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  Chapter 1: More than Friends

  
	Here's the first little installation in a series I began a while back, approximately 1-2 years ago, while I was coping with some heavy depression. Now, this was before I had delved very far into the furry world, so it may sound pretty cliched. But it's what I felt like writing, and I've liked how it's come out after ample self-revision. I hope you enjoy! --Nathaniel (P.S. If there's any character names/locales/events/etc. that bear a strong resemblance to one of your works, I apologize strongly and assure that it's coincidential. Happy reading!)


	


	Chapter One- More Than Friends by Nathaniel Nocturne



	 Jamie awoke to the shrill whining of his alarm clock. The young fox groaned, and fumbled for the snooze button with an outstreched paw. He turned on the lamp and squinted at the assult of the incandescent bulb. Sitting up, Jamie stretched, and yawned.

	

	 With returning consciousness came a leaden depression, a cold and spreading poison through his mind. He sighed, shivering, remembering one of the many things that was putting him down.

	

	 "No refuge from sadness in my dreams." Jamie thought to himself. He could recall it vividly.


	 Jamie was on a dark, rainy street, a miserable night in some urban area. He was running, breathless, absolutely terrified. Rounding a corner, the fox was face-to-face with a fatal dead end. Behind him were the the furious, wild shouts; the bears were hunting him.


	 "KILL THAT FUCKING FAGGOT!" Jamie's ears were assaulted, then his body. He was trapped. They held him down, massive fists slugging his face, his stomach, anywhere vulnerable. It wouldn't end. Jamie had tried to scream, but he had no strength. Pitiful, quiet whimpers escaped his lips; all he could feel was pain. Suddenly, the blows stopped, and he was left alone, laying in a pool of his own blood. Nobody found him, nobody helped him. The alleyway melted, and the ravenged fox was laying in a vast expanse of ice, completely alone, his heart being frozen to the core.


	 Jamie sat on his bed, shaking, a tear running down his cheek. The pain hadn't been real, it had all evaporated when he awoke. But the screams tore at his mind, they had hurt the most. They seemed to echo endlessly. The fox rocked back and forth, holding himself, nude. Jamie never wore pajamas, but now he wished he had; he felt so vulnerable. The screams had genuinely stung him, as though someone had actually said them.

	

	 He stood, feeling cold, and dressed for the school day. Jamie was 17 years old, fairly tall for a fox. He was colored mostly a burned orange except for a streak of white that reached from his upper chest down to his inner thighs, widest around his stomach. His paws, all four, were white, as well as the tip of his tail. Lean muscles had formed beneath his fur, but didn't show; his coat was fairly thick. Normally he came off as thin and undefined, but looks decieved. Jamie enjoyed running, but never went out for track because he didn't like the competition. Locker rooms made him nervous, even dressing for gym class had been hard.


	 Jamie selected a small, black Green Day tee and some rumpled jeans from the pile on his floor. Blinking, he stared at his reflection in the mirror, seeing depressed, solemn eyes staring back. School was getting harder and harder to face, and today was the worst yet. Not that staying home was any better, where he was left to wallow in his feelings.


	 "At least it's a Friday." He said aloud, quietly.

	

	 Gathering up his school things, Jamie pushed open his bedroom door and walked downstairs. Dropping his backpack and instrument case in the living room, he headed over to the kitchen for some toast.

	

	 "Good morning, Jamie. Sleep well?" Kris, his mother, smiled over her newspaper. She was slim, short, and colored about the same as Jamie.


	 "Mmm..."


	 "Sorry, too early?"


	 "Mmm..."


	 Jamie finished quickly, and grabbed the paper bag on the counter. As he left for school, his mom called out, "Have a good day! Love you."


	 "Love you too, mom..."


	 He hurried to the car, the April rain pouring mercilessly. Jamie sat in the driver's seat for a moment before starting it up, composing himself. He could literally feel himself shaking, like he'd become unglued any minute. Everything had been bottled up too long, and now it was taking its toll. Finally, Jamie backed the car out of the driveway, and set off for school through the dreary weather. It wasn't helping his mood, but it sure matched.

	

	 Dingy puddles splashed as he entered the student parking lot, stopping in the usual space. He rushed into the building, wanting to stay as dry as possible. Wet fur was dreadfully unpleasant when cold. Entering the main foyer, his eyes picked out a completely white wolf, dressed in tan cargo shorts and a tight-fitting black tee shirt. Paul. He was taller than Jamie, and fairly muscular. Soccer and basketball were his sports, and he was pretty popular around the school. However, Paul was not the typical jock. He and Jamie had been best friends since he'd moved in during the third grade, a few blocks down from Jamie's house. They hung out whenever they could, and had a ton of things in common, like music, books, video games and other things.


	 "Hey, Jamie!"


	 "Hi, Paul."


	 "Um, you okay? You look kinda depressed."


	 "Yeah, I'm fine. Just tired." Jamie lied, feeling awful. "Let's get to class before Mr. Jarvis chews us out."


	 They walked to band class in silence, and Paul could tell that Jamie was definitely not okay. The fox's eyes were downturned and unfocused, and he could almost see the struggle inside of Jamie.


	 'I need to tell someone, I NEED to, but...I can't...Who? How would Paul take it? I just can't...God, it hurts...' Jamie was lost in thought, knowing he'd soon break down if he kept it hidden any longer. Paul and Jamie could always confide in each other, a strong trust had formed over time. However, Jamie was afraid of this one thing, afraid their friendship would change for the worse if he told. But it also felt as though he was lying to his friend, and Jamie felt all the worse. It was so complicated.


	 Both of them were in band class; Paul playing trumpet and Jamie on alto saxophone. They had both been playing music since the beginning of middle school, and it was one of the few classes they had together. During rehearsal, Paul kept looking over at his friend, worried.

	Jamie was missing a lot of notes, and he looked ready to cry. He had noticed that Jamie hadn't seemed so great for the last few weeks, but today was an all-time low.


	 After rehearsal, they parted, having no more morning classes together. Jamie didn't pay attention during his classes, all of his energy was devoted to keeping himself together. Some of his other friends had noticed the deterioration of his mood, and asked how he was.


	 "Damn it, Tré, I said I'm fine! Just...drop it..."


	 "Dude, sorry! I'm worried about you, okay? If you wanna talk..." Tré was another fox, but shorter than Jamie, and he had a brownish coat. They had known each other for a few years, through school, and were pretty good friends.


	 "Sorry, Tré, I've just been so...depressed, lately...I don't really want to talk about right now. I feel like I'm gonna burst...I dunno..." Jamie wasn't sure about Tré either; who could he turn to?


	 The rest of the morning was a blur, and finally the lunch bell rang. Jamie left the art classroom and crossed the hall to his locker, Paul joining him a couple minutes later. The rain had stopped, and they were walking down the hall to the back exit for the soccer field, where they usually ate lunch. Then it happened. Jamie and Paul were talking absentmindedly when the fox accidentally collided with a massive lion, the varsity quarterback. Both a rich kid and a jock, Cole disliked, to say it nicely, anyone that wasn't on his level.


	 "Watch it, you fucking faggot!" Cole pushed Jamie aside, and stormed off.


	 "God, he's such a douchebag-- uh, Jamie?" Paul stared at the fox, surprised.


	 Jamie had gone rigid upon hearing Cole's words. They had opened up the festering wounds from the dream, and cut even deeper. It was meant as a mere insult, but it had an entirely different meaning to Jamie. His face held a pained anguish as he turned to Paul, tears welling up. The secret was out.


	 Pushing past his best friend, Jamie ran, out the door, struggling not to cry. He sprinted across the saturated soccer field, making for the woods that bordered much of school campus.


	 Paul was left standing, dumbfounded. Why would Jamie be so bothered by a stupid little insult? 'Is Jamie...gay? He looked truly hurt when Cole said "fucking faggot".' The wolf composed himself, and followed out the door, jogging at a much slower pace than the fox had taken. 'Jamie never seemed gay. Why did he run? Is he afraid of...me?'


	 Reaching the trees, Paul slowed to a walk. He was hesitant, not sure how to approach Jamie when he found him. The fox's footprints lingered a little in the soggy ground, and the white wolf followed.


	 Jamie was curled up, almost in a sitting fetal position, crying his delicate, shattered heart out, face in his paws. He was sitting against a tree, his backpack lying forotten a few feet away on the bed of pine needles covering the little grove he had found. The sobs shook his small body, he hurt so much. Depression, lonliness, fear, and misery were jumbled togther, formed into a knife of sharp, emotional pain. The wound it slashed was deep, bleeding profusely as tears and distraught cries. Paul stopped at the edge of the grove, still unnoticed. Setting down his pack and lunch, he padded gently, slowly over to Jamie.


	 The fox's ears twitched as they heard the rustling needles, and he looked up, scared. He watched Paul approach slowly, a sick feeling settling in his abdomen.


	 "Go...away...." Jamie whimpered, then started sobbing again. He was pushing away his best friend, the person that was closer to him than anybody else, and he cried all the harder.


	 Paul settled on the ground next to Jamie, and looked over at his friend. "Please don't push me away, Jamie. You havn't been...yourself, for a while, and I've been worried. I just wanna talk, okay?"


	 Jamie raised his head a little, his brown eyes watery and red. "...Okay..."


	 "Um, I heard what Cole said, and it really bothered you. So, are you really, um...gay?" Paul treaded carefully, not wanting to upset his friend any further.


	 "...yeah...I..." The hot tears welled up again, dripping more readily than before, the sobs quieter. Paul reached an arm across Jamie's shoulders, holding him gently.

	He waited for the fox to calm down, not sure how much time passed.


	 "All done?" He asked gently.

	

	 Jamie nodded.


	 "Um, I wanted to ask. Why'd you run away from me? You just looked, then ran, like you were scared of me."


	 "Well...I was. I thought you'd...hate me, for being gay."


	 "You were?" Paul was shocked. How could Jamie even imagine that he'd hate him? "Jamie, I'd never hate you, and definitely not over something like that. You're my best friend, and nothing's gonna change that." He shook the fox's shoulders gently, kindly, for emphasis.


	 Something sparkled inside of Jamie, pushing away the fear and isolation. Paul was still his friend, that's what mattered.


	 "Thank you so much, Paul."


	 "Any time."


	 Jamie turned and gently put his arms around the wolf. It was at that point that something clicked for Paul, but he didn't know what, yet. The fox's gesture hadn't surprised him or weirded him out at all. The wolf put the other arm around Jamie and held him, tenderly.


	 After about a minute, Jamie pulled away from the hug. "Sorry, that was kind of weird for you, wasn't it?"


	 "Nah, it was fine. So, do you feel any better?"


	 "Yeah, some. Uh, could we hang out after school and talk some more? Opening up really helps." He wiped his eyes. To Paul, he was already looking much better.


	 "Sure, at your house? I'll come over first thing after school." The wolf looked up, hearing the lunch bells. "We'd better get back to class. Come on." He offered a paw to Jamie and helped him up. They walked back through the trees and across the soccer field in silence. They waved as they left down seperate hallways for fifth period. Jamie and Paul both had their math class seventh period, so they'd see each other then.


	 As Paul sat down in his desk, his mind was still abuzz with the recent discoveries. Then, his mind trailed to when he hugged Jamie. It seemed...right, when it happened, almost intimate. He ignored Mr. Higgins, his American History teacher, an elderly beaver, as his mind wandered. He had never gone out with a girl, because there never seemed to be any interest. Sure, a lot of girls in his grade were pretty, but not...attractive. Gradually his thoughts centered around Jamie again. His lean, but toned body, his soft, fluffy fur, his beautiful eyes. 'Am I attracted to Jamie?' Paul asked himself, but he already had his answer. 'Am I...gay?'


	 Jamie was in a similar mental predicament while stuck in his Biology class, which was taught by Mr. Murphy, a relatively young, green dragon. He, too, ignored his instructor and swam through the sea of thoughts swirling around in him. Once he had opened up, it was like ridding a poison from his system. Jamie still felt some remnants of the old depression, but he was already so much better. Remembering when he hugged Paul, he could almost feel the warm, muscular arms around him again. Paul. He really was beautiful. His completely white coat was dazzling in the sunlight, and his eyes! They were an icy blue, but not cold or forboding. Paul really was a nice person, and...drop-dead sexy, Jamie decided. 'Am I attracted to Paul?' Jamie asked himself, but he already had his answer. 'He's probably not gay, though. And he's my friend!'

	The fox had a new sadness, one of a love that would probably never happen.


	 Later, in Math, Paul and Jamie met up, sitting in their desks, which were right next to each other. The teacher, Ms. Richardson, an aging lioness, encouraged group work, so the students always had plenty of opportunities to chat. The two friends talked casually, not working much. Still, underlying the talking were the thoughts plaguing them from earlier. The bell rang, and class was out for the weekend. It was still overcast outside, but the promise of a good weekend brightened Jamie's spirits. They split up in the parking lot, heading for their respective cars. Jamie drove home, feeling a little nervous. As he pulled up his driveway, he saw Paul jogging down the sidewalk, catching up with him as he got out of his car.


	 "Hey." The wolf was panting slightly, and they walked up to the house. Inside, Jamie dropped his school stuff on the living room floor. A note taped to the lamp caught is eye.


	 "It's from my mom." He said as he opened the note.


	 "Sorry I had to leave on such short notice, Jamie. I got a call today at work; Grandma's in the hospital. She's going to be okay, but I'm going to stay with her over the weekend. I left some cash on your dresser, in an envelope, just in case. I've got my cell if you need to call me. Love you Jamie! -Mom"


	 "Huh, I guess we have the house to ourselves this weekend." Jamie kicked himself right as he said it; he didn't want to make it awkward for Paul. They walked up to his room, dropping their stuff in the corner. Both teens seemed uncomfortable starting the conversation, so Jamie turned on the Wii and they played some Smash Bros. He forgot about his problems, temporarily. Paul had chosen Snake, and had beat Jamie every time.


