need to get some gas and we need to eat and drink.”
 "You just want a taste of my feet. Don't you?” I ask.
 "Maybe...” He sounds guilty. Hmmmm... what else is he hiding?
 "What other weird fetishes do you have?” I'm eager to learn more.
 "What about you?” Is he trying to turn this around on me? Such a naughty wolf. But, I like it. Besides, maybe if I tell him a few of mine, he'll tell me a couple of his.
 "Well... you know I love the handkerchief since we've done it a few times. And you know that I love ass worship.”
 "Haha, ass worship? Is that what you're calling it?” Wendell laughs at me.
 "Yes. Do you remember me massaging your ass right before you went crazy on me?”
 "I remember that.”
 "Well, I kind of like it. Now tell me something you like.”
 "Ummm... I'm not into BDSM or what some people refer to as 'Fifty Shades of Grey shit'. Unless blindfolding counts as it. Does it?”
 "I don't think it does. BDSM means like Bondage, Sadism, Dominative that sort of stuff.” I say.
 "Where did you read that?”
 "Some tag on this website I went on after we talked about it once.”
 "What website?”
 "SoFurry. It's a tag for some of the stories on there. It gives you the definition of it on the site.”
 "SoFurry? Never heard of it.”
 "It's just a website with fictional stories about furs like us.”
 "Ok. But those are just stories. This... is real life.”
 "True.” He does have a point. I feel kind of tired so I doze off for a while. Thankfully this time, I don't dream of anything. When I wake up, I see a sign saying welcome to Memphis, Tennessee. We're almost at the border. It's about time. Feels like we've been on the road forever. I look over at Wendell. His eyes are a bit bloodshot and droopy. I notice that the air conditioning is on full blast. That's why it's so freezing in here. I turn off the A/C, Wendell doesn't stop me. But, he does jerk out of some sort of paralysis.
 "Hey, you're awake.” he says.
 "Hey, the sun's up.” I look at the clock on the dashboard. A little after six. "So, where are we planning on stopping?”
 "We're just gonna stop in some empty lot for a couple hours. After all, who's out at this time of day?”
 "I guess you're right.” We drive into downtown to look for an empty lot. Eventually, we find one outside of Target (well, there's a couple of cars there, but I don't care). We stop the car and Wendell takes the key out of the ignition.
 "Well,” he unbuckles his seatbelt and turns towards me, "You wanna have fun first or eat?”
 "We can have a little fun first.” I wink at him, trying to be a tease.
 "Ok. Then let me see those cute feet.” Wendell smiles. I take my shoes off, turn towards him, and let him take my feet. He brings my right foot to his nose inhaling deeply. "Ohhhhh, you smell nice Todd.”
 "Thank you.” I rest my head on the window.
 "Now, let's see them without those socks.” Wendell slowly takes my right sock off, then my left one, exposing both of my feet to open air. "They look so cute.” He takes my right foot, sniffs it again, and gently kisses it. I shiver a bit, but I've gotta admit, it's a nice feeling.
 After a few more foot kisses, he starts to lick my foot. I moan a bit. This feels nice. It tickles a bit, but I love it. "Is someone loving the taste of my feet?” I playfully ask. I get a muffled "Mhm” in return. Guess he's too busy trying to keep the taste of me in his mouth even after he stops. He slowly licks each of my toes. I giggle a little bit.
 "Is foxy enjoying the wolf's tongue?” Oh, now we're gonna talk dirty. Two can play that game!
 "Yes. He is.” I reply, "And the big bad wolf is enjoying the taste of foxy's feet doesn't he?”
 "Mhm.”
 "Well, here.” I slip a toe into his muzzle and he sucks on it. He grasps my foot with both paws and pulls my foot into his mouth further. Wow, he really does enjoy this. And I'm enjoying this too. Wendell wraps his muzzle around another toe. I throw my head back and moan in ecstasy.
 "You want my foot in your mouth forever don't you?” I stay in play mode.
 "Yes.” he says and goes back to sucking on my toes like he'll never get the opportunity to get to again.
 "Hey now, my left foot wants attention too.”
 "Let's take care of that, shall we.” He puts down my right foot then goes to work on my left. He licks it all over and then sucks my toes. I just realise this, but I'm pawing myself in my crotch area. I guess this is a big turn on for me.
 This continues for about half an hour. To be honest, I don't want it to ever end. "Wanna kiss?” Wendell asks. A normal fur would say that It'd be weird to kiss someone who was just making love to your feet... but in this case, I don't care.
 "Sure.” I take my feet back and pull Wendell in for a kiss. There's a weird taste in his muzzle, but I'll get over it. Right now, I just want to be with him, and only him. In a matter of seconds, it's a French kiss. To be honest, that's becoming one of my favorites. We pull each other for a huge hug, probably because we might get to do this for another while if we want to make it to California.
 When Wendell pulls back after a while, he asks: "Ready to head out?”
 "Sure.” Even though I'm having fun right now, the sooner we get to LA, the better. Wendell drives around town and eventually finds a gas station. While he's filling up the car, I eat a few Kit Kats and drink some water. When he's done, he goes inside to pay the bill, comes out, but he comes to my window. I roll it down so he can speak.
 "Mind if you drive for a while? My paws and arms hurt a bit.”
 "It's ok. And sure I can drive.” Thankfully I have my driver's license on me. I get out of the passenger's seat, go over to the driver's side and get in. Wendell gets in the passenger's side so he can take a break. We both buckle ourselves up, I start the car and we head back on the road.
 "We need to do that more often on this trip.” Wendell says after we go back on I-40W.
 "Do what? Stop for gas and eat?” I say, which both are true. I can't remember the last time either of us have ate.
 "Well that, but I was referring to our little 'fun'.”
 "We can do that once we pass through the next state. You made me wait for the same thing.”
 "Very funny.” Up ahead I see a "Welcome to Arkansas sign” and I pick up the speed as we cross the border.

DISTANCE UNTIL LA: 1,793 Mi.
CURRENT TIME: 7:06 A.M.


 
  Arkansas (Wendell)