	 "God, why do you always pick Snake!? He's such a cheap bastard."


	 "That's why!" Paul grinned, but sobered up quickly. "So, you wanna talk?"


	 "Yeah. But, hell...I don't know where to start." Jamie quickly turned off the game.


	 "Well, um...when did you first...find out?"

	

	 "I don't really know. To be honest, I was never really interested in girls. I was never truly...attracted to any of them, nobody really stood out. I just like how the male body looks, you know? Well, I guess you don't." Jamie coughed. 'But I do.' Paul thought.

	

	 Jamie began talking again. "You remember I went out with Sarah last year?" The wolf nodded. "I kind of decided it about a couple months into the relationship, it didn't feel...natural. We never did anything, really. She broke up with me, but I never told her. You're the first person to know. I...I would to look at straight porn, but I always ended up at the gay stuff." Jamie blushed a little. "But being in the closet was...awful, but that's a gross understatement. It's like living a constant lie that you've never told, and everyone just assumes that you're straight! I was terrified of what everyone would think, of what...you would think." Delicate tears rolled down his face, hot.


	 "But you don't need to worry about that anymore, at least." Paul said, making Jamie smile. He always loved that smile, but now it was downright charming.

	

	 "Yeah. Still, the worst is being alone. I kinda think high school dating is petty and stupid, but if I found the right person," Jamie's heart fluttered, "I'd be so happy. But there's pretty much nobody. I feel like the only gay in the world..." The fox was crying again, softly. Paul snaked an arm across his shoulders again, pulling Jamie close to his chest.


	 "It's okay, Jamie. You're not alone, you've got your mom and your friends. And," Paul hesitated for a second, making certain of his decision, "you've got me. You're not the only gay in the world." Jamie's mood changed completely. He looked up at the wolf, wide-eyed.


	 "What?" Jamie didn't dare say more. Was his secret hope coming true?


	 "I said, you're not the only gay person in the world." The wolf was feeling drawn to Jamie; he was so damn cute! He leaned over to the fox, and kissed him. Jamie was shocked beyond thought, he couldn't register what was happening. However, he didn't break it. It was gentle, close-lipped. They sat, embracing in a tender kiss that seemed to last for hours. Finally, regrettingly, they pulled apart, Jamie staring.


	 "Jamie," Paul began, breaking the silence, "you know I've never dated anyone, right?" The wide-eyed fox nodded dumbly. "Well, I never really thought about it before, but when I hugged you, back at school, something clicked. It felt...right. And," he placed a paw on Jamie's shoulder. "you are very beautiful."


	 Jamie found that his mouth could work again. "Really?" Paul nodded. Jamie's mind could barely process what was happening. Paul was gay, too? "So, you're gay?"


	 "I...guess so, but I know for sure that I like you. A lot." Paul's face was burning, his fur tinted pink.


	 "I like you too, Paul. I...aw, hell with it!" Jamie flung his arms around the wolf, catching him in a strong embrace. Their lips met again, but opened, their heads tilted in opposite directions to accomodate. Paul was caught by surprise, but hugged back, feeling more and more complete. Their tongues danced, and they tasted each other. Their paws grew curious, and began exploring, Jamie's right paw slipping up Paul's shirt and rubbing the wolf's chest fur. They broke apart quickly to remove their shirts, after an understanding glance, and resumed locking lips. Jamie was on his back, laying on the bed, Paul covering him protectively.


	 Jamie was getting hot, and his fur was getting moistened with sweat. Paul, too, was feeling the heat, his coat getting damp as well. Their scents were prominent, now, and Paul stopped a minute to press his nose into Jamie's neck, inhaling deeply. He drank in the mingling smells, intoxicating him.


	 "Mmmm..." Paul hummed. The scents were so indescribably masculine and male, virile. Their arousals were quite prominent, poking accusingly at the other fur. Both of the teens' pants were badly tented, Jamie's jeans and Paul's shorts were very uncomfortable. They grinned at each other, noses touching. Paul shifted himself and undid Jamie's belt, pulling the jeans down to the fox's ankles, then off. The wolf quickly unfastened his shorts, and they, too, were lying forgotten on the floor.


	 "God, how can you wear those?" Jamie asked incredulously, eying Paul's badly stretched briefs. "They must be so confining, unlike these. And they are uncomfortable right now!" Jamie giggled, patting the bulge in his boxer shorts.


	 "Well then, looks like they need to come off." Paul grabbed the waistband of Jamie's boxers, seeing a wet spot. He peeled them away, then down the fox's legs, Jamie's fully erect manhood bouncing into view. The friction of the cloth made him moan a little; he sighed at the sudden freedom. Paul marveled at the pink shaft between Jamie's legs, it must have been around eight inches! His fuzzy sac was also pretty impressive. Jamie blushed, seeing Paul staring.


	 "Now, we can't leave you all pent-up, wolfy." Jamie, in turn, lifted Paul's elastic band away and down, the underwear coming off. Paul's erection was a darker shade of pink, almost red. He was about the same length as Jamie, and only slightly thicker. The friends had seen each other hard before, many times, actually. Years ago, they had accidentally stumbled upon masturbation together during a sleepover, and did it together many times since. This was different, though. Neither one had truly taken into account the other's genitals until now. Grinning sheepishly for a second, Paul and Jamie embraced again, the wolf gently weighing Jamie down on the bed. Nothing seperated them but fur; they could feel every rustle and caress between each other as they began grinding slowly. It was a thing of beauty, the closeness and intimacy they felt, the sensations were incredible.


	 Sitting back up a little, Paul looked Jamie in the eyes. "Seeing as you've had such a hard time lately, you deserve something special." Jamie blushed, seeing Paul kneeling at his groin.


	 "You don't have to do this, if you're not ready yet."


	 "But I want to do it, for you. It's just that it's my first time on someone else, so..."


	 Jamie giggled. "Watch the teeth." 'Wait, someone else?' Jamie wondered, but didn't comment on it.


	 Paul lowered his head over Jamie's crotch, taking in the view of the beautiful flesh beneath him. Breathing in the musk, Paul stuck out his tongue, and licked Jamie's penis, from base to tip. The fox shivered; he had never felt anything like this. Paul continued his slow licking for a couple minutes, Jamie moaning softly. Pre-fluid was dribbling out, little by little, and the wolf could taste it, warm and slightly salty. Slowly, he put his mouth around the shaft, creating a ring with his lips to block his teeth. Paul gradually took more of Jamie's cock into his maw, his wolf tongue sliding against the bottom. About halfway down he stopped, then went back up, starting a rhythm, his head bobbing. The fox was dazzled by these new pleasures; all he could do was moan.


	 "Mmmph...Oh, god, Paul..." The wolf was truly sucking at the foxhood now. He couldn't fit it all, so he held one paw around the base. His other paw was busy with his own hard-on, masturbating in rhythm with the blowjob. His mouth worked, his tongue tantalized the head of Jamie's cock, the fox's hips bucking weakly. Jamie struggled not to literally fuck Paul's brains out. It was all too much, he could feel the soaring sensation nearing, his balls clenching. "Nnngh...Paul...Aaaaahhh!" Jamie climaxed, harder than ever before in his life. Cock throbbing, the wolf's maw was assaulted by waves of sticky, salty cum. Paul tried to swallow as much as he could, but it had taken him by surprise, and some of the semen leaked from his mouth, connecting his maw to Jamie's fur in little, liquid ropes. The wolf pumped furiously, cumming soon after. Moaning loudly, he shot his seed, small gobs of sticky wetness onto Jamie's abdomen, almost disappearing in the fox's white chestfur. He collapsed onto Jamie, the two furs panting, drained. They basked in the afterglow like the warm afternoon sun, fantastic sensations tingling thoughout their entire bodies.


	 "Huh...wow...I've never..." Jamie attempted to speak, but gave up. Paul shifted, onto his back, Jamie cuddling in the crook of his left arm. Jamie settled his head into fluffy white chestfur, Paul holding him close. The wolf nuzzled his friend, licking the fox's ear affectionately. "Hmmm...Paul, you make a great pillow..." Jamie mumbled sleepily.

	Paul sighed contentedly. It was dark now; time had passed faster than either fur had been able to tell. Exhausted but happy, they began to drift off.


	 "Mmm...Sarah was a bitch...I love you, Paul..." The fox trailed off, sleep had taken him. Paul chuckled quietly.


	 "I love you, Jamie." Paul lay awake for a couple more minutes, stroking Jamie's headfur. 'This is where I belong...' was his last thought before sleep cast its shroud over him as well.


 
  Chapter 2: Complications

  
	Well, here's the second chapter! This story originally began as a hand-written piece of unrefined scribbles in a purple notebook, just as something to vent my feelings with. And now...here it is. Jamie and Paul seemed to be getting along well, hmm? How's it gonna play out?


	

	Um, so there's supposed to be a disclaimer here? Okay...This story's got gay, furry characters involved in sexual acts. So if you're under 18/21 or opposed to homosexual activity, vamoose. Otherwise, Enjoy!


	


	Chapter Two: Complications by Nathaniel Wolf



	 "No...no...PAUL!!!" Jamie screamed.


	 "Mmm...wha-?" The wolf was immediately wrenched from sleep at the noise. Jamie was struggling, contorted, obviously in some sort of pain. "Jamie, wake up!" Paul gently shook the fox, calling his name. His eyes slowly fluttered open, tear-streamed, and he saw the white, furry face staring down at him. Jamie broke down, sobbing quietly. Paul gently lifted the crying fox into a sitting position and held him, rocking slowly.


	 "It's okay, Jamie, it was just a dream, it wasn't real..." The white wolf whispered soothingly. Jamie managed to compose himself a bit, looking into Paul's icy blues with his emeralds.


	 "The same one, Paul...The same dream from before..." He seemed haunted. "But different. Remember what Cole said yesterday?" the larger fur nodded. "Well, these bears were chasing me down, screaming "Kill that fucking faggot!" It was practically the same thing...They all cornered me in a back alleyway, and beat me. They almost...killed me, there was blood everywhere, my blood..." Jamie sniffed. "I...wound up in this endless wasteland of ice, broken and beaten, freezing to death. And I was alone...nobody helped me..." A few more tears dripped onto the bed sheets.

	

	 "My god..."


	 "But this one was...worse...you were in it. The same street, the same dark, rainy night, the same bears. They ran after us, screaming the same thing from before...but..." His eyes locked with Paul's, an absolute sadness and fear swimming in his emerald orbs. "When...when they caught us, they...killed you...I struggled to help you, but you were dead! I held y-your body in my arms...your fur was all red...they killed you..." Jamie cried into Paul's shoulder.


	 "But I'm okay. It didn't happen, Jamie."


	 "I-I know, but...it got worse...I tried...to kill myself...I was so sad...I was clawing at my wrists, I was so desperate...It hurt so much...I wanted to die..." Jamie felt sick.


	 "Jamie, look at me." Paul gently lifted Jamie's chin up with a curled finger, making the fox look into his eyes. "I know how you must feel, I've had some horrible dreams myself. But it didn't happen, we're both safe, okay?" The smaller fur nodded. 


	 "I know. Thank you." Jamie leaned into Paul's thick chestfur, his arms encircling the wolf. Immediately, Paul's warm embrace worked its magic; Jamie quite a bit better. Suddenly remembering something from last night, Jamie broke into a giggling fit.


	 "Wh-what? What's so funny?" He was totally flabbergasted by Jamie's outburst.


	 Catching his breath, Jamie said, "Last night, you said it was the first time you'd ever given someone else a blowjob." He was still laughing.


	 Paul's entire face was pink, even his ears, which had gone flat. "Well, um...I'm pretty flexible, and um...I'd always wondered what it'd be like..." Jamie giggled at the wolf's embarassment.


	 "It's okay, I'm actually really jealous! But then again, considering last night, I don't need to be." He broke into a wide grin. "So, what're we gonna do today? We have the entire weekend before us."


	 "I dunno...Um, Jamie? I really need to use the bathroom." Jamie bit his lip as he watched the naked wolf sprint from the room. He suddenly felt a small emptiness, one that he didn't know existed before he and Paul had declared their feelings to each other.


	 'Is it even possible to feel this strongly for somebody so soon?' Jamie wondered.

	'I mean, wow! I came out, then he came out, then he sucked me off...' A warm feeling enveloped him at the memory of their coupling. Suddenly, his phone went off in his pants pocket. He reached over the bed to the discarded garment and fished out his cell, checking the new message. It was from Tré.


	 "Dude R U ok? U wrnt doin good yesterday."


	 Jamie quickly texted back, "Yeah, now im fine. For reals."


	 "Could we hang out 2day? We hvnt done much lately."


	 "Maybe, Pauls over."


	 He set his phone down as Paul walked in the room. "Message from someone?"


	 "Yeah, Tré texted me to see how I was. He asked if I wanted to hang out today; I havn't answered yet. You want to?"


	 "Sure, should we meet him somewhere? How 'bout the mall?"


	 "Yeah, I'll call him." Jamie dialed Tré's number.


	 "Dude, how goes it? So, d'you and Paul wanna hang out?"


	 "Yeah, should we meet at the mall?"


	 "Sweet. Where, and what time?"


	 "How 'bout the food court, around...three-ish?"


	 "Sounds good! Ya know, you sound loads better. What was gettin' you down?"


	 "Uh, I'll tell you later. See ya!"


	 Turning to Paul, Jamie said, "Well, I guess we're meeting him in a couple hours." He sniffed at the air. "Um, maybe we should shower..."


	 "Together? Well, it would conserve water..." They grinned at each other. Paul followed his friend to the bathroom, stopping at the linen closet for towels. Setting them on the sink basin, they stepped into the shower, and Jamie turned on the water. They enveloped each other in a close embrace, rocking gently. The scents of the night before lingered, and their arousals soon became obvious. Their erections were pressed up between their abdomens, against each other. Starting slowly, they grinded, tempo increasing as they got closer to orgasm. Panting, Jamie cried loudly, echoing in the bathroom, as he ejaculated into their fur. His body was pulsing in tandem with his cock, in sheer ecstasy. The fox dropped to his knees, and took Paul's wolfhood into his maw. Imitating Paul, he made a ring with his lips, emulating Paul's actions from the night before, and sucked at the penis, a quiet slurping compared to the spray of the shower.


	 "Jamie...God...I'm..." Paul howled, his climax overloading his senses. Spurts of warm semen were pumped into Jamie's maw. He tried to swallow, but it had taken him by surprise, and some had dripped onto the floor of the shower. Paul collapsed next to Jamie, his body aglow with pleasure. After a short recuperation, they washed, massaging each other's fur clean with shampoo. The teens rinsed, and got out, drying off with the towels. In Jamie's room, they dressed; Tré would be expecting them in about an hour.


	 "Jamie? I didn't bring extra clothes, and mine are all grungy."


	 "Lemme look, I should have some stuff to fit you." He rummaged through his dresser, finding a larger T-shirt with a System of a Down logo on the front. On Paul, it was an athletic fit; form-fitting and very flattering on his larger frame. Jamie also found a pair of shorts that were comfortable on the wolf, and went with the shirt well. Jamie settled for a white T-shirt and jeans.

	

	 They walked downstairs, through the living room and outside, to the car. Jamie sat in the driver's seat, Paul next to him. As they made their way across town, they didn't talk, the silence was oddly awkward. Everything that popped into Jamie's head seemed stupid; he wasn't sure of what to say. Paul absentmindedly gazed out the window, catching tiny glimpses into other furs' lives and taking in the scenery. It was a nice town, with a decent population around 20,000 furs. It was situated in an expansive, low valley, but not completely closed off. Juniper Falls, it was called, because of the river and waterfall about five miles west of the city. It was a converging place, of sorts, in regards to the natural landscape. Along the north and west edges of town, roughly, a vast evergreen forest began, stretching for many miles in all directions, reaching the mountain range in the far distance. The forest was thick, and wasn't flat, as it was growing on the foothills to the range. The majestic peaks were visible, on clear days, but seemed faded. However, towards the south, rolling green hills went on for many miles, green and lush. Stands of seasonal trees took root, a lot of them maples. It had a very thrown-together feel, as a town, the pine forest clashing with the grasslands, but it was beautiful.


	 The day was fairly clear, a gorgeous blue sky complemented by puffy white clouds. Jamie turned the car at an intersection, and they left the residential area, heading downtown. Finally, they reached the mall lot, parking in a space near the main entrance. Jamie locked up, and they made their way inside. The fox loved the atmosphere of the mall, it felt alive and young. Tré waved from the food court, and they walked over.


	 "Hey, guys!"


	 "Hi, Tré." Jamie's stomach grumbled. His little "breakfast" hadn't filled him up. "Uh, where should we get food?"


	 "I don't care, I already ate. But you and Paul can grab something."


	 They quickly settled on Arby's, getting a couple roast beef sandwiches each. While they ate, Tré started talking, Jamie and Paul contributing when their mouths weren't full.


	 "Jamie, you seem way better than you were. What happened?" Jamie felt his heart beat faster, his stomach fluttered. He looked at Paul, and they nodded.


	 "Well, Tré...I came out of the closet to Paul." He tensed, gauging the other fox's reaction.


	 "Oh...So, you're gay?" Jamie nodded. "Sorry, it's just kinda surprising. But dude, is that what got you so depressed? It's okay, I'm fine with it."


	 "Yeah, you'd be shocked at how much it hurts to be a closet gay. I felt smothered, I didn't think I could be myself. And...something else happened..." Jamie and Paul smiled. "Paul sorta...found himself, too, and we...kinda hooked up..." They blushed anew at Tré's more-than-surprised stare.


	 "Wow...You to are going out, then?" More nodding. "No worries, I'm fine with it, like I said."


	 "One thing, though." Paul spoke up. "Since a lot of people probably wouldn't take too kindly to our relationship, don't go spreading it around, okay?"


	 "That's the last thing I'd do! I know what you mean, though. There are way too many fuckin' homophobes in this town. I mean, what does it matter if you're gay or straight? You have my promise, my lips are sealed."


	 Finishing his last sandwich, Jamie said, "Thanks, Tré. So, where to first?"


	 Looking at each other for a second, they all nodded and answered simultaneously. "Hot Topic." Paul and Jamie dumped their trash, and the small group made their way over to their favorite store. The music was loud and angry, and the clothes were delightfully offbeat. Jamie hardly ever left emptypawed, always finding something he couldn't live without. He and Paul browsed through the T-shirts, and Tré went over to thumb through the CDs. Unknown to the two other furs, he was having some internal turmoil of his own.

	

	 'God, I didn't anticipate Paul coming along. I was gonna tell Jamie about me! Damn it...' Tré, too, was a closet gay, very closet, and had been for quite some time. He'd gone out with a few girls, but it had felt shallow and fake. Tré had a secret crush on Jamie since he'd met the fox, but never told him. He had finally worked up the courage to come out to Jamie and admit his feelings, but he was too late. Even though they were gay, he felt afraid of confiding in Paul and Jamie, but didn't know why. He sighed, and looked over at his friends. They weren't holding hands or anything, but they seemed closer, a LOT closer. Tré willed himself not to cry, and walked over; nothing had interested him.


	 The teens left the store after about an hour of browsing, Jamie one shirt richer and about fifteen bucks poorer. They walked into the central plaza of the mall, then turned down one of the major hallways, making for GameStop. In the store, they looked through the used bin first, scanning for a good deal. Paul searched every shelf in a near-obsession, blowing away about another 45 minutes, but he didn't find any must-have titles. Everything was too expensive, or didn't look that fun, so they left for the plaza again, finding a bench. They sat and chatted for a while, and found nothing much more to do. They walked out to the parking lot, splitting up as Tré walked further back to his car.


	 "See you, guys!"


	 "Bye, Tré, see you Monday!"


	 Tré unlocked his car, and sat in the driver's seat, letting himself go. Softly, he cried, it was all so unfair. "Why? I...wanted to tell Jamie...I was hoping he'd like me...I'm glad he's not depressed, but...dammit, Paul!"


	 Jamie and Paul had gotten into his car, and sat for a minute.


	 "That was fun. Still, something seemed off about Tré. I wonder why..." Paul turned to put his paw on Jamie's shoulder. "You know, I don't really feel like going back to your house yet. Should we go to the park? It's getting late in the day, and the sun's gonna set soon."


	 "Yeah! Maple Hill Park, right?" They left the mall lot, and drove across town in the waning sunlight. Everything had a brilliant orange tint, and Paul's fur was illuminated, almost seeming as though he was glowing. Jamie parked a couple blocks from the park, and they walked the rest of the way. It was an interesting park, and very beautiful. It was situated just so, allowing for a fantasic view for a sunset. It was quite large, actually, and hilly, pockets of trees sprinkled here and there. Despite the forest nearby, not all the trees were evergreens, it was a nice mix. Several picnic tables and benches were placed in different spots, and Paul knew the perfect one. The wolf led the way, and they stopped at a wooden bench, situated at the top of a hill crest. It was fairly secluded in a stand of trees. The smaller path was thickly wooded for a short duration, and couldn't be seen from the main trail. From the bench was a breathtaking view across a grassy field, ended by a far hill on the horizon. The field was narrow, surrounded by trees on three sides, like a clearing, except for the view westward.


	 "Oh...wow..." Jamie was awed, he hadn't seen this spot before. The sun was just touching the Earth, it was no longer blinding. The clouds were tinged orange and pink, the sky itself dyed similar hues. "This is...beautiful..." The fox had walked forward, from Paul, taking in the view. Paul closed the gap between them, standing next to Jamie. He looked up at the wolf, an aura tinging the edge of Paul's being, and he blushed. "Um..." He awkwardly stuck out a paw, and the wolf took it with his larger paw. Jamie regretted the gesture, his palm pad was slick with sweat. 'What's wrong? Why can't we talk? Maybe we shouldn't be together...' His face took on a solemn look.


	 "What's wrong? Jamie?" They sat down, the sunset momentarily forgotten.


	 "Paul, what's going on? I mean, ever since last night, we just can't seem to talk or anything. It seems all...I dunno..."


	 "Awkward? Yeah, I've kinda noticed it too. We're still friends, Jamie, and hopefully more." Paul saw small smile grow on Jamie's face.


	 "I'm sorry, Paul. I was actually doubting my feelings, and I..." A powerful determination shone in his eyes, conveying more than he could say. "Never again." He caught Paul in a loving hug, Paul returning it with his arms. "This is right..." Jamie whispered, muffled by Paul's shoulder. Still, the larger fur managed to hear, and he whispered back, "Yeah..."


	 After a few minutes, they pulled apart, eyes locked. "Jamie? Um, what about everybody else? I mean, what'll every one at school think? What about our families?" Paul was worried.


	 "Well, I think my mom'll be okay, she's very openminded. As for school, though. There's a lot of people that...won't take too kindly to how we are. So, should we keep it hushed for now?"


	 "Yeah, but...my family, Jamie. I'm really scared about how they're gonna react. Mom, I don't really know. Kevin might be wierded out, he's probably too young to understand. But, Dad..." Paul was shaking. "He...he expects so much from me. Dad wants me to be the sports star, the straight-A student. He wants me to find the sexy girl, wants the grandkids, and expects me to get the high-paying fucking corporate job..." He balled his fists, shaking violently. Tears streamed, stinging, from his eyes. "He'll throw me out, I know it. Or he'll make me choose between family and...you..." Paul was bent double on the bench, sobbing quietly into his paws. His shoulders shook as Jamie rubbed his back slowly. Jamie had his turn to comfort someone, his arms around Paul.


	 "It'll be okay. Everything will work out." Jamie whispered soothingly. "Come on, we'll figure it out, alright? Now, where are you?"


	 "In the park?" Paul's voice came out sullen, resentful.


	 "Half true. You, my beautiful wolf," Jamie thinking on the words, then deciding, "are in the arms of your best friend, who will love you forever and never want anyone else. Now, if you care for me at least half as much as I do for you, then I'd have to say that's something special."


	 Smiling a little, Paul responded quietly, "Of course I love you, Jamie. I'm sure of it. But wow, we've been together for what, a day? Doesn't it seem really fast? Are we ready for this kind of relationship?"


	 "I know what my heart's telling me. What's yours saying?"


	 Pausing for a second, Paul drew Jamie near, whispering his answer. "It's saying, 'Stop talking, you stupid wolf, and kiss him'." And that was it. As the sun set, Jamie and Paul were locked in an inseperable embrace, never wishing to be unglued. It was then that everything cemented into place, and both knew that they would never want anyone else. It is said that love's first kiss is the greatest and most powerful, but not so here. This wasn't the first, but fireworks flew in Jamie's mind as their maws were locked together, tongues performing acrobatics around each other. Their spirits soared, and the sun set, long forgotten by the fox and the wolf on the park bench. Everything was in twilight, the sky a deep purple as the first stars winked into sight. At long last, the kiss was over, and they pulled apart slowly, mouths hanging half-open. They stared at each other, smiling, in absolute bliss.


	 "Your heart's right, Paul. It may seem sudden, but I know that I want to share my life with you and only you. I hope you feel the same."


	 "I do." They giggled quietly, an intense, loving passion coursing through the two. They hugged each other tight, and Jamie leaned up to kiss Paul gently on the lips. "It's getting a little chilly. Should we head back?"


	 "Okay. I'm actually kind of tired." Paw in paw, they walked back on the path to Jamie's car. They made their way home in silence, but this time it wasn't awkward. Words simply weren't needed. Jamie pulled into the driveway, and the two furs walked inside. They made their way upstairs, to Jamie's room. Both inexplicably exhausted, they collapsed onto the bed, neglecting to remove their clothes. Jamie reached out, and turned on his iPod, which was hooked up to a pair of computer speakers, and selected a song. He settled into Paul's arms as the music began, a voice singing softly.


"I close my eyes, and I smile, knowing that everything is alright,

	To the core, so close that door. Is this happening..."


	 Paul smiled. "You planned this, didn't you? I love this song..."


	 "Maybe..." Jamie smiled softly. And they listened, holding each other close.


"My breath is on your hair, I'm unaware that you opened the blinds and let the city in.

	Forgot, how you held my hand, and we stand, Just taking in everything..."


	 They had begun singing along quietly, their eyes misting over. They both knew the song by heart, and tears welled up, but not ones of sadness. The song fit perfectly.

"And I knew it from the start, my arms are open wide,

	Your head is on my stomach and we're, we're trying so hard not to fall asleep,

	Here we are, on this 18th floor balcony we're both flying away..."



	 Jamie and Paul drifted off after the first chorus, the song continuing to play as they fell asleep. Jamie's last thoughts were muddled, but they were ones of great joy, a happiness too great and vast to be described.


	********************


	 As Jamie and Paul slept, holding each other, there was a fox who was not so happy. Tré was crying in his room, alone and cold. Bitter depression wrapped its freezing tendrils around him; he was so lonely.