   Todd and I agreed to switch places until we hit Oklahoma. In this state, according to the GPS will only take about four hours to drive through. Doesn't sound too bad right? Let's hope so.
 "Should we just go through Arkansas without stopping until we cross the border or...?” Todd asks.
 "Let's wait until we get to the next state. This one's not gonna take long to get through.” I say.
 "What're we going to do until then?”
 "You are going to drive, while I get a break from driving.” It's true. I've been driving for about seven hours with only two breaks. I needed some rest, but for some reason, I can't get to sleep.
 "You want to keep talking or play some kind of road trip game?” Todd asks.
 "Sure.” I say.
 "Ok. How about 'I Spy'?”
 "How do you play that?” I've never heard of this game before.
 "Oh. It's simple. You just say 'I spy with my little eye...', then you have to describe what you're seeing and the other players have to guess what it is.”
 "Can you give me an example?” I ask. I wanted to see what the game's like.
 "Ok. Uh... I spy with my little eye, something that is gray. Now you have to guess what I'm describing.”
 "Is it.... the concrete on the road?”
 "No.”
 "Is it... my fur?”
 "Yes. Think you got it?”
 "Yeah.”
 "Alright. Now it's your turn.”
 "Ok.” I look around to see what I can spy. Since we're moving at a fast pace, most of the stuff I can do is mostly in the car. But, I do see something that catches my eye. "I spy with my little eye, something that is brown.”
 "Brown? Is it... the mud on the sides of the roads.” He motions toward where he's talking about.
 "No. It's not.”
 "It's... the chocolate in the bag in the back?” he says.
 "Nope. Try again.”
 "Uh... is it.... the truck that's in front of us?”
 "No. Give up?”
 "Yes. Just tell me.” he surrenders.
 "It's your cute brown eyes.” I smile.
 "Haha, really?” I nod. It's now his turn. He scans around for something to spy, but there's not much to use. "Ok. My turn. I spy with my little eye, something that is... red.”
 Red? I don't see many red things around here. "Is it... the red sky since the sun is coming up?”
 "No.”
 "Is it... my socks?”
 "No. You're wearing red socks?”
 "Mhm.” Can't really think of anything. Think, Wendell, think! What's red in this car? I look at the back seat, thinking Todd looked at the mirror to see something. Wait... the mirror! "Is it... the fuzzy dice hanging off the mirror I bought at the last stop?”
 "Yes.”
 "Nice.” After that, it returns to silence. I turn on the radio and fiddle with it for a few minutes. Eventually I find a station that's playing "Hot N Cold” by Katy Perry. It's pretty catchy too.
 "Are you getting bored of the spying game?” Todd asks.
 "Yes. I am a little. But, I love playing games with you. It's just I'm not used to playing stuff like that.”
 "I understand.” While the music is playing, I take my phone and pull out a game. I don't know why, but I sometimes find myself playing Fruit Ninja. I'm not the best at it, but al least I can get to at least 200 points every time. I end up playing for an hour, and soon enough, my phone pops up with a "20% Battery Remaining” reminder. Shit!
 "Todd, I need to borrow your phone.”
 "Why?”
 "Because my battery is about to die. When we get to Fort Smith, we need to find a place that sells charger for our phones. Even finding just one cord would be enough for us to last.”
 "I don't know if my phone still works since my parents might've deactivated it.”
 "Maybe the apps still work.” I insist. Todd reaches in his pocket and gives me his phone. I turn it on and unlock it. I open the maps app and turn on the GPS. Only a few more hours until we get to Fort Smith. We just have to stay on this highway until we get there.
 I reach into the back seat and grab the bag of food that I bought back in Tennessee. I dig out a few mini Reese's Cups, unwrap them, then pop them in my mouth. I love the taste of it. I've been obsessed with this candy since I was seven. I open up a bottle and take a sip of water. We need to refuel our energy the best we can for the rest of the trip.
 I rest my head on the window and watch the view pass by. After another half an hour, my brain hatches an idea: we're almost 35 minutes away from the capital of the state: Little Rock. Perhaps we can stop there and get the wires we need. However, I dismiss the thought immediately. We can't let anything slow us down. I promised Angie we'd get there as soon as we could. I really don't want this to have to take longer than three days. I close my eyes and try to get some rest, but still can't.
 "Hey, Todd?”
 "Yes? What's wrong?” he says.
 "Nothing. It's just, when we get to Oklahoma, we need to find someplace and just sleep for a while. I don't think I can stay awake for a few days straight.”
 "Then don't. Go to sleep then.”
 "I can't. I don't know why, but I can't rest up for some reason.”
 "Oh. Well, don't worry. I'll stop once we cross and then we can catch up on our sleep. 'Till then, I don't know what to tell you.”
 "It's fine.” Really, it is. I can wait a couple more hours. I dig my phone back out and play a few more games. Right when I'm about to beat my high score in Fruit Ninja, I get a call from Bruno. I have to answer it.
 "Hello?” I ask.
 "Hey, Wendell. What's up?” he asks.
 "I'm still on the road. Why?”
 "Nothing. Me and Sarah were wondering what you were doing. Wait, you're not driving are you?”
 "No. Me and Todd switched places when we went across the border.”
 "Oh. We'll, I thought that you'd be surprised as for where I am calling from right now.” When Bruno says that, my ears perk up and I sit up in my seat.
 "Bruno, where are you right now?”
 "I'm on a red eye flight to Los Angeles. I'm in the bathroom right now.”
 "What?” I say a little too loudly. Todd perks up his ears when I say that.
 "Yeah. Me and Sarah are taking a plane to Los Angeles. We wanted to surprise you once we got in LA, but we couldn't help ourselves.”
 "Bruno?”
 "Yeah?”
 "I thought you're not allowed to use phones on a plane because it's dangerous.”
 "Ok. You caught me. I'm really at the airport and they're about to board. Oh, gotta go. See you in a couple days.” He hangs up. I look over at Todd who's giving me a strange look.
 "What was that about?” he asks.
 "Bruno and Sarah are coming to Los Angeles to see us.” I tell him.
 "Really now?”
 "Yep. I guess they decided to take the early morning flight.”
 "Flying in a plane sounds way easier than having to drive there.”
 "I told you. I did not want to leave the car in Knoxville since a lot of furs hate us there and I don't want to risk anything bad happening to it.” I've explained this before.
 "I get it. But, at least with a plane, we'd be there by now.”
 "Probably.”
***
 I manage to get a little sleep. I have no idea if we had crossed the border yet. "Where are we?” I ask.
 "About 10 miles outside of Fort Smith.” Todd says.
 "Good. It's about time that we got there. It feels like forever that we started this trip.”
 "It pretty much was forever ago. Besides, we need a break from driving.”
 "I know. My legs hurt like hell.” I seriously think my legs are going to freeze in this position. I can barely feel my knees or my thighs.
 "Really? You want me to massage them once we stop?” Oh, now he's teasing me.
 "Does foxy want to get playful?”
 "Maybe.”
 "Ok. Once we get some cords for our phones, I'll play with you a bit.” Todd puts a smile on his face and I think he drives faster, but it's just my imagination. I really do love messing around with this fox. Especially when we were back in Tennessee and I was making love to his feet. I wonder what we're going to do in this state.
 In about 9 or 10 minutes, we see a sign for Fort Smith. The city, according to the GPS is pretty close to the border of the state. We drive around town for a bit until we see a Target that's close by. I tell Todd to stay in the car with the doors locked while I go in to pay for our stuff.
 I know what kind of charger Todd needs. It's pretty much a normal cell phone charger. I, however, need a 30-pin charger for my iPhone. I manage to find the stuff in the back. I also see a car adapter so I can charge it in the car. I grab that too.
 I go to pay for our stuff. A snow leopard is manning the cash register. I hand her the money I owe, grab my bags and head out.
 "Have a nice day, sir.” she says when I'm about to leave.
 "Let's hope so.” With that, I walk out of the store. The past two days have been nothing but crazy. I open the passenger door and dig out the cords. I plug the car adapter into my car and plug in my phone using it. It immediately comes on and starts to charge. At least we won't have to worry about that for the rest of the ride there.
 "Did you get a cord for me too?” Todd asks.
 "Yes. I made sure it matches your phone.” I pull the cord out of the bag to show him and then put it back in. I yawn, stretch my arms out, then turn to face him. My tail's wagging. I reach out a paw and caress his shoulder. I get the same in return.
 "Thanks for the charger, Wendell.”
 "It's ok. Thanks for agreeing to come with me. I couldn't bear the thought of being alone on this.” I say.
 "I know. I wanted to come with you. I love you too much to be that far away from you.” he leans across and kisses me. He's so adorable. I let him climb over to my seat and he sits on my lap. I just hold him close to me. Todd rests his head on my chest. It's been awhile since we got to cuddle. It feels like forever.
 "Do you want to have some fun or do you want to keep cuddling?” I ask after a while.
 "Sure. Let's have a little fun before we get back on the road.” Todd turns around and kisses me. Within seconds, I'm pushing my tongue in his muzzle and he happily accepts it. He even does it right back to me. I gently pull his shirt over his head and take it off, revealing his rainbow stomach. I caress both of his sides.
 "You have such beautiful fur, Todd.” I say.
 "Thanks, but mine isn't as soft or as cute as yours.” he flirts.
 "Oh yes it is.” I run my paw through his stomach fur, feeling every inch of it's softness. "See how nice and soft you feel?” I say playfully.
 "You're soft too.” Todd grabs the hem of my shirt and pulls it over my head. He caresses my stomach fur. Thank goodness I'm not ticklish. But I love the feel of Todd's paws. His tail wags a bit. I would wag mine, but I'm sitting down.
 "I'm so happy with you.” Todd says.
 "I'm happier with you.” I play with his tail for a moment. We kiss again and I rub his back.
 "What do you want to do now?”
 "Get some sleep. I'll wake you up in a few hours.”
 "You sure?”
 "Of course.” Todd lays his head on my chest and dozes off. I keep my arms wrapped around him. Soon enough, I'm sleeping too.
***
 When I wake up, my eyes feel like they're refusing to open. Todd's still fast asleep in my arms. I smile. He looks so cute when he's sleeping. I pet his head a bit. He just holds me tighter. I play with his ears a bit, and as if on cue, his tail starts to wag a bit. I look over at the clock, it's almost four in the afternoon.
 "Hey, Todd.” I whisper in his ear and it twitches. "It's time to wake up. We've gotta go.”
 "Can we just stay for another five minutes? I love being held by you.” Todd says, half awake.
 "I love cuddling with you too, but we've got to keep going.”
 "Fine. But you're driving.”
 "That's fine.” Todd stretches his arms and yawns. I hand his a candy bar and some water and I climb over to the driver's seat. I reach into the bag and grab a 5-hour energy. I drink the whole bottle. I can't be tired while I'm driving. Todd drinks some of his water and eats some of his food.
 Woah! Suddenly I have a rush of energy! I start to shake a little bit.
 "Wendell?” Todd asks.
 "What is it, Todd?” I say a little rushed.
 "Are you okay?”
 "Yeah. I'm fine. Never better. Why you ask?”
 "You're shaking like crazy, you're talking too fast, and you're twitching. How much of that 5-hour energy did you drink?”
 "The whole bottle.”
 "Dude! You're not supposed to do that! That's it. I have to drive.” He takes off his seatbelt and comes over to my door. He opens the door, reaches over and takes off my seatbelt. He pulls me out and leads me over to the passenger side. He puts his seatbelt on me. I'm still shaking a bit. Todd goes over and takes the driver's seat. Why is he shirtless? Oh yeah, we took each other's shirts off before we slept.
 "What're you doing Todd?” I ask,
 "I'm driving until that energy drink wears off. Let's hope that 5 hours isn't too much.” he starts the car and drives out of the parking lot. In a few minutes, we're on some highway.
 "We're are we going?” I ask.
 "To California. To see your cousin.” Oh, that's right. Angie.
 "Oh yeah, now I remember. Guess that energy drink is really getting to me.” I say fast.
 "You think?” Todd says sarcastically.

DISTANCE TO LA: 1,509 Mi.
CURRENT TIME: 4:13 P.M.


 
  Oklahoma (Todd)

   As we make our way through the next state, it gets slowly darker. I look on the GPS to see how much longer I'll be driving. It says it's about a four or five hour drive until we hit Texas. I remain at a steady pace of 68 mph. Hopefully these next few hours will be easy.
 Wendell's still hopped up on that energy drink. He's still jittering in his seat.
 "Hey, Wendell. You ok?” I ask.
 "Yeah. I'm fine. Why you ask?”
 "Because your leg is still bouncing from that energy drink.” I motion my head towards his right leg.
 "Ok. You've got a point there.” he says. "So, what cities are we stopping at?”
 "First we're going to... Oklahoma City and then a town called Erick.”
 "Good. It's about time that we get some gas. Haha, I said gas.”
 "Wendell. I'm about three seconds away from pulling this car over and duct taping your muzzle shut.” With that, he puts his paw over his mouth and he doesn't speak. Usually, he's the one to get commanding, but I don't know how much of this sugar rush I can take.
 After a while, it starts to get too silent again. I turn on the radio and soon I manage to find one of my favorite songs: Blow by Ke$ha. Wendell starts to dance along to the song. I roll my eyes and smirk. But, whatever. Anything to channel that extra energy out of him, I'm all for it.
 In a couple of hours, we're finally at Oklahoma City. Wendell's sugar rush has died down a lot. Towards the center of town, we find a gas station.
 "Stay here. I'm gonna go and pay for our gas.” I say.
 "Aren't you supposed to pump the gas first then go pay for it?” Wendell asks.
 "Yeah. But, this is prepaid gas.” I explain. I walk into the station and hand the cashier $50 to pay for enough gas to hopefully at least get us through Texas. When I walk back out, I put the pump into the gas tank. I look inside the car and see that Wendell's in the driver's seat. I tap on the window and he rolls it down.
 "What's up?” he asks.
 "What're you doing?” I ask.
 "I'll drive for a while.”
 "You sure? You were pretty hopped up not two hours ago.”
 "I'm fine. I don't feel jittery. Plus, I don't think that I'm going to be sleeping anytime soon.”
 "Alright.” I turn back to the gas pump. I stop it once we get to $50 and take it out. I close the gas tank and then hop into the passenger's seat. Wendell heads back out on the road. After another few minutes, we find a rest stop. It's about time. We both need a break from all of this craziness that's been happening. Once we park, I grab the bag of food in the back and put it in my lap.
 "Can I have a few mini doughnuts?” Wendell asks. I look into the bag and take out a 6-pack of mini doughnuts and hand it to him.
 "You seriously bought those?” I ask.
 "Yep.”
 "How many packs did you buy?”
 "Uh...” Wendell scratches the back of his neck like that guilt look that you normally see in the movies.
 "Wendell?” I get a bit more aggressive. "How many did you buy?”
 "I may have bought... $100 worth of them and stuffed the bag behind the seat in the back.”
 "Why?”
 "Can't help it, T. I loooooooooooove doughnuts.” he stuffs a powdered mini donut in his muzzle and eats it.
 "Well, why didn't you tell me about it?” I ask. I climb into the back seats to look for Wendell's secret bag. I eventually find it and bring it back to the front seat. Inside is dozens of mini donuts. Shit! He literally bought a shit ton!
 "I'm sorry I didn't tell you about it. I just thought you'd be upset with me since I wasted a large portion of our money on it.” Wendell says.
 "Sorry? Are you kidding? I love this stuff too.” I take a pack and start wolfing them down. By the time I've finished two packs, I'm done. I could eat these forever, but I don't want to get too greedy with them. Since this we still have four more states to go through. That's when I get a brilliant idea.
 "Mind if I feed you some?” I ask.
 "Sure.” he says. He opens his muzzle and I give him a donut. He chews it slowly and swallows it. He opens his muzzle again and expects more. This process continues until he said he's had enough.
 "My turn.” he says.
 "Gee, I don't know if I could eat another bite.” I put a paw on my stomach.
 "Just one?”
 "Fine.” I open my muzzle and he feeds me one donut. I swallow it, and now I know I'm really done eating at this point. I look over at Wendell.
 "You've got white powder on your muzzle.” I giggle.
 "I do?” Wendell says.
 "Yeah. Here, let me get it.” I lean over and lock some of the stuff off of him. When I'm done, I sit back in my seat.
 "You're such a tease.” he says.
 "I know.” I can't help but smile.
 "Oh. Hang on. You've got powder on you too.” He leans over and licks me clean. I think he even gets my nose when he's done.
 "I see how it is.” I say, "The big bad wolf wants to play.”
 "Maybe I do.” He shifts so he's facing me. Wendell pulls me in for a deep kiss. He tastes a lot like the donuts we were just eating. When he pulls back, he just stares at me. "May I see those hind paws again?”
 "I don't know, they're still a little bit damp from the last time you played with them.” It's true. I still have it.
 "Well then, come over here then.” he opens his arms. I climb over and sit on his lap. The next thing I know, he pushes me down so that my head is on his stomach. What's he gonna do? I'm a bit panicked. He lifts my arms up and puts his elbows to where I can't move them.
 "W-What're you gonna do?” I'm a little bit afraid.
 "This.” He takes one clawed finger and runs it down my side. That part of me is really sensitive, so I can't help but laugh. I want to move my arms, but he won't let me. He drags his claw up my side some more, and I laugh a bit harder. This is his method: tickle torture. How does this wolf know my weaknesses?
 "Now will you show me those feet?” he says teasingly.
 "No!!!” I laugh. He tickles me more. I can't fight anymore. I have no more strength against this. "Ok. Fine! I'll let you have them!” He stops for a second.
 "Really?” he asks.
 "Of course.” I say, "Once we get to Texas.” I can tease too. But that just gets me more tickle torture from this wolf. I laugh uncontrollably.
 "Wrong answer.” He drags his claw up my side more slowly. That drives out an enormous laugh out of me. "You've got a nice laugh there, foxy. Now, are you gonna show me those sexy hind paws?”
 "Fine! You can have them! Just stop tickling me!” When he stops, I tear a little bit. My stomach hurts a little but from laughing too much. "Thank you.”
 "Let me see those feet.” he says. I climb back over and sit in my seat again. I rest my feet in his lap. He takes off my shoes and socks off again and sniffs them deeply. I squirm a bit in my seat. "These feet are so gorgeous. They deserve to be worshipped.” He runs his tongue up the sole of my left foot. I can't help but moan a bit, but I bite my lip to muffle it. He drags a clawed finger up my right foot and I laugh.
 "I thought you said you were going to stop tickling me!” I say.
 "Couldn't help it. You have a sexy laugh.” Wendell says. Then he goes back to licking my hind paws. After a while. He stops and lets me have my feet back.
 "Can I have my shoes and socks back too?” I ask.
 "No. Your feet deserve to be out in the open.” He throws my shoes into the back seat. Really? This is how he's gonna play? Two can play that game.
 "Fine. I will stay barefoot for you.” I say.
 "Good.” he says.
 "As long as you let me see your feet now.” I put on an evil grin.
 "Really? Does foxy want my feet?”
 "Yes. Now give them to me.” Wendell puts his hind paws in my lap. I take off his shoes and socks and throw them into the back seat. He's got sexy feet. Even though it's all the same shade of grey, I love it. I put his right foot to my nose and inhale. It smells weird, but in an erotic way. It kind of, turns me on.
 "Does foxy love the smell of my hind paws?” Wendell says in his dominant voice.
 "Yes.” I say.
 "Then say it. Tell me how good it smells.”
 "I love the smell of your feet.” I say in my submissive voice.
 "Foxy wants it in his mouth, doesn't he?” I love when he gets teasing.
 "Yes. I do.”
 "Then do it. And suck on my toes.” he commands. I put his big toe in my mouth and suck, also letting my tongue run over it. He tastes salty, but again, in an erotic, sexy, turn-me-on kind of way.
 "Foxy wants my taste in his mouth doesn't he?” he says. I nod as lick his toes more. "Even when he's done, huh?” I nod again. "Then suck harder. I'm gonna make sure my taste stays in that muzzle for a long time.” He pushes his foot deeper in my mouth. I let my tongue explore every inch of his sexy foot. I put both of my paws and pull it in me deeper.
 "Is foxy getting more eager for more of me?”
 "Mhm.”
 "What does foxy want?”
 "To be fucked by you!” I say.
 "Then lean the chair back and strip for me.” I pull the lever that makes the chair lean back. I take off my shirt, exposing my rainbow fur. I unbutton my pants and slide them and my underwear off, leaving me nude and vulnerable, but I love the thought of it. I look over and see Wendell pulling his boxers off.
 "Lean back, face down.” he commands. I obey. He climbs over the seat and gets on top of me. I can feel the tip of his c*ck in my ass, teasing me. "Beg for me.”
 "Please wolf! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” I beg.
 "Why?” He grabs my ass and squeezes it.
 "Because I'm your bitch! And I'm your little slut!”
 "That's right, you are.” He spanks me hard, making me cry out. He shoves his c*ck into me all the way. I moan loudly. He starts to take a rhythm in fucking me. I moan each time he thrusts. "Yeah, moan for me.” He spanks me hard and I moan louder.
 Wendell starts to fuck me harder and faster. I whimper a little, but I love this so much. He puts a paw around my d*ck and strokes it. I cry out when I start to leak pre. In minutes, I'm shooting loads all over the car seat.
 He starts to thrust into me as hard as he can. With me crying out extremely loud every time. "Yeah! Moan for me you fucking slut!” He spanks me as hard he can, making me moan very loud. Very soon, he starts to c*m inside of me, tying me down.
 Even though he can barely move, he still humps against my ass. "You're such a sexy fox.”
 "You're such a horny wolf.” I say.
 "Only because you are so fucking arousing.” he squeezes my ass again.
 "Do you love making me moan?” I playfully ask.
 "Yes. Your moans are such a turn on.” he says. He smacks my ass again and I moan again.
 "Do you love spanking me?” I ask.
 "Oh yes. Your ass is super sexy.” he rubs my ass and spanks it again. "I'm gonna spank this sexy ass so many times.” he spanks more. After a while (and dozens of spanks) his knot swells down and he takes himself out of my ass. By this time, my erection has gone down some. I try to lay on my back, but a paw holds me down.
 "Who says I'm done worshipping that ass?” Wendell playfully says. I look over my shoulder and see him get on his knees and puts both paws on either sides of my tailhole.
 "What're you gonna do?” I ask submissively.
 "Don't struggle. If you do, I'll make you moan louder and I'll spank you as hard as I can.” In seconds, I feel his tongue up my asshole. I moan more and shiver at the new feeling. I can't help but cringe a little. Does this wolf think about doing this all the time? If he'd ask, I'd probably let him.
 "You love tongue up your ass don't you?” Wendell asks when he takes his tongue out of my ass.
 "Yes.” I moan. "As much as I love your c*ck in it. Please keep rimming me!”
 "I love when you beg for me. And why do you love tongue up your tailhole?” he spanks me.
 "Because I'm your slut.” I say, "Your kinky little slut!”
 "That's right.” he shoves his tongue back up my ass. It swirls around in there, and I moan more. After a while, he takes his tongue out, spanks me one more time, then climbs back over to the driver's seat.
 As we get our clothes back on, we calm down a little. "That was amazing.” I say.
 "Thanks,” Wendell says, "By the way, sorry if I hurt you too bad. I guess some of that energy drink was still in my system.”
 "It's ok. You know you love it when you had me moaning.”
 "I love the sound of it. It's such a turn on.”
 I think about something I had said during our insane sex. "Am I really a slut, Wendell?”
 "You're my slut.” he reaches over and squeezes my thigh, making me shiver a little. "But, I won't make you say it again if you don't want me to.”
 "Oh, I love it when you get controlling. Especially when you call me names like that.” I wink at him. I honestly don't mind it if he calls me that, but I do mind if anyone else does.
 "You love it when I get controlling?”
 "Yes. Even when you forced me down and rimmed me. By the way, how was that?”
 "I enjoyed it. And I know you loved it too.”
 "Well, I do love the feeling.” I smile at him, then kiss him. "I love you, Wendell.”
 "I love you too, Todd.” he kisses back.
 "Promise me that you'll do that to me again.” I say.
 "Oh I will. If foxy is feeling a little kinky again.” he winks at me. Now, we're fully clothed. I look out the window and see that the wind has picked up a little bit.
 "Hey, Wendell.” I say.
 "Yeah?”
 "Have you noticed that the wind has picked up? And, come to think of it, isn't Oklahoma right in the middle of tornado alley?” In response, a tornado siren goes off. We both block our ears to drown out the noise. When I open my eyes, off in the distance, a twister has formed and has touched down. Holy shit!
 Me and Wendell get out of the car to look at what's looks like it's a mile ahead of us. "It's coming right for us!” Wendell yells. We run to the right.
 "We need to find a ditch or something! I heard that's one way to escape a tornado!” I yell. After a minute of running, the ground goes downhill a little sharply. Close enough. With Wendell by my side, I crouch down and get in the tornado drill position. If you don't know what I'm talking about, have you ever had a tornado drill back in school? Where you'd get to the center of the building, get on your knees and put both paws on the back of your head. This is exactly what I'm doing.
 From the size of the twister and the speed of the wind, I'm guessing it's an F2 tornado. My fur flies everywhere in the wind. I barely even have control of my tail. I whimper, but I don't think that anyone can hear me. Some branches are thrown in our direction, but thankfully neither of us gets hurt. When the wind dies down a little bit, I look up. The tornado is gone, and debris is flying to the ground. When I look back in the direction of where we came from, Wendell says it before I can think it.
 "Where's my car?” he asks. When I look around for it, it falls down in front of us upside-down and the windows shatter.
 "There it is.” I say nervously. Wendell just put his paws on his head and has a panic attack.
 "My car!” he yells. I run over, reach inside one of the broken windows and my right paw finds the envelope Bruno gave us. Without saying a word, I hand it to Wendell. He takes it, looks inside and closes it.
 "The rest of the money is still in there.” he says. Then, he makes that face that says he has a new plan in his head. He walks past his car and towards the highway. I follow him. What's he thinking? When we get to the curb, he puts his thumb up.
 "What're you doing?” I ask.
 "We're hitchhiking to LA. Angie is waiting for us and I'm not turning around now.” Wendell explains.
 "How are we ever going to get there?”
 "We're gonna have to pay somebody to let us come along until we get to Hollywood.” After standing here for five minutes, a truck finally stops in front of us. About time. My legs are killing me. The driver comes out and Wendell puts his thumb down.
 "What're you two doing out here?” the driver asks. He's an orange, black, and white striped tiger. He's wearing a blue trucker hat, an orange vest, jean shorts, and has a thick southern accent. Oh, and he's probably in his 20s or something.
 "Well, we were heading someplace and then the tornado struck and we need a lift.” Wendell says.
 "Where are you boys off to?” the tiger asks.
 "Los Angeles. I need to see my cousin, Angie.” When the wolf says that, the tiger widens his eyes.
 "Angie? As in Angie Tripp?”
 "Yes. Why? Do you know her?”
 "Yes. She's one of my very best friends, Dexter.”
"Oh yeah, that's right. She once mentioned she had a friend named Dexter, but she never said he was a tiger, or that he drives a truck in the midwest.”
 "Yeah. Well, I was delivering some stuff to Oklahoma City and I was heading back to Los Angeles.”
 "Can we have a ride?” Wendell asks,
 "Of course! Hop on in!” Dexter runs back around to the driver's side, and unlocks the other door. Me and Wendell climb in, with him getting the middle seat and I get the seat on the right. It's one of those trucks that only have three seats in the front. There is no back seat.
 When we start driving on the road, the tiger starts to talk with us again. "So, you're really Angie's cousin?”
 "Yep.” Wendell says.
 "And that must mean...” Dexter looks at me and gasps as if he's met a celebrity, "That means that you're Todd McCarthy.”
 "Yes.” I blush, but I'm still a bit scared about this, "How do you know my name?”
 "You boys are famous.” he reaches to his left and pulls out a newspaper and hands it to me. The first thing I notice is a picture of me and Wendell on the streets of Knoxville. I read the headline:


FOX AND WOLF SHOW THAT THE LGBT COMMUNITY IS STRONGER THAN MOST BELIEVE
 Former residents, Todd McCarthy and Wendell Tripp, have went on a hit-and-run mission of revenge before fleeing town. But this wasn't any other revenge plot, this was targeting those who were against homosexuality, such as town bullies: Allan Grayson, Steele Hall, and Ray Jones. Who were found handcuffed together in an alley behind Zuma, the local arcade, on the night of McCarthy and Tripp's disappearance.
 Tripp's parents, Michelle and Richard, and speculated that the duo might have fled to Los Angeles using an SUV they bought for their son's birthday. They also come to believe that the reason they're going there is to not only escape the homophobia they were facing, but also to go see Wendell's cousin, Angie Tripp, as they explain that he has been close to her since they were kids.
No one knows for sure if McCarthy or Tripp will return. However, when some furs across the country heard of this event, some said that it wrong what they've done, while others (most notably from the LGBT community) claim that they were extremely proud of what has happened that night.
Holy shit! I didn't realize that, "We're famous.” Wendell finishes my thought for me.
"Yeah. You two are very well known. Especially in LA.” Dexter says.
"So, is that a good thing?” I ask.
"Of course. You two proved that gay furs like you two can go against homophobia.” Dexter says.
"That's great.”
"Yep. And I'll bet you my bottom dollar that most furs in LA will be excited to see you.”
"I just really want to see Angie.” Wendell says.
"And you will.” the tiger says. After that, it's mostly silent. In a couple of hours, we're past the town of Erick and we cross the border into Texas.
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  Texas (Wendell)

   "Crap!” I say as I realize something.
 "What is it?” Todd asks.
 "Our phones! We left them behind in the wreckage!”
 "It's ok.”
 "No it isn't.”
 "Yes it is.” Todd reaches in his pocket and he pulls out our phones. How the hell did he do that? Before I can ask, he answers that for me. "When we got our clothes back on, I snuck our phones into my pocket because I realized that the wind was picking up and a tornado was probably going to happen.”
 "Did you remember to get our chargers?” I ask.
 "No. That slipped my mind.” Todd puts his ears down like he's ashamed. I turn on my phone to see how much battery is left.
 "That's ok. I have a full battery. And LA is only a one day drive away from here. As long as I don't keep it on 24/7, we'll be ok. We'll just get new cords there.”
 "And hopefully a new car.”
 "I'll worry about that once we get there.” I open my GPS app. Looks like it'll only be a two and a half hour drive through this state. However, we're pretty much halfway through our crazy adventure across the country. But, we still have about another 1,000 miles to go through.
 "So, can I ask you two something?” Dexter asks.
 "What?” I say.
 "What's the real reason you two went on a 'revenge night'?”
 "Because Angie called me and I told her that we both have been kicked out of our houses. Then, she says that if we can get over to California, we can go live with her and her roommate, Janelle.”
 "Oh, the bear?” the tiger says.
 "Yes.” I say.
 "Is it true that she's bipolar?” Todd asks.
 "Yeah, but she doesn't like to talk about it.” Dexter says. "But, I think that it's cool that Angie would offer you guys a place to stay. But, why are you guys driving there? Why not just take a plane?”
 Do I have to explain this every time? "Because, I did not want to leave my car in my parent's garage since they gave it to me.” I explain.
 "I guess that makes sense.”
 "So, what about you?”
 "What about me?”
 "Tell us something about you.”
 "Like what?”
 "Like, how long have you been driving a truck for a living?” I ask.
 "I've had this job for about three years. Ever since my 21st birthday.”
 "So, you're 24?” Todd asks.
 "Yep. I'm turning 25 next April.” Dexter says.
 "How long have you known my cousin?” Angie never did tell me how she and this tiger met. All I know is that she just starting mentioning his name all of a sudden one day.
 "I've known Angie for about two years. We met through that Big Brother Big Sister program.”
 "She wanted an older brother?” I ask.
 "Yep. After we met, we just kept hanging out.” I'll have to ask her about that since she never once mentioned this to me. I always thought she wanted a younger brother. After all, she is very close to me. But, then again, I too have always wondered what it's like to have an older sibling. Todd has always been like my younger brother. Well, before we became boyfriends. Now, I just love the boy so much.
 After that, we just sit in silence. I'm just hoping this trip ends soon. There's only so much more I can take of this whole "Life on the Road” shit. When an hour passes, I get on my phone and play some of the apps again. I can't help but play Fruit Ninja. I think I have an addiction to it or something. I score 457, then 532 in another game, then put down my phone. I look over at Todd, who's clearly taking a nap (I can hear a light snore coming from the fox). I try to stay awake for the rest of the time of this state. I'll consider going to sleep when we get to Arizona, but, I probably am not going to sleep until I can see Angie. After all, we're so close to getting there.
 "So, how long have you two been going out?” Dexter asks.
 "About a week and a half. But, we've known each other for seven years. And to think, we met because we both were admiring some stupid computer speaker at a yard sale.” I said.
 "So, who ended up getting it?”
 "Neither of us. But, I did buy Todd a propeller hat that he loved so much.”
 "Does he still have it?”
 "He does. But, I don't know if he has it with us right now. It'd be sad if he did. He looked so cute in that hat.” I don't know why I'm talking about my boyfriend like this, after all, I still don't exactly trust this tiger just yet. "So, what about you?”
 "What about me?” he asks.
 "Tell me about your relationships, since you're oh-so interested in mine.”
 "Well, I've honestly never had a serious relationship before. I mean, I do have friends who are just girls, but I never really had it any further than just friends.”
 "What about other guys?” I was just curious as to what his orientation was. That's the only reason I asked that.
 "I'm not gay. I'm straight. But, I do have one gay friend. He's a leopard named Kyle. Although, sometimes he does flirt with me every now and then. Even though I told him I'm not into other guys, he still does it.” Dexter says.
 "Does it bother you?” I ask.
 "No. It's kind of nice, but he understands that I'm straight. Plus, he never tries to kiss me or anything like that. But, I do admit that he loves to cuddle with me whenever he gets the chance.”
 "Well, me and Todd's story is kind of different. Two weeks ago, he come out of the closet to me and I told him that I was kinda curious about the gay lifestyle. After a while, I knew I loved him with a growing passion and wanted to be with him forever.”
 "That's sweet. So, you were once bi-curious or something?”
 "Yes. But, now I know for sure that I'm bisexual, because in a way, I had a little bit of a crush on Todd since we were freshman.”
 "I don't really have my eyes on anyone right now. But, I do have to admit, I kind of like this girl, Tiffany, who lives in Los Angeles.”
 "What kind of fur is she?” I was just wondering.
 "She's a black cat.” For someone I'm not sure I can trust just yet, he does know how to make great conversation. All of a sudden, I feel a weight on my shoulder. I look over and see Todd leaning up against me, continuing his slumber. He's so cute when he's asleep. I pet his head a little bit and he smiles.
 "Aww, you guys are so cute.” Dexter says.
 "Thanks. Sometimes I wonder if he's not really sleeping and he just wants to cuddle up to me. But, you can still hear his snoring.” I put an arms around him and pull him close.
 "Can I ask you something?”
 "That's pretty much what you've been doing.” What? I don't care if it's rude, all he's been doing is asking questions.
 "Well, I'm just wondering, what's with his rainbow tail?”
 "Oh, that. He kind of wanted to do that for a while. His stomach is kind of the same way.” I lift his shirt to show him the rainbow fur on him. He briefly glances at him and then puts his eyes back on the road.
 "Wow. He must've really wanted it that bad, huh?” Dexter says.
 "Yep. He dragged me to that dollar store to get the dye.”
 "Hey! Put my shirt back down!” Todd woke up and must've noticed what I did.
 "Sorry, Todd.” I cover his stomach back up, "Dexter just wanted to know why you had colored fur on you.”
 "Oh.” Todd rests his head back on my lap. I kiss him on the forehead and wrap my arm around him. He turns to look up at me, then goes back to sleep.
 "How long until we pass into the next state?” Dexter asks.
 "A few minutes.” A look of the GPS shows that the border isn't far from here. Probably a few miles. There it is, the welcome sign reflects the light from headlights.

WELCOME TO NEW MEXICO: THE LAND OF ENCHANTMENT

 As we cross into the next state, I just look at Todd and watch him sleep.