	 "I wanted to tell Jamie, I wanted to love him, I...But now he's gone, I saw him with Paul. Why? Why?! Why..." Tré was miserable. In desperation, to feel something aside from the sadness, he grabbed his pocket knife, the blade flipped out. With deft fingers, he positioned the blade above his wrist, and stabbed. They were shallow gashes, but he hissed as the steel bit his skin. He watched the blood ooze out, sticking to his fur. A twisted and grim satisfaction stuck in his head as he violated his wrists. It was a respite, of sorts, from his depression, a grotesque pleasure that spread through his mind as red stains grew slowly on his bedsheets. Tré felt a little dizzy, and layed down, falling asleep himself. It was different, though, he didn't drift off. Tré was scared, feeling sick before everything blacked out.


	********************


	 Kris parked in the driveway, glancing at the car clock. The green numbers read past midnight, and she felt exhausted from the drive. Her mother was healing alright, and she urged Kris to go home. She was worried about her son. Kris felt stupid leaving Jamie home alone, especially when he had been so depressed. Still, she wondered dimly why she had left so late. As she walked inside, Kris noticed that all the lights were off.


	 "Jamie must be asleep." She thought, and felt her way over to the stairs. There was a little light from outside, the moon was bright. Reaching the top of the stairs, she flicked the hall lightswitch on. Kris walked over to Jamie's room, the door was hanging open. As she peeked her head in, a smell washed over her. It was a little old, but it was the scent of sex, and the scent of two males. Jamie's she could recognize. But the answer to the other lay in her son's arms. Kris' eyes widened. Jamie and Paul were lying in bed, asleep, holding each other. Retreating as quickly and quietly as she could, she closed the door softly, her mind reeling. "Jamie's gay? And...Paul?" Kris was shocked, it was so sudden. She wasn't opposed to it, though. Just surprised. Kris had grown up with twin brothers, a few years younger than her, that had both come out eventually. They ended up living together, and were very close. "Poor Jamie, I wish he had talked to me instead of bottling up. Still, he doesn't look so sad now!" Remembering how tired she was, Kris stumbled into her room, neglecting to change into pajamas.


	 "He seemed so happy, sleeping there with Paul." Sleep overtook quickly. Her last conscious thoughts were of her late husband, Frank. Kris missed him so much. She felt so alone, sleeping in the large bed and no one to share it with.
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	Chapter Three: The Garden by Nathaniel Wolf


	

	A young fox kit, eight years old, rode his bike along the sidewalk, away from his house on the cul-de-sac. About three blocks down from his house, he noticed a moving van parked in the street. The kit slowed down, catching a glance at the family of wolves moving in. One wolf in particular stood out, a pup with brilliant white fur. Always the adventurous child, he parked his bike, and waved to his new neighbors.


	"Hi!"


	The family turned, seeing the young fox standing by a slightly-too-big bicycle. The mother smiled, and walked over, the white pup clinging to her pants leg.


	"Hello, there! What's your name?"


	"Jamie. I live down the street that way." He pointed.


	"Is that so? I'm Martha. We're just moving in, so it's nice to see some friendly faces. And this," she said, gesturing to the timid pup, "is Paul. He's in the third grade."


	Jamie's little face brightened. "Me too! Hi, Paul."


	"H-hello..."


	"I'm a little busy unpacking, so how about you two get to know each other? Paul, stay nearby." She walked to the moving van and began carrying boxes into the house. "Brad, could you help me with this?" Another wolf came out of the house, and grabbed a particularly heavy box. The young furs were left standing awkwardly in the front yard, not knowing what to say.


	"Um...where did you come from?" The little fox asked.


	"Oh, it was by the North Shore, a long way from here. There was a really big lake, like an ocean." Paul felt a little less shy.


	"Wow! That sounds like a cool place. I've only lived around here."


	"Yeah, but you have mountains here! I've never seen anything that big." Paul gazed at the peaks in the distance in wonderment.


	"So, what do you like to do?" Jamie asked, bringing the white pup's attention back to their little conversation.


	"I like soccer a lot, and tag is really fun. I have some video games, too."


	"Me too! What ones do you have?" Jamie asked excitedly.


	"Old ones, like Mario and Zelda."


	"Mario's awesome! They're so fun..." And the conversation spread, and they learned a lot about each other.


	"Do you want to be friends, Jamie?"


	"Yeah! I don't have very many friends."


	"Neither do I, I just moved here!" They giggled.


	"Do you want to come over to my house sometime? I can ask my mom and dad."


	"Okay! That sounds like fun. I could ask my mom and dad too." Paul beamed.


	Jamie got back on his bike. "Bye, Paul! See you soon!" He started back home.


	"See ya, Jamie!"


	'I have a new friend! I can't wait to tell mom and dad!' Jamie smiled to himself as he rode slowly home. He breathed in the crisp, autumn air, adding to his happiness. It reminded him of hot cocoa and apple pie.


	********************


	Slowly, everything faded, and Jamie stirred from his sleep. He felt disoriented; the dream had been so real. It almost wasn't a dream really, but a memory, a memory of when he first met Paul. He marveled at the clarity, and how it stuck in his mind perfectly. As he became more awake, he felt Paul's form lying next to him, and he almost laughed out loud.


	'What a jump! I was just making friends with Paul, now here I am!' He chuckled to himself. 'Huh, wow...' Jamie yawned, and readjusted his position, not wanting to wake Paul. 'What's this?' Jamie had just settled around Paul when he felt something hard and hot poking him. Paul was shifting in his sleep, moaning quietly. 'I wonder what he's dreaming about. Must be a VERY good dream!" Jamie grinned in the dark, suddenly getting a sneaky idea.


	********************


	Paul had also taken a trip back to younger days. Paul was eleven, and Jamie was twelve, being only a little older. It was a sleepover, at Jamie's house. They were up in Jamie's room, playing Soul Calibur II, and Jamie was losing miserably every match.


	"Dang it, Paul! You're too good at this game! You always pick Link."


	"I know, that's 'cause he's awesome!" Paul stuck out his tongue to taunt the fox.


	"I'll get you!" Jamie tackled the wolf, and they wrestled on the bed, laughing. Jamie grabbed at Paul and his paw slipped, rubbing Paul's crotch by accident. At last, he pinned Paul, sitting triumphantly atop him.


	"Oof! Jamie, get off! You're crushing me..." Paul pushed the smug fox off of his chest as he gasped for air. As Jamie rolled away, he noticed that Paul's shorts were sticking up, like a tent.


	"Um, Paul..." Jamie blushed, and pointed. Paul looked down, his own face tinting pink.


	"Uh, how did that happen?" The wolf pup asked dumbly. Now that he noticed it, it felt weird.


	"I think it happened while we were wrestling. My paw slipped, and...I'm sorry..." They were both profoundly embarassed. "It's happened to me before...I think it's called a boner..."


	"Oh..." The wolf replied dumbly. Paul tentatively touched at the stretched fabric. "It feels kinda good..." Paul looked at Jamie and blushed anew. "Jamie? You have one too..." Jamie looked at his own shorts, which were beginning to feel uncomfortable. "You try it." Paul said.


	Jamie copied Paul, and began running his paw along the bulge in his shorts. "Wow...You're right, it does feel good!" He put his paw down his shorts, touching his young penis. He wrapped his paw around the small shaft, moving it up and down. "Ohhh...wow..." The young fox moaned, completely new to the sensations.


	Paul did the same, whimpering quietly. His shorts made it difficult, so he pulled them down to his ankles. Jamie stared. He had never seen another erection before, and it fascinated him to no end. He removed his shorts, too, and they resumed their new activity.


	Paul was in heaven. His inhibitions had all but died, and he pawed faster, moaning louder. A feeling welled up, deep inside, and it became more intense. Something told him to keep going, and he rubbed, almost desperate, until his first-ever orgasm took over.


	*******************


	Outside the dream, Jamie had been slowly licking at Paul's cock. The wolf was obviously enjoying it, but he hadn't woken. Jamie wrapped his maw around the member, feeling Paul tense up beneath him. He bobbed his head faster, feeling absolutely devious.


	Paul jerked awake as he climaxed, moaning loudly. In his sudden movement, he pulled his cock from Jamie's maw, and he cummed all over the fox. Thick, fluid warmth covered Jamie's face, some of it landing in his still-open maw. Paul, now wide awake, lay on the bed, panting in his euphoria.


	"Wh...Wha?" The wolf seemed dazed and confused. Jamie giggled, and reached for a towel from his hamper to wipe up the wolf seed. "I...I was dreaming about the first time we ever pawed off. It was so real, like I was there. Now I'm here!" Paul raised up on his elbow to look at Jamie, and chuckled, seeing the mess he made. "And you are covered in cum."


	"Great observation!" Jamie laughed. "I kinda...'interfered' with your dream." He grinned.


	"You certainly did!" Paul grabbed Jamie and pulled him close, and licked the fox's matted fur.


	"I had a dream, too. It was the first time we met. I rode up to your house when you were moving in, and we became friends. It was all the same, like I was eight again." Jamie sighed in rememberance. "Remember that day?"


	"How coud I forget? I was afraid I wouldn't have any friends. But you came along, and now look where we are!"


	"And does where you are make you happy?"


	Paul smiled. "You know, teachers and parents tried to tell us, time after time, that there are no stupid questions. You, my friend, just found one." They laughed quietly, holding each other. "I love you so much..." They kissed deeply, and Paul could taste his cum.


	"I love you too, you meany-head." Jamie nestled back into Paul's arms, resting his head on Paul's chest. The clock read 3:00 am. Jamie yawned, sleepy. "You know, thinking through my past a little, I think I was always gay, before I even knew what it was. Like I was destined to be gay, or something. Now I understand what it means, and I'm glad I am."


	Paul chuckled. "Me too..." He closed his eyes. "If we weren't gay, we wouldn't be here now."


	Jamie yawned again. "Nope..."


	********************


	Jamie roused slowly, feeling safe and warm. He sniffed, smelling Paul's enticing aroma. But past the wolf's scent was the smell of pancakes, fresh and hot. Suddenly, his blood ran cold.


	'Oh, fuck...Mom's home!' Jamie nudged Paul, whispering into his ear. "Paul, wake up!"


	"Mmnn...what?" Paul smiled. "Morning, love." Paul sobered, seeing Jamie's worried expression. "What's wrong?"


	"Mom's home! My door was wide open last night...She probably saw us..."


	"Well, she was bound to find out sometime. Let's grab a shower first, then we can talk to her."


	They darted to the bathroom, locking the door. They showered quickly, probably taking no more than five minutes. After drying off with a towel, they ran back to Jamie's room to get dressed. Standing, they faced each other, and they hugged, holding each other tight.


	"It'll be okay, Jamie."


	"I know, I'm just so nervous."


	"Me, too." Paul kissed Jamie on the cheek.


	They walked out of Jamie's room and down the stairs, pausing before entering the kitchen. Jamie reached for Paul's paw, interlocking his fingers with his boyfriend's. He took a deep breath, and they walked into the kitchen, together. Kris turned from her culinary efforts, smiling at the teens.


	"Morning, boys! Want some breakfast?" Kris asked them brightly. She suddenly grew less cheerful, sensing their fear. Her eyes traveled, seeing their paws clasped, tightly. 'I was right...' She thought, before smiling warmly. "Jamie, come here." She pulled her son into her arms, comforting him. "You don't need to worry. I love you, no matter what." Tears leaked from Jamie's eyes, tears of joy, tears of relief. Paul was left there, standing awkwardly, not sure what to feel. He felt an immense happiness for Jamie and the acceptance he found, but Paul was afraid of what would happen when it came time for him to come out to his parents. He prayed that they would find the same compassion and acceptance in their hearts that he had Kris had shown.


	"Thank you, mom." Jamie wiped a stray tear from his eye. "I was...worried about how you would take it."


	"You don't need to worry about that any more, Jamie. And for God's sakes, I grew up with Sam and Ted! How could I possibly not accept you or Paul?"


	Jamie laughed. "Oh, yeah! I almost forgot about them!" Paul sent Jamie a questioning look. "They're my twin uncles, and they're gay." Jamie explained. He laughed, watching Paul's surprise. "Yeah, it's...different, really, but it's sweet seeing them together, in an odd sort of way."


	"Those brothers of mine..." Kris sighed. As socially unacceptable as their relationship was, she'd made peace with it long ago, loving them all the same. "Well, the pancakes are getting cold. Better eat 'em quick."


	She layed out the syrup at the table, and served them their breakfast. They ate quickly, both hungry. After breakfast, Jamie whispered in Paul's ear.


	"I want to show you something. I've never shown anyone else."


	"What is it?"


	Jamie grinned mischeviously. "You'll just have to find out!" Grabbing the wolf's paw, Jamie led the way out the sliding-glass door, into the backyard. He opened the gate, and they walked into the forest. The trees there were familiar, because Jamie and Paul used to play in the forest all the time. Jamie found the small trail he had been looking for, and followed it, Paul with him. The fox looked around as they walked, smiling. There was a light breeze sliding through his fur, and the sun was shining through the tree tops, warming him. A quiet rushing sound surrounded them as the wind flowed between the pine needles above.


	They walked for twenty minutes or so when the trail sloped downward, and followed a rock wall for a while. A spot of the cliff, low to the ground, was covered by underbrush. Jamie pushed it aside, revealing a hole just large enough for Paul to crawl through. Paul looked questioningly, and Jamie started in. Paul followed the fox, feeling cramped. It was a tunnel, and opened up quickly. The wolf crawled out and stood, looking around.


	"Wow...This is...beautiful..."