DISTANCE TO LA: 1,002 Mi.
CURRENT TIME: 12:02 A.M.



 
  New Mexico (Todd)

   I wake up back at my old house. I don't see anything strange. I mean, nothing's out of the ordinary. I lift the blanket off of me and get off the bed. Holy shit! I just realized that I was naked! I quickly cover myself with my tail. I go over to my dresser and get some of my clothes. My white briefs, which I do admit are a bit tight on me. My favorite orange T-shirt and jean shorts. I walk downstairs and see my parents on the couch watching TV.
 "Hello?” I ask. They don't respond. It's like they don't know I'm here. I try to speak louder.
 "Hello?!” Again. Nothing. I feel like I'm talking to the back of their heads. I slowly walk up to them and tap the back of mom's head. She turns around and looks at me. At first I think she's about to say something, but she doesn't. Instead, she stands up, comes around to the back of the couch and puts her paws on my shoulders. For the first time in a while, I smile.
 She does the same, but not in a good way. I feel a sudden pain in my shoulders.
 "Mom. You're gripping me too hard.” I say. She only grabs me tighter. She pushes me back against the wall with strength she never had before. I smack my head on a picture frame and feel glass in the back of my head.
 I hurry and get on my feet and run out the front door. I reach to the back of my head and I see blood on my paws, literally. I'm freaking out. I'm holding my paw on the back of my head and keeping the cut on it from bleeding further.
 I turn around and see my mom walking out the door like a zombie. I quickly run down the street and Wendell bumps into me. He quickly grabs my paw and tugs on me.
 "Todd, c'mon. We've gotta go.” He starts to run half-dragging and half-pulling me towards his house.
 "Wendell. What's going on?” I ask.
 "There's no time to explain.” he runs into his parent's garage and opens the garage door. He pulls his SUV out and motions for me to climb into the passenger door. I do so and buckle myself in.
 "Hang on tight.” Wendell shifts the car into drive and speeds off down the street. I'm getting scared out of my mind.
 "What the hell is going on around here?” I ask.
 "I'll tell you later.”
 "No,” I put my foot down, "Tell me now! I'm not about to be left alone in the dark!”
 "Fine. Most of the people Knoxville hates us.”
 "Why?”
 "Because we're gay. And apparently, this is some sort of city that doesn't allow LGBT residents. Bastards.”
 "What do you mean?”
 "You haven't heard? Everyone in town is looking for us trying to kill us.” This is crazy! Since when to the people in this town hate me? I thought we were the good guys yesterday.
 "So what do we do?”
 "We're leaving town.” We turn a corner and see the fucking cat trio. Wendell slams on the brakes and we stop. Allan breaks my window with what looks like a crowbar and pulls me out. I cry out in pain and I get thrown on the ground. In my peripheral vision, I see Ray shoving Wendell to the ground.
 "Hey!” I shout, but Allan holds my muzzle shut while Steele uses a roll of duct tape to keep it shut. All I can do is cry out in muffled screams. I see them do the same for Wendell. I've never been this scared in my entire life. I see Ray take out a switchblade and Steele holds Wendell down. Before I can see anything else happen, Allan flips me over and I'm lying on my back, with him on top of me.
 "Oh no you don't!” he malevolently says, "You're not gonna see your little faggot boyfriend leave this world.”
 "What?!” I try to shout. I struggle against his strength but it's too much. Allan pulls out a revolver and I freak out. But, there's no going anywhere. this heavy feline is holding me down. He points it at me. I scream so loud my vocal cords burn. Last I hear is the gunshot.
***
 "Todd! Wake up!” I hear a familiar voice say. Wendell. I open my eyes, breathing heavy. I'm even sweating a little bit. "What the hell is the problem?”
 "I had a nightmare.” I quickly bury my head in his chest, too scared to come out. He wraps his arms around me and I'm shaking a little bit.
 "I don't think that was just a nightmare.” Wendell says.
 "What do you mean?”
 "Well, you were mumbling in your sleep. Then you were shifting around in your seat constantly. All of a sudden, you were thrashing about like you were gonna die and started screaming. I think it was a night terror. What happened?”
 "We were back home and Ray, Allan, and Steele killed us both.” I say.
 "What? Todd, they're over a thousand miles away from here.”
 "Where are we?”
 "Albuquerque. We're halfway through New Mexico. Right now, we're in a parking lot in Walmart. Me and Dexter spent about an hour trying to convince the manager to let us stay here until around 9.”
 "So where is he?” I noticed that the tiger wasn't in the truck.
 "He went to get gas for the truck. Plus I asked him to get some food for us to eat while we're here.”
 "Did you get any sleep?” I ask.
 "For about an hour or two. But, I wanted to make sure that you got sleep.”
 "Oh, well don't worry about me. you need sleep too.” He pulls me in tighter. I almost forgotten about my nightmare, but I'm pretty sure it's going to pop up in my dreams more often.
 "Todd. You scared me with your little night terror. I'm not sleeping when you are.” Wendell says. I guess he has a point.
 "So now what?” I ask.
 "Well, you can still lay down on my lap. Because after that, it's nonstop until Los Angeles.” My ears perk up at that. Then it really hits me at how close we are to getting to California. For a moment, I'm a bit relieved that my dreams will probably not come true anytime soon.
 "That's great to hear.” I say.
 "I know. I'm especially excited to see Ange. I wonder how she's gonna react when she sees us.”
 "Probably with a shocked face, but happy.” I start thinking a little bit. "Wendell?”
 "Yeah?” he asks.
 "You realize that this could drastically change our lives? I mean it's not just change in scenery. It's a change of our lives. We have to enroll in a new school, where we will probably never see our old friends again.”
 "That's ridiculous. Sarah and Bruno said they are already on their way here.”
 "But for how long? They can't stay here forever. And besides, what about your family back home?”
 "Well, my dad can go fuck off and as for my mom...” he lets out a heavy breath, "I don't know. I don't know how things are between me and mother. Dad's probably exploding over what I did with his shirt. Mom's probably getting a divorce with him, but I'm not there so, I wouldn't know.”
 "But, what about...”
 "You sure do worry a lot more than you have in the past.” Wendell interrupts me.
 "Well,” I sit up, "This is a drastic change for me. Everything is just fucking changing all of a sudden. Ever since I agreed to be your boyfriend.” Oh shit! I hope he didn't take it that way!
 "What're you saying, Todd? That we should...”
 "Don't say it.” I hurry and put a paw over his muzzle before he can finish his sentence. "I don't want us to do that. I've never been more happy with you. And I'm sorry that I said that. I never should've.” Before I could give him time to respond, I kiss him. "You make me the happiest fox ever. Please don't think we should-” Wendell kisses me back before I can finish my sentence. I mur into the kiss and hug him tight. I don't want him to go. 
 "We're never going to.” Wendell says. I tear up and we go back to making out. He gently runs his paw down my back and my tail. I gently pet his head, stroking that soft silver grey fur.
 "You have such soft fur, Wendell.” I say in between kisses.
 "Yours is softer.”
 "No it isn't.”
 "Oh, yes it is.” He carefully pokes me in the side. I giggle. "Is foxy still ticklish?” He puts his evil grin on. Oh no. I know that look!
 "Wendell Tripp, don't you dare!” I say.
 "Too late.” He pushes me so I'm laying down on the seats. He gets on top of me, preventing me from moving. He locks both of my paws together using one paw and starts using the other to tickle me in my side. I can't help but laugh. Why must he be stronger than me?
 "You've got a nice laugh there you vulnerable fox.” Crap! I know that tone. Dominant mode. Here? In the parking lot?
 "Please stop!” I beg in between laughs.
 "I love it when you beg. It's such a turn on.” He starts kissing my neck. I yell out something that sound like laughter and arousal at the same time. It sounds weird, but what can I do?
 "No! Quit it! I'm too ticklish!” I yell.
 "Exactly. That's why this is happening.” He flips me over so I'm laying on my stomach. What is he about to do? I'm really scared right now, but excited at the same time. Suddenly, I feel a claw dragging it's way up the sole of my foot. I laugh (I think even harder than last time). I'm sure he's back there smirking at me, thinking about how much he loves doing this to me.
 "Stop!” I try to flip over and lay on my back, but a paw pushes me back down and stops me.
 "Don't you dare move. Bad foxy.” I get spanked in the ass, hard. I moan a little bit. "Try to move again, and I'll smack harder.” Great. Now I can't even do anything about it. He goes back to tickling me. I laugh harder, gripping the seat to try not to turn around. Even though I barely move, I get spanked again anyways.
 After a while, he lets me go. Dexter still isn't back yet. Why is that? "Where's Dexter?” I ask.
 "I told you. He went inside to get food. Let's just enjoy right now because it's probably our last chance to get some fun time until we get to Los Angeles.” Wendell says.
 "Ok. Let's just cuddle and kiss until Dex gets back.”
 "Alright.” He carefully wraps his arms around me and lies down next to me, shifting so we're both sitting on our sides. He kisses me passionately, with me kissing back. It's a french kiss before I know it. Wendell knows it's my favorite kind of kiss. He starts to gently rub my back. In response, I hug him tighter. Next thing I know, Wendell runs his paw down my back and starts rubbing my ass.
 "What is it with you and my ass?” I ask.
 "I can't help it. You've got a nice one.” Wendell winks at me.
 "You do too.” I smile.
 "I know, but yours is sexier.” He gently smacks it. Not as hard as he did before, but still just as arousing.
***
 "You guys done in there?” Dexter holds the driver's door, smirking at us. We were right in the middle of a make out session when he opened the door.
 "Oh. Yeah.” Wendell says, then sits up, "Sorry about that.”
 "Whatever,” Dexter climbs in, closes the door, and in minutes, we're back on the highway.
 "So, what were you two doing here?” Dexter asks.
 "Well, we didn't have sex if that's what you're thinking.” Wendell says. I punch him in the arm giving the Dude?-did-you-just-say-that? look.
 "No. I can tell you didn't do that.”
 "How?”
 "Because you two don't smell of each other.” Wendell couldn't help but laugh at that comment. To be honest, I do too. It was a bit funny.
 "Hey Dexter? Is it okay if I take off my seatbelt for a while?” I ask.
 "That's fine. But, just so you know, we're not gonna stop until we get to L.A.” he says.
 "Alright.” I take off my seatbelt and immediately, I rest my head in Wendell's lap.
 "Awww, what's wrong, Todd?” Wendell says.
 "Nothing. I just want to cuddle up with you.” I give him a smile. He rubs my head in response. I mur a little bit. He puts a paw under my muzzle.
 "Sounds like someone's a happy fox.” Why must he be so teasing? And here? Now? With Dexter in the truck with us?
 "You.” I say.
 "Me, what?” Wendell says.
 "You... make me happy.”
 "You make me happy too.” He leans down and kisses me.
 "Are guys planning on making out?” Dexter asks, "'Cause right now, I'm trying to drive.” We ignore him as I sit up and continue to lock muzzles with Wendell.

DISTANCE TO LA: 627 Mi.
CURRENT TIME: 11:32 A.M.



 
  Arizona (Wendell)

   It's gonna be about five hours until we get to California. Dexter said he wasn't planning on stopping anywhere else until we get to L.A. Todd decided to take a nap on my lap again and even though my leg is completely asleep, it's cute to see him sleep. Sometimes I gently rub his head and his ear twitches a bit. He's adorable.
 "So, what do we do until we get there?” I ask.
 "Not sure.” Dexter says, "But I have to drive there. You two are on your own.”
 "I think Todd's already decided what he's gonna do for the rest of the trip.”
 "What's that?” To answer, I point at the sleeping fox on me. "Oh. Didn't he just sleep not long ago?”
 "I don't know.” I honestly don't. This whole trip feels like it's been going on forever. Gently, I caress Todd since I have nothing else better to do. Who knew that this would be extremely boring this far away from what I used to call home. But, in a way, I'm a bit excited because I get to see Angie after... I can't remember the last time I saw her.
 I take out my phone. Still some battery left in it. And someone's left a few messages. All are from the same number. The reason it looks familiar is probably because it's my parent's home number. Probably dad trying to scold me after I spray painted his clothes. Or it could be mom trying to talk me into coming back to Tennessee. Either way, I can't listen to these. Too much of a reminder of the pain that was my old life.
 Thankfully, my phones goes off and it interrupts my thoughts. It's Angie! I quickly answer it. "Hello?”
 "Hi cousin!” her voice is on the other end.
 "Hey! What's up?”
 "Nothing much. What about you?”
 "I'm almost there. I hitchhiked a ride after my car got wrecked.”
 "What happened?”
 "A twister happened.”
 "I'm sorry to hear that. Where are you right now?” I can tell she's trying to hide her excitement. To be honest, I am too.
 "I'm in Arizona, heading your way.” I tell her.
 "Already? It's only been almost two days!”
 "I know, but either way, me and Todd are excited to see you.”
 "Where is he? Can I talk to him?”
 "Sure. If he ever wakes up.” Angie laughs.
 "That's funny. Wait. Did you say you were hitchhiking?”
 "Yes.”
 "I thought that only happens in the movies. So, you are you with?”
 "Some tiger named Dexter. He says he knows you.” Dexter gives me a questioning look when I said this.
 "Dexter? He's really with you?”
 "You know this guy?” I'm surprised. I thought he was joking when he said he knew who Angie was.
 "Yes. We met through that Big Brothers Big Sisters program.” So I've heard. "Is he really there with you?”
 "Yeah.” I put the phone on speakerphone. "Don't believe me? He's right here.”
 "Angie?” Dexter asks, keeping his eyes on the road. He must've assumed I put it on speaker.
 "Dexter? Is that really you?” Angie's voice sounds louder than it did before.
 "Yeah. It is.”
 "Are you really driving my cousin to me right now?”
 "I am. Why?”
 "When Wendell told me, I didn't know if it was true.”
 "Well, it's true.”
 "That's great! I can't to see you guys!”
 "Alright you two, I'm turning off speaker.” I did just that a second later. "So, Angie, where's Janelle?”
 "She's at the doctor.”
 "Why?”
 "She's getting her medication.”
 "Does she know we're coming?”
 "Yes. I told her after you called me two nights ago.”
 "Who are you talking to?” I look down and see Todd has woke up.
 "Angie.” I say.
 "What?” she says.
 "I'm not talking to you, I'm talking to Todd. He woke up and just asked who I'm speaking to.” I explain.
 "Really? Can I talk to him?”
 "Sure.” I hand the phone to Todd and he takes it.
 "Hello?” he says, "Yes. I'm Todd... It's great to finally talk to you too... About seven years... Yes, it is. Why?... I know. Wendell showed me... I was just sleeping on him... Stop laughing! That's not what I meant by sleeping!...” I can't help but snicker because I think that I know what Angie just said. "I was not!... Yeah...” Todd rolls his eyes at whatever Angie just said. "I'm not doing anything right now. What about you?... That's boring... I know. I have to start school again soon too... I guess me and Wendell are going to that high school... I'm not sure where... Wait, you're serious?... You'd let us stay at your place for a while?... Sound great... Bye.” He hands me back my phone. Angie's still on it.
 "What did you just tell Todd?” I ask.
 "I told him what I told you not long ago.” she says.
 "And what would that be?”
 "That I'm letting you two stay at my apartment with me and Janelle until you two can find your own place.”
 "Oh.”
 "I'm serious. You guys can use that spare bedroom we've got.”
 "Ok.”
 "Just no funny business if you know what I mean.” I laugh.
 "What did you think we were gonna do?”
 "I don't know, but I think that at the end of the day, my apartment is gonna smell like two other guys.”
 "Really?” I ask. She really went there? It's still funny.
 "Yep.”
 "Whatever.” That's when something comes to mind and I have to ask. "Hey, have Sarah or Bruno came over to your place and ask about us?”
 "No.”
 "Oh. Because they said they were on their way the last time I talked to them. They said they were taking a plane there.”
 "No one's come over here yet.”
 "Alright. Well, I've got to go now. I'll talk to you when we get there.”
 "Ok. Bye Wendell. I'll see you soon. Be careful.” She hangs up, then I dial Bruno's number. It takes a few tries but he eventually picks up.
 "Wendell?”
 "Yes Bruno. It's me.”
 "You guys almost here yet?” he says.
 "Almost. We're in the middle of Arizona.”
 "Ok.”
 "Where are you and Sarah?”
 "Well, Sarah's drunk and she's currently vomiting in the bathroom.”
 "Bathroom? Where are you two?”
 "My uncle's home just outside of town.”
 "Really? I didn't know you're uncle lived there.”
 "There's alot about me you don't know Wendell.” Bruno says in that mysterious voice you'd see in a cheesy TV show.
 "Bruno, you're not in a TV show from the 90's.”
 "I know, but it sounded awesome.”
 "Not really.”
 "Did so.”
 "Don't you have a barfing dog you should be watching over?” I ask.
 "True. See ya.” he hangs up. I look over at Todd.
 "Barfing dog?” he asks.
 "Sarah got drunk again. But, at least she and Bruno are both there, waiting for us.” I say.
 "Do they know where Angie lives?”
 "No.” That never came up.
 "You should've told him so he knows where to meet us.”
 "You're right.” I quickly text Bruno Angie's address then message Angie saying that Bruno and Sarah are coming over and we'll be there at around 7 or 8 tonight. "There. Taken care of.”
 "Ok. Just making sure.” Todd says.
***
 The next few hours were boring. It mostly consisted of Todd resting his head on my shoulder and me playing games on my phone. After that, I got bored of whatever I was playing. I put an arm around Todd and pull him in close. I think he murs a little bit. It's cute. Todd puts an arm around me and rubs my arm. I give him a kiss on his cheek.
 "You're so sweet.” Todd says.
 "Well, you're cute.” I say.
 "Not as much as you.” Todd kisses me on my cheek, then rubs noses with me.
 "Awww. I love you so much.”
 "I love you more.” Before I can respond, we lock muzzles. Unlike most times, we take it slow. I don't know about him, but I'd rather not get playful when there's someone else in the truck.
 I slowly rub Todd's back. He puts a paw on my chest. I wrap my arms around him and hug him. Soon enough, he does the same. I can feel him pulling me in tight.
 "Is foxy getting cuddly?” I say in my play voice.
 "Yes.” he says.
 "Go ahead.” Todd lays back down on my lap, his tail wagging. I rub his stomach and he murs again. "Why must you be so cute?” he just blushes in response.
 "Do you two do this all the time?” Dexter says.
 "Pretty much. This cuddly fox can't ever get enough of me.” I say, hoping it'll tease Todd.
 "Hey now! You can't get enough of me either.” Todd says.
 "True. But you're the one who gets affectionate all the time.”
 "Says the wolf who carried me home that one day.”
 "Says the fox who got a rose for me.”
 "C'mon. It wasn't that big of a deal.” Todd blushes a deeper red.
 "Are you kidding me? Roses are pretty much the most romantic flower there is.” At least that's what I've been told. Todd blushes deeper. "Face it, cutie. You've got romance and cuteness written all over you.” I tickle him a bit to tease him. He giggles a bit, but I do stop after a few seconds. As much as I love the sound of his laugh, I'll wait to mess with him until we get to California.
 "I'm not the only one.” he says.
 "You're the only one for me.” I say.
 "Why must you twist up my words like that?” he sounds upset, but he's got that adorable smile.
 "Why must you set it up for me so easily?” I try to use the same tone.
 "I love you.”
 "I love you too.” I kiss his nose. "Are you going back to sleep? Or you gonna stay awake?”
 "I'll try to stay awake.” Just after he says that, he yawn.
 "Really? It sound to me like you're about to fall asleep again.”
 "I can't help it. You're so comfortable to nap on.”
 "Thanks.” Sometimes he's just too much. "Are we almost at the border yet?” I ask Dexter.
 "I don't know, you tell me.” he says. I look forward and I see it. The last state sign we will see on this trip.

WELCOME TO CALIFORNIA: THE GOLDEN STATE

 "Hey, Todd.” I caress his cheek.
 "Yeah, Wendell?”
 "We're in California.”