	"I know. I don't think anyone else has ever been here." The pair stood, taking it in. They were standing in a sort of meadow, surrounded by rock wall. It was roughly cylindrical, and had no top, so sunlight came down strongly. Grasses and wildflowers grew, painting a little rainbow around the glade. A large, flat boulder sat in the middle, begging to be sat on. The surface was smooth, and warm to the touch as they sat down.


	"How did you find this place?"


	Jamie's face became clouded. "Paul, you remember, four years ago, when my dad died?" Paul nodded. "Well, it was a few days after...it happened, and me and mom had gotten back from the funeral." The fox paused solemnly. "It hit me, then. He was really gone. I just ran. I tried to run from the truth, from myself. I just kept running..." A tear fell in memory of his father. "After a while, I found this place. I was standing up there." Jamie pointed at the top of the glade wall. "I jumped down and spent hours here, just crying. I guess that was stupid, 'cause I didn't see the way out at first."


	Paul wrapped his arms around Jamie. "I never told anyone about it. It's special, it's like a place for my dad. I didn't want to see it ruined." Jamie looked up at his boyfriend. "But now it's our place, just for us." He leaned up to kiss Paul. It was gentle, loving.


	"Thank you, Jamie. I promise I won't tell anyone..." The quieted conversation went on, not talking about anything in particular. They just existed in the glade, taking in the beauty. After a while, they dozed off, a cool breeze ruffling their coats gently.


	********************

	Tré felt miserably dizzy, the blackness slowly giving way to his bedroom. As his vision cleared, he instinctively reached for his garbage can, heaving. The first words to flash through his mind were 'what the fuck did I do?' Suddenly, he remembered, feeling a dull aching in his wrists. Tré saw the gashes beneath the crusted fur, and he was suddenly terrified of what he'd done.


	"No...God, what was I thinking?!"


	********************

	The tinted sun shined down onto Jamie's eyes. He opened them, and realized that it was getting late. The sky was shaded orange and pink, into the west, and most of the glade was in shadow. 'Damn...How'd we sleep so long?' Jamie nudged Paul gently.


	"Wake up, love."


	Paul's eyes opened slowly, staring up at his boyfriend. "Huh...How long did we sleep?"


	"I dunno...but it's getting late. We better get back to the house." The pair stood up and stretched, and crawled out of their secret meadow. They jogged up the trail, their footsteps penetrating the tranquil quiet. Eventually, Jamie's back yard came into view, and they slowed, walking inside through the sliding-glass door.


	"I was wondering where you two were!" Kris met them in the kitchen.


	"We were spending some time together, mom." Jamie hugged Paul lovingly.


	Kris smiled. "I'm sure you were, but it's getting late. Your parents probably want you back, Paul. I hate to kick you out..."


	"But you are anyway." Paul laughed. He gathered up his things, and met Jamie at the doorway. They embraced, both of them smiling.


	"It's not goodbye! We'll see each other tomorrow!" Jamie chuckled.


	"I know...it won't be easy falling asleep without you."


	They shared a quick kiss, and Jamie hugged his boyfriend again. "You saved me, Paul. You make me happy, I love you so much..."


	"I love you, too, Jamie. I'll see you tomorrow!" The door closed, and Jamie was left standing in the entryway. The prospect of homework dragged him down, but he forced himself to march upstairs and finish his pre-calculus problems. Through some sort of miracle, he finished, and grabbed a quick shower before going to bed. He lay, thinking, warm memories surrounding and caressing him. The fox fell asleep, knowing he would see his wolf soon.


	********************


	Paul, himself, had homework to do, more along the lines of an essay project. He sat at his desk, working, and a younger wolf appeared in his doorway. His fur was a dark graphite color, almost a photo negative of his older brother. His golden eyes shone beautifully, resembling pristine cuts of topaz. The wolf was, at 15, shorter than Paul, and lean. He didn't work out much, really, and was kind of quiet.


	"Hey, Kevin." Paul said, without looking up.


	"Having fun?"


	"Oh, yeah. Lovin' it." Kevin grinned at the sarcasm.


	"You seemed really happy when you got home. What's the occasion?"


	"Well..." Paul stopped. Could he tell Kevin? His brother wasn't very close-minded, so he figured he could tell. "Jamie and I are sorta...going out. He came out to me on Friday, and I kinda...figured myself out too." Paul waited, analyzing his brother's face.


	"Huh." Kevin didn't seem phased. "That's cool. You seemed lonely, Paul. It's great you found someone special!"


	"Special is right! It's not just the whole boyfriend-boyfriend thing, it's real. I love him, Kevin!"


	Kevin smiled. "Wow..."


	"Um, one thing. Don't tell mom and dad."


	"No problem. Dad'd probably skin you alive! I've heard him ramble on before, and it gets pretty scary. I don't see a problem with homosexuals at all. I mean, Keith came out to me a few months ago."


	"Really, Keith?" Keith was one of Kevin's friends, a leopard, and didn't really seem like he'd be gay.


	"Yeah. I used to think gays were weird, but when someone you know goes through that kind of pain, it really changes how you think about it."


	"Thanks, Kev." Paul ruffled his younger brother's headfur.


	"You're my brother! I care about you." He quickly hugged Paul. "Have fun." Kevin left the room, leaving Paul to his homework. Momentarily, though, Kevin's head reappeared in the doorway. "By the way, have you two done anything yet?" The younger wolf grinned.


	Paul blushed, but answered, "Yeah..."


	"Really, now?" Kevin's grin grew only more mischievious.


	"Oh, get out of here!" Laughing, Kevin disappeared. Paul smiled to himself. He was lucky to have a brother like Kevin. He could be a bit of an ass, but Kevin was alright most of the time. After a while, Paul finished his work, and, feeling tired, flopped down on his matress. He drifted off quickly, eager for the new day to begin.


	********************


	

	Through the wall, Kevin was having some thoughts of his own. The younger lupine lay on his bed, unable to sleep. Kevin was an odd case, actually. He was a pretty withdrawn fur, and was usually pretty quiet. However, he had a lot of great ideas, and had very open-minded views. Things like homophobia really got to him; he couldn't understand why people would harbor that kind of hate. People like his father disgusted him. Kevin was afraid of his dad, and for the same reason as Paul.


	Since Keith's coming out, Kevin had been confused. In his sympathy, he felt drawn toward his friend. He had been wrestling with it months before Paul had ever been certain. Kevin had no objection to being gay, just the fear. The fear of Brad, his father. The teen had witnessed his father's vehemence when arguing against things like gays. Brad was deeply religious, something the rest of the family had never been.


	Kevin often went sleepless like this, thinking about his situation, the one that he shared with only so many other furs, including Keith and Paul. After Keith outed himself, Kevin, over time, figured himself out, and thought often about the leopard. Sighing downheartedly, he turned on his side, trying to fall asleep. A tear rolled down his cheek as he thought about his predicament. Kevin decided to talk to Keith as soon as possible; the young wolf felt so lonely.


 
  Chapter 4: There's More
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	Chapter Four: There's More by Nathaniel Nocturne



	 Even as he was just waking up, Jamie could tell that it was going to be a good day. The alarm didn't bother him quite so much that morning. He sat up, pondering the past weekend. Jamie felt his lips pull back in a smile, knowing who would be waiting for him at school. Digging through his drawers, the fox selected a pair of tan cargo shorts and a light-blue T-shirt, devoid of slogans. Grabbing his stuff, Jamie hurried down the stairs and into the kitchen, feeling a jubilant bounce in his step. Kris looked up from the newspaper and smiled at her son, seeing his tail swishing every which way.


	 "Well, good morning! Did you sleep well?"


	 "Like a rock in a coma." Jamie grinned. He poured his cereal, and a dulled crunching was the only noise in the kitchen for a few minutes. Jamie finished, and started for the door. "See you later, mom. Love you." He gave Kris a quick hug.


	 "Love you too, Jamie. Have a good day at school!"


	 "I will, mom. I will!" The fox teen walked outside, breathing in the spring air. The weather was very agreeable, perfect little clouds floating along here and there in the sky. Smiling, Jamie got into his car and set off for school, anxious to see his wolf.


	 After he reached school, Jamie scanned around for Paul.


	 "Lookin' for me?" A voice flowed warmly behind him. Jamie turned, and looked up into the eyes of his beloved Paul. His heart ached with want, wishing to be enveloped in those strong arms.


	 "Hey..." Jamie smiled up at his friend. "How'd you sleep last night?"


	 "Terribly. Something was missing." They grinned. "Oh, Jamie. I was talking to Kevin last night. He...um...he knows."


	 "Oh..."


	 "He's fine with it. Come to think of it, though, he seemed...sadder, after I told him. I wonder why...He was pretty quiet on the car ride to school this morning..."


	 "Well, we gotta go to class."


	 "Yeah..."


	********************


	 Kevin met up with Keith at the usual spot before school, at one of the side entrances near the library. He still had no idea of what to say as he walked up to his friend.


	 "Uh...hey, Keith..." The wolf mumbled, obviously troubled.


	 "Hey Kev! Is, uh, everything alright?" Kieth leaned forward, looked at him sideways. "Something's up...What is it?" The leopard's six-ring pride necklace dangled from his neck, catching Kevin's eye.


	 "Uh..." Kevin glanced around. There weren't too many furs around, but he didn't feel safe. "Can we talk about it later, at lunch? Not here..." The wolf could feel his ears burning. The rainbow pendant seemed to be egging him on, making him all the more nervous.


	 "Come on...please? What is it?"


	 Kevin felt his eyes burning. Biting his lip, he shook his head, looking down at the floor. "Later..."


	 "Alright..." Keith shrugged.


	 Kevin was feeling torn up inside. 'Why am I feeling nervous talking to Keith? Gods...What'll dad do? Two gay sons? He'll kill us...damn it...'


	********************


	 The morning flew by, leaving Jamie and Paul walking outside for lunch. They smiled coyly at each other as they made their way over to the bleachers. Paul looked up.


	 "Hey, there's Kevin...and Keith..."


	 "It's alright; Kevin already knows, doesn't he?"


	 "Yeah..."


	 They picked their way up the bleachers to the younger furs, calling up to them. Kevin turned away from Keith, looking solemn.


	 "Oh...Hey Paul, Jamie."


	 "Somethin' up, Kev? You were kind of down this morning."


	 "I was just talking to Keith, and..." Kevin braced himself. 'Why does it feel so hard to say it?' He wondered. The wolf looked into his lap, hunched over. "I'm gay, too."


	 Instantly, Kevin felt arms around him. Keith was hugging him tight. "You were worried about THAT? Why would you be worried about what I think?"


	 "I...don't know..." Kevin's eyes began to leak hot, dripping tears. He collapsed into Keith's arms, his shoulders shaking. Paul was blown away. Kevin was always reserved and kept his calm. This wasn't like him.


	 "Shh..." Keith whispered. "Come on, it's okay...it's nothing to be ashamed of." Jamie couldn't help but smile to himself. The scene was quite familiar. He remembered all the pain he felt, and suddenly felt like he needed a hug. Jamie scootched closer to Paul, holding his favorite wolf tightly. Looking at the younger couple, Jamie added, "He's right, Kevin. It's not wrong. It just takes a while to come to terms with it. Believe me, I know."


	 "I know..." Kevin sniffed. "I'm...afraid. Paul, what's dad gonna do? You've heard him go on about gays before. And we're his only kids! And mom..." Kevin looked away.


	 "Kevin..." Paul sighed. "Mom will still love us. And Dad...well, he'll have to accept us sometime or another."


	 "Yeah...you're right, Paul." Kevin tried a smile and wiped his eyes. "But what are the chances? You and me both?"


	 Paul laughed. "Wow..."


	 The group finished their lunch in relative silence, Kevin shyly sidling up next to Keith. Jamie and Paul smiled, then got up to leave the younger couple in peace.

	

	 "Kinda ironic, isn't it?" Paul asked as they left for the building.


	 "Hmm? What?"


	 "My dad's such a homophobe, right? And now he's got two gay kids. Must have a dormant gay gene or something." Paul laughed. Suddenly, he sobered up. "Hey, there's Tré... What's up with him? He looks miserable..." Tré was shuffling out of the nearest school exit; anyone involved in athletics used those doors on a regular basis, due to its proximity to the football field.


	 The fox approached them slowly, almost...hesitantly. His face appeared haunted, pained. His eyes were bloodshot, from an apparent lack of sleep...


	 "...H-hey, guys..." Tré averted his eyes from Jamie. 'Fuck, I don't know what to do! I can't ruin anything...I don't want to hurt my friends...'


	 "Tré...God, what happened to you? Are you alright? You look, well..." Jamie didn't know how to finish.


	 "Fuckin' terrible...I know..."


	 "What happened?" Paul's eyes were contorted with concern.


	 "...This..." He reveiled his wrists. He felt a terrible shame upon hearing his friends' gasp. "I...I..." He couldn't finish. Tré's face crumpled, and he fell forward, Paul catching him. The wolf felt shocked. What could've driven Tré to the brink of suicide? Loud sobs sounded from the fox, his voice cracking. Paul lead him over to the side of the building, and they lowered against the wall.


	 'Oh God...' Jamie locked up. 'Tré tried to cut his wrists...Why?!' He almost felt sick. He'd almost lost a friend.

	

	 Tré managed to get himself into relative control after a couple minutes. "Guys, I...I completely regret what I did. I was hurting...for the same reason as you."


	 "So...you're...?"


	 "Mm-hmm..." Tré sniffed. But...there's more...I saw you two together, at the mall, and I was so...so jealous...I'm sorry. It's just that...I've liked you for a while, Jamie, but I didn't know that you were gay...and then Paul beat me to it." Paul's face was hot. He didn't know how to feel. Neither did Jamie, for that matter. "I'm sorry...I'm happy for you, I really am! I...I was just so torn up..."