DISTANCE TO LA: 256 Mi.
CURRENT TIME: 5:02 P.M


 
  California (Todd)

   California is exactly what you'd expect: sunny and hot. Thankfully the truck is air conditioned. There's only four more hours left on this trip. It's about time. I'm not sure if I could take any more of this "Life on the road" shit.
 I couldn't fall back asleep, even though resting on Wendell's lap is very comfortable. So, after a while of just laying there, I sit back up and put my seat belt back on. The only thing I can think of is how different our lives our going to be now that we're all the way across the country. We're not going to see Sarah and Bruno much after this week. I'm going to have to get used to living with two college girls. And I'm never going to see my mom or dad again. But, then again, the reason we're doing this is because we needed to get away from them.
 Neither Wendell or I have talked much since we passed the border. I don't bother with trying since I know that he's very excited to see his cousin. To be honest, I'm a bit scared. I have no idea how Angie and Janelle will react with us coming into the picture. Wendell is telling me that she's excited, but I have no clue. Even after I talked with her on the phone. The second we see each other face-to-face, it might be a different story.
 On the other hand, there's Dexter. I have no idea if we can trust him. But then again, Angie did talk to him like she knew him for a long time. At first, me and Wendell thought he was a big liar, but I guess not. However, I'm not sure if I'm ready to think that Dexter could be a friend. We just met the guy yesterday halfway across the country.
 After about, I think, thirty minutes, I decide to break the silence. "So, Wendell, what're you most excited about once we get there?" I ask.
 "Seeing Angie. No doubt." he says.
 "I know, but other than that."
 "Uhhh... not sure." I put an arm around him.
 "Well, I'm nervous as hell about it."
 "Why's that?"
 "Because I'm not sure if I'm ready for this big change. I mean, we literally just dropped everything and we ran away from home."
 "You mean what we used to call home." Wendell pulls me in tight.
 "Yeah. But, this is a huge change. I know that you like to do crazy stuff like this but-"
 "What do you mean 'crazy stuff'?" he asks.
 "You left three cats handcuffed together. You damaged the inside of your own house. So, yeah, I'd call that crazy." I say.
 "I know. But, all that stuff I've done was for a reason. Hold on... are you thinking about... going back?" When he asks this, it really hits me. Have I been secretly wanted to go back to Tennessee? I have no idea. I want to stay with Wendell because I love him, but I'm not sure if I can do this whole change.
 "I don't know." I whisper.
 "I can't believe this." he says, "I thought you wanted to come with me on this trip."
 "I did. But, I have no idea if I'm ready."
 "Todd, you're gonna be fine. We have a place to live, a school we can go to, and eventually we can get part-time jobs here to support ourselves. We can start a new life here."
 "I don't know if I'm ready to let go of my old life." The second I say that, I regret it.
 "What?" Wendell look at me, surprised. Plus, he looks like he's about to tear up. "I did this whole thing for you, Todd. I wanted you to be with me."
 "I get that. But I'm not you. I'm not cut out for this scheming shit."
 "Todd, please don't leave me. I will be heart broken without you." I don't want to leave him. I hug him tight, with a tear streaming down my face.
 "What about our friends?" I ask.
 "Sarah and Bruno are in Los Angeles right now."
 "But they're not going to be there forever. One day, they're gonna go back to Tennessee, grow up a few years, forget about us for the most part and we might never see them again."
 "That's not true. I have both of their phone numbers, so we're still going to talk to each other. Plus, they're gonna visit us every now and then."
 "Wendell. you know that one day, those visits are going to stop and we'll grow apart from them. Aren't you afraid of that?"
 "I am. That's why when we get there, we're gonna have the time of our lives while they're there." He kisses my forehead. "But I want you there every step of the way. You're my everything."
 I don't respond right away. After all, I don't know how to. A lot of thoughts are running through my mind. I love Wendell. I've loved him for a long time. This is something that I have been afraid of since we began dating: we start arguing. Next thing you know, we could be fighting, then we're both in Splitsville, which is not a place I want to go to.
 "Wendell." I say.
 "Yeah?" he says.
 "I love you. I'm not going to leave you." This is the truth. I'd be unhappy without him.
 "I love you too."
***
 I was afraid to continue that conversation. So I didn't. We just sat there in silence as Dexter drives us down the highway.
 "Hey, Dexter. How long until we're there?" I ask. I'd ask Wendell, but he's too busy snoring. Dexter doesn't respond to me.
 "Dex?" I ask a little louder. I look up at the tiger. He's got his eyes on the road, but he isn't talking to me.
 "Are you going to talk to me?" I'm getting pissed at this point. I sit up at my seat, about to yell at him. I reach over and push on his shoulder. "Dex! Are you gonna speak to me?" As I'm saying that, the tiger takes what looks like earbuds out of his ears.
 "What?" he says, clearly annoyed.
 "Why are you listening to earbuds?" I ask.
 "Because you too were arguing over something and I didn't want to hear it."
 "Oh." I pin my ears down. Were we really arguing that much? "You know that that argument is over. Right?"
 "I do now. What were you two fighting about?"
 "We weren't really fighting. We were having a heated exchange. And it was because I was having second thoughts about this trip."
 "What?! Why?"
 "Because I wasn't sure whether or not I was ready to just start a new life just like that."
 "Todd, why would you want to just give up when you're only a few hours away from where you two wanted to go?"
 "I don't know." I put my paws over my eyes. I think I'm about to cry. In front of a complete stranger.
 "You're not about to cry are you?" Wendell? How long has he been awake?
 "I don't know." Yep. Here come the tears. Wendell puts an arm around my shoulders.
 "Why?"
 "Because I'm weak."
 "No you're not. What would make you think that?"
 "Because I am."
 "Todd," Wendell pulls my paws away from my eyes and puts his paws on either side of my face, "You are not weak. I don't know what made you think that, but you're not. Look at you. You told off on your parents to try to protect me. You were brave enough to stand up to those fucking cats. You changes your fur even though you thought your parents wouldn't approve."
 "I was only able to do that stuff because you were there with me. Without you, I'm not brave at all."
 "I don't believe you for a second. You know what I think?"
 "What?" I ask.
 "I think that you're brave. You're just afraid to show it. Even though you shouldn't be. I mean, that's what I think about every LGBT fur out there. And that includes you." He pauses for a moment. "Look. I understand that this is going to be a huge change for you. For us both. But I'm here, and I'm going to help you every step of the way."
 "First steps." I whisper.
 "What?" Wendell asks.
 "My mom used to tell me that life can have it's ups and downs. The ups are the best points in life. But the downs... well, they can be tough. But she used to say that downs don't last forever. But they will if you don't do something to bring it back up. Though, it's not good to try to bring it back up all at once, because then you wouldn't be truly happy. You just think you are. To bring life back up, you have to start small. A.K.A. First steps towards it."
 "..."
 "Wendell?"
 "Yeah?"
 "I think I've found my first steps."
 "..."
 "You." He takes in the thought for a second, then pulls me in for a kiss.
***
 "Dexter!" Wendell pulls out our driver's earbuds again.
 "What?" he says, clearly annoyed.
 "Did you hear me at all?"
 "The point of earbuds is to block out sound."
 "And the point of me yelling at you is to get your attention. Anyways, I asked how much longer it's gonna be. My phone's dead."
 "About another hour." Dexter takes his earbuds back. "Now leave me alone."
 "You didn't have to get aggressive on him." I said.
 "Didn't I?" Wendell puts on that sarcastic smile. I roll my eyes.
 "Whatever. So, what do you want to do for the next hour?"
 "I might have a few ideas." He tickles my side and I giggle.
 "Wendell! We're not doing that right here right now!"
 "I know. I just wanted to hear your cute laugh." How does this adorable wolf know how to make me blush? Well, he managed to do it again. He kisses the back of my paw and laces his fingers through mine. "At least we're almost there."
 "I know. It's almost over."
 "I can't wait to see Angie."
 "I can't wait to meet her."
 "She's excited to meet you." I smile.
 "You know what else I'm ready for?"
 "What?" Wendell cocks his head to the side.
 "To be with you forever." After that, we make out. However, unlike most times, this one's full of passion and love. Wendell caresses my arm and I end up rubbing his back. When's it's done, I end up resting my head on Wendell's shoulder and watch the road signes pass us as we go.
 Thirty miles to L.A.
 Twenty.
 Ten.
 I close my eyes and start to drift off, but before I do, I hear Wendell whisper. "Hey, Todd."
 "Yeah?"
 "We're here." I open my eyes and there it is. Reflecting the sunlight a bit it a sign that says "Welcome to Los Angeles".
 Finally. After almost three days. We made it.


 
  Los Angeles (Todd)

   Dexter pulled up outside of an apartment building about five minutes later. Wendell grabbed his phone and I opened the passenger door. Dexter soon follows us. The three of us walks up to the gate.
 "So. Angie lives here?” I ask.
 "Yep. With Janelle.” Wendell says. I push open the gate. To my left and right, there are a set of stairs. Wendell leads us up the one on the right. When we get to the top, we immediately turn around and walk across the balcony to the door at the end. 1405. This is the one. Wendell knocks on the door.
 "Are you positive Angie wants to meet me?” I ask.
 "Of course. You heard how eager she sounded on the phone.” Wendell says. After about ten more seconds, the door opens. A pink Vixen is standing there. At first she looks at Wendell with wide, shocked eyes.
 "Wendell?” she says.
 "Hey, cousin.” he says. She wraps her arms around him out of excitement.
 "I'm so glad you made it!”
 "Angie, this is Todd. My boyfriend.” he gestures to me.
 "Hi.” I say nervously.
 "It's great to meet you face-to-face.” She enthusiastically hugs me too. I, of course, hug her back, but it doesn't last long. "Come in you guys!” Angie steps back into her apartment and we follow. It's not very big. Right in front of the door is the kitchen counter. This will take some time to get used to.
 "Where's Janelle?” Wendell asks.
 "She's asleep.” Angie says.
 "Don't you think we should wake her up?” I ask.
 "No. Really, it's the only way she can cope with her headaches. She takes tons of naps every day.”
 "Oh.”
 "They work. She doesn't get stressed... as much.” Angie leads us all into her living room. It's only in the next room on the left. It's a bit smaller than my old room in Tennessee. There's a couch in one end and a TV on the other end of the room. Us guys sit on the couch while Angie stands next to the TV.
 "Now what?” I ask.
 "You guys said you're moving in, aren't you?” Angie says.
 "Yep.” Wendell puts an arm around me. "Well, me and Todd. I don't remember hearing anything about Dexter.”
 "I live on the other side of town.” Dexter says.
 "He still lives with his mother.” Angie whispers.
 "Shut up! There's nothing wrong with living your parents in your mid-twenties.”
 "I know, but it's still kinda funny.”
 "So, where are me and Wendell sleeping at?” I can't help but ask.
 "Oh. Right. Follow me.” She leads us back out into the kitchen. On the left is a narrow hallway about fifteen or twenty feet long. There's only two doors in here. One on the left and one on the right. Kinda like those stairs outside. Angie said the one on the right's the guest bedroom and the one on the left is Angie and Janelle's bedroom. Wendell opens the door on the right and I follow him. Inside is a two person bed in the corner, a dresser in the opposite corner and a desk next to the window on the opposite wall of the door.
 "It's all yours.” Angie says, "At least until you guys can get back on your feet.” She and Dexter leave us alone for us to settle in. I sit on the bed. Wendell walks around the room a bit.
 "So.” I say, unable to think of anything else to say.
 "So.” he repeats.
 "We're here. We actually did it. We went on a cross-country journey and now here we are. New home. New life.”
 "But it's gonna be great to spend that new life with you.” Wendell sits next to me, pulls me into a hug and kisses me. I kiss him back. We both lay down on the bed together. I slowly caress his arm. It's gonna be great being with him. I forgot why I ever thought I didn't want to come here.
 "Do you think they'll mind if we have a little fun in here?” Wendell says, teasingly.
 "Well,” I think for a moment, "They did say to get settled in. And, the way I see it, we're gonna be here for a while.”
 "So, why don't we get started?” he winks at me and puts on his playful grin. Wendell climbs on top of me and kisses me again, pinning my arms and legs down. He breaks the kiss, but ends up kissing my neck. I roll my head back to give him a better angle. I moan in ecstasy as I feel him gently caressing my neck with kisses. I feel a little bit of his teeth too, but like always, he doesn't bite, he just nibbles. His teeth carefully grazing my neck.
 "This is nice.” I say.
 "Really?” he says.
 "Mhm.”
 "Then why don't I mess with my rainbow foxy a little more?” he says. I haven't heard that term in a long time, but I still love the nickname. Wendell hops off the bed and takes off my shoes and my socks. Can he ever get enough of my foot paws? He doesn't kiss them. He takes my left foot and carefully rubs it. Wendell lightly pushes his thumb into the sole of my foot and makes a circle motion. It feels nice. I mur a bit and lay back down.
 "Does foxy love that?” Wendell says.
 "Yes.” I smile and put my arms over my head. Wendell eventually moves on to the other foot. He's good at this. After massaging my feet for a while, he starts to kiss my foot. I laugh a little bit, but it feels nice. He kisses each of my toes and the heel of my foot.
 "Do you have any idea how beautiful your feet are?” Wendell asks. I shake my head no. "Well they are gorgeous. They deserve so much attention.” He goes back to kissing my foot. After getting hundreds of kisses, I sit back up and he goes over to my right foot. "I'm sorry, I didn't give this foot enough attention.” Wendell winks at me then starts kissing me right foot. I reach out and rub his head, scratching a little behind his ear. He looks up at me and kisses my nose.
 "Is the big bad wolf enjoying my feet?” I tease him.
 "Yes, I am.”
 "Then who's stopping you?” He starts to lick my toes. It's a nice feeling. I ruffle the fur on his head. Wendell drags his tongue up the sole of my foot and licks in between my toes.
 "Does a certain wolf love the taste of my feet?” I ask.
 "Mhm.” he doesn't even lift his head to answer, just mumbles that and continues licking me. I love this so much. I pop a toe in his mouth.
 "Suck.” I command. He does as I ask. I throw my head back and moan loud out of pleasure and delight. Wendell sucks on my big toe and runs his tongue along it too. His paw caresses my leg a little bit.
 "You love my toes don't you?” I say teasingly.
 "Yes.” he says, a little hint of submissiveness in there.
 "Good wolf.” I use my other foot and run it down his body. He shudders a bit but keeps sucking my foot. Wendell's tail wags back and forth. Mine would, but I'm sitting down right now.
 After a long time, Wendell lets go of my foot and take my toes out of his mouth. He lifts me up and carries me in his arms back into the kitchen where Angie and Dexter are talking.
 "What were you guys doing?” Angie asks.
 "What? You said to get settled in.” Wendell says like some kind of teasing brother.
 "I didn't mean like that,” she laughs, "I meant get your stuff in there.”
 "But, all of our stuff was destroyed in a twister in Oklahoma.” I explain.
 "Oh. You weren't having sex, were you?”
 "No. But a certain wolf was making love to my hind paws.” I say. Angie cracks up laughing. So does Dexter. Wendell blushes a little bit, but keeps that cute smile on. I kiss him on the cheek. "Aww, come on cutie. We're just teasing with you.”
 "I know.” Wendell tightens his grip on me and kisses me back.
 When they're laughing dies down a bit, Angie says, "I always knew Wendell had a foot fetish.”
 "Shut up!” Wendell says, embarrassed.
 "Come on, buddy,” Dexter says, "You want to hear one of my weird fetishes?”
 "What?” I ask.
 "Well,” the tiger blushes up, scratches the back of his head and says, "I... have a... bondage fetish.” The three of us laugh our asses off when we hear that. I've heard of it before.
 "Really?” Angie says.
 "Quiet! I just like being tied down or something and being fondled with.” We laugh harder. This is seriously funny as hell. The only thing close to bonage that be and Wendell have done was just hold our arms and legs down. But, we didn't use any ropes or chains so, it doesn't count.
 "What! Is all that laughing about?!” We all turn around and see a polar bear, about a few inches taller than me, standing in the doorway. I'm guessing this is Janelle.
 "Janelle!” Angie says, "You weren't supposed to be awake for another hour.”
 "Then how come I'm awake?” she says.
 "We were just laughing about how Dexter has a weird fetish about being tied up and 'played' with.”
 "That is weird.” Janelle snickers a bit. She then casts a glare at me. "Who's the fox with the rainbow tail?”
 "Janelle, this is Todd McCarthy. You know? The fur I've been telling you about? They're going to be living here for several months.” Angie says.
 "Oh. Well, nice to meet you, Todd.” she puts a paw out. Wendell puts me down and I shake paws with Janelle.
 "It's great to meet you too.” I say.
 "Well, I don't know about you all, but I'm tired.” Wendell says, "How about we catch a nap?”
 "Sound fine to me.” Angie says.
 "Alright. Goodbye guys. I've gotta get going.” Dexter says.
 "See ya, Dex!” Angie and Jani say in unison. He then leaves the apartment. Wendell picks me back up and carries us into our new room. I close the door behind us.
 "I can definitely get used to this.” Wendell says.
 "Me too.” We both lay down on the bed and Wendell covers us both with a blanket. I wrap my arms around him and we drift off into sleep.
***
 "Well, we've got them. Now let's head back to the apartment.” Wendell says. We were just out buying me a new phone and some new charger cords. It's a start after we basically reset our lives.
 "Sounds great.” I say. I carry the bag in my left paw and me and Wendell hold paws on the way home. I notice that some furs glare at us and almost all of them put a huge grin on their face. Even a young bunny says, "Mommy! Mommy! Look! It's those guys who beat up the bad guys!” It makes me blush but we keep walking.
 "Hey Wendell?” I whisper in his ear.
 "Yeah?” he says.
 "Most of these furs are staring at us.”
 "Dexter told us that we were famous here in L.A. Probably because of the way we fought against those homophobes in Tennessee.” Oh. That's right.
 "So, people know who we are?”
 "Dude, we're known in almost half of the country.” We keep walking back into the apartment. I open the gate and head upstairs. I knock on the door and Janelle answers it.
 "Did you guys get new phones?” she asks.
 "No. He did. Mine survived the wreckage.” Wendell says.
 "Yeah. Besides, my parents would've cancelled my phone contract after what happened.” I say.
 "Ok.” Jani steps aside and we walk back in.
 "You guys back?” Angie yells from the living room. She's watching a rerun of FRIENDS.
 "Yeah.” Wendell says.
 "I'm gonna go back into our room and hopefully get my phone set up.” I say.
 "Ok. I'll start making dinner.” Wendell says. I kiss him on the lips and go into our room. I close the door behind me. I notice a slight breeze. I look over and notice the window open. Slowly, I walk over and open the curtains. The window was closed when me and Wendell left. I was about to think that maybe Angie or Janelle opened it to get more air into the place, but that's when I notice a red cat sitting on the ledge.
 Before I can get a chance to yell out, Allen puts a paw over my muzzle and drags me out of the room. He loses footing and we fall two stories onto the ground. The impact has hard but I'm ok. Allen holds me down by his foot and takes out three pocketknives.
 "Help!!!! Wendell!!!!” Allen then pulls out duct tape and tapes my muzzle shut.
 "Your fucking boyfriend isn't going to help you this time.” Allen says malevolently. I struggle under his strong hold but I can't move. "You know what your precious boyfriend did? When he threw that knife into Ray's leg, he punctured a major artery. When Steele tried to take it out, Ray started bleeding like crazy. He's dead. And now, you're gonna pay the price.” He takes the A knife, opens it up and cuts open my palm. I scream like hell, but I know I can't do anything about it. Allen takes the S knife and cuts open my other palm. Soon enough I've got both paws full of blood.
 He opens the R knife and drags it slowly across my chest, but not cutting it. "Say hi to Ray for me.” he says. Allen lifts the knife and aims for my chest. I scream like hell. My nightmare is coming true. Just when he's about to kill me, I hear a gunshot and Allen falls onto me. I look up and see Angie holding a revolver.
 "No one messes with my friends.” she says. She drops the gun and runs up to me. Wendell and Janelle soon follow.
 "Are you ok?” Wendell asks. He takes the tape off my muzzle.
 "No. He cut my palms open.” I say.
 "I'll call 911.” Janelle says.
 "Todd. Listen. You're gonna be ok. We'll get you help.” Angie says
 "Hello?” Janelle is on her cell phone, "We need an ambulance. Someone got cut up. Badly.”
***
 The bandages on my paws make it itch like crazy. It's been three days since that incident. My phone's been set up. Angie, Janelle, Wendell and I got the story straight with the police and Allan has been pronounced dead by bullet to the head.
 "Hey, Angie?” I say.
 "Yeah?”
 "Thanks for saving my life.”
 "You're welcome. I couldn't let anything bad happen to my good friends.” I smile. Even though it's scary to know that two furs are dead, it's great to know that my new roommates have my back.
 "I appreciate it. And as long as I don't clench my fists too much for the next several days, they said that I should be ok.” I say.
 "That's great news.” Wendell says. He embraces me and I try to hug him back, even though it makes my paws feel weird. "You wanna take a walk with me?”
 "Sure.” I smile. We put our shoes on and we head out the door. As we walk, a thought comes to mind. "Hey, where's Bruno and Sarah? I thought you gave them Angie's address.”
 "Angie told me that they had to catch their flight back home. Apparently, they only bought a two day vacation to L.A. We're not going to be seeing them for a while.” Wendell says.
 "That's sad. I'm gonna miss them.”
 "I am too.” We eventually come across a bench we saw at the park back home. I insisted we take a seat. Wendell puts his arm around me and kisses my cheek.
 "It's been great. You know.” I say.
 "Great what?” he asks.
 "It's been great moving here and being your boyfriend.” I kiss him on the cheek.
 "Thanks. I couldn't be happier being with you.” he smiles. I return his with my own. I look out into the horizon. The sun is setting.
 "Hey look. It's a beautiful sunset.” I say.
 "Yeah. You're right.” he looks in that direction. "Hey Todd?”
 "Yeah, Wendell?”
 "You know how all those perfect love stories end?”
 "How?”
 "With a kiss.”
 "Ok.” And with that, he hold both of my paws we seal the deal with the most passionate kiss ever.

END OF BOOK ONE
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