	 "Oh..." Jamie was left without knowing what to say. "Tré...I'm still your friend...but Paul is my boyfriend. I love him. Hey, we're all still friends, okay? You'll find someone, I promise."


	 "Thank you, Jamie. Really. I-I just...need someone to talk to...it hurts to be alone..."


	 "You can talk to us, Tré, whenever you need to." Paul gripped the fox's shoulder. "We fully understand...or at least Jamie does..."


	 "You know..." Jamie thought aloud. "We should start some sort of Queer Club or something...we've already got five members here!" Everyone smiled at that; even Tré mustered up a small grin.


	 "Thanks, guys." Tré wiped his eyes with the back of his paw. "It means a lot...and it helps to know that I'm not alone."


	 "Sure thing." Jamie smiled, and the group entered the building. Melancholy still plagued Tré's heart, but the way Jamie and Paul had comforted him had let him know that they cared.


	********************


	 Kevin and Keith were meandering through the halls slowly; they had left the rest of the group and were relatively alone. Still not knowing what exactly to say, Kevin figured he should say something, at least, to break the awkward silence.


	 "Keith..."


	 "Hmm?"

	

	 "Are we...I mean..." Kevin blushed. "I've liked you...for a while, now."


	 "Me, too." They laughed. "I mean, I like you. I've had a mad crush on you since seventh grade."


	 "Really? That long?"


	 "Yeah..." Keith's frowned a little. "God, I hated middle school! I was closet for so long..."


	 Kevin touched the leopard's shoulder. "I can't imagine..." Keith shook his head.


	 "Sure you can. You've dealt with it too."


	 "I guess...but not nearly as long as you have..." Their eyes met. Kevin hesitantly smiled. "But we both understand what it's like."


	 Keith smiled. "It makes it SO much easier to deal!"


	 "Hell, yeah!" They laughed quietly.


	 RING!!! They sighed.


	 "Damn lunch bell..."


	 ********************


	 At the end of the school day, which never seemed to want to end, the four found themselves out in the parking lot, down at the far end. Kevin and Keith didn't have any afternoon classes together, so they both had time to think things through in a relatively solitary and peaceable manner. Kevin was sure that he had feelings for his friend. They had talked earlier, sure, but he wasn't sure what to actually DO. 'Should I ask him out? Would it get weird? God, we obviously like each other...'


	 Back in the present, the two of them were heading out to the parking lot; Paul was pretty much Kevin's designated giver-of-rides. Kevin asked, "Hey, Keith. You want to come over? I'd...um, like to talk, or whatever..." He felt his cheeks burn.


	 "Sure! That'd be cool."


	 Two certain older furs were glancing around the parking lot. By then, it was pretty empty. Smiling widely, Jamie buried himself into Paul's chest, feeling the wolf's head resting on his own. They hugged tightly. "Something up?" Paul asked.


	 "Nope." Jamie's gaze met the wolf's. "I just needed another hug." After a quick kiss, Jamie walked slowly over to his car. Waving, he called, "See you tomorrow!" Kevin and Keith had since then reached Paul's car, and waved to Jamie.


	 "See ya, Jamie!" Paul yelled before sliding into the driver's seat. The remaining two climbed into Paul's vehicle, rolling away in relative silence. In the back seat, two paws crept closer and closer, meeting in the middle. They clasped, and the owners of said paws smiled. Kevin thought to himself, 'Today was a pretty good day after all...'


 
  Chapter 5: Grindings and Findings
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	Chapter Five: Grindings and Findings by Nathaniel Nocturne



	 "...Keith...I don't know where to start..." School had ended, leaving Kevin and Keith alone in the young wolf's bedroom. They had tenatively held paws on the car ride home, but had seperated upon entering the house. Paul had left them alone, retreating to his own room. They were sitting on Kevin's bed, caught in an awkward silence.


	 "Start where you're comfortable." The leopard smiled comfortingly. "I'll say something first, if you want..."


	 "No, it's alright. Um...well, I guess when you came out to me, I sort of...became confused..." Kevin blushed, glad for the dark fur that hid his flush. "I didn't know how to approach you, after I affirmed my identity, that is..." Keith nodded, understanding perfectly. "You're a great friend, Keith, and I don't want to ruin that..." Kevin felt like a traitor inside. He knew how much Keith had wished for something like this. "I...I just...I'm sorry, I don't know what to do..."


	 "It's okay, Kevin. I want you to be happy. You...You're a marvelous friend, you're somone to go to for help, you're attractive..." Keith felt uncertain. "I mean, I value your friendship over almost anything else. If you don't want to...be together, we don't have to..." Keith bit his lip. 'He's perfect...God, I want him...Hold it together, dammit! Don't...break...' Too late. Keith bowed his head, silent tears dripping into his lap. "S-sorry..." Keith managed to stutter before holding his face in his paws. 


	 "Oh, Keith!" Kevin moved to hold his friend. "You're my best friend...I could never hurt you. After I figured things out, I realized that...that I wanted our relationship to be more than platonic...You-you're perfect! I..." Keith shifted a little, and they embraced tightly. "I want to make you happy..."


	 The leopard sniffed. "You already are..." He whispered.


	 "I just..." Kevin faltered. "I don't want to ruin our friendship if...if we ever broke up..." Kevin winced. "I mean...I don't see that ever happening, but if we weren't together forever...I'd miss you so much. If we stopped being friends...I don't know..." 


	 "Well..." Keith thought a minute. "I wondered about that too..." Keith took Kevin's paw. "You know I will always be your best friend, right? And I'd never want to ruin that. I love you, Kevin, as a friend, and...well, more..." He blushed. "But if it helps, we don't have to label it as anything..." Keith smiled tenatively.


	 Kevin pondered it for a second. "Keith...I love you too. I...I'll just shut up now!" The two giggled quietly, leaning into another kiss. Their tongues met, caressing each other gently between warm, wet lips. Their faces floated apart slowly, Kevin left heavy-lidded. "Wow...I...Thank you, Keith..." he whispered. Keith wrapped his arms around him, creating an atmosphere of caring, a protective feeling. Kevin let himself be held by Keith, not caring about anything but the tiny world that only included a wolf and a leopard. They remained like that for a good while, simply being together.


	 Paul peeked into Kevin's room, spying the two. He smiled, closing the door behind him. Suddenly, he felt an intense longing for Jamie.


	********************


	 Hearing a knocking noise, Jamie left his computer and hopped downstairs. "Coming..." Upon opening the door, he felt strong, gentle arms pick him up, holding him tight. The fox's heart skipped a beat. "Paul! Wha-?" He couldn't finish.


	 "I missed you! Simple as that." He gently licked Jamie's cheek. "I saw Keith and Kevin..."


	 Jamie giggled. "Where they...?"


	 "No, at least, not yet!" Paul grinned. "They were just...together, and it was one of the sweetest things I've ever seen...second to you, of course!" 


	 "I love you too, Paul. You know, that sounds kinda nice right now..." Leading Paul by the paw, the two returned to Jamie's room, sitting upon the bed. Paul snaked his arms around Jamie, enveloping the fox in a loving embrace. Jamie slid his paw down Paul's chest slowly, gently, leaving it to rest warmly above Paul's heart. Looking up into those blue, icy eyes, Jamie closed his own and brought his lips to Paul's. The wolf's left paw ran through Jamie's headfur, pulling Jamie ever-so-slightly closer. One of Jamie's paws was busy, too, becoming occupied with the growing bulge between Paul's thighs.


	 "Mmm..." Paul moaned quietly around Jamie's muzzle. The fox had progressed to rubbing the denim that enclosed Paul's groin. "You tease..." The wolf grinned, his eyes half-closed. Jamie simply grinned back, and unzipped Paul's jeans. Paul was already hard, pointing accusingly up at the fox beneath the tight fabric. Jamie slipped Paul's lower garments down to the wolf's knees, and stared at the large cock beneath him. 


	 "Well?" Paul chuckled quietly.


	 "Well THIS." Jamie began stroking the wolf's penis slowly, from base to tapered tip, tightening his grip subtly as each stroke neared the end of the shaft. With his other paw, Jamie explored Paul's muscled chest beneath his t-shirt, tracing the wolf's abs. Jamie had Paul pushed down onto the bed, and the fox leaned down, meeting his boyfriend's lips with his own. They became locked in a violent, passionate kiss, their lips sealed around wrestling tongues. Lost in their heated embrace, Jamie felt himself being rolled to the side until Paul was the one pushing him down onto the bed. His blue eyes twinkled mischieviously as he locked gaze with the fox. Jamie gripped Paul's cock tighter, massaging up and down the shaft. Paul's muffled moan made the fox smile to himself within his mind. Suddenly, he realized how hard he was; the groin of his pants were strained painfully. Paul gasped, both from pleasure and the need for air. 


	 "J-Jamie...lemme help you..." Paul fumbled with his boyfriend's zipper, managing to slide the fox's pants down to his ankles. Jamie's cock stood proudly, pushed through the gap in his boxers. The fox grinned, then suddenly gasped quietly as Paul pressed their erections together, and began to masturbate them both. 


	 "Ah..." Jamie breathed, his brain hardly registering the sensations coursing throughout his body, all centered around the heated rods of flesh and the paw rubbing and twisting around them. Their collective pre-cum squished and slurped as the wolf's paw spread it down their needfully throbbing hard-ons. Paul's free paw was pressed into the matress above Jamie's shoulder, his head hanging, their hot breath mingling in their closeness. Jamie's hips bucked, humping instinctively and wantingly into Paul's moistened grasp.


	 Blood was pounding in Jamie's ears. He felt it nearing, that rising, overwhelming sensation. The fox felt down with his paw, and tugged at their grinding knots, eliciting ecstatic explosions in his cock.


	 Paul groaned loudly at the added stimulation. "Jamie..." He managed before his orgasm hit. Restraining a howl, his cock jumped, squirting strings of cum onto Jamie's stomach. Jamie was quick to follow, spurts of semen joining Paul's in his white tummy fur. They thrusted weakly into each other, their cocks protesting in twitching, post-orgasmic pangs. Paul collapsed next to Jamie, panting. Jamie leaned over to snuggle into Paul's warm chest fur, feeling an arm circling around him to pull him closer. Jamie looked up, meeting Paul's gaze, getting lost in those gentle eyes and gentle arms. Paul smiled, and met Jamie's lips in a gentle kiss. Conscious thought faded as they drifted off, becoming blissfully unaware of the world around them.


	********************


	 Laying on his side, Tré stared at the digital clock sitting on his dresser. The zero at the end had just lost three of its sides to yield to the time of 5:21. Cold shivers ran down Tré's body. Tears began staining the already-damp fur around his eyes. He couldn't help it, the depression had come back. All he could think about was the fact that Jamie and Paul were together, and that he was alone. Despite their helping words, he still felt terrible.


	 'No more...no more...please...' Tré pleaded with a nonexistent person. More shivers; they just wouldn't stop. Suddenly, the 1 bended and became 5:22. Tré felt his entire being focus on the periodic shifting of the digital numbers, the digits that just wouldn't change quickly enough. He so wanted the next day to come, just so that someone could be there, just so that he wouldn't have to be alone.


	*******************


	 Kevin lay on the mattress, his heart pounding, his breath quickened, his chest-fur sticky. Keith was in a similar state, smiling dumbly. The two lay glowing, their paws laying vaguely near the other's softening erection. They turned their heads, making eye contact. Kevin broke into a grin, and snuggled closer to the leopard, nuzzling his cheek. Just as he felt himself beginning to drift off, with Keith's body heat warming him, his bedroom door opened. 


	 "Kevin, could you-- What the hell?!" 


	 "Dad!"
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			Chapter Six: A Downward Turn: by Nathaniel Nocturne

		
			

		
			

		
			  "Dad..." Kevin's heart was pounding painfully in his chest, feeling as if it were trying to escape his ribcage and the suddenly grim state of affairs. The young wolf attempted eye contact with his father, but quickly looked away, terrified of the poisonous look in his eyes. Keith didn't know what to do. He felt as scared as Kevin, possibly more. He had been caught in the advent of a homosexual act by Kevin's dad, and Keith had heard more than enough of the stories from his friend.

		
			

		
			  "Dad..." Kevin tried again, but couldn't continue.

		
			

		
			  "Just go. NOW." His father slowly moved closer. Kevin could feel the tears already rolling down his cheeks.

		
			

		
			  "Dad, please, it's­­--" He was pleading.

		
			

		
			  "Shut up! What is IT, Kevin? I know what I saw. Just get out. I won't tolerate IT in this household." He had spoken.

		
			

		
			  Kevin felt the painful grip on his arm, watched his house blur around him as he was pushed out the front door and falling on the step, Keith falling further down. The door slammed shut, adding a finality to his father's actions. Kevin moved to help his boyfriend up, still crying. 

		
			

		
			  "Ow..." The leopard was holding his arm, blood staining his fur from a small cut. "We...we need to go somewhere...but my house is too far away..."

		
			

		
			  "L-let's go to J-jamie's...Paul's over there, I think..." They set off down the sidewalk, supporting each other, avoiding the stares of the neighbors that had witnessed the event. "How c-could he do this...How could he throw his own son out on the street!? How could he call us "it"..." Soon enough they found themselves knocking at Jamie's front door. Kevin quickly wiped his tears away, and the door opened, revealing a female fox. 

		
			

		
			  "Yes? You're Kevin, right?" Her eyes widened as she noticed their condition. "What happened to you two?" 

		
			

		
			  "Is...is Paul here? We n-need to talk to him..." Kevin sniffed, still feeling like something grotesque, something shunned.

		
			

		
			  "I think he's upstairs, in Jamie's room. But what--" They hurried past her with a murmured "thank you", and made their way upstairs to Jamie's bedroom door. Kevin knocked tentatively, in desperate need for consolement.

		
			

		
			********************

		
			

		
			  The knocking woke the napping pair within. Paul raised his head up, and looked down at Jamie.

		
			

		
			  "Just a sec..." The fox muttered, pulling up his shorts. He got up and opened the door. "What is...Kevin? Keith? Come in..." Kevin ran to Paul, catching him by surprise. He caught his little brother with a small "oof", looking completely bewildered as to what was going on. Kevin cried into his brother's protective embrace, his sobs muffled by Paul's frame.

		
			

		
			  "Kevin...what happened? Did someone hurt you?" He asked, slowly rubbing Kevin's back. 

		
			

		
			  "D-dad..." He stuttered quietly. 

		
			

		
			  "No..." Paul whispered. 

		
			

		
			  "Yes... He threw us out." Keith sat next to the brothers, grasping one of Kevin's paws. The leopard felt tears rolling down his cheeks, but kept as much of his composure as possible. He wanted to stay strong for Kevin. Just then, the door slowly opened, Jamie's mother looking in. 

		
			

		
			  "Is...is everything alright?" Kris asked quietly. 

		
			

		
			  Jamie shook his head. "Paul's dad found Kevin and Keith...together. He threw them out of the house." Her jaw fell in shock; she couldn't imagine anyone acting so violently against their own child.

		
			

		
			  "Oh, no...That's terrible! Just because..." She trailed off, not quite sure about what to say. "If you boys need help sorting things out, or need some place to stay, our door is always open." She looked grim. "We should contact the police, or child services. What he did was unacceptable."

		
			

		
			  "No. I really appreciate your concern, but I want to confront him myself." A solemn aura permeated Paul's gaze as he stared blankly at the wall. "We're going to talk to him. Now."

		
			

		
			  "Are you sure that's what you want to do, Paul? I don't think it's the safest way to approach this. Someone better equipped needs to be involved."

		
			

		
			  "I... I need to talk to him, no interference. If he lashes out, I don't care. I won't hide from him."

		
			

		
			  "Well, if you're certain that's what you want to do..." Jamie's mother looked worried, but accepted Paul's decision. "Please, be safe. If you need anything..." She gave a slight smile, and backed out of the room, closing the door gently behind her. Quiet fell over Jamie's room for a moment, disturbed only by Kevin's occasional sniffle. 

		
			

		
			  "Paul..." Kevin said quietly. He sniffed and looked up at his older brother. "I'm scared... I don't think I can go back...there..."

		
			

		
			  Paul's expression softened. "I know, Kev. But he has to face this. He has to confront the fact that his sons are gay. And if he can't accept that... Well..." His voice faded. He smiled at his little brother, then reassured him with a hug. "There's always mom. And worst-case scenario, they both throw us out, we've got each other. I'll take care of you, I promise you that."

		
			

		
			  Kevin wiped his eyes and steadied his footing. "A-alright... Let's go see him." His voice wavered, but he felt a sudden resolve settle in him. "M-maybe if we talk it out he won't be so bothered by it. It might've been the shock that got him. He has to face it either way, once you tell him. How could someone disown both of their children?"

		
			

		
			  Paul shrugged. "I don't know. We'll just have to find out." He sighed deeply. "Shit, this is gonna be hard..."

		
			

		
			  Jamie caught Keith's gaze; they looked at each other for a moment, then nodded. "We're going too, Paul." 

		
			

		
			  "Guys, you don't need to--" Paul started to object. 

		
			

		
			  "Yes, we do. We want to support you." Keith said adamantly. Paul's mouth opened to say something, but he closed it.

		
			

		
			  "Thanks, guys." Kevin's eyes were still wet. He wiped them again, smiling despite the tears.

		
			

		
			********************

		
			

		
			  A short time later, the group found themselves standing on the sidewalk, in front of Paul and Kevin's house. Paul gave the word, and they started forward. All too soon they were standing on the porch, ready to enter. Paul opened the door, keeping an arm around Kevin; Jamie and Keith followed behind the brothers. They could hear a heated argument echoing through the house. In the living room, Paul's mother was shouting at his father.

		
			

		
			  "--And now we don't know where he is! What the hell were you thinking, Steven?!" Martha had gone positively livid.

		
			

		
			  "It was sick, Martha! I couldn't just allow it to--" He looked away from his wife, suddenly noticing the small crowd in the doorway. Steven's expression simply dripped of simmering anger. "Paul?" He said unsteadily. "Would you kindly take Jamie and KEITH outside?" He venomously spat out the leopard's name. 

		
			

		
			  "No." Paul set his stance. "I'm going to stay right here while you explain to everyone why the hell you hurt my little brother. And don't give me any of that moral bullshit that you've spouted for God-knows-how-long, I'm sick of it. We all are. Mom's right, what the HELL were you thinking?!" His eyes burned with defiance. 

		
			

		
			  Steven hadn't expected this. He faltered for a minute, his rage flickering. "Kevin's a fag, Paul. I saw him wi--" Paul didn't let him finish.

		
			

		
			  "You think I don't know that?!" Paul cried out. "And do you think I care? He's my little brother, and I love him, no matter what. And, it may interest you to know, Dad, that he's not the only one. I'm a so-called fag, too." His eyes stung with infant tears, but he didn't waver. Steven looked like he'd been punched in the stomach. "That's right, Dad, your sons are gay. What of it? Do you think you can just disown us, abandon us? We're your children, for God's sake!" Paul choked back a sob.

		
			

		
			  "B-but it-- It's sick! It's just not natural!" Steven shouted back. He was now far less composed, and appeared to be floundering.

		
			

		
			  "GODDAMMIT, DAD, IT'S COMPLETELY NATURAL! IT IS NOT SICK! IT IS NOT DEPRAVED!" Paul roared, tears falling. "We were born, weren't we? You raised us, you loved us! We were always gay, but we didn't know it then! You l-loved us then..." Paul's sobs overtook him, and his mother rushed to his aid, hugging him tightly. Kevin rubbed Paul's shoulder, shooting his father a venomous look.

		
			

		
			  "So, what'll it be, Dad? Are you really going to throw everything away over something so unimportant? Are your backwater morals worth more to you than your family?" Kevin's face was chiseled stone, waiting for his father's answer. 

		
			

		
			  Steven looked beaten. He worked his jaw, trying vainly to get a word out. "I... I..." He backed out of the room slowly, then left in a hurry. Everyone in the living room stood still as they heard the jingling of keys, the slamming of the front door, and ther rumbling of a departing car. Tires squeeled, then a silence weighed down on everyone as they tried to make sense of what happened. Paul looked around, red-eyed.

		
			

		
			  "He... He really left?" His voice was quiet and afraid, a mere fraction of its usual full, strong sound.

		
			

		
			  "Paul, honey, I'm so sorry..." Martha wiped a tear away and hugged both of her sons this time. "I'm so very sorry..." The remainder of the family held each other close, as if in some desperate hope to hold together what was left. They hesitantly let go, Martha sniffing a little. "That was very brave of you, Paul. I'm so proud of you." Martha made an attempt to smile. "I should have talked to him sooner. You know he always meant well, he just..."  

		
			

		
			  "I know, Mom. Grandpa's no angel either, I've heard him rant. Dad couldn't help it, that's the way he was raised." Paul answered. "...But he didn't have to go and hurt Kevin." His face darkened at that.

		
			

		
			  "Dad... Will he come back?" Kevin asked tentatively, a worried fear choking his voice. He felt conflicted; he had always loved his father, he still loved his father, despite the abuse he'd taken not more than an hour ago. 

		
			

		
			  "I don't know, sweetie... I don't know. I've never seen him quite like this... He may just need some time to cool off. I honestly don't know..." Martha seemed far-off, but focused back quickly. "So... Boys? You're both... um..."

		
			

		
			  "Gay, Mom." Paul smiled. "It's okay, you can say it."

		
			

		
			  "I know, it's just a lot to take in at the moment." Paul and Kevin sobered up, nervous. "I love you both, no matter what. Don't ever think I'd abandon you over who you love." She hugged her boys again. "It really is a strange turn of events, you have to agree. I really didn't see either of you being gay, let alone both of you." She turned her attention to the two boys left standing in the corner. "Jamie, Keith, you can come in! It's alright."

		
			

		
			  Jamie and Keith joined the rest of them, Keith obviously mortified to be in the same room as one of Kevin's parents, given the circumstances. However, Martha acted as though nothing had happened, smiling warmly. She was still quite beautiful, aging gracefully; her smile pronounced that beauty.

		
			

		
			  "So, I'm to understand you're the new boyfriends, then?" Jamie blushed, murmuring a "yeah." Keith responded much the same. Martha laughed. "I'm glad to hear it. You both have my approval!"

		
			

		
			  "Thanks, Martha. That means a lot to me." Jamie smiled and walked over and hugged Paul, wrapping his arms around his wolf. He felt himself become enveloped in a strong, comforting warmth, a hand rubbed his back. The living room, Kevin and Keith, and Martha all melted away, the world reduced to only the two of them. "You alright, Paul?" Jamie said quietly in the embrace. "That was so brave, how you stood your ground. I'm sorry about how things turned out..."

		
			

		
			  "I'll be alright. I'm just kind of shaken." Paul rocked the two of them ever so slightly. "Thank you, Jamie, for being here. I don't think I could've stood up to him if you weren't here. God... As pissed off as I am right now, I wish..." Tears squeezed from Paul's shut-tight eyes. "I wish he hadn't left like that..." 

		
			

		
			  Keith and Kevin were in much the same position, Keith comfortingly whispering into Kevin's ear while the wolf cried quietly. The ambiance had sobered up again, but only temporarily; Kevin and Paul needed some catharsis more than anything else. These were tears of cleansing, venting.

		
			

		
			  "Dinner will be ready in an hour or so, boys." Martha said gently, she had quietly exited the living room to leave the teens to themselves, and popped in long enough to tell them. 

		
			

		
			  "Thanks, Mom." Paul smiled. They gradually split from their embraces and took seats around the living room. Kevin was holding Kieth on the couch, and Jamie was sitting in Paul's lap in a large comfy chair. Things were winding down in the Michaels household. Outside, the day was dying; the sun, on its last hours, was tainting everything orange and gold where it wasn't casting long, dark shadows. Paul looked out the window, thoughtfully, his fur almost glowing in the evanescent evening light. 

		
			

		
			  Jamie looked up and, noting Paul's contemplative look, asked quietly, "what?"

		
			

		
			  "I was just thinking about Trè. I hope he's doing alright..." 

		
			

		
			

	




 
  Chapter 7: Tré

  
	


	Wow, it's actually less than a year between chapter posts! Significantly less! This chapter's mostly new, maybe written entirely in 2011! Wow... I really enjoyed writing this one, and I hope you enjoy reading. This chapter roughly overlaps the chapter involving difficulties with Paul's father. It occurs on the same day, and focuses on what our other fox friend is going through...


	


	


	Chapter 7: Tré by Nathaniel Nocturne


	


	


	     A lone figure stood on a hill, the spring wind flowing all around him. The fox's eyes were closed, wet from crying. He inhaled deeply, catching whiffs of wet earth, young flowers, and pine trees. All of the aromas delicately melded together, breathing forth in an inexplicably simple but entirely unique bouquet that wafted in the breeze. He let out the breath, and it shook, accompanied by more tears. Each tear symbolized loss, lonliness, heartbreak; but each tear also whispered of healing and acceptance. Breathe in, breathe out. 


	


	     Tré had been coming to the hilltop for years. It had become dear to him almost immediately. Now, it was almost sacred. The hill was his shrine, the hill was his sanctuary. Tré stood atop the hill at least once a week. He felt incomplete if he missed his theraputic time of solitude. Sometimes tears were shed, other times not (and even sometimes something aside from tears was shed upon the hill.) But the hill had always helped him, channeling a silent, secret healing force. Tré loved his special place, and felt certain that a hidden sentience loved him back.


	


	     The sun was hanging lower in the sky, half-blanketed by clouds. The sky performed a visual symphony that evening. Whiskery Cirrus whisps existing impossibly high, while fluffier, friendlier clouds floated by beneath the thick, yet perforated, blanket that rhythmically hid and revealed the bleeding sun. The breeze blew through again, chillier than expected, causing Tré to shiver. He lowered himself to the ground into a cross-legged position, wishing, not for the first time, that he wasn't on the hill alone. The shivering wasn't completely due to the wind, much of the cold was actually coming from the inside.


	


	     "Paul... Take care of him..." Tré cried softly; tears continued to flow. He had imagined himself with Jamie, he had imagined himself fulfilled and loved. Tré knew his friends cared for him, but it wasn't the same. It wasn't what he needed, what his heart needed. The fox wanted real love. He didn't want to be alone anymore.


	


	     Time after time Tré replayed in his head all the missed opportunities he faltered at, every single time that he could have admitted his affection for Jamie, but didn't. He remembered when he had first seen Jamie's cycle into depression, and how it had pained him so greatly that his dear friend was suffering. All those times, all those misses. 


	


	     "Jamie..." Tré sobbed. Uncrossing his legs, he buried his face in his hands. It killed him to know that he cared for his friend so much more than Jamie ever would for him. "I'm so fucking sick of being lonely... I hate never feeling happy, I hate the way I can't h-have anyone! GODDAMMIT!" Tré shouted to the world; only the hill, the fields, and the wind could hear him. Shuddering, he wiped his eyes dry. His attempts were futile, however, and his eyes kept leaking tears. He felt the infinitely immense void returning, deep within, stealing everything good within him. The tears no longer promised the healing they had whispered of only moments ago. Short of the agony, there was nothing to feel. Except hatred. He hated the complete lack of happiness and contentment, and the hate only perpetuated the miserable cycle. Hatred, misery. Misery, hatred. All the same, and all the worse. Tré flung himself to the ground, grasping at the grass, groping for rocks, seeking anything to grip, to hold. Anything.


	


	     Tré knew it was unrealistic, and knew it likely wouldn't happen any time soon, but that didn't help his desire at all. He wanted love. Deep, unconditional, compassionate, carefree, affectionate, understanding, perfect love. He wanted to meet the perfect, quirky guy that hangs around the book store or the coffee shop. He wanted the first awkward greetings and small talk, the fumbled exchange of numbers. He wanted the perfect first date, the one that goes amazingly in every way, beyond a shadow of a doubt. He wanted every date after that, and the eventual connection that would be born of them. But most of all, Tré wanted to be held. Nothing could possibly be more perfect than a guy that would cuddle him for hours on end, or ask to be held by him for an equally infinite amount of time. To walk in the rain, holding hands, to curl up and watch a movie together, to lay on the grass together and stare at the stars. That's what the fox truly wished for. Some sense of completion.


	


	     Gasping, he tried to pull himself together. He wiped his eyes and dusted the front of his shirt. Pebbles clicked and plunked quietly as they fell from his front, and dirt wheezed from the fabric in little clouds. He stood up slowly, sniffing. Evening was approaching, and Tré knew he had to return to the world sometime. With a sigh, he patted the tree, whispering "good-bye," and began walking the barely-there trail back to civilization, eyes still wet.


	


	********************


	


	     The walk wasn't more than a mile and a half. The woods that descended from the mountains spread around several of the neighborhoods; however, not all of the woods were thick. While the forest behind Jamie's house would eventually lead one to their highland home (after quite some trek,) the trees that grew nearer Tré's neighborood merely separated the houses from the seemingly endless plains to the South. That's where his hill resided; it was out far enough to avoid nearly all contact with people, but close enough to be easily visited. Tré made his way through the trees, breaking through and finding a paved road.


	


	     'This is Melvin Avenue, so...' He thought to himself. He didn't really need to check, he knew exactly how to get home. Home was another quarter-mile of walking though some pretty nice houses; most were developed in the last 10 years, intended for upper-middle class families. However, home wasn't Tré's intended destination. It had taken all of his strength to get up and leave his clock-watching to visit his hill, and he didn't feel very much like returning to the solitude of his room. He'd had enugh of that. Downtown wasn't too far away, and he knew some pretty good coffee places that would still be open. Streetlights were suddenly lit, Tré realized; twilight had set in, painting everything in shades of blue and purple. It was a stark contrast to the harsh, orange light from the street lamps.


	


	     Tré seemed to be the only one out and about. Aside from the insistant buzz from the occasional flickering lamp, the secretive and whispering breeze, and Tré's own footsteps, the world seemed entirely quiet. He only encountered some very light traffic when he finally reached downtown, but even then it was never more than two at a time. Even cars seemed to be avoiding the evening. Tré took a right and ended up on Willam Street; it was a little busier here. Here and there, at least, strolled the intermittent pedestrian. He already knew where he wanted to go. After only a block Tré was greeted by a hand-painted sign that simply read "Maggie's Place." The glowing "open" sign didn't match it at all. Upon pushing the door open, he heard a bell tinkling overhead, one of the many little things that made the place one of his favorites. 


	


	     The business was, in fact, opened only a few years prior, but the building containing it was far older. Maggie, the owner, a cat now in her thirties, had preserved the unique charm, leaving the exposed brick walls and worn hardwood floors. It was a coffee shop, and beloved by the community, famous for its personal and welcoming feel. Maggie herself ran the counter a few days out of the week; she prefered to stay connected and familiar with her customers. She even acted as a waitress, despite having hired a few. The ceiling, decorated with elaborate, antique moldings, rose high towards the front of the store to accomodate the large windows on either side of the door; however, it lowered by a few large, inverse terraces towards the back. The comfier booths were situated there, the lighting lower and softer. 


	


	     The place was pretty empty. A couple, a stallion and mare, occupied one of the tables towards the front, a trio had a booth nearer the back, and one guy, wearing a teal, zippered hoodie, was working intently on his laptop at the long counter that ran the right side of the place, perched on a stool. He glanced up at Tré as the fox headed for the back before returning to his work; he was a golden retriever, on the slim side. His rectangular glasses seemed intent on leaving his face, so he was frequently pushing them back into place before his eyes. Tré took a small booth at the very back, and waited for someone to serve him. His head rested on his left hand while the fingers of his right drummed quiet non-rhythms on the tabletop.


	


	     By this point, Tré felt marginally better. Something was definitely still missing, but his negative feelings were subdued. He wasn't about to break down in the middle of a coffee shop, at least. His thoughts wandered. Jamie drifted in and out of his head, Paul, too. He could pick up snippets of conversation from the three at the booth farther up. They seemed to be vehemently discussing a recent sci-fi flick. A green-haired, gangly wolf seemed to be the critic of the bunch, pointing out every single plot hole or whatever else was wrong with the movie. The bear, who was fairly large in girth, as well as height, was defending the film, and, as it seemed, was losing badly. The third member, a mole, was sitting quietly and sipping something hot, a look of mild amusement on his face. 


	


	     The couple at the front had since left, but the computer guy was still there. Tré kept trailing his gaze across the retriever; he was pretty cute, Tré had to admit. He looked like a teenager, sixteen or seventeen, Tré figured. His hair, a little darker than his coat, was shaggy, falling almost into his eyes. Tré had almost completely forgotten what he'd been going through, Jamie, Paul, all of that. 


	


	     The computer guy leaned back in his stool, head thrown back, eyes closed, as if tired. Suddenly, he panicked; he'd leaned to far back by accident and was starting to fall. Pinwheeling his arms frantically he tried to stop the fall, but it was no use. With a crash and a thud, the retriever was laid out flat on his back, struggling to breathe. Tré, concerned, immediately got up and ran over to the poor guy. Kneeling by his side, he helped him sit up. 


	


	     "Jeez, are you alright?" Tré asked worriedly. 


	


	     "I...I think... I just had the wi-wind knocked out of me...thanks." He wheezed a few times, but managed to catch his breath. "Ah..." He gingerly felt the back of his head. He'd smacked it against the floor, and was already feeling an ugly bump forming. "Could you...get me some ice, please...?" The retriever started to stand up. He felt jarred, but it didn't feel like anything serious. 


	


	     "Sure thing." Tré went to the counter. "Could I get some--" Maggie was already standing there, smiling, holding a small bag of ice. "Thanks." Tré smiled.


	


	     "Of course. Do you need anything else? Should I call someone for you?" She raised her voice, talking to the recouperating dog. 


	


	     "Thanks, but I think I'm alright. Thank you." He smiled as Tré handed him the ice.  He rested the ice against the bump, wincing. "And thanks for helping me up. And you are...?" 


	


	     "I'm Tré." The fox smiled. "You want to sit down?" 


	


	     "Sure. I'm Gordon," he said, grabbing his laptop and coffee before joining Tré in the booth. "Thanks again." 


	


	     "Don't mention it. Is your head feeling alright?"


	


	     "I think so. Doesn't feel like a concussion." He reapplied the ice, and felt the pain almost disappear. He looked up at his rescuer and really noticed him for the first time. 'Oh...my God...' Immediate crush. Gordon felt his jaw fall open slightly before he clamped it shut. Gordon was rather fond of leaner guys, like himself, and Tré certainly fit that description. The fox's close-fitting, black-and-grey striped shirt only contributed to the image. 'No need to completely make an ass out of myself.' He immediately blushed and felt as though he had no idea to act. All social skills were immediately out the window. 'Not that I was ever too good at talking to people in the first place...' he tormented himself. 


	


	     "Well, that's good." Tré smiled, hoping to smooth things over; Gordon was acting really strange all of a sudden. 'When he looked at me...' Tré thought. 'He probably caught me staring... Fuck, I hope I didn't freak him out or anything! I can't help it if he's adorable!' "Uh... Do you want anything, Gordon? I haven't ordered yet."


	


	     "No, thanks. I've already had like three coffees in the last hour, so I probably shouldn't have anymore." He chuckled weakly. 'Why'd you laugh, you idiot?' Gordon scolded himself. 'Not funny, not funny, not funny...' 


	


	     Maggie walked hurriedly from behind the counter, writing pad in hand. "So, what'll it be?" She asked Tré.


	


	     "Uh, I'll have a mocha, venti, double shot."


	


	     "Alright..." she mumbled absentmindedly as she scribbled the order down. "Will that be all?"


	


	     "Yep, nothing else, thanks."


	


	     "It'll be ready in a couple minutes." She was already bustling away before Tré could respond. Now it was just him and Gordon again. Tré resumed drumming his fingers on the table. Gordon looked up at him and grinned awkwardly, making Tré laugh a little. 


	


	     "So, what were you working on before your little spill?" Tré asked the dog.


	


	     "Well, I was finishing up a report for my English class. But I got bored with that, it's pretty lame. So I've just been working on this short story I've been writing for a while."


	


	     "Really? That's pretty cool. What's it about?"


	


	     'Oh, shit...' Gordon hadn't anticipated that. "It's nothing, really. I'm not a great writer." Gordon pulled the ice away from the bump; it was getting too cold. "You'd laugh at me."


	


	     "Why would I do that? C'mon, what's it about? I promise I won't laugh."


	


	     "Fine... It's... Well, it's sort of a romance story. I started it when I was feeling kind of down, just to make myself feel better. But I liked where it went, so I kind of stuck with it."


	


	     "That's really nice. Could I... Maybe I could read some of it? I'm a sucker for a good story."


	


	     "Uh..." 'Goddamn it... Why'd he have to ask me THAT?' "I don't think you'd like this one very much..."


	


	     "Why not?" Tré had encountered people that were really sensative about their work. He was like that sometimes, too. But his interest was piqued, he wanted to know. "If you think I'd be weirded out, don't worry. I'm pretty much chill with anything." 


	


	     "Still, I don't think..." Gordon figured, 'may as well tell him the truth...' "It's not-- Er, it's about a couple guys..." Gordon prepared himself for the inevitable response. Disgust, confusion, discomfort. He wouldn't be surprised if it were a combination of them.


	


	     "Oh, I see." Tré was silently cheering. 'THAT explains it all. Thank God...' "So, they're gay then, right? That's cool." Tré smiled.


	


	     "Wait, what?" Gordon's eyes widened. He was shocked. "You...don't care? Really? That's kind of why I don't let anyone read my work... It's brought some...unpleasantness in the past."


	


	     "I'm sorry to hear that, man. And if anything, it just makes me want to read it more!" Tré grinned pleasantly. 'No need to hide it, apparently. I hope he likes me...' 


	


	     Gordon pushed his glasses back up with an index finger. He didn't expect this at all. Blushing again, he gave a small smile. Things were going far better here than he could have imagined. He leaned back in his seat, arms folded, his head tilted slightly. Nervousness still tingled within him, but he felt some sense of control; he wasn't afraid, now. "So, does that mean that you're gay, then, too?" He giggled Tré's jump, who was apparently startled by the forwardness of the question. 'Guess he's better at dishing it out than taking it,' Gordon thought to himself, amused.


	


	     "Uh, yeah, actually." Now it was Tré's turn to blush. 


	


	     "Really?!" Gordon exclaimed; he quickly composed himself, slightly embarrassed. "I mean, I wasn't really expecting this. I was kind of hoping that you would be, to be perfectly honest." Gordon laughed, feeling oddly sure of himself. He was never this comfortable and confident around strangers. He was still fairly jittery from their mutual coming-out, he often felt like that whenever he did, but it was different, this time. It was so much more pleasant.


	


	     "Uh, ditto, actually." Tré rubbed the back of his neck. "When I first saw you sitting there, I thought you were really cute." His voice wavered a bit as he finished his sentence. "I hope that wasn't too forward, I'm sorry. This is all really new ground for me..." Tré withdrew a little.


	


	     Gordon giggled. "Not at all! People don't usually compliment me like that. I'm really flattered!" He grinned. His eyes trailed down to his watch. "Oh, jeez, it's that late already? Sorry, Tré, I gotta go." Gordon packed up his laptop and stood up to leave. "Oh, before I leave, could I get your number?"


	


	     "My number?" Tré asked dumbly.


	


	     "Yeah, so I can call you sometime!" Gordon grinned. 


	


	     "Oh, right, of course!" Gordon giggled. "God, I feel stupid..." Tré muttered quietly as he fished a pen out of his pocket and copied down his cell number onto an unused napkin. "Here you go."


	


	     "Cool. So, would you want to grab coffee again sometime this weekend, preferably without the falling part?" 


	


	     "Absolutely! I'd really like that." Tré smiled. 


	


	     Gordon had gathered his things and packed them away into a laptop bag designed to look like a military surplus satchel. "I'll call you sometime this week, then!" Gordon smiled warmly as he stood. "It was nice meeting you!"


	


	     "Nice meeting you, too, Gordon!" Tré waved as Gordon turned to leave.


	


	     "Bye!"


	


	     "Bye!" Tré slouched in the booth, letting out a long breath. It closing in on 9:00, he would head for home soon. His lips seemed permanently tugged upwards, he couldn't stop smiling. With a sigh, he thought, 'wow, he just asked me out. Wow...' He felt his eyes well up, and a tear rolled down his cheek; this time, a tear of elation, not of depression. Tré hadn't felt this good in a long time.
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